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Che Man With 4
CThousand Legs

Ay jrané /.?e/éna,a o['ong

In 1923, Edwin Baird brought forth the first magazine in America entirely
to be devoted to stories of the bizarre and the unusual: WEIRD TALES.
The contents ran the entire gamut of the eerie, from the traditional ghost
story, through the tale of physical terror, the supernatural legend, to the
“weird-scientific” which would later be dubbed “science fiction”. A year
later, F th Wright bought the ine, and in theJir:t issue under
his Jlrection, readers found a story by a young man named Frank Belknap
Long. Long continued to appear regularly and was a close friend of the
master weird fictioneer of them all: H. P. L ft. In this 4 a
unique opportunity was offered to all writers, young and old, known and
unknown; for while editor Wright used many stories which followed the
usual formulas of pulp fiction, he was always open to ripts which
defied the conformities. “The Man With « Thousand Legs” first appeared
in 1927; it was unique at the time, and nothing quite like it has been
written since. Only a few elements of style in the opening, and un occa-
sional passage later on, seemed in any way “dated” to us, when we re-read
it, and the author welcomed the opportunity to make some revisions. Here,
then, is a new version of a classic tale of horror that will never be old.

SOMEONE RAPPED loudly “Who's there?” I asked.

on the door of my bedroom. As
it was past midnight and I'd
been unable to sleep, the dis-
turbance was not entirely wel-
come.

“A young man what insists on
being admitted, sir,” replied the
raucous voice of my housekeep-
er. “A young man — and very
pale and thin he is, sir — what
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says he’s business that won't
wait. ‘He’s in bed,” I says, but
then he says as how youre the
only doctor what can help him
now. He says as how he q‘lasn'l
slept or ate for a week, and he
ain’t nothing but a boy, sir.”
“Tell him he can come in,” 1
replied as I slid into my dress-

ing gown and reached for a ci-

a.
o

ar.

The door opened to admit &
thin shaft of light and a young
man so incredibly emaciate
that I stared at him in horror.
He was six feet tall and ex-
tremely broad-shouldered, but
1 doubt if he weiﬁhed one hun-
dred pounds. As he approached
me he staggered and leaned
against the wall for support.
His eyes fairly blazed. It was
obvious that he was in a high-
ly agitated state and, quite pro-
bably, in desperate need of re-
assurance. 1 gently indicated a
chair and he collapsed into it.

For a moment he sat and sur-
veyed me. When 1 offered him
a cigar, he brushed it aside with
a gesture of contempt.

“I don’t smoke,” he snapped.
“It's the last thing I'd care to
do. Nothing interferes with
clear thinking quite so much as
over-indulgence in tobacco.”

I hadn’t found that to be par-
ticularly true, but his prejudice
seemed so pronounced that ar-
ﬁuing with him about it would

ave given me no pleasure.

I studied him curiously. He
was apparently an extraordina-

ry young man. His forehead
was high and broad, his nose
was curved like a scimitar, and
his lips were so tightly com-
pressed that only a thin line
indicated his mouth.

I waited for him to speak,
but silence enveloped him like
a rubber jacket. “I shall have to
break the ice somehow,” I re-
flected; and then suddenly 1
heard myself asking: “You have
something to tell me — some
confession, perhaps, that you
wish to make to me?”

My question aroused him.
His shoulders jerked, and he
leaned forward, gripping both
arms of his chair.

“Yes — I have a confession.
Do you know what it means to
be denied the privilege of en-
larging the boundaries of hu-
man knowledge when you have
added a new dimension to hu-
man thinking? Once the entire
scientific world listened to me
with respect and knew how im-
pors'ant istening was. And now

He was trembling so violent-
ly that I was obliged to lay a
restraining hand on his arm.

“Delusions of grandeur,” I
thought. “Emeotional instability
so pronounced almost always
has a paranoid component. He's
over-compensating for a deep-
scated feeling of insecurity.”

“When society denies a man
of creative genius his birth-
right,” he went on, “let society
take care. I am so afraid of what
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‘qu't'lay do that it has made me
4.

“A conservative course of
treatment . . .” I began.

“l want no treatment,” he
shouted, and then, in a less agi-
tated voice, “You would be sur-
prised, perhaps, if I told you
my name!”

“What s

asked.

“Arthur St. Amand,” he re-
plied, and stood up.

I was so astonished that I
almost dropped my cigar. I may
even add that I was momentari-
ly awed. Arthur St. Amand!

“Arthur St. Amand,” he re-
peated. “You are naturally
amazed to discover that the
sale, harassed and emotionally

isturbed youth you see before

you was once called the peer
of Newten and Leonardo Da
Vinci. It has its grimly ironic
aspects, no doubt, but the trage-
dy remains. Like Dr. Faustus I
once looked upon the face of
God, and now I'm less than any
schoolboy.”

“You are still very
gasped. “You can't
than twenty-four.”

“I am twenty-three,” he said.
“It was precisely three years
ago that I published my bro-
chure on etheric vibrations. For
six months I lived in a blaze of
glory. 1 was the marvelous boy
of the scientific world, and then
that Frenchman advanced his
theory . . .”

“I suppose you mean Mon-

your name?” I

oung,” I
e more

sieur Paul Rondoli,” I interrupt-
ed. “I recall the sensation his
startling refutation made at the
time. He completely eclipsed
f'ou in the popular mind, and
ater the scientific world de-
clared you a fraud. Your star
set very suddenly.”

