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"Something pale and cloudy was
making itself visible.”

Jhe .
airy Ones Shall Dance

By GANS T. FIELD

A novel of a bideous, stark horror that struck during a spivit séance—a tale of
terror and sudden death, and the frightful thing that
laired in the Devil’s Croft

FOREWORD vast army of skeptics of which I once
made one. Therefore I write it brief and
O WHOM It May Concern: bald. If my story seems unsteady in

Few words are best, as Sir spots, that is because the kand that writes
Philip Sidney once wrote in chal- it still quivers from my recent ordeal.
lenging an enemy. The present account Shifting the metaphor from duello to
will be accepted as a challenge by the military engagement, this is but the first
33
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gun of the bombardment. Even now
sworn statemenis are being prepared by
all others who survived the strange and,
in some degree, unthinkable adventure 1
am recounting. After thas, every great
psychic investigator in the country, as
well as some from Europe, will begin
researches. 1 wish that my friends and
brother-magicians, Houdini and Tbhurs-
ton, bad lived to bear a hand in them.

I must apologize for the strong admix-
ture of the personal element in my narra-
tive. Some may feel that I err against
good taste. My bhumble argument is that
I was not merely an observer, but an
actor, albeit a clumsy one, throughout
the drama.

As to the setting forth of matters
which many will call impossible, let me
smile in advance. Things happen and
have always bappened, that defy the nar-
row science of test-tube and formula. 1
can only say again that 1 am writing the
truth, and that my statement will be sup-
ported by my companions in the adven-
ture.

TALBOT WILLS.

November 15, 1937.

1. “Why Must the Burden of Proof
Rest with the S pirits?”’

“Y7 ou don’t believe in psychic phe-
nomena,” said Doctor Otto Zoberg
yet again, “because you won’t.”

This with studied kindness, sitting in
the most comfortable chair of my hotel
room. I, at thirty-four, silently hoped I
would have his health and charm at fifty-
four—he was so rugged for all his lean
length, so well groomed for all his
tweeds and beard and joined eyebrows,
so articulate for all his accent. Doctor
Zoberg quite apparently liked and ad-
mired me, and I felt guilty once more
that I did not eatirely return the compli-
ment.

“I know that you are a stage magi-
cian——"" he began afresh.

“I was once,” I amended, a little sulk-
ily. My early career had brought me con-
siderable money and notice, but after
the novelty of show business was worn
off I had never rejoiced in it. Talboto the
Mysterious—it had been impressive, but
tawdry. Better to be Talbot Wills, lec-
turer and investigator in the field of ex-
posing fraudulent mediums.

For six years I had known Doctor Otto
Zoberg, the champion of spiritism and
mediumism, as rival and companion. We
had first met in debate under auspices of
the Society for Psychical Research in Lon-
don. I, young enough for enthusiasm but
also for carelessness, had been badly out-
thought and out-talked. But afterward,
Doctor Zoberg had praised my arguments
and my delivery, and had graciously
taken me out to a late supper. The fol-
lowing day, there arrived from him a
present of helpful books and magazines.
Our next platform duel found me in a
position to get a little of my own back;
and he, afterward, laughingly congratu-
lated me on turning to account the ma-
terial he had sent me. After that, we
were public foemen and personal insep-
arables. Just now we were touring the
United States, debating, giving exhibi-
tions, visiting mediums. The night’s pro-
gram, before a Washington audience
liberally laced with high officials, had
ended in what we agreed was a draw;

and here we were, squabbling good-
naturedly afterward.

“Please, Doctor,” I begged, offering
him a cigarette, ‘‘save your charges of
stubbornness for the theater.”

He waved my case aside and bit the
end from a villainous black cheroot. “'1
wouldn’t say it, here or in public, if it
weren't true, Talbot. Yet you sneer even
at telepathy, and only half believe in
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mental suggestion, Ach, you are worse
than Houdini.”

“"Houdini was absolutely sincere,” I
almost blazed, for I had known and
worshipped that brilliant and kindly
prince of conjurers and fraud-finders.

"Ach, to be sure, to be sure,” nodded
Zoberg over his blazing match. “I did
not say he was not. Yet, he refused
proof—the proof that he himself em-
bodied. Houdini was a great mystic, a
medium. His power for miracles he did
not know himself.”

I had heard that before, from Conan
Doyle as well as Zoberg, but I made no
comment. Zoberg continued:

"Perhaps Houdini was afraid—if any-
thing could frighten so brave and wise 2
man it would assuredly come from with-
in. And so he would not even listen to
argument.” He turned suddenly somber.
“Perhaps he knew best, ja. But he was
stubborn, and so are you.”

“I don’t think you can say that of me,”
I objected once more. The cheroot was
alight now, and I kindled a dgarette to
combat in some degree the gunpowdery
fumes.

Teeth gleamed amiably through the
beard, and Zoberg nodded again, in
frank delight this time. “Oh, we have
hopes of you, Wills, where we gave up
Houdini.”

He had never said that before, not so
plainly at any rate. I smiled back. “T've
always been willing to be shown. Give
me a fool-proof, fake-proof, supernormal
phenomenon, Doctor; let me convince
myself; then I'll come gladly into the
spiritist camp."”

“Ach, so you always say!” he ex-
ploded, but without genuine wrath.
“Why must the burden of proof rest with
the spirits? How can you prove that they
do not live and move and act? Study
what Eddington has to say about that.”

“For five years,” I reminded him, I

have offered a prize of five thousand dol-
lars to any medium whose spirit miracles
I could not duplicate by honest sleight-of-
hand.”

He gestured with slim fingers, as
though to push the words back into me.
“That proves absolutely nothing, Wills.
For all your skill, do you think that
sleight-of-hand can be the only way? Is
it even the best way?”

“I've unmasked famous mediums for
years, at the rate of one a month,” I
flung back. “Unmasked them as the
clumsiest of fakes.”

“Because some are dishonest, are all
dishonest?”” he appealed. "What specific
thing would convince you, my friend?”

I thought for a moment, gazing at him
through the billows of smoke. Not a
gray hair to him—and I, twenty years his
junior, had six or eight at either temple.
I went on to admire and even to envy
that pointed trowel of beard, the sort of
thing that I, a magician, might have cul-
tivated once. Then I made my answer.

“I'd ask for a materialization, Doctor.
An ectoplasmic apparition, visible and
solid to touch—in an empty room with
no curtains or closets, all entrances sealed
by myself, the medium and witnesses
shackled.” He started to open his mouth,
but I hurried to prevent him. "I know
what you'll say—that I've seen a numbet
of impressive ectoplasms. So I have, per-
haps, but not one was scientifically and
dispassionately controlled. No, Doctor, if
I'm to be convinced, 1 must make the
conditions and set the stage myself.”

“And if the materialization was a com-
plete success?”’

“Then it would prove the claim to me
—to the world. Materializations are the
most important question in the whole
field.”

He looked long at me, narrowing his
shrewd eyes beneath the dark single bar
of his brows. “Wills,” he said at length,
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“I hoped you would ask something like
this.”

"You did?”

“Ja. Because—Hfrst, can you spare a
day or s0?”

I replied guardedly, "I can, I believe.
We have two wecks or more before the
New Orleans date.”” I computed rapidly.
“Yes, that's December 8. What have you
got up your sleeve, Doctor?”

He grinned once more, with a great
display of gleaming white tecth, and
flung out his long arms. "My sleeves,
you will observe, are empty!” he cried.
“No trickery. But within five hours of
where we sit—five hours by fast automo-
bile—is a little town. And in that town
there is a little medium. No, Wills, you
have never seen or heard of her. It is
only mysclf who found her by chance,
who studied her long and prayerfully.
Come with me, Wills—she will teach
you how little you know and how much
you can learn!”

2. “"You Can Almost Hear the Ghosts.’

IHAVE sat down with the purpose of
writing out, plainly and even flatly, all
that happened to me and to Doctor Otto
Zoberg in our impromptu adventure at
psychic investigation; yet, almost at the
start, I find it necessary to be vague about
the tiny town where that adventure ran
its course. Zoberg began by refusing to
tell me its name, and now my friends of
various psychical research committees
have asked me to hold my peace until
they have finished certain examinations
without benefit of yellow journals or pry-
ing politicians.

It is located, as Zoberg told me, with-
in five miles by fast automobile of
Washington. On the following morning,
after a quick and early breakfast, we de-
parted at seven o'dock in my sturdy
coupé. I drove and Zoberg guided. In the

turtle-back we had stowed bags, for the
November sky had begun to boil up with
dark, heavy clouds, and a storm might
delay us.

On the way Zoberg talked a great deal,
with his usual charm and animation. He
scoffed at my skepticism and prophesied
my conversion before another midnight.

“A hundred years ago, realists like
yourself were ridiculing hypnotism,” he
chuckled. “They thought that it was a
fantastic fake, like one of Edgar Poe's
amusing tales, j#? And now it is a great
science, for healing and comforting the
world. A few years ago, the world
scorned mental telepathy. ”

"Hold on,” I interrupted. “I'm none
too convinced of it now.”

"I said just that, last night. However,
you think that there is some grain of
truth to it. You would be a fool to laugh
at the many experiments in clairvoyance
carried on at Duke University.”

“Yes, they are impressive,” I admitted.

“They are tremendous, and by no
means unique,” he insisted. “Think of a
number between one and ten,” he said
suddenly.

I gazed at my hands on the wheel,
thought of a joking reply, then fell in
with his mood.

“All right,” I replied. “I'm thinking
of 2 number. What is it?”

“'It is seven,” he cried out at once, then
laughed heartily at the blank look on my
face.

“"Look here, that’s a logical number for
an average man to think of,” I protested.
“You relied on human nature, not
telepathy.”

He grinned and tweaked the end of
his beard between manicured fingers.
“Very good, Wills, try again. A color
this time.”

I paused a moment before replying,
“All right, guess what it is.”

He, too, hesitated, staring at me side-
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wise. "'l think it is blue,”” he offered at
length.

"Go to the head of the class,” I
grumbled. "I rather expected you to
guess red—that’s most obvious.”

“But I was not guessing,” he assured

me. “A flash of blue came before my
mind’'s eye. Come, let us try another
time.”

We continued the experiment for a
while. Zoberg was not always correct, but
he was surprizingly close in neatly every
case. The most interesting results were
with the names of persons, and Zoberg
achieved some rather mystifying approx-
imations. Thus, when I was thinking of
the actor Boris Karloff, he gave me the
name of the actor Bela Lugosi. Upon my
thinking of Gilbert K. Chesterton, he
named Chesterton’s close friend Hilaire
Belloc, and my concentration on George
Bernard Shaw brought forth a shout of
“Santa Claus.” When I reiterated my
charge of psychological trickery and
besought him to teach me his method, he
grew actually angry and did not speak
for more than half an hour. Then he
began to discuss our destination.

“A most amazing community,” he pro-
nounced. "It is old—one of the oldest
inland towns of all America. Wait until
you see the houses, my friend. You can
almost hear the ghosts within them, in
broad daylight. And their Devil's Croft,
that is worth seeing, too.”

“Their what?”

He shook his head, as though in
despair. “And you set yourself up as an
authority on occultism!” he sniffed.
“Next you will admit that you have never
heard of the Druids. A Devil’s Croft, my
dull young friend, used to be part of
every English or Scots village. The good
people would set aside a field for Satan,
so that he would not take their own
lands.”

“"And this settlement’ has such a
place?”

“Ja wobl, a grove of the thickest tim-
ber ever seen in this over-civilized coun-
try, and hedged in to boot. I do not say
that they believe, but it is civic property
and protected by special order from tres-
passers.”

“I'd like to visit that grove,” I said.

“I pray you!" he cried, waving in pro-
test. "Do not make us unwelcome.”

E ARRIVED shortly before noon.
The little town rests in a circular
hollow among high wooded hills, and
there is not a really good road into it,
for two or three miles around. After
listening to Zoberg, I had expected some-
thing grotesque or forbidding, but I was
disappointed. The houses were sturdy
and modest, in some cases poor. The
greater part of them made a close-hud-
dled mass, like a herd of cattle threat-
ened by wolves, with here and there an
isolated dwelling like an adventuresome
young fighting-bull. The streets were
narrow, crooked and unpaved, and for
once in this age I saw buggies and
wagons outnumbering automobiles. The
central square, with a two-story town
hall of red brick and a hideous cast-iron
war memorial, still boasted numerous
hitching-rails, brown with age and
smooth with use. There were few real
signs of modern progress. For instance,
the drug store was a shabby clapboard
affair with “Pharmacy” painted upon its
windows, and it sold only drugs, soda
and tobacco; while the one hotel was
low and rambling and bore the title
“Luther Inn.” T heard that the popula-
tion was three hundred and fifty, but I
am inclined to think it was closer to three
hundred.
We drew up in front of the Luther
Inn, and a group of roughly dressed men
gazed at us with the somewhat hostile
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interrogation that often marks a rural
American community at the approach of
strangers. These men wore mail-order
coats of corduroy or suede—the air was
growing nippier by the minute—and
plow shoes or high laced boots under
dungarce pants. All of them were of
Celtic or Anglo-Saxon type.

“Hello!” cried Zoberg jovially. *I see
you there, my friend Mr. Gird. How is
your charming daughter?”’

The man addressed took a step for-
ward from the group on the porch. He
was a raw-boned, grizzled native with
pale, pouched eyes, and was a trifle bet-
ter dressed than the others, in a rather
ministerial coat of dark cloth and a wide
black hat. He cleared his throat before
replying.

“Hello, Dodor. Susan’s well, thanks.
‘What do you want of us?”

It was a definite challenge, that would
repel or anger most men, but Zoberg was
not to be denied. He scrambled out of
the car and cordially shook the hand of
the man he had called Mr. Gird. Mean-
while he spoke in friendly fashion to one
or two of the others.

“And here,” he wound up, “is a very
good friend of mine, Mr. Talbot Wills.”

All eyes—and very unfriendly eyes
they were, as a whole—turned upon me.
I got out slowly, and at Zoberg's insist-
ence shook hands with Gird. Finally the
grizzled man came with us to the car.

“1 promised you once,” he said glumly
to Zoberg, “that I would let you and
Susan dig as deeply as you wanted to into
this matter of spirits. I've often wished
since that I hado’t, but my word was
never broken yet. Come along with me;
Susan is cooking dinner, and there’ll be
enough for all of us.” :

He got into the car with us, and as we
drove out of the square and toward his
house he conversed quietly with Zoberg
and me.

“Yes,” he answered one of my ques-
tions, “the houses are old, as you can
see. Some of them have stood since the
Revolutionary War with England, and
our town’s ordinances have stood longer
than that. You aren’t the first to be im-
pressed, Mr. Wills. Ten years ago a cer-
tain millionaire came and said he wanted
to endow us, so that we would stay as we
are. He had a lot to say about native
color and historical value. We told him
that we would stay as we are without hav-
ing to take money from him, or from
anybody else for that matter.”

Gmn’s home was large but low, all
one story, and of darkly painted
clapboards over heavy timbers. The front
door was hung on the most massive hand-
wrought hinges. Gird knocked at it, and
a slender, smallish girl opened to us.

She wore a woolen dress, as dark as
her father's coat, with white at the neck
and wrists. Her face, under masses of
thunder-black hair, looked Oriental at
first glance, what with high cheek-bones
and eyes set aslant; then I saw that her
eyes were a bright gray like worn silver,
and her skin rosy, with a firm chin and a
generous mouth. The features were rep-
resentatively Celtic, after all, and I won-
dered for perhaps the fiftieth time in my
life if there was some sort of blood link
between Scot and Mongol. Her hand, on
the brass knob of the door, showed as
slender and white as some evening
flower.

“Susan,” said Gird, “‘here’s Doctor Zo-
berg. And this is his friend, Mr.
Wills.”

She smiled at Zoberg, then nodded to
me, respectfully and rather shyly.

“My daughter,” Gird finished the in-
troduction. “Well, dinner must be
ready.”

She led us inside. The parlor was
rather plainer than in most old-fash-
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ioned provincial houses, but it was com-
fortable enough. Much of its fumniture
would have delighted antique dealers,
and one or two pieces would have im-
pressed museum directors. The dining-
room beyond had plate-racks on the walls
and a long table of dark wood, with
high-backed chairs. We had some fried
ham, biscuits, coffee and stewed fruit that
must have been home-canned. Doctor
Zoberg and Gird ate heartily, talking of
local trifles, but Susan Gird hardly
touched her food. I, watching her with
stealthy admiration, forgot to take more
than a few mouthfuls.

After the repast she carried out the
dishes and we men returned to the par-
lor. Gird faced us.

“You're here for some more hocus-
pocus?”” he hazarded gruffly.

“For another séance,” amended Zo-
berg, suave as ever.

“Doctor,” said Gird, "I think this had
better be the last time.”

Zoberg held out a hand in pleading
protest, but Gird thrust his own hands
behind him and looked sternly stubborn.
“It's not good for the girl,” he an-
nounced definitely.

"But she is a great medium—greater
than Eusapia Paladino, or Daniel Home,”
Zoberg argued earnestly. “She is an im-
portant figure in the psychic world, lost
and wasted here in this backwater ”

“'Please doa’t miscall our town,” intet-
rupted Gird. ""Well, Doctor, I agree to
a final séance, as you call it. But I'm
going to be present.”

