A Fragment of Weird Fiction

THE HATER

VAN KOBELEYV was flled with hate
I from his birth.

it almost
could not live withont hate.
nature was cold, sneering—and satur-
ated with hate.

Before he was uble to walk he jabbed
with impotent rage at the little pig eves
of his fat, good-natured nurse. She
Taughed at him and thought he would
some day be a great man.

As soon as he was largo cnough 1o
sl opeks from bi ather's oree, end
pour salt into e sum rans.

ferred his. unnatural nmmmu m the

one he shonld have loved—his mother.
Dot she il ol Wi e b
prayed, when be nestled i

0 be a
Al the Kobelevs had
great, but she prayed that he might
be good, und kind.
that prayer seemed strange to
e She began to wander Liow she could
thought there was any kindness in
T e e led heast Then sbe
prayed ouly that she might not live to
see her man: a strange prayer—
for a mother.

Once, as sho sat mending bis little
woolen shirt by the firelight, the boy,
with a fiendish expression on his face,
caught up the seissors and hurled them
full at her faco—eutting a deep gash on
her cheek.

Tvan

ther roared with delight, his
red beard shaking with approval.

“‘Ha ha’'—he laughed gratingly. “ His
first blood—and in the family. Keep on,
Ivan my boy, and some day you will be
4 great sldier like your father.” Proud-
Iy he stroked his stiff whiskers.

‘Then with a kind of brutal kindness
he spoke to his wife, who was timidly
aunch the flow of blood with

e,
“‘Never mind, Anua; the lmd hay spirit
und will soon be a man. ITis country will
need such men"’—bis voice droppod a
trifle—‘‘when we are ready.””
Auna paled, but knew better than to
speak.

es,” ber busband continued with
i laken nmlu, ““we shall need such
i b i Somend forget their

By B.W.WILSON

families, forget their wives, forget every-
thing." He laughed : the raucous laugh
of one who dreams a bad dream—a
nightmare.

But Ivan could not always remuin &
boy. He grew; and with him grew
deeper wnd blacker his obsessing hatred.
No longer did he give vent o it in open
seof violmcs, TTehad eared that he
could give his mother more pain by little
e of disbodience-—comiemptuous Ig
voring of her authori

Sometimes. as she was tucking him
into hix bed at wight, his body would
grow rigid at her touch.

**Oh! How 1 hate you!” he would
murmur through his tense lips.

oni
town suge, shook his head doubtfully,
sadly, He had known Anna when she
was a girl.
For a time Ivan wandered about from
plce (0 plas,desed. Ths objctof his
hate gon
Fioally b jo
o2 litte garcioo n Sibera
was  good soldier he could com-

mand men: and soon he was made an
officer. But all the soldiers hated him
for bis cruely

AL, ba would sy 0 vllager

brought before him. “Your reindeer
roke out again yeste
“Yes" the peasant would stammer,

fascinated by he terei glint I the
other's eyes, *but the soldiers took away
p.n of my fence to—

Twenty blows with the whi
would order ealr

" Tvan

‘always out in the yard to see his sentence
execated. As the blood oazed from the
back of his tortpred victim, freezing in
the jey air, he smiled. Tt was as if some
hunger within him were being satiated.
It was soon after h con-
mander of the post that Ivan met Maria
Tehernos. M “Aower girl” the
pessants called her—was eighteen, with
a light beart and a smiling face.
““Oho,”” she moffed when they told
her of their hard-hearted commander,

““show me this eruel man and I will tame
him for you." She shook her bright
curls merrily.
But when she saw him, all her
roguishmess left her.
On1™ she breathed, and ﬁ:d hl\uh
ing to her mother's cottage
her little room, she buried her t.u ke
ds.

+*Ob. Liittle Mother,” she moaned, “it
ean’t be true. He is %0 handsome, 0
tall—"" ber face was covered with a shy
as she from her hands,
and defiantly ho throw back her bead
““and 1—love him,” she fnished quickly.
Tvan way bewildered by the *“flower
girl” 1t may be that he remem
vaguely his mother—and was sorry. But
bo could ot cndemtand it Mo
could e enjy the sings of
others. Slowly the hate bigan to M
his face. The glint died out of his m.
The soldiers noticed it aud nodded un-
derstandingly at each other.
“Tha fitde Sower il thv wid
thankfully, *
At Christmas time \hu were married,
and Ivan took his little bride to live in
the commandant's cottage.
Soft and tender he was with e o
would he et her do any hard we
“Tour hlndn are for play, Mari,” be
woul thrusting out his

hn'ny ey
So they lived, peacefully and quietly,
while the villagers weat about their work

miling.
**Our little flower girl has changed his
heart,’” they suid to one another.
, when a citizen was brought to

the ““Sower gods”” they called them.

Tt was soon after their little golden-
baired son was born that Maria began te
fade. She did not sicken, but, like a
beautifal, deep-hued, delicate Sower, she
faded away softly. she went—
a smile on her face and her hand tightly
clasped in Ivan's,

(Contimed on page 78)



‘THE HA’
(Continued from poge 151
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