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A Grim Little Story Is

THE HATE

By WILFORD ALLEN

W NHE thing began far back in
B time, while the great Frank,
Charles, claimed dominion over
the rude western world. Decp in the
‘mountain mass of northern Spain, a
pair of youths loitered laughingly up
a rocky path under the spotted shade
of serubby trees. A clatter and rat-
tle of stones came suddenly from
above, and they looked up to see a
burly figure, accoutered in the skins
and half-armor of the time, striding
down the trail. Automatically, both
lads stepped aside to let the petty
noble pass; for who were they, com-
mon peasants and unarmed, to crowd
such as he?

And then it happened, without rea-
son or excuse, As he came abreast of
the two, the stocky stranger suddenly
whipped his short sword out, and in
one quick motion ran it through the
body of the ncarer youth.

The other could have turned and
run; indeed it was the expectation of
the Killer that he would. If he had
done so, the Killer would have roared
and howled at his terrified flight, then
have gone on his way, well pleased.
But the other’s reaction to the situa-
tion was not what the Killer’s would
have been, had the situation been re-
versed. Instead, he sprang full at the
Killer’s throat, unarmed though he
was, but his frail strength was no
mateh for the stouter man, who with
a single hand brought the youngster
into submission.

Tor a long moment the Killer
looked gloatingly into the horrified
eyes of the helpless boy; then, deliber-
ately and shaking with fiendish langh-
ter, he began to press the blade into

the slender body. Not quickly, as he

‘had with the other, but slowly, paus-

ing after each advancement of the
stinging point to feast on the anguish
of the dying lad, and, when that an-
guish did not seem of the ultimate de-
gree, to twist the blade in the squirm-
ing body.

Whole minutes it lasted, and the
end did not come until another Thing
was born to take the place of the life
which was ebbing into oblivion—a
thing of which the Killer was un-
conscious then, but which was to live
a thousand years; a Thing so contrary
to the experience of human senses
that it can not be described as onc
can describe a picture; a Hate too
great ever to die until it had bhrought
its maker and an adequate vengeance
together. This hate can not be pic-
tured: it was composed of that act
which gave it birth, caught and frozen
into invisible existence as if it were a
four-dimensional thing, and also of its
mission of Vengeance. Together they
made up the Hate and gave it life
and being, if not existence in time
and space as we know them.

N T T S T R S

HE day had been nasty. A ihun-
derstorm of unparalleled violence
had lasted from 3 o’clock until after
dark, and the ground was still lit-
tered with the melting hailstones. A
bedraggled figure in horizon-blue
slogged from the trench into the of-
ficers’ dugout and jerked painfully to
a salute as it faced the lieutenant.
““‘Corporal,’’ the officer said after a
perfunctory acknowledgment of the

salute, ‘‘it is not often that I_Al;;g a
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man’s pardon, but I do for sending
you out into this night of hell. But
it must be done, for theeolonel orders
that we obtain information from in
front of our sector. So it is you I am
sending, for it is you who can do well
what must be done well. Take two
men, and tonight at fifteen minutes
after 11 make patrol into the front
and get the necessary information.”’

A night of hell it was. Caught by
a flare, his two men were riddled at
the very outset, leaving the corporal
alonc in his hole o bare stone’s toss
from the hostile trench. Ahecad of
him a machine-gun at the apex of
a salient swept the ground ahout
him with its humming death at cach
stir upon his part. The pain from his
knee, which had been torn by a bullet
that had mushroomed and cut the
flesh into strips, throbbed in rhythm
with the ever-pounding pulse. Pain
was soon reinforeced by fever and
thirst, but, although the ground in the
depression was yel moist {rom the re-
cent deluge, no water had collected
there, for it drained deeper into some
dank cavern below, and he licked the
steaming earth in the futile effort to
stop the maddening thirst.

At last, in desperation, he drew
himself chokingly over the edge of the
hole. A bhurst of fire spurted toward
him at the movement, and he tumbled
back with blood streaming from a face
marked with three parallel furrows.
Another hour of torment passed;
then, knowing that death was only a
matter of time, the bullet-riddled
Frenchman again stumbled over the
edge of the shell-hole, but toward, not
from, the enemy.

At the first appearance of his head
over the carthen parapet the machine-
gun began to stutter, and the impact
of heavy blows told the half-delirious
man that he was being struck, though
there was no sensation of pain from
the fresh wounds. Grimly he stag-
gered on, while the thud of bullets
against his flesh kept time with the
rapid put-put of the gun.

WEIRD TALES

As the man still moved doggedly
ahead, the stocky gunner in the sa-
lient began to wonder, and then to
fear. Surely he could not be missing,
but with equal ecertainty no human
being could ecome on against that hail
of death. Yet on the dimly visioned
figure came. On, and on, and at last it
was 0 closc that in the weird light of
the flares the gunner could see the
shots shake their target. A leg was
dragging awfully, but still the figure
advanced In a series of hops.

A change came over the gunner.
Fear vanished, and puzzlement, and
there remained only a gloating joy as
each tearing bullet struck. The gun-
uer counted each hurst of shots with
4 brutish grunt of satisfaction, as it
tore through the approaching figure.
But on the other came, a musket
which it had picked up held out stiffly.
with bayonet fixed. Right up to the
brink of the trench it came out of
reach of the gun at last, and the gun-
ner saw that the man was cut to
pieces.

And then the gloating died and
turned to fear. Fear and visions. Be-
fore him there lived the vision which
had flamed in the consciousness of the
other during that terrible march up
to the spitting muzzle of the gun.” In
a distant twilight he saw the skin-clad
figure of a lad, whom he was piercing
with a stubby two-edged sword, his
gloating smile met by a look of horror
which gradually became transformed
into one of unutterable hatred. The
voung figure sank lifeless, but on its
face the hate still lived.

Outside, in the darkness following
the death of a flare, the dead man
lowered the point of the bayonet till it
was level with the throat of the Kil-
ler; then he sprang. There was a
burst of many-colored flame which
lighted the world in the conscicusness
of both. Then they were gone. Only
the sulfurous odor of the lines hung
over the ground, which steamed in the

" darkness like a fetid thing.