Zoberg made a gesture as of refusal,
but I sided with Gird.

“If this is to be my test, I want an-
other witness,” I told Zoberg.

“Ach! If it is a success, you will say
that he helped to deceive.”

“Not I. I'll arrange things so there
will be no deception.”

Both Zoberg and Gird stared at me.

I wondered which of them was the more
disdainful of my confidence.

Then Susan Gird joined us, and for
once I wanted to speak of other subjects
than the occult.

3. “That Thing Isn’t My Daughter——"

I'r Was Zoberg who suggested that I
take Susan Gird for a relaxing drive in
my car. I acclaimed the idea as a bril-
liant one, and she, thanking me quietly,
put on an archaic-seeming cloak, black
and heavy. We left her father and Zo-
berg talking idly and drove slowly
through the town.

She pointed out to me the Devil’s
Croft of which I had heard from the
doctor, and I saw it to be a grove of
trees, closely and almost rankly set. It
stood apart from the sparser timber on
the hills, and around it stretched bare
fields. Their emptiness suggested that all
the capacity for life had been drained
away and poured into that central clump.
No road led near to it, and I was obliged
to content myself by idling the car at a
distance while we gazed and she talked.

“It's evergreen, of course,” I said.
“Cedar and a little juniper.”

“Only in the hedge around it,” Susan
Gird informed me. "It was planted by
the town council about ten years ago.”

I stared. “'But surely there’s greenness
in the center, too,” I argued.

“Perhaps. They say that the leaves
never fall, even in January.”

I gazed at what appeared to be a lit-
tle fluff of white mist above it, the whiter
by contrast with the black clouds that
lowered around the hill-tops. To my
questions about the town council, Susan
Gird told me some rather curious things
about the government of the community.
There were five councilmen, elected every
year, and no mayor. Each of the five
presided at a meeting in turn. Among
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the ordinances enforced by the council
was one providing for support of the
single church.

“I should think that such an ordinance
could be set aside as illegal,” I observed.

“I think it could,” she agreed, “but
nobody has ever wished to try.”

The minister of the church, she con-
tinued, was invariably a member of the
council. No such provision appeared on
the town records, nor was it even urged
as a “'written law,” but it had always been
deferred to. The single peace officer of
the town, she continued, was the duly
elected constable. He was always com-
missioned as deputy sheriff by officials
at the county seat, and his duties included
census taking, tax collecting and similar
matters. The only other officer with 2
state commission was the justice; and her
father, John Gird, had held that post for
the last six years.

“He's an attorney, then?"’ I suggested,
but Susan Gird shook her head.

“The only attorney in this place is a
retired judge, Keith Pursuivant,” she in-
formed me. “He came from some other
part of the world, and he appears in

town about once a month—lives out

yonder past the Croft. As a matter of

fact, an ordinary experience of law isn't
enough for our peculiar little govem-
ment.”

She spoke of her fellow-townsmen as
quiet, simple folk who were content for
the most part to keep to themselves, and
then, yielding to my earnest pleas, she
told me something of herself.

The Gird family counted its descent
from an original settler—though she was
not exactly sure of when or how the
settlement was made—and had borne a
leading part in community affairs through
more than two centuries. Her mother, who
had died when Susan Gird was seven,
had been a stranger; an “outlander” was
the local term for such, and I think it

is used in Devonshire, which may throw
light on the original founders of the com-
munity. Apparently this woman had
shown some tendencies toward psychic
power, for she had several times prophe-
sied coming events or told neighbors
where to find lost things. She was well
loved for her labors in caring for the
sick, and indeed she had died from a
fever contracted when tending the victims
of an epidemic.

“Doctor Zoberg had known her,”
Susan Gird related. “"He came here sev-
eral years after her death, and seemed
badly shaken when he heard what had
happened. He and Father became good
friends, and he has been kind to me, too.
I remember his saying, the first time we
met, that I looked like Mother and that
it was apparent that I had inherited her
spirit.”

She had grown up and spent three
years at a teachers’ college, but left be-
fore graduation, refusing a position at a
school so that she could keep house for
her lonely father. Still idiotically man-
nerless, I mentioned the possibility of
her marrying some young man of the
town. She laughed musically.

“Why, 1 stopped thinking of mat-
riage when I was fourteen!” she cried.
Then, *“Look, it's snowing.”

So it was, and I thought it time to
start for her home. We finished the
drive on the best of terms, and when we
reached her home in midafternoon, we
were using first names.

GmD, I found, had capitulated to Doc-
tor Zoberg's genial insistence.
From disliking the thought of a séance,
he had come to savor the prospect of wit-
nessing it—Zoberg had always excluded
him before. Gird had even picked up a
metaphysical term or two from listening
to the doctor, and with these he spiced
his normally plain speech.
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“This ectoplasm stuff sounds reason-
able,” he admitted. “If there is any such
thing, there could be ghosts, couldn’t
there?”

Zoberg twinkled, and tilted his beard-
spike forward. “You will find that Mr.
Wills does not believe in ectoplasm.”

“Nor do I believe that the production
of ectoplasm would prove existence of a
ghost,” I added. “What do you say,
Miss Susan?”

She smiled and shook her dark head.
“To tell you the truth, I'm aware only
dimly of what goes on during a séance.”

"Most mediums say that,” nodded Zo-
berg sagely.

As the sun set and the darkness came
down, we prepared for the experiment.

The dining-room was chosen, as the
barest and quietest room in the house.
First I made a thorough examination,
poking into comners, tapping walls and
handling furniture, to the accompani-
ment of jovial taunts from Zoberg.
Then, to his further amusement, I pro-
duced from my grip a big lump of seal-
ing-wax, and with this I sealed both
the kitchen and parlor doors, stamping
the wax with my signet ring. 1 also closed,
latched and sealed the windows, on the
sills of which little heaps of snow had
begun to collect.

"“You're kind of making sure, Mr.
Wills,” said Gird, lighting a patent car-
bide lamp.

“That’s because I take this business
seriously,” I replied, and Zoberg clapped
his hands in approval.

“Now,” I went on, “off with your
coats and vests, gentlemen.”

Gird and Zoberg complied, and stood
up in their shirt-sleeves. I searched and
felt them both all over. Gird was a trifle
bleak in manner, Zoberg gay and bright-
faced. Neither had any concealed ap-
paratus, I made sure. My next move was
to set a chair against the parlor door,

seal its legs to the floor, and instruct
Gird to sit in it. He did so, and I pro-
duced a pair of handcuffs from my bag
and shackled his left wrist to the arm of
the chair.

“Capital!” cried Zoberg. Do not be
so sour, Mr. Gird. I would not trust
handcuffs on Mr. Wills—he was once 2
magician and knows all the escape
tricks.”

“Your turn’s coming, Doctor,” I as-
sured him,

Against the opposite wall and facing
Gird'’s chair I set three more chairs, melt-
ing wax around their legs and stamping
it. Then I dragged all other furniture
far away, arranging it against the kitchen
door. Finally I asked Susan to take the
central chair of the three, seated Zoberg
at her left hand and myself at her right.
Beside me, on the floor, I set the carbide
lamp.

“With your permission,” I said, and
produced more manacles. First I fast-
ened Susan’s left ankle to Zoberg's right,
then her left wrist to his right. Zoberg's
left wrist I chained to his chair, leaving
him entirely helpless.

"What thick wrists you have!" I com-
mented. I never knew they were so
sinewy.”

“You never chained them before,” he
grinned.

With two more pairs of handcuffs I
shackled my own left wrist and ankle to
Susan on the right.

“Now we are ready,” I pronounced.

“You've treated us like bank robbers,”
muttered Gird.

“No, no, do not blame Mr. Wills,”
Zoberg defended me again. He looked
anxiously at Susan. “Are you quite pre-
pared, my dear?”

Her eyes met his for a long moment;
then she closed them and nodded. 1,
bound to her, felt a relaxation of her en-
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tire body. After a moment she bowed
her chin upon her breast.

“Let nobody talk,” wamned Zoberg
softly. *I think that this will be a suc-
cessful venture. Wills, the light.”

With my free hand I turned it out.

All was intensely datk for a moment.
Then, as my eyes adjusted themselves, the
room seemed to lighten. I could see the
deep gray rectangles of the windows, the
snow at their bottoms, the blurred out-
line of the man in his chair across the
floor from me, the form of Susan at my
left hand. My ears, likewise sharpening,
detected the girl's gentle breathing, as
if she slept. Once or twice her right
hand twitched, shaking my own arm in
its manacle. It was as though she sought
to attract my attention.

Before and a littlc beyond her, some-
thing pale and cloudy was making itsclf
visible. Even as I fixed my gaze upon it,
I heard something that sounded like a
gusty panting. It might have been a tired
dog or other beast. The pallid mist was
changing shape and substance, too, and
growing darker. It shifted against the
dim light from the windows, and I had a
momentary impression of something
erect but misshapen—misshapen in an
animal way. Was that a head? And were
those pointed ears, or part of a head-
dress? I told myself determinedly that
this was a clever illusion, successful de-
spite my precautions.

It moved, and I heard a rattle upon
the planks. Claws, or perhaps hobnails.
Did not Gird wear heavy boots? Yet he
was surely sitting in his chair; I saw
something shift position at that point.
The grotesque form had come before me,
crouching or creeping.

Despite my self-assurance that this was
a trick, I could not govern the chill that
swept over me. The thing had come to a
halt close to me, was lifting itself as a
hound that paws its master's knees. I

was aware of an odor, strange and dis-
agreeable, like the wind from a great
beast’s cage. Then the paws were upon
my lap—indeed, they were not paws. I
felt them grip my legs, with fingers and
opposable thumbs. A sniffing muzzle
thrust almost into my face, and upon its
black snout a dim, wet gleam was mani-
fest.

Then Gird, from his seat across the
room, screamed hoarsely.

“That thing isn’t my daughter !

In the time it took him to rip out those
five words, the huddled monster at my
knees whirled back and away from me,
reared for a trice like a deformed giant,
and leaped across the intervening space
upon him. I saw that Gird had tried
to rise, his chained wrist hampering him.
Then his voice broke in the midst of
what he was trying to say; he made a
choking sound and the thing emitted a
barking growl.

Tearing loose from its wax fastenings,
the chair fell upon its side. There was a
struggle and a clatter, and Gird squealed
like a rabbit in a trap. The attacker fell
away from him toward us.

It was all over before one might ask
what it was about.

4. I Don’t Know What Killed Him.”

JUST when I got up I do not remember,
but I was on my feet as the grapplers
separated. Without thinking of danger—
and surely danger was there in the
room—I might have rushed forward; but
Susan Gird, lying limp in her chair,
hampered me in our mutual shackles.
Standing where I was, then, I pawed in
my pocket for something I had not men-
tioned to her or to Zoberg; an electric
torch.

It fitted itself into my hand, a compact
little cylinder, and I whipped it out with
my finger on the switch. A cone of white
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light spurted across the room, making a
pool about and upon the motionless form
of Gird. He lay crumpled on one side,
his back toward us, and a2 smudge of
black wetness was widening about his
slack head and shoulders.

With the beam I swiftly quartered the
room, probing it into every corner and
shadowed nook. The creature that had
attacked Gird had utterly vanished. Susan
Gird now gave a soft moan, like a
dreamer of dreadful things. I flashed
my light her way.

It flooded her face and she quivered
under the impact of the glare, but did
not open her eyes. Beyond her I saw
Zoberg, doubled forward in his bonds.
He was staring blackly at the form of
Gird, his eyes protruding and his
denched teeth showing through his
beard.

“"Doctor Zoberg!” 1 shouted at him,
and his face jerked nervously toward
me. It was fairly cross-hatched with tense
lines, and as white as fresh pipe-clay. He
tried to say something, but his voice
would not command itself.

Dropping the torch upon the floor, I
next dug keys from my pocket and with
trembling haste unlocked the irons from
Susan Gird’s wrist and ankle on my side.
Then, stepping hurriedly to Zoberg, I
made him sit up and freed him as speed-
ily as possible. Finally I returned, found
my torch again and stepped across to
Gird.

My first glanée at close quarters was
enough; he was stone-dead, with his
throat torn brutally out. His checks, too,
were ripped in parallel gashes, as though
by the grasp of claws or nails. Radiance
suddenly glowed behind me, and Zoberg
moved forward, holding up the carbide
lamp.

“T found this beside your chair,” he
told me unsteadily. "I found a match
and lighted it.” He looked down at

Gird, and his lips twitched, as though he
would be hysterical.

“Steady, Doctor,” 1 cautioned him
sharply, and took the lamp from him.
“See what you can do for Gird.”

He stooped slowly, as though he had
grown old. I stepped to one side, putting
the lamp on the table. Zoberg spoke
again:

“It is absolutely no use, Wills. We
can do nothing. Gird has becn killed.”

I had turned my attention to the girl.
She still sagged in her chair, breathing
deeply and rhythmically as if in un-
troubled slumber.

“Susan,” I called her. “Susan!”

She did not stir, and Doctor Zoberg
came back to where I bent above her.
“Susan,” he whispered penetratingly,
“'wake up, child.”

Her eyes unveiled themselves slowly,
and looked up at us. ““What " she
began drowsily. '

“Prepare yourself,” I cautioned her
quickly. “Something has happened to
your father.”

She stared across at Gird's body, and
then she screamed, tremulously and long.
Zoberg caught her in his arms, and she
swayed and shuddered against their sup-
porting circle. From her own wrists my
irons still dangled, and they clanked as
she wrung her hands in aimless distrac-
tion.

Going to the dead man once more, I
unchained him from the chair and turned
him upon his back. Susan’s black cloak
lay upon one of the other chairs, and I
picked it up and spread it above him,
Then I went to each door in turn, and to
the windows.

“The seals are unbroken,” I reported.
“There isn’t a space through which even
a mouse could slip in or out. Ye "

“T did it!” wailed Susan suddenly.
“Oh, my God, what dreadful thing came
out of me to murder my father!”
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I UNFASTENED the parlor door and
opened it. Almost at the same time a
loud knock sounded from the front of
the house.

Zoberg lifted his head, nodding to me
across Susan’s trembling shoulder. His
arms were still clasped around her, and
I could not help but notice that they
seemed thin and incffectual now. When
I had chained them, I had wondered at
their stecly cording. Had this awful
calamity drained him of strength?

“Go,” he said hoarsely. “'See who it

is.
I went. Opening the front door, I
came face to face with a tall, angular
silhouette in a slouch hat with snow on
the brim.

“Who are you?” I jerked out, startled.

“O'Bryant,” boomed back an organ-
deep bass. “"What's the fuss here?”

“Well " I began, then hesitated.

“Stranger in town, ain’t you?” was the
next question. "I saw you when you
stopped at the Luther Inn. I'm O’Bryant
—the constable.”

He strode across the door-sill, peered
about him in the dark, and then slouched
into the lighted dining-room. Following,
I made him out as a stern, roughly
dressed man of forty or so, with a lean
face made strong by a salient chin and a
simitar nose. His light blue eyes studied
the still form of John Gird, and he
stooped to draw away the cloak. Susan
gave another agonized cry, and I heard
Zoberg gasp as if deeply shocked. The
constable, too, flinched and replaced the
cloak more quickly than he had taken it

u

“Who done that?”" he barked at me.
Again I found it hard to answer.
Constable O’'Bryant sniffed suspiciously
at each of us in tumn, took up the lamp
and herded us iato the parlor. There he
made us take seats.

“I want to know cverything about this

business,” he said harshly. "You,” he
flung at me, “you seem to be the closest
to sensible. Give me the story, and don’t
leave out a single bit of it.”

Thus commanded, I made shift to
describe the séance and what had led up
to it. I was as uneasy as most innocent
people are when unexpectedly questioned
by peace ofhcers. O’Bryant interrupted
twice with a guttural “"Huh!” and once
with a credulous whistle.

“And this killing happened in the
dark?” he asked when I had finished.
“Well, which of you dressed up like a
devil and done it?”

Susan whimpered and bowed her head.
Zoberg, outraged, sprang to his feet.

“It was a creature from another
world,” he protested angrily. “None of
us had a reason to kill Mr. Gird.”

O'Bryant emitted a sharp, equine
laugh. “Don’t go to tell me any ghost
stories, Doctor Zoberg. We folks have
heard a lot about the hocus-pocus you've
pulled off here from time to time. Looks
like it might have been to cover up some
kind of rough stuff.”

“How could it be?”" demanded Zoberg.
“Look here, Constable, these handcuffs.”
He held out one pair of them. *We were
all confined with them, fastened to chairs
that were sealed to the floor. Mr. Gird
was also chained, and his chair made fast
out of our reach. Go into the next room
and look for yourself.”

“Let me see them irons,” grunted
O’Bryant, snatching them.

He turned them over and over in his
hands, snapped them shut, tugged and
pressed, then held out a hand for my
keys. Unlocking the cuffs, he peered into
the clamping mechanism.

“These are regulation bracelets,” he
pronounced. “You were all chained up,
then?”

“We were,” replied Zoberg, and both
Susan and I nodded.

W.T—4
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Into the constable’s blue eyes came a
sudden shrewd light. "I guess you must
have been, at that. But did you stay that
way?” He whipped suddenly around,
bending above my chair to fix his gaze
upon me. “How about you, Mr. Wills?"

“Of course we stayed that way,” I
replied.

“Yeh? Look here, 2in’t you a profes-
sional magician?”’

"How did you know that?” I asked.

He. grioned widely and without
warmth. “The whole town's been talk-
ing about you, Mr. Wills. A stranger
can’t be here all day without his whole
record coming out.” The grin vanished.
“You're a magician, all right, and you
can get out of handcuffs. Ain't that so?”

“Of course it’s so,” Zoberg answered
for me. “But why should that mean that
my friend has killed Mr. Gird?”

O'Bryant wagged his head in triumph.
*“That's what we'll find out later. Right
now it adds up very simple. Gird was
killed, in a room that was all sealed up.
Three other folks was in with him, all
handcuffed to their chairs. Which of
them got loose without the others catch-
ing on?” He nodded brightly at me, as
if in answer to his own question.

Zoberg gave me a brief, penctrating
glance, then seemed to shrivel up in his
own chair. He looked almost as ex-
hausted as Susan. I, too, was feeling near
to collapse.

“You want to own up, Mr. Wills?"”
invited O'Bryaat.

I certainly do not,” I snapped at him.
*“You've got the wrong man.”

“I thought,” he made answer, as
though catching me in a damaging ad-
mission, "that it was a devil, not a man,
who killed Gird.”

I shook my head. “I don’t know what
killed him.”

“"Maybe you'll remember after a
while.” He tumned toward the door.

W.T—8§

“You come along with me. I'm going
to lock you up.”

I rose with a sigh of resignation, but
paused for a moment to address Zoberg.
“Get hold of yourself,” I urged him.
“'Get somebody in here to look after
Miss Susan, and then clarify in your
mind what happened. You can help me
prove that it wasn't 1.”

Zoberg nodded very wearily, but did
not look up.

“"Don’t neither of you go into that
room where the body is,” O'Bryant
warned them. “Mr. Wills, get your coat
and hat.”

1 did so, and we left the house. The
snow was inches deep and still falling.
O'Bryant led me across the street and
knocked on the door of a peak-roofed
house. A swarthy little man opened to
us.

“There’s been a murder, Jim,” said
O'Bryant importantly. “Over at Gird's.
You're deputized—go and keep watch.
Better take the missus along, to look
after Susan. She’s bad cut up about it.”

We left the new deputy in charge and
walked down the strect, then turned into
the square. Two or three men standing
in front of the “Pharmacy” stared curi-
ously, then whispered as we passed. An-
other figure paused to give me a search-
ing glance. I was not too stunned to be
irritated.

“Who are thosc?” 1 asked the con-
stable.

“Town fcllows,” he informed me.
“They're mighty interested to sce what a
killer looks like.”

“How do they know about the case?”
I almost groaned.

He achieved his short, hard laugh.

"Didn’t I say that ncws travels fast in
a town like this? Half the folks are talk-
ing about the killing this minute.”

“You'll find you made a mistake,” I
assured him.
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“If 1 have, I'll beg your pardon hand-
some. Meanwhile, I'll do my duty.”

We were at the red brick town hall
by now. At O'Bryant’s side I mounted
the granite steps and waited while he
unlocked the big double door with a key
the size of a can-opener.

"We're a kind of small town,” he ob-
served, half apologetically, “but there’s
a cell upstairs for you. Take off your hat
and overcoat—you're staying inside till
further notice.”

5. “They Want to Take the Law into
Tbheir Own Hands”

HE cell was an upper room of the

town hall, with a heavy wooden
door and a single tiny window. The walls
were of bare, unplastered brick, the floor
of concrete and the ceiling of white-
washed planks. An oil lamp burned in
a bracket. The only furniture was an
iron bunk hinged to the wall just below
the window, a wire-bound straight chair
and an unpainted table. On top of this
last stood a bowl and pitcher, with play-
ing-cards scattered around them.

Constable O’'Bryant locked me in and
peered through a small grating in the
door. He was all nose and eyes and wide
lips, like a sardonic Punchinello.

“Look here,” 1 addressed him sud-
denly, for the first time controlling my
frayed nerves; "I want a lawyer.”

“There ain’t no lawyer in town,” he
boomed sourly.

“Isn’t there a Judge Pursuivant in the
neighborhood?” 1 asked, remembering
something that Susan had told me.

“He don’t practise law,” O'Bryant
grumbled, and his beaked face slid out
of sight.

I turned to the table, idly gathered up
the cards into a pack and shuffled them.
To steady my still shaky fingers, 1 pro-
duced a few simple sleight-of-hand ef-

fects, palming of aces, making a king
rise to the top, and springing the pack
accordion-wise from one hand to the
other.

“I'd sure hate to play poker with you,”
volunteered O’Bryant, who had come
again to gaze at me.

I crossed to the grating and looked
through at him. *“You've got the wrong
man,” I said once more. "Even if I were
guilty, you couldn’t keecp me from talking
to a lawyer.”

"Well, I'm doing it, ain’t I?” he
taunted me. 'You wait until tomorrow
and we'll go to the county seat. The
sheriff can do whatever he wants to about
a lawyer for you.”

He ceased talking and listened. 1
heard the sound, too—a hoarse, dull
murmur as of coal in a chute, or a dis-
tant, lowing herd of troubled cartle.

“What's that?”’ 1 asked him.

O’Bryant, better able to hear in the
cotridor, cocked his lean head for a mo-
ment. Then he cleared his throat.
“*Sounds like a lot of people talking, out in
the square,” he replied. "I wonder——"

He broke off quickly and walked away.
The murmur was growing. I, pressing
close to the grating to follow the con-
stable with my eyes, saw that his shoul-
ders were squared and his hanging fists
doubled, as though he were suddenly
aware of a lurking danger.

He reached the head of the stairs and
clumped down, out of my sight. I turned
badk to the cell, walked to the bunk and,
stepping upon it, raised the window. To
the outside of the wooden frame two
flat straps of iron had been securely
bolted to act as bars. To these I clung as
I peered out.

I was looking from the rear of the hall
toward the center of the square, with
the war memorial and the far line of
shops and houses seen dimly through a
thick curtain of falling snow. Something



THE HAIRY ONES SHALL DANCE 67

dark moved closer to the wall beneath,
and I heard a cry, as if of menace.

“I see his head in the window!”
bawled a voice, and more cries greeted
this statement. A moment later a heavy
missile hit the wall close to the frame.

I dropped back from the window and
went once more to the grating of the
door. Through it I saw O'Bryant coming
back, accompanied by several men. They
came close and peered through at me.

“Let me out,” I urged. “That's a mob
out there.”

O’'Bryant nodded dolefully. “Nothing
like this ever happened here before,” he
said, as if he were responsible for the
town’s whole history of violence. “They
act like they want to take the law into
their own hands.”

A short, fat man spoke at his elbow.
“We're members of the town council,
Mr. Wills, We heard that some of the
citizens were getting ugly. We came here
to look after you, We promise full pro-
tection.”

“Amen,” intoned a thinner specimen,
whom I guessed to be the preacher.

“There are only half a dozen of you,”
I pointed out. “Is that enough to guard
me from a violent mob?"*

As if to lend significance to my ques-
tion, from below and in front of the
building came a great shout, compounded
of many voices. Then a loud pounding
echoed through the corridor, like a
bludgeon on stout panels.

“You locked the door, Constable?”
asked the short man.

“Sure I did,” nodded O’Bryant.

A perfect rain of buffets sounded from
below, then a heavy impact upon the
front door of the hall. I could hear the
hinges creak.

“They're trying to break the door
down,” whispered one of the council.

The short man turned resolutely on his
heel. “There's a window at the landing

of the stairs,” he said. “Let’s go and
try to talk to them from that.”

The whole party followed him away,
and I could hear their feet on the stairs,
then the lifting of a heavy window-sash.
A loud and prolonged yelling came to
my ears, as if the gathering outside had
sighted and recognized a line of heads
on the sill above them.

“Fellow citizens!” called the stout
man’s voice, but before he could go on a
chorus of cries and hoots drowned him
out. I could hear more thumps and sutg-
ing shoves at the creaking door.

Escape I must. I whipped around and
fairly ran to the bunk, mounting it a sec-
ond time for a peep from my window.
Nobody was visible below; apparently
those I had seen previously had run to
the front of the hall, there to hear the
bellowings of the officials and take a
hand in forcing the door.

Once again I dropped to the floor and
began to tug at the fastenings of the
bunk. It was an open oblong of metal, a
stout frame of rods strung with springy
wire netting. It could be folded upward
against the wall and held with a catch, or
dropped down with two lengths of chain
to keep it horizontal. I dragged the mat-
tress and blankets from it, then began a
close examination of the chains. They
were stoutly made, but the screw-plates
that held them to the brick wall might
be loosened. Clutching one chain with
both my hands, I tugged with all my
might, a foot braced against the wall.
A straining heave, and it came loose.

At the same moment an explosion
echoed through the corridor at my back,
and more shouts rang through the air.
Either O’Bryant or the mob had begun to
shoot. Then a rending crash shook the
building, and I heard one of the council-
men shouting: ‘“Another like that and
the door will be down!”

His words inspired additional speed
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within me. I took the loose end of the
chain in my hand. Its links were of
twisted iron, and the final one had been
sawed through to admit the loop of the
screw-plate, then clamped tight again.
But my frantic tugging had widened this
narrow cut once more, and quickly I
freed it from the dangling plate. Then,
folding the bunk against the wall, I drew
the chain upward. It would just reach to
the window—that open link would hook
around one of the flat bars.

HE noise of breakage rang louder in

the front of the building. Once
more I heard the voice of the short coun-
cilman: “I command you all to go home,
before Constable O'Bryant fires on you
again!”

“"We got guns, too!” came back a de-
fiant shriek, and in proof of this state-
ment came a rattle of shots. I heard an
agonized moan, and the voice of the
minister: “Are you hit?”

“In the shoulder,” was O’Bryant’s
deep, savage reply.

My chain fast to the bar, I pulled
back and down on the edge of the bunk.
It gave some leverage, but not enough—
the bar was fastened too solidly. Desper-
ate, I clambered upon the iron frame-
work. Gaining the sill, I moved sidewise,
then turned and braced my back against
the wall. With my feet against the edge
of the bunk, I thrust it away with all the
strength in both my legs. A creak and a
ripping sound, and the bar pulled slowly
out from its bolts.

But a roar and thunder of fect told me
that the throng outside had gained en-
trance to the hall at last.

I heard a last futile flurry of protesting
cries from the councilmen as the steps
echoed with the charge of many heavy
boots. I waited no longer, but swung
myself to the sill and wriggled through
the narrow space where the bar had come

out. A lapel of my jacket tore against
the frame, but I made it. Clinging by the
other bar, I made out at my side a nar-
row band of perpendicular darkness
against the wall, and clutched at it. It
was a tin drainpipe, by the feel of it.

An attack was being made upon the
door of the cell. The wood splintered
before a torrent of blows, and I heard
people pushing in.

“He's gone!” yelled a rough voice,
and, a moment later: “Hey, look at the
window!”

I had hold of the drainpipe, and gave
it my entire weight. Next instant it had
torn loose from its flimsy supports and
bent sickeningly outward. Yet it did not
let me down at once, acting rather as a
slender sapling to the top of which an
adventuresome boy has sprung. Still hold-
ing to it, I fell sprawling in the snow
twenty feet beneath the window I had
quitted. Somebody shouted from above
and a gun spoke.

“Get him!"” screamed many voices.
“Get him, you down below!”

But I was up and running for my life.
The snow-filled square seemed to whip
away beneath my feet. Dodging around
the war memorial, 1 came face to face
with somebody in a bearskin coat. He
shouted for me to halt, in the reedy voice
of an ungrown lad, and the fierce-set
face that shoved at me had surely never
felt a razor. But I, who dared not be
merciful even to so untried an enemy,
struck with both fists even as I hurtled
against him. He whimpered and dropped,
and I, springing over his falling body,
dashed on.

A wind was rising, and it bore to me
the howls of my pursuers from the direc-
tion of the hall. Two or three more guns
went off, and one bullet whickered over
my head. By then I had reached the far
side of the square, hurried across the
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street and up an alley. The snow, still
falling densely, served to baffle the men
who ran shouting in my wake. Too,
nearly everyone who had been on the
streets had gone to the front of the hall,
and except for the boy at the memorial
none offered to turn me back.

I came out upon a street beyond the
square, quiet and ill-lit. Along this way,
1 remembered, I could approach the Gird
home, where my automobile was parked.
Once at the wheel, I could drive to the
county seat and demand protection from
the sheriff. But, as I came cautiously near
the place and could see through the bliz-
zard the outline of the car, I heard loud
voices. A part of the mob had divined
my intent and had branched off to meet
me.

I ran down a side street, but they had
seen me. "There he is!” they shricked
at one another. "Plug him!” Bullets
struck the wall of a house as I fled past
it, and the owner, springing to the door
with an angry protest, joined the chase
a moment later.

I waAs panting and staggering by now,
and so were most of my pursuers.
Only three or four, lean young athletes,
were gaining and coming even dose to
my heels, With wretched determination
I maintained my pace, winning free of
the dose-set houses of the town, wrig-
gling between the rails of a fence and
striking off through the drifting snow of
a field.

“Hey, he’s heading for the Croft!”
someone was wheezing, not far behind.

*“Let him go in,” growled another run-
ner. “He'll wish he hadn’t.”

Yet again someone fired, and yet again
the bullet went wide of me; moving
swiftly, and half veiled by the dark and
the wind-tossed snowfall, I was a bad
fasget that night. And, lifting my head,
I saw indeed the dense timber of the

Devil’s Croft, its tops seeming to toss
and fall like the black waves of a high-
pent sea.

It was an inspiration, helped by the
shouts of the mob. Nobody went into
that grove—avoidance of it had become
a community habit, almost 2 community
instinct. Even if my enemies paused only
temporarily I could shelter well among
the trunks, catch my breath, perhaps hide
indefinitely. And surely Zoberg would
be recovered, would back up my protest
of innocence. With two words for it,
the fantasy would not seem so ridiculous.
All this I sorted over in my mind as 1
ran toward the Devil's Croft.

Another rail fence rose in my way. 1
feared for a2 moment that it would baffle
me, so fast and far had I run and so
greatly drained away was my strength.
Yet I scrambled over somehow, slipped
and fell beyond, got up and ran crooked-
ly on. ‘The trees were close now. Closer.
Within a dozen yards. Behind me I
heard oaths and warming exclamations.
The pursuit was ceasing at last.

I found myself against close-set ever-
greens; that would be the hedge of which
Susan Gird had told me. Pushing
between and through the interlaced
branches, I hurried on for five or six
steps, cannoned from a big tree-trunk,
went sprawling, lifted myself for another
brief run and then, with my legs like
strips of paper, dropped once more. I
crept forward on hands and knees. Final-
ly I collapsed upon my face. The weight
of all I had endured—the séance, the
horrible death of John Gird, my arrest,
my breaking from the cell and my wild
run for life—overwhelmed me as I lay.

Thus I must lie, I told myself hazily,
until they came and caught me. T heard,
or fancied I heard, movement near by,
then a trilling whistle. A signal? It
sounded like the song of a little frog.
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Odd thought in this blizzard. I was
thinking foolishly of frogs, while I
sprawled face down in the snow. . . .

But where was the snow?

There was damp underneath, but it
was warm damp, like that of a riverside
in July. In my nostrils was a smell of
green life, the smell of parks and hot-
houses. My fists closed upon something.

Two handfuls of soft, crisp moss!

I rose to my elbows. A white flower
bobbed and swayed before my nose,
shedding perfume upon me.

Far away, as though in another world,
I heard the rising of the wind that was
beating the snow into great drifts—but
that was outside the Devil’s Croft.

In the fascinating next installment of this story, Talbot
Wills comes face to face in mortal combat with the
frightful terror of the Devil's Croft. Reserve your copy
at your magazine dealer’s now.
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Jhe

airy Ones Shall Dance

By GANS T. FIELD

A novel of a hideous, stark horror that struck during a spirit séance—
a tdle of terror and sudden death, and the frightful thing
that laired in the Devil’s Croft

The Story Thus Far

ALBOT WILLS, the narrator, has
E given up a career as a stage magi-
cian to study psychic phenomena.
Though a skeptic, he is on good terms
with Doctor Otto Zoberg, a lecturing ex-
pert on spiritism and other occult sub-
jects. Zoberg, seeking to convert him,
takes him to an isolated hamlet where a
spirit medium of unusual powers is lo-
cated.

Wills finds the medium an attractive
young woman, Susan Gird. A séance is
held in the Gird home, where, though all
are handcuffed, a strange wolf-like shape
moves in the dark. When Susan Gird’s
father cries out some sort of accusation,
the shape springs upon him and rends
him to death. The town constable comes
to investigate and, inasmuch as Wills is
a magician and escape artist, accuses him
of the murder.

Wills is confined in a cell. When an
angry mob gathers to lynch him, he
breaks out, flees through the town and
across a snow-covered field toward the
Devil's Croft, a mysterious grove which
by custom is never entered by the towns-
people. As he enters it, he falls, ex-
hausted. Lying thus, he realizes that,
though a blizzard is raging outside the
grove, inside are leaves, moss, flowers and
grass, and that the air is as warm as
though it were midsummer.

The story continues:
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6. “Eyes of Fire!”

IT PROVES something for human habit
and narcotic-dependence that my first
action upon rising was to pull out a cig-
arette and light it.

The match flared briefly upon rich
greenness. I might have been in a sub-
tropical swamp. Then the little flame
winked out and the only glow was the
tip of my cigarette. I gazed upward for
a glimpse of the sky, but found only
darkness. Leafy branches made a roof
over me. My brow felt damp. It was
sweat—warm sweat.

I held the coal of the cigarette to my
wrist-watch. It seemed to have stopped,
and I lifted it to my ear. No ticking—
undoubtedly I had jammed it into silence,
perhaps at the séance, perhaps during my
escape from prison and the mob. The
hands pointed to eighteen minutes past
eight, and it was certainly much later
than that. I wished for the electric torch
that I had dropped in the dining-room
at Gird’s, then was glad I had not
brought it to flash my position to possible
watchers outside the grove.

Yet the tight cedar hedge and the in-
ner belts of trees and bushes, richly foli-
aged as they must be, would certainly
hide me and any light I might make. I
felt considerably stronger in body and
will by now, and made shift to walk
gropingly toward the center of the tim-
ber-clump. Once, stooping to finger the
ground on which I walked, I felt not only

This story began In WEIRD TALES for January.
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“1 felt the impact of solid bone, and the body
floundered away.”

moss but soft grass. Again, a hanging
vine dragged across my face. It was wet,
as if from condensed mist, and it bore
sweet flowers that showed dimly like lit-
tle pallid trumpets in the dark.

The frog-like chirping that T had heard
when first I fell had been going on with-
out cessation. It was much nearer now,
and when I turned in its direction, I saw
a little glimmer of water., Two more care-
ful steps, and my foot sank into wet,
warm mud. I stooped and put a hand
into a tiny stream, almost as warm as
the air. The frog, whose home I was dis-
turbing, fell silent once more.

213

I struck a match, hoping to see a way
across. The stream was not more than
three feet in width, and it flowed slowly
from the interior of the grove. In that
direction hung low mists, through which
broad leaves gleamed wetly. On my side
its brink was fairly clear, but on the other
grew lush, dripping bushes. I felt in the
stream once more, and found it was little
more than a finger deep. Then, holding
the end of the match in my fingers, I
stooped as low as possible, to see what I
could of the nature of the ground beneath
the bushes.

The small beam carried far, and I let
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myself think of Shakespeare’s philosophy
anent the candle and the good deed in a
naughty world. Then philosophy and
Shakespeare flew from my mind, for I
saw beneath the bushes the feet of—of
what stood behind them.

They were two in number, those feet;
but not even at first glimpse did I think
they were human. I had an impression of
round pedestals and calfless shanks, dark
and hairy. They moved as 1 looked,
moved cautiously closer, as if their owner
was equally anxious to see me. I dropped
the match into the stream and sprang up
and back.

No pursuer from the town would have
feet like that.

My heart began to pound as it had
never pounded during my race for life. I
clutched at the low limb of a tree, hoping
to tear it loose for a possible weapon of
defense; the wood was rotten, and almost
crumpled in my grasp.

“Who's there?”” 1 challenged, but most
unsteadily and without much menace in
my voice. For answer the bushes rustled
yet again, and something blacker than
they showed itself among them.

I cannot be ashamed to say that I re-
treated again, farther this time; let him
who has had a like experience decide
whether to blame me. Feeling my way
among the trees, I put several stout stems
between me and that lurker by the water-
side. They would not fence it off, but
might baffle it for a moment. Mean-
while, I heard the water splash. It was
wading cautiously through—it was going
to follow me. .

I found myself standing in a sort of
lane, and did not bother until later to
wonder how 2 lane could exist in that
grove where no man ever walked. It was
a welcome avenue of flight to me, and I
went along it at a swift, crouching run.
The footing, as everywhere, was damp
and mossy, and I made very little noise.
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Not so my unchancy companion of the
brook, for I heard a heavy body crashing
among twigs and branches to one side,
I began to ask myself, as I hurried, what
the beast could be—for I was sure that
it was a beast. A dog from some farm-
house, that did not know or understand
the law against entering the Devil's
Croft? That I had seen only two feet did
not preclude two more, I now assured
myself, and I would have welcomed a
big, friendly dog. Yet I did not know
that this one was friendly, and could not
bid myself to stop and see.

The lane wound suddenly to the right,
and then into a clearing.

Here, too, the branches overhead kept
out the snow and the light, but things
were visible ever so slightly. I stood as if
in a room, earth-floored, trunk-walled,
leaf-thatched. And I paused for a breath
—it was more damply warm than ever.
With that breath came some strange new
serenity of spirit, even an amused self-
mockery. What had I seen and heard,
indeed? I had come into the grove after
a terrific hour or so of danger and exet-
tion, and my mind had at once busied
itself in building grotesque dangers where.
no dangers could be. Have another
smoke, I said to myself, and get hold of
your imagination; already that pursuit-
noise you fancied has gone. Alone in the
clearing and the dark, I smiled as though
to mock myself back into self-confidence.
Even this little patch of summer night
into which I had blundered from the
heart of the blizzard—even it had some
good and probably simple explanation. I
fished out a cigarette and struck a light.

At that moment 1 was facing the bosky
tunnel from which I had emerged into
the open space. My matchlight struck
two sparks in that tunnel, two sparks that
were pushing stealthily toward me. Eyes
of fire!

Cigarette and match fell from my
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hands. For one wild half-instant I thought
of flight, then knew with a throat-stop-
ping certainty that I must not turn my
back on this thing. I planted my feet and
clenched by fists.

*Who's there?”” I cried, as once before
at the side of the brook.

This time I had an answer. It was a
hoarse, deep-chested rumble, it might
have been a growl or an oath. And a
shadow stole out from the lane, straight-
ening up almost within reach of me.

I had seen that silhouette before, mis-
shapen and point-eared, in the dining-
room of John Gird.

7. “Had the Thing Been So Hairy?”’

T DID not charge at once, or I might

have been killed then, like John Gird,
and the writing of this account left to
another hand. While it closed cautiously
in, I was able to set myself for defense.
I also made out some of its details, and
hysterically imagined more.

Its hunched back and narrow shoulders
gave nothing of weakness to its appeat-
ance, suggesting rather an inhuman pleni-
tude of bone and muscle behind. At first
it was crouched, as if on all-fours, but
then it reared. For all its legs were bent,
its great length of body made it consider-

ably taller than I. Upper limbs—I hesi--

tate at calling them arms—sparred quest-
ingly at me.

. I moved a stride backward, but kept
my face to the enemy.

“You killed Gird!"” I accused it, in a
voice steady enough but rather strained
and shrill. “Come on and kill me! I
promise you a damned hard bargain
of it.”

The creature shrank away in turn, as
though it understood the words and was
momentarily daunted by them. Its head,
which I could not make out, sank low
before those crooked shoulders and
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swayed rthythmically like the head of a
snake before striking. The rush was com-
ing, and I knew it.

“Come on!” I dared it again. “"What
are you waiting for? I'm not chained
down, like Gird. I'll give you a devil of
a fight.”

I had my fists up and I feinted, boxer-
wise, with a little weaving jerk of the
knees. The blot of blackness started vio-
lently, ripped out a snarl from somewhere
inside it, and sprang at me.

I had an impression of paws flung out
and a head twisted sidewise, with long
teeth bared to snap at my throat. Prob-
ably it meant to clutch my shoulders with
its fingers—it had them, I had felt them
on my knee at the séance. But I had
planned my own campaign in those tense
seconds. I slid my left foot forward as
the enemy lunged, and my left fist drove
for the muzzle. My knuckles barked
against the huge, inhuman teeth, and I
brought over a roundabout right, with
shoulder and hip driving in back of it.
The head, slanted as it was, received this
right fist high on the brow. I felt the
impact of solid bone, and the body floun-
dered away to my left. I broke ground
right, turned and raised my hands as be-
fore.

“Want any more of the same?” I
taunted it, as I would a human antago-
nist after scoring.

The failure of its attack had been only
temporary. My blows had set it off bal-
ance, but could hardly have been decisive.
I heard a coughing snort, as though ¢he
thing’s muzzle was bruised, and it quar-
tered around toward me once more.
Without warning and with amazing speed
it rushed. :

I had no time to set myself now. I did
try to leap backward, but I was not quick
enough. It had me; gripping the lapels
of my coat and driving me down and over
with its flying weight. I felt the wet
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ground spin under my heels, and then it
came flying up against my shoulders. In-
stinctively I.had clutched upward at a
throat with my right hand, clutched a
handful of skin, loose and rankly shaggy.
My left, also by instinct, flew backward
to break my fall. It closed on something
hard, round and smooth.

The rank odor that I had known at the
séance was falling around rme like a blan-
ket, and the clashing white tceth shoved
nearer, nearer. But the rock in my left
hand spelled sudden hope. Without try-
ing to rofl out from under, I smote with
that rock. My clutch on the hairy throat
helped me to judge accurately where the
head would be. A moment later, and the
struggling bulk above me went limp un-
der the impact. Shoving it aside, I scram-
bled free and gained my feet once more.

The monster lay motionless where I
had thrust it from me. Every nerve a-tin-
gle, I stooped. My hand poised the rock
for another smashing blow, but there was
no sign of fight from the fallen shape. I
could hear only a gusty breathing, as of
something in stunned pain.

“'Lie right where you are, you murder-
ing brute,”” I cautioned it, my voice ring-
ing exultant as I realized I had won. “If
you move, I'll smash your skull in.”

My right hand groped in my pocket
for a match, struck it on the back of my
leg. I bent still closer for a clear look at
my enemy.

Had the thing been so hairy? Now, as
I gazed, it seemed only sparsely furred.
The ears, too, were blunter than I
thought, and the muzzle not so——

Why, it was half human! Even as I
watched, it was becoming more human
still, a sprawled human figure! And, as
the fur seemed to vanish in patches, was
it clothing I saw, as though through the
rents in a bearskin overcoat?

My senses churned in my own head.
The fear that had ridden me all night be-
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came suddenly unreasoning. I fled as be-
fore, this time without a thought of where
I was going or what I would do. The for-
bidden grove, lately- so welcome as a
refuge, swarmed with evil. I reached the
edge of the clearing, glanced back once.
The thing I had stricken down was be-
ginning to stir, to get up. I ran from it
as from a devil.

Somehow I had come to the stream
again, or to another like it. The current
moved more swiftly at this point, with
a noticeable murmur. As I tried to spring
across I landed short, and gasped in sud-
den pain, for the water was scalding hot.
Of such are the waters of hell. . . .

I CANNOT remember my flight through

that steaming swamp that might have
been a corner of Satan’s own park. Some-
where along the way I found a tough,
fleshy stem, small enough to rend from
its rooting and wield as a club. With it
in my hand I paused, with a rather foolish
desire to return along my line of retreat
for another and decisive encounter with
the shaggy being. But what if it would
foresee my coming and lie in wait? I
knew how swiftly it could spring, how
strong was its grasp. Once at close quar-
ters, my club would be useless, and those
tecth might fied their objective. I cast
aside the impulse, that had welled from
I know not what primitive core of me,
and hurried on. :

Evergreens were before me on a sud-
den, and through them filtered a blast of
cold air. The edge of the grove, and be-
yond it the snow and the open sky, per-
haps a resumption of the hunt by the
mob; but capture and death at their
hands would be clean and welcome com-
pared to

Feet squelched in the dampness be-
hind me.

I pivoted with a hysterical oath, and
swung up my club in readiness to strike.
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The great dark outline that had come
upon me took one step closer, then
paused. I sprang at it, struck and missed
as it dodged to one side.

“All right then, let's have it out,” I
managed to blurt, though my voice was
drying up m my throat. “Come on, show
your face.”

“I'm not here to fight you,” a good-
natured voice assured me. “Why, I sel-
dom even argue, except with proven
friends.”

I relaxed a trifle, but did not lower my
club. “Who are you?”

“Judge Keith Pursuivant,” was the
level response, as though I had not just
finished trying to kill him. “You must
be the young man they're so anxious to
hang, back in town. Is that right?”

I made no answer.

“Silence makes admission;” the stran-
ger said. “Well, come along to my house.
This grove is between it and town, and
nobody will bother us for the night, at
feast.”

8. “A Trick that Almost Killed Youn”

WHEN I stepped into the open with

Jadge Keith Pursuivant, the snow
had ceased and a full moon glared
through a rip in the clouds, making dia-
mond dust of the sugary drifts. By its
light I saw my comparion with some de-
gree of plainness—a man of great height
and girth, with a wide black hat and a
voluminous gray ulster. His face was as
round as the moon itself, at least as shiny,
and much warmer to look at. A broad
bulbous nose and broad bulbous eyes
beamed at me, while under a drooping
blond mustache a smile seemed to be
lurking. Apparently he considered the
situation a pleasant one.

“F'm not one of the mob,” he informed
me reassuringly. ““These pastimes of the
town do not attract me. I left such things
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behind when I dropped out of politics
and practise—oh, 1 was active in such
things, ten years ago up North—and took
up meditation.”

“I've heard that you keep to yourself,”
I told him.

"“You heard correctly. My black serv-
ant does the. shopping and brings me the
gassip. Most of the time it bores me, but
not taday, when I learned about you and
the killing of John Gird "

“And you came looking for me?”

“Of course. By the way, that was a
wise impulse, ducking into the Devil's
Croft.”

But I shuddered, and not with the chill
of the outer night. He made a motion
for me to come along, and we began
tramping through the soft snow toward
a distant light under the shadow of a hiil.
Meanwhile I told him something of my
recent adventures, saving for the last my
struggle with the monster in the grove.

He heard me through, whistling

“through his teeth at various points. At

the end of my narrative he muttered to
himself:

"“The hairy ones shall dance ”

“What was that, sie?” I broke in, with-
out much courtesy.

“I was quoting from the prophet Isa-
iah. He was speaking of ruined Babylon,
not a strange transplanted bit of the trop-
ics, but otherwise it falls pat. Suggestive
of a demon-festival. ‘The hairy ones shall
dance there.””

“Isaiah, you say? I used to be some-
thing of a Bible reader, but I'ma afraid I
don’t remember the passage.”

He smiled sidewise at me. “But Fm
translating direct from the original, Mr.
—Wills is the name, eh? The original
Hebrew of the prophet Isaiah, whoever
he was. The classic-ridden compilers of
the King James Version have satyrs danc-
ing, and the prosaic Revised Version of-
fers nothing more startling than goats.
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But Isaiah and the rest of the ancient peo-
ples knew that there were ‘hairy ones.’
Perhaps you encountered one of that in-
teresting breed tonight.”

“I don’t want to encounter it a second
time,” I confessed, and again I shud-
dered.

“That is something we will talk over
more fully. What do you think of the
Turkish bath accommodations you have
just left behind?”

“To tell you the truth, I don’t know
what to think. Growing green stuff and
a tropical temperature, with snow out-
side "’

He waved the riddle away. “Easily
and disappointingly explained, Mr. Wills.
Hot springs.”

I stopped still, shin-deep in wet snow.
“What!” T ejaculated.

“Oh, I've been there many times, in
defiance of local custom and law—I'm
not a native, you see.” Once more his
warming smile. “There are at least three
springs, and the thick growth of trees
makes a natural enclosure, roof and walls,
to hold in the damp heat. It's not the
only place of its kind in the world, Mr.
Wills. But the thing you met there is a
trifle more difficult of explanation. Come
on home—we'll both feel better when we
sit down.”

E FINISHED the journey in half an
hour. Judge Pursuivant’s house
was stoutly made of heavy hewn timbers,
somewhat resembling certain lodges I had
seen in England. Inside was a large, low-
ceilinged room with a hanging .oil lamp
and a welcome open fire. A fat blond cat
came leisurely forward to greet us. Its
broad, good-humored face, large eyes and
drooping whiskers gave it somewhat of
a resemblance to its master.
“Better get your things off,” advised
the judge. He raised his voice. “"Wil-
liam!”
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A squat negro with a sensitive brown
face appeared from a door at the back of
the house.

“Bring in a bathrobe and slippers for
this gentleman,” ordered Judge Pursui-
vant, and himself assisted me to take off
my muddy jacket. Thankfully 1 peeled
off my other garments, and when the serv-
ant appeared with the robe I slid into it
with a sigh.

“I'm in your hands, Judge Pursuivant,”
I said. “If you want to turn me
over. "

“I might surrender you to an officer,”
he interrupted, “but never to a lawless
mob. You'd better sit here for a time—
and talk to me.” '

Near the fire was a desk, with an arm-
chair at either side of it. 'We took seats,
and when William returned from dispos-
ing of my wet clothes, he brought along
a tray with a bottle of whisky, a siphon
and some glasses. The judge prepared
two drinks and handed one to me. At
his insistence, I talked for some time
about the séance and the events leading
up to it.

“Remarkable,” mused Judge Pursui-
vant. Then his great shrewd eyes studied
me. “Don’t go to sleep there, Mr. Wills.
I know you're tired, but I want to talk
lycanthropy.”

“Lycanthropy?”” I repeated. “You mean
the science of the werewolf?” I smiled
and shook my head. "I'm afraid I'm no
authority, sit. Anyway, this was no witch-
craft—it was a bona fide spirit séance,
with ectoplasm.”

“Hum!” snorted the judge. ""Witch-
craft, spiritism! Did it ever occur to you
that they might be one and the same
thing?”’

“Inasmuch as I never believed in either
of them, it never did occur to me."

Judge Pursuivant finished his drink
and wiped his mustache. “Skepticism
does not become you too well, Mr. Wills,
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if you will pardon my frankness. In any

case, you saw something very werewolfish

indeed, not an hour ago. Isn’t that the
truth?”

“It was some kind of 2 trick,”” I insisted
stubbornly.

“A trick that almost killed you and
made you run for your life?”

I shook my head. “I know I saw the
thing,” I admitted. “I even felt it.” My
eyes dropped to the bruised knuckles of
my right hand. “Yet I was fooled—as a
magician, I know all about fooling.
There can be no such thing as a were-
wolf.”

“Have a drink,” coaxed Judge Pursui-
vant, exactly as if I had had none yet.
With big, deft hands he poured whisky,
then soda, into my glass and gave the
mixture a stirring shake. “Now then,”
he continued, sitting back in his chair
once more, “‘the time has come to speak
of many things.”

He paused, and I, gazing over the rim
of that welcome glass, thought how much
he looked like a rosy blond waltus.

“I'm going to show you,” he an-
nounced, ‘“‘that a man can turn into a
beast, and back again.”

9. "To a Tervified Victine He Is Doom
Itself”

HB LEANED toward the bookshelf be-
side him, pawed for 2 moment, then
laid two sizable volumes on the desk be-
tween us.

“If this were a fantasy tale, Mr. Wills,"”
he said with a hint of one of his smiles,
"I would place before you an unthink-
ably rare book—one that offered, in terms
too brilliant and compelling for argu-
ment, the awful secrets of the universe,
past, present and to come.”

He paused to polish a pair of pince-nez
and to clamp them upon the bridge of his
broad nose,
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“However,” he resumed, “this is real-
ity, sober if uneasy. And I give you, not
some forgotten grimoire out of the mystic
past, but two works by two recognized
and familiar authorities.”

I eyed the books. “May I see?”

For answer he thrust one of them, some
six hundred -pages in dark blue cloth,
across the desk and into my hands.
“Thirty Years of Psychical Research, by
the late Charles Richet, French master in
the spirit-investigation field,” he informed
me, “Faithfully and interestingly trans-
lated by Stanley De Brath. Published
here in America, in 1923,

I took the book and opened it. “I
knew Professor Richet, slightly. Years
ago, when I was just beginning this sort of
thing, I was entertained by him in Lon-
don. He introduced me to Conan Doyle.”

““Then you're probably familiar with
his book. Yes? Well, the other,” and he
took up the second volume, almost as
large as the Richet and bound in light
buff, “is by Montague Summers, whom I
call the premier demonologist of today.
He's gathered all the lycanthropy-lore
available.”

I had read Mr. Summers’ Geography
of Witcheraft and his two essays on the
vampire, and I made bold to say so.

"“This is a companion volume to them,”
Judge Pursuivant told me, opening the
book. "It is called The Werewolf.” He
scrutinized the flyleaf. “‘Published in
1934 — thoroughly modern, you see.
Here's a bit of Latin, Mr. Wills: Intra-
bunt lupi rapaces in vos, non parcentes
gregi”

I crinkled my brow in the effort to
recall my high school Latin, then began
slowly to translate, a word at a time:
* ‘Enter hungry wolves T '

“Save that scholarship,” Judge Pursui-
vant broke in. “It’s more early Scripture,
though not so early as the bit about the
hairy ones—vulgate for a passage from
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the Acts of the Apostles, twentieth chap-
ter, twenty-ninth verse. ‘Ravenous wolves
shall enter among you, not sparing the
flock.” Appatently that disturbing possi-
bility exists even today.”

He leafed through the book. “Do you
know,” he asked, “that Summers gives
literally dozens of instances of lycan-
thropy, things that are positively known
to have happened?”

I took another sip of whisky and water.
“Those are only legends, surely.”

“They are nothing of the sort!” The
judge’s eyes protruded even more in his
earnestgess, and he tapped the pages with
an excited forefinger. “There are four
excellent cases listed in his chapter on
France alone—sworn to, tried and sen-
tenced by courts—"

“But weren’t they during the Middle
Ages?” T suggested.

He shook his great head. *No, during
the Sixteenth Century, the peak of the
Renaissance. Oh, don’t smile at the age,
Mr. Wills. It produced Shakespeare, Ba-
con, Montaigne, Galileo, Leonardo, Mar-
tin Luther; Descartes and Spinoza were
its legitimate children, and Voltaire build-
ed upon it. Yet werewolves were known,
seen, convicted ”

“Convicted on what grounds?” I inter-
rupted quickly, for I was begmnmg to
reflect his warmth.

For answer he turned more pages.'

“Here is the full account of the case of
Stubbe Peter, or Peter Stumpf,” he
said. A contemporary record, telling of
Stumnpf’s career in and-out of wolf-form,
his capture in the very act of shifting
shape, his confession and execution—all
near Cologne in the year 1589. Listen.”

He read aloud: “ "Witnesses that this
is true. Tyse Artyne. William Brewar.
Adolf Staedt. George Bores. With di-
vers others that have seen the same.’”
Slamming the book shut, he looked up at
me, the twickle coming back into his
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spectacled eyes, “Well, Mr. Wills? How
do those names sound to you?”

“Why, like the names of honest Ger-
man citizens.”

“Exactly. Honest, respectable, solid.
And their testimony is hard to pass off
with a laugh, even at this distance in
time, eh?”

He had almost made me see those
witnesses, leather-jerkined and broad-
breeched, with heavy jaws and squinting
eyes, taking their turn at the quill pen
with which they set their names to that
bizarre document. “With divers others
that have seen the same”—perhaps too
frightened to hold pen or make signa-
ture. . . .

“Still,” 1 said slowly, “Germany of the
Renaissance, the Sixteenth Century; and
there have been so many changes since.”

“*“Werewolves have gone out of fashion,
you mean? Ah, you admit that they might
have existed.” He fairly beamed his tzi-
umph. “So have beards gone out of fash-
ion, but they will sprout again if we lay
down our razors. Let's go at it another
way. Let's talk about materialization—
ectoplasm — for the moment.” He re-
laxed, and across his great girth his fin-
gertips sought one another. *'‘Suppose you
explain, briefly and simply, what ecto-
plasm is considered to be.”

I was turning toward the back of Ri-
chet's book. “It’s in here, Judge Pursui-
vant. To be brief and simple, as you say,
certain mediums apparently exude an un-
classified material called ectoplasm. This,

“at first light and vaporescent, becomes

firm and takes shape, either upon the
body of the medium or as a separate and
living creature.”

“And you don’t believe in this phe-
nomenon?” he prompted, with something
of insistence.

"I have never said that I didn't,” 1 re-
plied truthfully, “even before my experi-
ence of this evening went so far toward
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convincing me. But, with the examples I
have seen, I felt that true scientific con-
trol was lacking. With all their sci-
ence, most of the investigators trust too
greatly.”

Judge Pursuivant shook with gentle
laughter. "They are doctors for the most
part, and this honesty of theirs is a pro-
fessional failing that makes them look
for it in others. You—begging your par-
don—are a magician, a professional de-
ceiver, and you expect trickery in all
whom you meet. Perhaps a good lawyer
with trial experience, with a level head
and a sense of competent material evi-
dence for both sides, should attend these
séances, eh?”

“You're quite right,” I said heartily.

“But, returning to the subject, what
else can be said about ectoplasm? That is,
if it actually exists.”

I had found in Richet’s book the pas-
sage for which I had been searching. “It
says here that bits of ectoplasm have been
secured in rare instances, and that some
of these have been examined microscop-
ically. There were traces of fatty tissue,
bacterial forms and epithelium.”

“Ah! Those were the findings of
Schrenck-Notzing.- A sound man and a
brilliant one, hard to corrupt or fool. It
makes ecctoplasm sound organic, does it
not?”’

I NODDED agreement, and my head felt
£ heavy, as if full of sober and impor-
tant matters. “As for me,” I went on, "I
never have had much chance to examine
the stuff. Whenever I get hold of an ecto-
plasmic hand, it melts like butter.”

“They generally do,” the judge com-
mented, “or so the reports say. Yet they
themselves are firm and strong when they
touch or scize.”

“Right, sir.”

“It's when attacked, or even frightened,
as with a camera flashlight, that the ecto-

~drawn.”
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plasm vanishes or is reabsorbed?” he
prompted further.

“So Richet says here,” I agreed once
more, “‘and so I have found.”

“Vety good. Now,” and his manner
took on a flavor of the legal, "I shall
sum up:

“Ectoplasm is put forth by certain spirit
mediums, who-are mysteriously adapted
for it, under favorable conditions that in-
clude darkness, quiet, self-confidence. It
takes form, altering the appearance of
the medium or making up a separate
body. It is firm and strong, but vanishes
when attacked or frightened. Right so
far, eh?”

“Right,"” T approved.

“Now, for the word medium subst1-
tute wizard.” His grin burst out again,
and he began to mix a third round of
drinks. “A wizard, having darkness and
quiet and being disposed to change shape,
exudes a material that gives him a new
shape and character. Maybe it is bestial,
to match a fierce or desperate spirit with-
in. There may be a shaggy pelt, a sharp
muzzle, taloned paws and rending fangs.
To a terrified victim he is doom itself.
But to a brave adversary, facing and fight-
ing him ’

He flipped his way through Summers’
book, as I had with Rlchets “Listen:
*. . . the shape of the werewolf will be
removed if he be reproached by name as
a werewolf, or if again he be thrice ad-
dressed by his Christian name, or struck
three blows on the forehead with a knife,
ot that three drops of blood should be
Do you see the parallels, man?
Shouted at, bravely denounced, or slightly
wounded, his false beast-substance fades
from him.” He flung out his hands, as
though appealing to a jury. “I marvel
nobody ever thought of it before.”

" “But nothing so contrary to nature has
a natural explanation,” I objected, and
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very idiotic the phrase sounded in my own
ears. ~

He laughed, and I could not blame
him. "T'll confound you with another of
your own recent experiences. What could
seem more contrary to nature than the
warmth and greenness of the inside of
Devil’s Croft? And what is more simply
natural than the hot springs that make it
possible?”

“Yet, an envelope of bestiality, beast-
muzzle on human face, beast-paws on hu-
man hands——"’

“1 can support that by more werewolf-
lore. 1 don’t even have to open Summers,
everyone has heard the story. A wolf at-
tacks a traveler, who with his sword lops
off a paw. The beast howls and flees, and
the paw it leaves behind is a human
hand.”

“That's an old one, in every language.”

“Probably because it happened so often.
There’s your human hand, with the
beast-paw forming upon and around it,
then vanishing like wounded ectoplasm.
Whete's the weak point, Wills? Name
it, T challenge you.”

I felt the glass shake in my hand, and
a chilly wind brushed my spine. "‘There’s
one point,” I made myself say. “"You may
think it a slender one, even a quibble.
But ectoplasms make human forms, no
animal.” N

“How do you know they don’t make
animal forms?” Judge Pursuivant crowed,
leaning forward across the deck. “Be-
cause, of the few you've seen and disbe-
lieved, only human faces and bodies
showed? My reply is there in your hands.
Open Richet’s book to page 545, Mr.
Wills. Page 545 . . . gotit? Now, the
passage 1 marked, about the medium
Burgik. Read it aloud.”

He sank back into his chair once more,
waiting in manifest delight. I found the
place, underscored with pencil, and my
voice was hoarse as I obediently read:
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" 'My trouser leg was strongly pulled
and a strange, ill-defined form that
seemed to have paws like those of a dog
or small monkey climbed on my knce. 1
could feel its weight, very light, and
something like the muzzle of an animal
touched my cheek.””

“There you are, Wills,” Judge Pur-
suivant was crying. ‘‘Notice that it hap-
pened in Warsaw, close to the heart of
the werewolf country.- Hmmm, reading
that passage made you sweat a bit—re-
membering what you saw in the Devil's
Croft, eh?”

I flung down the book.

“You've done much toward convincing
me,” I admitted. “I'd rather have the
superstitious peasant’s belief, though, the
one I've always scoffed at.”

“Rationalizing the business didn’t help,
then? It did when I explained the Devil’s
Croft and the springs.”

“But the springs don’t chase you with
sharp teeth. And, as I was saying, the
peasant had a protection that the scientist
lacks—trust in his crucifix and his Bible.”

“Why shouldn’t he have that trust,
and why shouldn’t you?” Again the
judge was rummaging in his boock-case.
“Those symbols of faith gave him what
is needed, a strong heart to drive back
the menace, whether it be wolf-demon or
ectoplasmic bogy. Here, my friend.”

He laid a third book on the desk. It was
a Bible, red-edged and leather-backed,
worn from much use. _

“Have a read at that while you finish
your drink,” he advised me. “The Gos-
pel According to St. John is good, and
it’s already marked. Play you're a peas-
ant, hunting for comfort.”

Like a dutiful child I opened the Bible
to where a faded purple ribbon lay be-
tween the pages. But already Judge Pur-
suivant was quoting from memoty:
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In the beginning was the Word, and
the Word was with God, and the Word
was God. The same was in the beginning
with God. All things were made by him;
and without him was not anything made
that was made. . . "

10. "Blood-lust and Compassion.”’
IT MAY seem incredible that later in the

night I slept like a dead pig; yet I had
reason.

First of all there was the weariness that
had followed my dangers and exertions;
then Judge Pursuivant’s whisky and logic
combined to reassure me; finally, the
leather couch in his study, its surface com-
fortably hollowed by much reclining
thereon, was a sedative in itself. He gave
me two quilts, very warm and very light,
and left me alone. I did not stir until a
rattle of breakfast dishes awakened me.

Wiiliam, the judge’s servant, had care-
fully brushed my clothes. My shoes also
showed free of mud, though they still
felt damp and clammy. The judge him-
self furnished me with a clean shirt and
socks, both items very loose upon me, and
lent me his razor.

“Some friends of yours called during
the night,” he told me dryly.

“Friends?”

“Yes, from the town. Five of them,
with ropes and guns. They announced
very definitely that they intended to deco-
rate the flagpole in the public square with
your corpse. There was also some infor-
mal talk about drinking your blood. We
may have vampires as well as werewolves
hereabouts.”

I almost cut my lip with the razor.
“How did you get rid of them?” I asked
quickly. ““They must have followed my
tracks.”

"Lucky there was more snow after we
got in,” he replied, “and they came here
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only as a routine check-up. They must
have visited every house within miles. Oh,
turning them away was easy. I feigned
wild enthusiasm for the manhunt, and
asked if I couldn’t come along.”

He smiled reminiscently, his mustache
stitring like a rather genial blond snake.

“Then what?”" I prompted him, dab-
bing on more lather.

“Why, they were delighted. I took a
rifle and spent a few hours on the trail.
You weren't to be found at all, so we
returned to town. Excitement reigns
there, you can believe.”

“What kind of excitement?”’

“Blood-lust and compassion. Since

' Constable O’Bryant is wounded, his

younger brother, a strong advocate of
your immediate capture and execution, is
serving as a volunteer guardian of the
peace. He's acting on an old appointment
by his brother as deputy, to serve without
pay. He told the council—a badly scared
group—that he has sent for help to the
county scat, but I am sure he did nothing
of the kind. Meanwhile, the Croft is sur-
rounded by scouts, who hope to catch you
sneaking out of it. And the women of
the town are looking after Susan Gird
and your friend, the Herr Doktor.”

I had finished shaving. “How is Doc-
tor Zoberg?” I inquired through the
towel.

“Still pretty badly shaken up. I tried
to get in and see him, but it was impos-
sible. I understand he went out for a
while, early in the evening, but almost
collapsed. Just now he is completely sur-
rounded by cooing old ladies with soup
and herb tea. Miss Gird was feeling
much better, and talked to me for a
while. I'm not really on warm terms with
the town, you know; people think it’s in-
decent for me to live out here alone and
not give them a chance to gossip about
me. So I was pleasurably surprized to get
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a kind word from Miss Susan. She told
me, very softly for fear someone might
overhear, that she hopes you aren’t
caught. She is sure that you did not kill
her father.”

We went into his dining-room, where
William offered pancakes, fried bacon
and the strongest black coffee I ever
tasted. In the midst of it all, I put down
my fork and faced the judge suddenly.
He grinned above his cup.

C“Well, Mr. Wills? ‘Stung by the
splendor of a sudden thought’'—all you
need is a sensitive hand clasped to your
inspired brow.”

“You said,” I reminded him, “that
Susan Gird is sure that I didn’t kill her
father.”

“So I did.”

“She told you that herself. She also
seemed calm, self-contained, instead of in
mourning for: .

“Oh, come, come!” He paused to shift
a full half-dozen cakes to his plate
and skilfully drenched them with syrup.
“That’s rather ungrateful of you, Mr.
Wills, suspecting her of parricide.”

“Did I say that?” I protested, feeling
my ears turning bright red.

“You would have if I hadn’t broken
your sentence in the middle,” he accused,
and put a generous portion of pancake
into his mouth. As he chewed he twin-
kled at me through his pince-nez, and I
felt unaccountably foolish.

“If Susan Gird had truly killed her
father,” he resumed, after swallowing,
“she would be more adroitly theatrical.
She would weep, swear vengeance on his
murderer, and be glad to hear that some-
one else had been accused of the crime.
She would even invent details to help in-
criminate that someone else.”

“Pethaps she doesn’t know that she
killed him,” T offered,
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“Perhaps not. You mean that a new
mind, as well as a new body, may invest
the werewolf—or ectoplasmic medinm—
at time of change.”

I jerked my head in agreement.

“Then Susan Gird, as she is normally,
must be innocent. Come, Mr. Wills!
Would you blame poor old Doctor Jekyil
for the crimes of his alter ego, M.
Hyde?”

“I wouldn’t want to live in the same
house with Doctor Jekyll.”

Judge Pursuivant burst into a roar of
laughter, at which William, bringing
fresh supplies from the kitchen, almost
dropped his tray. “So romance enters the
field of psychic research!” the judge
crowed at me.

I stiffened, outraged. “Judge Pursui-
vaat, I certainly did not ”

“I know, you didn’t say it, but again I
anticipated you. So it’s not the thought
of her possible unconscious crime, but the
chance of comfortable companionship that
perplexes you.” He stopped laughing
suddenly. “T'm sorry, Wills. Forgive me.
I shouldn’t Jaugh at this, or indeed at
any aspect of the whole very serious busi-
ness.”

I could hardly take real offense at the
man who had rescued and sheltered me,
and I said so. We finished breakfast, and
he sought his overcoat and wide hat.

“I'm off for town again,” he an-
nounced. “There are one or two points
to be settled there, for your safety and my
satisfaction. Do you mind being left
alone? There's an interesting lot of books
in my study. You might like to look at
a copy of Dom Calmet’s Dissertations, if
you read French; also a rather slovenly
Wicked Bible, signed by Pierre De Lan-
cre. J. W. Wickwar, the witchcraft au-
thority, thinks that such a thing does not
exist, but I know of two others. Or, if

W. T.—6
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you feel that you're having enough of
demonology in real life, you will find a
whole row of light novels, including most
of P. G. Wodehouse.” He held out his
hand in farewell. “William will get you
anything you want. There’s tobacco and
a choice of pipes on my desk. Whisky,
too, though you don’t look like the sort
that drinks before noon.”

With that he was gone, and I watched
him from the window. He moved sturdily
across the bright snow to a shed, slid
open its door and entered. Soon there
emerged a sedan, old but well-kept, with
the judge at the wheel. He drove away
down a snow-filled road toward town.

I did not know what to envy most in
him, his leaming, his assurance or his
good-nature. The assurance, I decided
once; then it occutred to me that he was
in nothing like the awkward position I
held. He was only 2 sympathetic ally—
but why was he that, even? I tried to
analyze his motives, and could not.

SITTING down in his study, I saw on the
desk the Montague Summers book on
werewolves. It lay open at page 111, and
my eyes lighted at once upon a passage
underscored in ink—apparently some time
ago, for the mark was beginning to rust
a trifle. It included 2 quotation from Res-
titution of Decayed Intelligence, written
by Richard Rowlands in 1605:

who hauvin annoynted their bodyes, with
an oyntment which they make by the in-
stinct of the deuil; and puiting cn a cer-
tain inchanted girdel, do not only vnto
the view of others seeme as wolues, but
to their own thinking haue both the shape
and the nature of wolues, so long as they
weare the said girdel. And they do dis-
pose theselves as uery wolues, in wurry-
ing and killing, and moste of humaine
crestures.”
W.T—7

‘. .. were-woluss are certaine sorcerers, -
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This came to the bottom of the page,
where someone, undoubtedly Pursuivant,
had written: “Ointment and girdle sound
as if they might have a scientific expla-
nation,” And, in the same script, but
smaller, the following notes filled the
margin beside:

Possible Werewolf Motivations

I. Involuntary lycanthropy.
1. Must have blood to drink (connection
with vampirism?).
2, Must have secrecy.
3, Driven to desperation by contemplating
R horror of own position,

IL Voluntary lycanthropy.
1. Will to do evil.
2. Will to exert power through fear.

III. Contributing factors to becoming wetewolf.
1. Loneliness and dissatisfaction.

2. Hunger for forbidden foods (human
flesh, etc.).

3. Scorn and hate of fellow men, general ot
specific.

4. Occult curiosity.
5. Simon-pure insanity (Satanist complex).

Are any or all of these traits to be found in
werewolf

Find one and ask it

HAT was quite enough lycanthropy

for the present, so far as I was con-
cetned. I drew a book of Mark Twain
from the shelf—1I seem to remember it as
Tom Sawyer Abroad—and read all the
morning. Noon came, and I was about
to ask the judge’s negro servant for some
lunch, when he appeared in the door of
the study. o

"Someone with a message, sah,” he an-
nounced, and drew aside to admit Susan
Gird.

I faitly sprang to my feet, dropping
my book upon the desk. She advanced
slowly into the room, her pale face grave
but friendly. I saw that her eyes were
darkly circled, and that her cheeks showed
gaunt, as if with strain and weariness.
She put out a hand, and I took it.

“A message?” I repeated William’s
words.

“Why, yes.” She achieved a smile, and
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I was glad to see it, for both our sakes.
“Judge Pursuivant got me to one side
and said for me to come here. You and
I are to talk the thing over.”

“You mean, last night?”” She nodded,
and 1 asked further, "How did you get
here?”

“Your car. I don’t drive very well, but
I managed.”

I asked her to sit down and talk.

She told me that she remembered be-
ing in the parlor, with Constable O'Bry-
ant questioning me. At the time she had
had difficulty remembering even the be-
ginning of the séance, and it was not until
I had been taken away that she came to
realize what had happened to her father.
That, of coutse, distressed and distracted
her further, and even now the whole ex-
petience was wretchedly hazy to her.

“I do recall sitting down with you,”
she said finally, after I had utged her for
the twentieth time to think hard. “You
chained me, yes, and Doctor Zoberg.
Then yourself. Finally I seemed to float
away, as if in a dream. I'm not even sure
about how long it was.”

“Had the light been out very long?”
I asked craftily.

“The light out?”” she echoed, patently
mystified. “Oh, of course. The light was
turned out, naturally. I don’t remember,
but I suppose you attended to that.”

“T asked to try you,” I confessed. "I
didn’t touch the lamp until after you had
seemed to drop off to sleep.”

She did recall to memory her father’s
protest at his manacles, and-Doctor Zo-
berg’s gentle inquiry if she were ready.
That was all.

“How is Doctor Zoberg?” I asked her.

“Not vety well, I'm afraid. He was
exhausted by the experience, of course,
and for a time seemed ready to break
down. When the trouble began about
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you—the crowd gathered at the town hall
—he gathered his strength and went out,
to see if he could help defend or rescue
you. He was gone about an hour and
then he returned, bruised about the face.
Somebody of the mob had handled him
roughly, I think. He’s resting at our place
now, with a hot compress on his eye.”

“Good man!” I applauded. “At least
he did his best for me.”

She was not finding much pleasure in
her memories, however, and I suggested
a change of the subject. We had lunch
together, egg sandwiches and coffee, then
played several hands of casino. Tiring of
that, we turned to the books and she read
aloud to me from Keats. Never has The
Eve of St. Agnes sounded better to me.
Evening fell, and we were preparing to
take yet another meal—a meat pie, which
William assured us was one of his culi-
nary triumphs—when the door burst open
and Judge Pursuivant came in.

"“You've been together all the time?”
he asked us at once.

“Why, yes,” I said.

“Is that correct, Miss Susan? You've
been in the house, every minute?”

“That is right,”” she seconded me.

“Then,” said the judge. “You two are
cleared, at Jast.”

He paused, looking from Susan’s ques-
tioning face to mine, then went on:

“That rending beast-thing in the Croft
got another victim, not more than half an
hour ago. O’Bryant was feeling better,
ready to get back on duty. His deputy-
brother, anxious to get hold of Wills first,
for glory or vengeance, ventured into the
place, just at dusk. He came out in a little
while, torn and bitten almost to pieces,
and died as he broke clear of the cedar
hedge.”

The thrillin
and capture o
chapters that bring the tale to a close in next month’s
issue. Reserve your copy at your magazine dealer’s now,

climax of this story, with the confession
the werewolf, will be told in the excitin
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“The strange witch ointments gave it
beast form and beast heart.”

She

airy Ones Shall Dance
By GANS T. FIELD

A novel of a hideous, stark horror that struck during a spivit séance—a tale of
terror and sudden death, and the frightful thing that
latred in the Devil's Croft

The Story Thus Far: where, says Zoberg, lives 2 medium who
will prove the case for spiritism.
ALBOT WILLS, the narrator, is a The medium is an attractive girl, Susan
former stage magician. Skeptical Gird. At a séance, a bestial shape appears
of psychic phenomena, he goes in the darkened room and kills John
with Doctor Zoberg to an isolated hamlet, Gird, the medium’s father. The town

This story began in WEIRD TALES for January 339
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constable accuses Wills, as the only per-
son able to escape the manacles which
confined everyone in the room. A mob
gathers to lynch the supposed murderer,
and he manages to escape from a cell,
fleeing for shelter to a grove on the edge
of town. This is called the Devil's Croft,
and custom and local law forbid anyone
to enter it.

Oace inside, he finds, though a blizzard
rages without, the grove is as warm and
green as the tropics. In its depths he en-
counters and fights with the same beast-
shape that killed John Gird. By a lucky
blow he stuns it, and is horrified to see it
turning gradually human. He flees from
the grove and meets Judge Keith Pursui-
vant, a scholarly recluse, who shelters him
and shows him, by logic and by quotation
of distinguished authorities, that a were-
wolf can be explained by the spiritist the-
ory of ectoplasmic materialization.

The following day Judge Pursuivant
goes to town to observe conditions, and
sends Susan Gird to his home to talk to
Wills. The two are beginning to be
drawn to each other, though in Wills'
mind lingers the possibility that Susan
Gird may have a complex personality that
sometimes materializes the beast-thing.

Returning from town, the judge tells
them that the mysterious monster, appar-
ently still in the forbidden grove, has
claimed another victim.

The story continues:

11. "To Meet that Monster Face to
Face!”’

ITHINK that both Susan and I fairly
reeled before this news, like actors
registering surprize in an old-fashioned
melodrama. As for Judge Pursuivant, he
turned to the table, cut a generous wedge
of the meat pie and set it, all savory and
steaming, on a plate for himself. His
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calm zest for the good food gave us oth-
ers steadiness again, so that we sat down
and even ate a little as he described his
day in town.

He had found opportunity to talk to
Susan in private, confiding in her about
me and finally sending her to me; this, as
he said, so that we would convince each
other of our respective innocences. It
was purely an inspiration, for he had
had no idea, of course, that such convic-
tion would turn out so final. Thereafter
he made shift to enter the Gird house
and talk to Doctor Zoberg.

That worthy he found sitting somewhat
limply in the parlor, with John Gird's
coffin in the next room. Zoberg, the
judge reported, was mystified about the
murder and anxious to bring to justice
the townsfolk — there were more than
one, it seemed — who had beaten him.
Most of all, however, he was concerned
about the charges against me.

"His greatest anxiety is to prove you
innocent,” Judge Pursuivant informed
me. ‘“He intends to bring the best lawyer
possible for your defense, is willing even
to assist in paying the fec. He also swears
that character witnesses can be brought
to testify that you are the most peaceable
and law-abiding man in the country.”

“That’s mighty decent of him,” I said.
“According to your reasoning of this
morning, his attitude proves him inno-
cent, too.”

“What reasoning was that?” asked
Susan, and I was glad that the judge con-
tinued without answering her.

I was glad that I had sent Miss Susan
on. If your car had remained there, Mr.
Wills, Doctor Zoberg might have driven
off in it to rally your defenses.”

“Not if I know him,” I objected.
“The whole business, what of the mys-
tery and occult significances, will hold
him right on the spot. He's relentlessly
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curious and, despite his temporary col-
lapse, he's no coward.”

“I agree with that,” chimed in Susan.

As for my pursuers of the previous
night, the judge went on, they had been
roaming the snow-covered streets in twos
and threes, heavily armed for the most
part and still determined to punish me
for killing their neighbor. The council
was too frightened or too perplexed to
deal with the situation, and the constable
was still in bed, with his brother assum-
ing authority, when Judge Pursuivant
made his inquiries. The judge went to
see the wounded man, who very pluckily
determined to rise and take up his duties
again.

“I'll arrest the man who plugged me,”
O’Bryant had promised grimly, “‘and that
kid brother of mine can quit playing
policeman.”

The judge applauded these sentiments,
and brought him hot food and whisky,
which further braced his spirits. In the
evening came the invasion by the younger
O'Bryant of the Devil’s Croft, and his
resultant death at the claws and tecth of
what prowled there.

“His throat was so torn open and filled
with blood that he could not speak,” the
judge concluded, “but he pointed back
into the timber, and then tried to trace
something in the snow with his finger. It
looked like a wolf’s head, with pointed
nose and ears. He died before he
finished.”

"“You saw him come out?” I asked.

“No. I'd gone back to town, but later
I saw the body, and the sketch in the
snow.”

He finished his dinner and pushed
back his chair. "Now,” he said heartily,
“it's up to us.”

“Up to us to do what?”" I inquired.

“To meet that monster face to face,”
he replied. “There are three of us and,
so far as I can ascertain, but one of the
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enemy.” Both Susan #nd I started to
speak, but he held up his hand, smiling.
I know without being reminded that the
odds are still against us, because the one
enemy is fierce and blood-drinking, and
can change shape and character. Maybe
it can project itself to a distance—which
makes it all the harder, both for us to face
it and for us to get help.”

“I know what you mean by that last,”
I nodded gloomily. “If there were ten
thousand friendly constables in the neigh-
borhood, instead of a single hostile one,
they wouldn’t believe us.”

“Right,” agreed Judge Pursuivant.
“We're like the group of perplexed mor-
tals in Dracula, who had only their own
wits and weapons against a monster no
more forbidding than ours.”

I'r 1s hard to show clearly how his con-
stant offering of parallels and rational-
izations comforted us. Oanly the unknown
and unknowable can terrify completely.
We three were even cheerful over a bot-
tle of wine that William fetched and
poured out in three glasses. Judge Pur-
suivant gave us a toast—'"May wolves
go hungry!”"—and Susan and I drank it
gladly.

“Don't forget what's on our side,”
said the judge, putting down his glass.
“I mean the stedfast and courageous
heart, of which I preached to Wills last
night, and which we can summon from
within us any time and anywhere. The
werewolf, dauntlessly faced, loses its
dread; and I think we are the ones to face
it. Now we're ready for action.”

I said that I would welcome any kind
of action whatsoever, and Susan touched
my arm as if in endorsement of the re-
mark. Judge Pursuivant’s spectacles glit-
tered in approval. -

“You two will go into the Devil's
Croft,” he announced. “I'm going back
to town once more,”
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“Into the Devil's Croft!” we almost
shouted, both in the same shocked breath.

“Of course. Didn’t we just get through
with the agreement all around that the
lycanthrope can and must be met face to
face? Offense is the best defense, as per-
haps one hundred thousand athletic train-
ers have reiterated.”

“I've already faced the creature once,”
I reminded him. “As for appearing
dauntless, I doubt my own powers of
deceit.”

"You shall have a weapon,” he said.
“"A fire gives light, and we know that
such things must have darkness—such as
it finds in the midst of that swampy
wood. So fill your pockets with matches,
both of you.”

“"How about a gun?” I asked, but he
shook his head.

"We don't want the werewolf killed.
That would leave the whole business in
mystery, and yourself probably charged
with another murder. Hc'd return to his
human shape, you know, the moment he
was hurt even slightly.”

Susan spoke, very calmly: "'I'm ready
to go into the Croft, Judge Pursuivant.”

He clapped his hands loudly, as if ap-
plauding in a theater. “Bravo, my dear,
bravo! I see Mr. Wills sets his jaw.
That means he’s ready to go with you.
Very well, let us be off.”

He called to William, who at his or-
ders brought three lanterns—sturdy old-
fashioned affairs, protected by strong wire
nettings—and filled them with oil. We
each took onc and set out. It had turned
clear and frosty once more, and the moon
shone too brightly for my comfort, at
least. However, as we approached the
grove, we saw no sentinels; they could
hardly be blamed for deserting, after the
fate of the younger O'Bryant.

We gained the shadow of the outer
cedars unchallenged. Here Judge Pursui-
vant called a halt, produced a match from
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his overcoat pocket and lighted our lan-
terns all around. 1 remember that we
struck a fresh light for Susan’'s lantern;
we agreed that, silly as the three-on-a
match superstition might be, this was no
time or place to tempt Providence.

“"Come on,” said Judge Pursuivant
then, and led the way into the darkest
part of the immense thicket.

12. "We Are Ilere at His Mercy.”

W‘l-: FoLLOWED Judge Pursuivant,
Susan and I, without much of a
thought beyond an understandable dislike
for being left alone on the brink of the
timber. It was a slight struggle to get
through the close-sct cedar hedge, espe-
cially for Susan, but beyond it we soon
caught up with the judge. He strode
heavily and confidently among the trees,
his lantern held high to shed light upon
broad, polished lcaves and thick, wet
stems. The moist warmth of the grove’s
interior made itself felt again, and the
judge explained again and at greater
length the hot springs that made pos-
sible this surprizing condition. All the
while he kept going. He seemed to know
his way in that forbidden fastness—in-
deed, he must have explored it many
times to go straight to his destination.

That destination was a clearing, in
some degree like the one where I had
met and fought with my hairy pursuer
on the night before. This place had,
however, a great tree in its center, with
branches that shot out in all directions to
hide away the sky completely. By strain-
ing the ears one could catch a faint mur-
mur of water—my scalding stream, no
doubt. Around us were the thick-set
trunks of the forest, filled in between
with brush and vines, and underfoot grew
xelvety moss.

“This will be our headquarters posi-
tion,” said the judge. “Wills, help me
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gather wood for a fire. Break dead
branches from the standing trees—never
mind picking up wood from the ground,
it will be too damp.”

Together we collected a considerable
heap and, crumpling a bit of paper in
its midst, he kindled it.

“Now, then,” he went on, “I'm head-
ing for town. You two will stay here
and keep each other company.”

He took our lanterns, blew them out
and ran his left arm through the loops of
their handles.

“I'm sure that nothing will attack you
in the light of the fire. You're bound to
attract whatever skulks hereabouts, how-
ever. When I come back, we ought to be
prepared to go into the final act of our
little melodrama.”

He touched my hand, bowed to Susan,
and went tramping away into the timber.
The thick leafage blotted his lantern-
light from our view before his back had
been turned twenty seconds.

Susan and I gazed at each other, and
smiled rather uneasily.

“It's warm,” she breathed, and took
off her cloak. Dropping it upon one of
the humped roots of the great central
tree, she sat down on it with her back to
the trunk. ""What kind of a tree is this?”

I gazed up at the gnarled stem, or as
much of it as I could see in the firelight,
Finally I shook my head.

"I don’t know—I'm no expert,” I ad-
mitted. “At least it's very big, and un-
doubtedly very old—the sort of tree that
used to mark a place of sacrifice.”

At the word "“sacrifice,”” Susan lifted
her shoulders as if in distaste. "“You're
right, Talbot. It would be something
grim and Druid-like.” She began to re-
cite, half to herself:

‘That tree in whose dark shadow
The ghastly priest doth reign,
The priest who slew the slayer
And shall himself be slain.
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“Macaulay,” T said at once. Then, to
get her mind off of morbid things, "I
had to recite The Lays of Ancient Rome
in school, when I was a boy. 'I wish you
hadn’t mentioned it.”

"“You mean, because it's an evil omen?™
She shook her head, and contrived a smile
that lighted up her pale face. “It's not -
that, if you analyze it. 'Shall himself be
slain’—it sounds as if the enemy’s fate
is sealed.”

I nodded, then spun around sharply,
for I fancied I heard a dull crashing at
the edge of the clearing. Then 1 went
here and there, gathering wood enough
to keep our fire burning for some time.
One branch, a thick, straight one, I chose
from the heap and leaned against the big
tree, within easy reach of my hand.

“That's for a club,” I told Susan, and
she half shrunk, half stiffened at the im-
plication.

We fell to talking about Judge Pursui-
vant, the charm and the enigma that in-
vested him. Both of us felt gratitude that
he had immediately clarified our own in-
nocence in the grisly slayings, but to both
came a sudden inspiration, distasteful
and disquicting. I spoke first:

“Susan! Why did the judge bring us
here?”

"He said, to help face and defeat the
monster. But—but "’

“Who is that monster?”” I demanded.
“What human being puts on a semi-
bestial appearance, to rend and kill?”

“Y—ryou don’t mean the judge?”

As I say, it had been in both eur minds.
We were silent, and felt shame and em-
barrassment.

“Look here,” T went on earnestly after
a moment; “‘perhaps we're being ungrate-
ful, but we mustn’t be unprepared.
Think, Susan; nobody knows where Judge
Pursuivant was at the time of your fa-
ther's death, at the time I saw the thing
in these wcods,” I broke off, remember-
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ing how I had met the judge for the first
time, so shortly after my desperate strug-
gle with the point-eared demon. “No-
body knows where he was when the con-
stable’s brother was attacked and mortally
wounded.”

She gazed about fearfully. “Nobody,”
she added breathlessly, “knows where he
is now.”

I was remembering a conversation with
him; he had spoken of books, mentioning
a rare, a supposedly non-existent volume.
What was it? . . . the Wicked Bible.
And what was it I had once heard about
that work?

It came back to me now, out of the
sub-conscious brain-chamber where, ap-
parently, one stores everything he hears
or reads in idleness, and from which such
items creep on occasion. It had been in
Lewis Spence’s Encyclopedia of Ocenlt-
ism, now on the shelf in my New York
apartment.

The Wicked Bible, scripture for witches
and wizards, from which magic-mongers
of the Dark Ages drew their inspiration
and their knowledge! And Judge Pur-
suivant had admitted to having one!

What had he learned from it? How
had he been so glib about the science—
yes, and the psychology—of being a
werewolf?

“If what we suspect is true,” I said to
Susan, “we are herc at his mercy. No-
body is going to come in here, not if
horses dragged them. At his leisure he
will fall upon us and tear us to pieces.”

But, even as I spoke, I despised myself
for my weak fears in her presence. I
picked up my club and was comforted by
its weight and thickness.

“I met that devil once,” I said, study-
ing cheer and confidence into my voice
this time. "I don’t think it relished the
meeting any too much. Next time won't
be any more profitable for it.”

She smiled at me, as if in comradely
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encouragement; then we both started and
fell silent. There had risen, somewhere
among the thickets, a long low whining.

I PUT out 2 foot, stealthily, as though
fcarful of being caught in motion. A
quick kick flung more wood on the fire.
I blinked in the light and felt the heat.
Standing there, as 2 primitive man might
have stood in his flame-guarded camp to
face the horrors of the ancient world, 1
tried to judge by ear the direction of that
whine.

It died, and I heard, perhaps in my
imagination, a stealthy padding. Then
the whining began again, from a new
quarter and nearer.

I made myself step toward it. My
shadow, leaping grotesquely among the
tree trunks, almost frightened me out of
my wits. The whine had changed into a
crooning wail, such as that with which
dogs salute the full moon. It seemed to
plead, to promise; and it was coming
doser to the clearing,

Once before I had challenged and
taunted the thing with scornful words.
Now I could not make my lips form a
single syllable. Probably it was just as
well, for I thought and watched the more.
Somcthing black and cautious was mov-
ing among the branches, just beyond the
shrubbery that screened it from our firc-
light. T knew, without need of a clear
vicw, what that black something was. 1
lifted my club to the ready.

The sound it made had become in some
fashion articulate, though not human in
any quality. Thete were no words to it,
but it spoke to the heart. The note of
plea and promise had become one of com-
mand—and not directed to me.

I found my own voice.

“Get out of here, you devil!" T roared
at it, and threw my club. Even as I let
go of it, I wished I had not. The bushes
foiled my aim, and the missile crashed
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among them and dropped to the mossy
ground. The creature fell craftily silent.
Then 1 felt sudden panic and regret at
being left weaponless, and I retreated
toward the fire.

“Susan,” I said huskily, “'give me an-
other stick. Hurry!”

She did not move or stir, and I rum-
maged frantically among the heaped dry
branches for mysclf. Catching up the
first piece of wood that would serve, 1
turncd to her with worried curiosity.

She was still seated upon the cloak-
draped root, but she had drawn herself
tense, like a cat before a mouse-hole.
Her head was thrust forward, so far that
her neck extended almost horizontally.
Her dilated eyes were turned in the di-
rection from which the whining and
crooning had come. They had a strange
clarity in them, as if they could pierce
the twigs and leaves and meet there an
answering, understanding gaze.

“Susan!” I cried.

Still she gave no sign that she heard
me, if hear me she did. She leaned far-
ther forward, as if ready to spring up and
run. Once more the unbeastly wail rose
from the place where our watcher was
lurking.

Susan’s lips trembled. From them
came slowly and softly, then louder, a
long-drawn answering howl.

“Aooooooooocooooo! Aovooooooooooo-

0000000!"

The stick almost fell from my hands.
She rose, slowly but confidently. Her
shoulders hunched high, her arms hung
forward as though they wanted to reach
to the ground. Again she howled:

"' A00000000000000000000!”

I saw that she was going to move
across the clearing, toward the trees—
through the trees. My heart seemed to
twist into a knot inside me, but I could
oot let her do such a thing. I made a
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quick stride and planted myself before
her.

“Susan, you mustn't!”

She shrank back, her face turning slow-
ly up to mine. Her back was to the fire,
yet light rose in her eyes, or perhaps be-
hind them; a green light, such as reflects
in still forest pools from the moon. Her
hands lifted suddenly, as though to repel
me. They werec half closed and the
crooked fingers drawn stiff, like talons.

“Susan!” I coaxed her, yct again, and
she made no answer but tried to slip side-
wise around me. I moved and headed
her off, and she growled — actually
growled, like a savage dog.

With my free hand I clutched her
shoulder. Under my fingers her flesh
was as taut as wire fabric. Then, sud-
denly, it relaxed into human tissue again,
and she was standing straight. Her eyes
had lost their weird light, they showed
only dark and frightened.

"Talbot,” she stammered. ""Wh-—what
have I been doing?”

"Nothing, my dear,” T comforted her.
"It was nothing that we weren't able to
fight back.”

From the woods behind me came a
throttling yelp, as of some hungry thing
robbed of prey within its very grasp.
Susan swayed, seemed about to drop, and
I caught her quickly in my arms. Hold-
ing her thus, I turned my head and
laughed over my shoulder.

"Another score against you!" T jeered
at my enemy. “You didn’t get her, not
with all your filthy enchantments!”

Susan was beginning to cry, and T half
led, half carried her back to the fireside.
At my gesture she sat on her cloak again,
as tractable as a child who repents of
rebellion and tries to be obedient.

There were no more sounds from the

timber. I could feel an emptiness there,
as if the monster had slunk away, baffled.
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13. “Light's Our Best Weapon.”

NEI‘I‘HER of us said anything for a
while after that. I stoked up the
fire, to be doing something, and it made
us so uncomfortably warm that we had to
crowd away from it. Sitting close against
the tree-trunk, I began to imagine some-
thing creeping up the black lane of shad-
ow it cast behind us to the edge of the
clearing; and yct again I thought I heard
noises, Club in hand, I went to investi-
gate, and I was not disappointed in the
least when I found nothing.

Finally Susan spoke. "This,” she said,
“is a new light on the thing.”

“It's nothing to be upsct about,” I
tried to comfort her.

“Not be upset!” She sat straight up,
and in the light of the fire I could see a
single pained line between her brows,
deep and sharp as a chiscl-gash. “Not
when I almost turned into a beast!”

“"How much of that do you remem-
ber?” I asked her.

“I was foggy in my mind, Talbot, al-
most as at the séance, but I remember be-
ing drawn—drawn to what was waiting
out there.” Her eyes sought the thickets
on the far side of our blaze. "And it
didn’t seem horrible, but pleasant and
welcome and—well, as if it were my kind.
You,” and she glanced quickly at me,
then ashamedly away, “you were sudden-
ly strange and to be avoided.”

“Is that all?”

“It spoke to me,” she went on in
husky horror, “'and T spoke to it.”

I forbore to remind her that the only
sound she had uttered was a wordless
howl. Perhaps she did not know that—
I hoped not. We said no more for
another awkward time.

Finally she mumbled, “I'm not the
kind of woman who cries easily; but I'd
like to now.”

“Go ahead,” I said at once, and she
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into my arms, or whether she came into
them of her own accord, T do not remem-
ber exactly; but it was against my shoul-
der that she finished her weeping, and
when she had finished she did feel better.

“That somehow washed the fog and
the fear out of me,” she confessed, al-
most brightly.

It must have been a full hour later that
rustlings rose yet again in the timber. So
frequently had my imagination tricked
me that I did not so much as glance up.
Then Susan gave a little startled cry, and
I sprang to my fcet. Bcyond the fire a
tall, gray shape had become visible, with
a pale glare of light around it.

"Don’t be alarmed,” called a voice 1
knew. "It is I—Otto Zoberg.”

“"Doctor!” 1 cried, and hurried to meet
him. For the first time in my life, I felt
that he was a friend. Our differences of
opinion, once making companionship
strained, had so dwindled to nothing in
comparison to the danger I faced, and his
avowed trust in me as innocent of mur-
der.

“How are you?” I said, wringing his
hand. "They say you were hurt by the
mob.”

“Ach, it was nothing serious,” he re-
assured me. “Only this.” He touched
with his forefinger an eye, and I could
see that it was bruised and swollen half
shut. "A citizen with too ready a fist and
too slow a mind has that to answer for.”

“I'm partly responsible,” I said. ""You
were trying to help me, I understand,
when it happened.”

MORE noise behind him, and two
more shapes pushed into the clear-
ing. I recognized Judge Pursuivant, nod-
ding to me with his eyes bright under his
wide hat-brim. The other man, angular,
falcon-faced, one arm in a sling, I had
also seen before. It was Constable O'Bry-
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ant. I spoke to him, but he gazed past
me, apparently not hearing.

Doctor Zoberg saw my perplexed
frown, and he turmed back toward the
constable. Snapping long fingers in front
of the great hooked nose, he whistled
shrilly. O'Bryant started, grunted, then
glared around as though he had been
suddenly and rudely awakened.

“"What's up?”" he growled menacingly,
and his sound hand moved swiftly to a
holster at his side. Then his eyes found
me, and with an oath he drew his re-
volver.

“Easy, Constable! Easy does it,”
soothed Judge Pursuivant, his own great
hand clutching O'Bryant’s wrist. “You've
forgotten that I showed how Mr. Wills
must be innocent.”

“I've forgotten what we're here for at
all,” snapped O'Bryant, gazing around
the clearing. "‘Hey, have I been drunk or
something? I said that I'd never !

“I'll explain,” offered Zoberg. “The
judge met me in town, and we came to-
gether to see you. Remember? You said
you would like to avenge your brother’s
death, and came with us. Then, when
you balked at the very edge of this Devil's
Croft, I took the liberty of hypnotizing
you,”

“Huh? How did you do that?”
growled the officer.

"With a look, a word, a motion of the
hand,” said Zoberg, his eyes twinkling.
“"Then you ceased all objections and came
in with us.”

Pursuivant clapped O'Bryant on the
unwounded shoulder. “Sit down,” he in-
vited, motioning toward the roots of the
trec.

The five of us gathered around the fire,
like picknickers instead of allies against a
supernormal monster. There, at Susan’s
insistence, I told of what had happened
since Judge Pursuivant had left us. All
listened with rapt attention, the constable
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grunting occasionally, the judge clicking
his tongue, and Doctor Zoberg in abso-
lute silence.

It was Zoberg who made the first com-
ment after 1 had finished. “This ex-
plains many things,” he said.

"It don’t explain a doggone thing,”
grumbled O'Bryant.

Zoberg smiled at him, then turned to
Judge Pursuivant. “Your ectoplasmic
theory of lycanthropy—such as you have
explained it to me—is most interesting
and, 1 think, valid. May I advance it a
trifle?”

“In what way?" asked the judge.

"Ectoplasm, as you see it, forms the
werewolf by building upon the medium’s
body. But is not ectoplasm more apt, ac-
cording to the observations of many peo-
ple, to draw completely away and form
a separate and complete thing of itself?
The thing may be beastly, as you suggest.
Algernon Blackwood, the English writer
of psychic stories, almost hits upon it in
one of his 'John Silence’ tales. He de-
scribed an astral personality taking form
and threatening harm while its physical
body slept.”

"I know the story you mean,” agreed
Judge Pursuivant. “The Camp of the
Doy, 1 think it's called.”

“"Very well, then. Perhaps, while Miss
Susan’s body lay in a trance, securely
handcuffed between Wills and my-
self—-"

“Oh!" wailed Susan. "Then it was I,
after all.”

“It couldn’t have been you,” I told
her at once.

“But it was! And, while I was at the
judge’s home with you, part of me met
the constable’s brother in this wood.” She
stared wildly around her.

"It might as well have been part of
me,” 1 argued, and O'Bryant glared at
me as if in sudden support of that likeli-
hood. But Susan shook her head.
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"No, for which of us responded to the
aall of that thing out there?”

For the hundredth time she gazed fear-
fully through the fire at the bushes be-
hind which the commanding whine had
risen,

“I have within me,” she said dully, "2
nature that will break out, look and act
like a beast-demon, will kill even my
beloved father ’

“Please,” interjected Judge Pursuivant
eamestly, “you must not take responsibil-
ity upon yourself for what happened. If
the ectoplasm engendered by you made
up the form of the killer, the spirit may
have come from without.”

“"How could it?" she asked wretchedly.

“How could Marthe Beraud exude
ectoplasm that formed a bearded, mascu-
line body?” Pursuivant looked across to
Zoberg. "Doctor, you surely know the
famous ‘Bien Boa' séance, and how the
materialized entity spoke Arabic when
the medium, a Frenchwoman, kaew little
or nothing of that language?”

Zobetg sat with bearded chin on lean
hand. His joined brows bristled the more
as he corrugated his forehead in thought.
“We are each a thousand personalities,”
he said, sententiously if not comfortingly.
“"How can we rule them all, or rule even
one of them?”

O’BRYANT said sourly that all this
talk was too high flown for him to
understand or to enjoy. He dared hope,
however, that the case could never be tied
up to Miss Susan Gird, whom he had
known and liked since her babyhood.

"It can never do that,” Zoberg said
definitely. “No court or jury would con-
vict her on the evidence we are offering
against her.”

I ventured an opinion: *"While you
are attempting to show that Susan is a
werewolf, you are forgetting that some-
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thing else was prowling around our fire,
just out of sight.”

“Ach, just out of sight!” echoed Zo-
berg. ‘“That means you aren’t sure what
it was.” '

“Or even that thete was anything”
added Susan, so suddenly and strongly
that 1, at least, jumped.

“There was something, all right,” I in-
sisted. “'I heard it.”

“You thought you heard a sound be-
hind the tree,” Susan reminded me. ““You
looked, and there was nothing.”

Everyone gazed at me, rather like staid
adults at a naughty child. I said, ungra-
ciously, that my imagination was no bet-
ter than theirs, and that I was no easier
to frighten. Judge Pursuivant suggested
that we make a search of the surrounding
woods, for possible clues.

“A good idea,” approved Constable
O'Bryant. “The ground’s damp. We
might find some sort of footprints.”

*“Then you stay here with Miss Susan,”
the judge said to him. “We others will
circle around.”

The gaunt constable shook his head.
“Not much, mister. I'm in on whatever
searching is done. I've got something to
settle with whatever killed my kid
brother.”

“But there are only three lantems,”
pointed out Judge Pursuivant. *"We have
to carry them—Ilight's our best weapon.”

Zoberg then spoke up, rather difident-
ly, to say that he would be glad to stay
with Susan., This was agreed upon, and
the other three of us prepared for the
search. '

I took the lantern from Zoberg's hand,
nodded to the others, and walked away
among the trees.

14. "1 Was—I Am—a Wolf”

DELIBERATELY I had tumed my face
toward the section beyond the fire,
for, as I have said repeatedly, it was there
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that I had heard the movements and cries
of the being that had so strongly moved
and bewitched Susan. My heart whis-
pered rather loudly that I must look for
myself at its traces or lack of them, or for
ever view myself with scom.

Almost at once I found tracks, the
booted tracks of my three allies. Shaking
my lantern to make it flare higher, I went
deeper among the clumps, my eyes quar-
tering the damp carth. After a few mo-
ments I found what I had come to look
for.

The marks were round and rather
vague as to toe-positions, yet not so clear-
cut as to be made by hoofs. Rather they
suggested a malformed stump or a palm
with no fingers, and they were deep
enough to denote considerable weight;
the tracks of my own shoes, next to them,
were rather shallower. I bent for a close
look, then straightened up, looked every-
where at once, and held my torch above
my head to shed light all around; for I
had suddenly felt eyes upon me.

I caught just a glimpse as of two points
of light, fading away into some leafage
and in the direction of the clearing, and
toward them I made my way; but there
was nothing there, and the only tracks
underfoot were of shod human beings,
myself or one of the others. I returned
to my outward search, following the
round tracks,

They were plainly of only two feet—
there were no double impressions, like
those of 2 quadruped—but I must have
stalked along them for ten minutes when
I realized that I had no way of telling
whether they went forward or backward.
I might be going away from my enemy
instead of toward it. A close examina-
tion did me little good, and I further
pondered that the creature would lurk
near the clearing, not go so straight
away. Thus arguing within myself, I
doubled back.
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Coming again close to the starting-
point, I thought of a quick visit to the
clearing and a comforting word or two
with Susan and Zoberg. Sutely I was al-
most there; but why did not the fire gleam
through the trees? Were they out of
wood? Perplexed, I quickencd my pace.
A gnarled tree grew in my path, its low
branches heavily bearded with vines. Be-
yond this rose only the faintest of glows.
I paused to push aside some strands and

peer.
The fire had almost died, and by its

light I but half saw two figures, one tall
and one slender, standing together well
to one side. They faced each other, and
the taller—a seeming statue of wet-look-
ing gray—held its companion by a shoul-
der. The other gray hand was stroking
the smaller one’s head, pouring grayness
thereon.

I saw only this much, without stop-
ping to judge or to wonder. Then I
yelled, and sprang into the clearing. At
my outcry the two fell apart and faced
me. The smallest was Susan, who took a
step in my direction and gave a little
smothered whimper, as though she was
trying to speak through a blanket. 1 ran
to her side, and with a rough sweep of
my sleeve I cleared from her face and
head a mass of slimy, shiny jelly.

“You!"” I challenged the other shape.
“What have you been trying to do to
her?”

For only a breathing-space it stood
still, as featureless and clumsy as a half-
formed figure of gray mud. Then dark-
ness sprang out upon it, and hair. Eyes
blazed at me, green and fearsome. A
sharp muzzle opened to emit a snarl.

“Now I know you,” I hurled at it.
“I'm going to kill you.”

And I charged.

Claws ripped at my head, missed and
tore the cloth of my coat. One of my
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arms shot around a lean, hairy middle
with powerful muscles straining under
its skin, and I drove my other fist for
where I judged the pit of the stomach to
be. Grappled, we fell and rolled over.
The beast smell I remembered was all
about us, and I knew that jaws were shov-
ing once again at my throat. I jammed
my forearm between them, so far into the
hinge of them that they could not close
nor crush. My other hand clutched the
skin of the throat, a great loose fistful,
drew it taut and began to twist with all
my strength. I heard a half-brokea yelp
of strangled pain, felt a slackening of the
body that syuggled against me, knew
that it was trying to get away. But I man-
aged to roll on top, straddling the thing.

“You're not so good on defense,” I
panted, and brought my other hand to
the throat, for I had no other idea save to
kill. Paws grasped and tore at my wrists.
There was shouting at my back, in Susan’s
voice and several others. Hands caught
me by the shoulders and tried to pull me
up and away.

“No!” I cried. “This is it, the were-
wolf!”

“It's Doctor Zoberg, you idiot,” growled
O’Bryant in my ear. "Come on, let him
up.”

"“Yes,” added Judge Pursuivant, “it's
Doctor Zoberg, as you say; but a moment
ago it was the monster we have been
hunting.”

I had been dragged upright by now,
and so had Zoberg. He could only choke
and glare for the time being, his fingers
to his half-crushed throat. Pursuivant
had moved within clutching distance of
him, and was eyeing him as a cat eyes a
mouse.

“Like Wills, I only pretended to search,
then doubled back to watch,” went on
the judge. "I saw Zoberg and Miss Susan
talking. He spoke quietly, rhythmically,
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commandingly. She went into half a
trance, and I knew she was hypnotized.

"As the fire died down, he began the
change. Ectoplasm gushed out and over
him. Before it took form, he began to
smear some upon her. And Mr. Wills
here came out of the woods and at him.”

O'Bryant locked from the judge to
Zoberg. Then he fumbled with his un-
damaged hand in a hip pocket, produced
handcuffs and stepped forward. The ac-
cused man grinned through his beard, as
if admitting defeat in some trifling game.
Then he held out his wrists with an air
of resignation and I, who had manacled
them once, wondered again at their cord-
ed strength. The irons clicked shut upon
one, then the other.

“You know everything now,” said Zo-
berg, in a soft voice but a steady one. "I
was—I am—a wolf; a wolf who hoped to
mate with an angel.”

His bright eyes rested upon Susan, who
shrank back. Judge Pursuivant took a
step toward the prisoner.

“There is no nced for you to insult
her,” he said.

Zoberg grinned at him, with every long
tooth agleam. “"Do you want to hear my
confession, or don’t you?”

“Sure we want to hear it,” grunted
O'Bryant. "Leave him alone, judge, and
let him talk.” He glanced at me. “Got
any paper, Mr. Wills? Somebody better
take this down in writing.”

I produced a wad of note-paper and a
stub pencil. Placing it upon my knee,
with the lantern for light, I scribbled, al-
most word for word, the tale that Doctor
Zoberg told.

15. “"And That Is the End.”’

“PERHAPS I was bon what I am,” he
began. ‘‘At least, even as a lad I
knew that there was a lust and a powet
for cvil within me. Night called to me,
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where it frightens most children. I would
slip out of my father's house and run for
miles, under the trees or across fields, with
the moon for company. This was in
Germany, of course, before the war.”

“During the war——" began Judge
Pursuivant, ‘

“"During the war, when most men were
fighting, I was in prison.” Again Zoberg
grinned, briefly and without cheer. I
had found it easy and inspiring to kill
persons, with a sense of added strength
following. But they caught me and put
me in what they called an asylum. I was
supposed to be crazy. They confined me
closely, but I, reading books in the library,
grew to know what the change was that
came upon me at certain intervals. I
turned my attention to it, and became able
to control the change, bringing it on or
holding it off at will.”

He looked at Susan again. "But I'm
ahead of my story. Once, when I was at
school, I met a girl—an American stu-
dent of science and philosophy. She
laughed at my wooing, but talked to me
about spirits and psychical phenomena.
That, my dear Susan, was your mother.
When the end of the war brought so
many new things, it also brought a dif-
ferent vicwpoint toward many inmates of
asylums. Some Viennese doctors, and
later Sigmund Freud himself, found my
ase interesting. Of course, they did not
arrive at the real truth, or they would
not have procured my release.”

“After that,” I supplied, writing swift-
ly, “you became an expert psychical in-
vestigator and journeyed to America.”

“Yes, to find the girl who had once
laughed and studied with me. After some
years I came to this town, simply to trace
the legend of this Devil's Croft. And
here, 1 found, she had lived and died,
and left behind a daughter that was her

image.
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Judge Pursuivant cleared his throat. "I
suspect that you're leaving out part of
your adventures, Doctor.” ,

Zoberg actually laughed. “Ja, I thought
to spare you a few shocks. But if you
will have them, you may. I visited Rus-
sia—and in 1922 a medical commission
of the Soviet Union investigated several
score mysterious cases of peasants killed
—and eaten.” He licked his lips, like a
cat who thinks of meat. “In Paris I
founded and conducted a rather interest-
ing night school, for the study of diabo-
lism in its relationship to science. And in
1936, certain summer vacationists on
Long Island were almost frightened out
of their wits by a lurking thing that
seemed half beast, half man.” He chuck-
led. “Your Literary Digest made much
of it. The lurking thing was, of course,
myself.”

We stared. “Say, why do you do these
things?"' the constable blurted.

Zoberg turned to him, head quizzically
aslant. “"Why do you uphold your local
laws? Or why does Judge Pursuivant
study ancient philosophies? Or why do
Wills and Susan turn soft eyes upon each
other? Because the heart of each so in-
sists.”

Susan was clutching my arm. Her fin-
gers bit into my flesh as Zoberg's eyes
sought her again.

"I found the daughter of someone I
once loved,” he went on, with real gen-
tleness in his voice. “Wills, at least, can
see in her what I saw. A new inspiration
came to me, a wish and a plan to have a
comrade in my secret exploits.”

A beast-thing like yourself?” prompt-
ed the judge.

Zoberg nodded. “'A lupa to my lupas.
But this girl—Susan Gird—had not in-
herited the psychic possibilities of her
mother.”

"What!” I shouted. *You yourself said
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that she was the greatest medium of all
time!”

"I did say so. But it was a lie."”

"Why, in heaven’s name

"It was my hope,” he broke in quiet-
ly, "to make of her a medium, or a
lycanthrope—call the phenomenon which
you will. Are you interested in my pro-
posed method?” He gazed mockingly
around, and his cyes rested finally upon
me. "Make full notes; Wills. This will
be interesting, if not stupefying, to the
psychic research committees.

"It is, as you know, a supernormal sub-
stance that is exuded to change the ap-
pearance of my body. What, I wondered,
would some of that substance do if
smeared upon her?”

I started to growl out a curse upon
him, but Judge Pursuivant, rapt, mo-
tioned for me to kecp silent.

“Think back through all the demonol-
ogies you have rcad,” Zoberg was urg-
ing. “What of the strange ‘witch oint-
ments’ that, sprcad over an ordinary hu-
man body, gave it beast-form and beast-
heart? There, again, legend had basis in
scientific fact.”

"By the thunder, you're logical,” mut-
tered Judge Pursuivant,

"And damnable,” 1 added. “"Go on,
Doctor. You were going to smear the
change-stuff upon Susan.”

“"But first, I knew, I must convince her
that she had within her the essence of a
wolf. And so, the séances.”

“She was no medium,” I said again.

“I made her think she was. 1 hypno-
tized her, and myself did weird wonders
in the dark room. But she, in a trance,
did not know. T needed witnesses to con-
vince her.”

“So you invited Mr. Wills,” supplied
Judge Pursuivant.

“Yes, and her father. They had been
prepared to accept her as medium and me
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as observer. Seeing a beast-form, they
would tell her afterward that it was she.”

“Zoberg,” I said between set teeth,
“you're convicted out of your own mouth
of rottenness that convinces me of the
existence of the Devil after whom this
grove was named. I wish to heaven that
I'd killed you when we were fighting.”

“"Ach, Wills,” he chuckled, “you'd
have missed this most entertaining auto-
biographical lecture.”

"He’s right,” grumbled O'Bryant; and,
"Let him go on,” the judge pleaded with
me.

“O NCE sure of this power within
her,” Zoberg said deeply, '‘she
would be prepared in heart and soul to
change at touch of the ointment—the ec-
toplasm, Then, to me she must turn as a
fellow-creature. Together, throughout the
world, adventuring in a way unbeliev-
able "

His voice died, and we let it. He stood
in the firelight, head thrown back, man-
acled hands folded. He might have been
a martyr instead of a fiend for whom a
death at the stake would be too easy.

"I can tell what spoiled the séance,” I
told him after a moment. "Gird, sitting
opposite, saw that it was you, ot Susan,
who had changed. You had to kill him
to keep him from telling, there and then.”

“Yes," agrced Zoberg. “After that,
you were arrested, and, later, threatened.
I was in an awkward position. Susan
must believe herself, not you, guilty.
That is why I have championed you
throughout. I went then to look for
you.”

" And attacked me,” T added.

"The beast-self was ascendant. I can-
not always control it completely.” He
sighed. “"When Susan disappeared, I
went to look for her on the second eve-
ning. When I came into this wood, the
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change took place, half automatically.
Associations, I suppose. Constable, your
brother happened upon me in an evil
hour.”

"Yep,"” said O'Bryant gruffly.

“And that is the end,” Zoberg said.
“The end of the story and, I suppose, the
end of me.”

“You bet it is,” the constable assured
him. “You came with the judge to finish
your rotten work. But we're fnishing it
for you.”

“"One moment,” interjected Judge Pur-
suivant, and his fire-lit face betrayed a
perplexed frown. “The story fails to ex-
plain one important thing.”

“Does it so?” prompted Zoberg, in-
clining toward him with a show of ncgli-
gent grace.

“If you were able to free yourself and
kill Mr. Gird——"

“By heaven, that's right!” T broke in.
"You were chained, Zoberg, to Susan and
to your chair. I'd go bail for the strength
and tightness of those handcuffs.”

He grinned at cach of us in turn and
held out his hands with their manacles.
“Is it not obvious?” he inquired.

We looked at him, a trifle blankly 1
suppose, for he chuckled once again.

" Another employment of the ectoplasm,
that useful substance of change,” he said
gently. “At will my arms and legs as-
sume thickness, and hold the rings of the
confining irons wide. Then, when I wish,
they grow slender again, and ”

He gave his hands a sudden flirt, 2and
the bracelets fell from them on the in-
stant. He pivoted and ran like a deer.

""Shoot!" cried the judge, and O'Bry-
ant whipped the big gun from his holster.

Zoberg was almost within a vine-laced
clump of bushes when O’Bryant fired. 1
heard a shrill scream, and saw Zoberg

falter and drop to his hands and koees.
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We were all starting forward. I paused
a moment to put Susan bchind me, and
in that moment O'Bryant and Pursuivant
sprang ahead and came up on either side
of Zoberg. He was still alive, for he
writhed up to a kneeling position and
made a frantic dutch at the judge’s coat.
O'Bryant, so close that he barely raised
his hand and arm, fired a second time.

Zoberg spun around somehow on his
knees, stiffened and scrcamed. Perhaps I-
should say that he howled. In his voice
was the inarticulate agony of a beast
wounded to death. Then he collapsed.

Both men stooped above him, cautious
but thorough in their examination. Final-
ly Judge Pursuivant straightened up and
faced toward us.

“Keep Miss Susan there with you,” he
warned me. “"He's dead, and not a pret-
ty sight.”

Slowly they came back to us. Pur-
suivant was thoughtful, while O'Bryant,
Zoberg's killer, scemed cheerful for the
first time since I had met him. He even
smiled at me, as Punch would smile after
striking a particularly telling blow with
his cudgel. Rubbing his pistol caressing-
Iy with his palm, he stowed it carefully
away.

“I'm glad that's over,” he admitted.
"My brother can rest easy in his grave.”

“And we have our work cut out for
us,” responded the judge. "We must de-
cide just how much of the truth to tell
when we make a report.”

O'Bryant dipped his head in sage ac-
quiescence. “You're right,”” he rumbled.
"Yes, sir, you're right.”

“"Would you believe me,” said the
judge, “if I told you that I knew it was
Zoberg, almost from the first?”

But Susan and I, facing each other,
were beyond being surprized, even at that.
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