“But it will rise again,” ex-
claimed my young visitor. “The
world will discuss me again,
and this time I shall not be for-
gotten. I shall prove my theory.
I shall demonstrate that the ef-
fect of etheric vibraton on
single cells is to change — to
change . . .” He hesitated and
then suddenly shouted, “But
no, I shall not tell you. I shall
tell no one. I came l?n’ere tonight
to unburden my mind to you.
At first I thought of going to a
priest. It is necessary that I
should confess to someonme.

“When my thoughts are driv-
en in upon themselves they be-
come monstrous. I chose you
because you are a man of in-
telligence and imaginative dis-
cernment and you have heard
many confessions. But I shall
not discuss etheric vibrations
with you. When you see It you
will understand.”

He turned abruptly and
walked out of the room and out
of my house without once look-
ing back. I never saw him again.

2. Diary of Thomas Shiel,
Novelist and Short-Story
Writer
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JULY 21. This is my fourth
day at the beach. I've already
gained three pounds, and I'm
so sunbaked that I frightened
a little girl when I went swim-
ming this morning. She was
building sand castles and when
she saw me she dropped her
shovel and ran shrieking to her
mother. “Horrible black manl”
she shouted. I suppose she
thought I was a genie out of
the Arabian Nights. Its plea-
sant here — I've almost got the
evil taste of New York out of
my mouth, Elsie’s coming down
for the week-end.

July 22. The little girl I fright-
ened yesterday has disappeared.
The police are searching for her
and it is generally believed that
she has been kidnapped. The
unfortunate occurrence has de-
pressed everyone at the beach.
All bathing parties have been
abandoned, and even the chil-
dren sit about sad-eyed and de-
jected. No footprints were
found on the sands near the
spot where the child was last
seen . . . .

July 23. Another child has
disappeared, and this time the
abductor left a clue. A young
man’s walking stick a.mi' hat
were found near the scene of a
violent struggle. The sand for
yards around was stained with
blood. Several mothers left the
New Beach Hotel this moming
with their children.

July 24 Elsie came this
morning. A new crime occurred
at the very moment of her ar-
rival, and I scarcely had the
heart to explain the situation to
her. My paleness evidently
frightened her. “What is the
matter?” she asked. “You look
ill.” “I am ill,” T replied. “I saw
something dreadful on the
beach this moming.” “Good
heavens!” she exclaimed: “have
they found one of the children?”
It was a great relief to me that
she had read about the chil-
dren in the New York papers.
“No,” I said. “They didn’t find
the children, but they found a
man with his head bashed in
and all the blood had been
drained from his body. And
close to where he was lying the
investigators found curious hc-
tle mounds of yellowish slime —
of ooze. en the sunlight
struck this substance it glit-
tered.” “Has it been examined
under a microscope?” asked
Elsie. “They are examining it
now,” I explained. “We shall
know the results by this even-
ing” “God pity us all,” said
Elsie, and she staggered and
nearly fell. T was obliged to sup-
port her as we entered the ho-
tel.

July 25. Two curious devel-
opments. The chemist who ex-
amined the jellyish substance
found near the body on the
beach declares that it is living
protoplasm, and he has sent it
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to the Department of Health
for classification by one of their
expert biologists. And a deep
pool some eight yards in diame-
ter has been discovered in a
rock fissure about a mile from
the New Beach Hotel, which
evidently harbors some queer
denizens. The water in this pool
is as black as ink and strongly
saline. The pool is eight or ten
feet from LE: ocean, but it is
affected by the tides and de-
scends a foot every night and
morning.

This moming one of the
{;uests of the tel, a youn
ady named Clara Phillips, ha
come upon the pool quite by
accident, and being fascinated
by its sinister appearance had
decided to sketci it. She had
seated herself on the rim of the
rock fissure and was in the act
of sketching in several large
boulders and a strip of beach
when something made a curi-
ous noise beneath her. “Gulp,”
it said. “Gulpl” She gave a little
cry and jumped up just in time
to escape a long golden tenta-
cle which slithered toward her
over the rocks.

The tentacle protruded from
the very center of the pool, vut
of the black water, and it
filled her with unutterable
loathing. She stepped quickly
forward and stamped upon it
and her attack was so sudden
that the thing was unable to fli
away from her and escape bac)
into the water. And Miss Phil-

lips was an amazingly strong
young woman. She ground the
end of the tentacle into a
bloody pulp with her heel
Then she turned and ran. She
ran as she had pot run since
her “prep” school days. But as
she ra across the soft beach
she fancied she could hear a
monstrous, lumbering some-
thing pursuing her. It is to her
credit that she did not look
back.

And this is the story of little
Harry Doty. I offered him a
beautiful new dime, but he told
it to me t_fmmﬁ. I give it in his
own words.

“Yes sir, I've always knowed
about that pool. I used to fish
for crabs and sea-cucumbers
and big, purple anemones in it,
sir. But up until last week I al-
lus knowed what I'd bring up.
Onct or twice I used to get
somethin’ a bit out o the ordi-
nary, such as a bleedin’-tooth
shell or a headless worm with

reen suckers in its tail and
ookin’ like the devil on a Sun-
day outin’ or a knowin-lookin’
skate what ud glare and glare
at me, sir. But never in’ like
this, sir. I caught it on the
top o ‘its head and it had the
most human-lookin’ eyes I ever
saw. They were blue and soul-
less, sir. It spat at me, and I
throws down my line and beats
it. I beats it, sir. Then I hears
it come lumbering after me ov-
er the beach. It made a funny
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gulpin’ noise as if it was a-lick-
in” its chops.”

JULY 26. Elsie and I are
leaving tomorrow. I'm on the
verge of an emotional crackup.
Elsie stutters whenever she
tries to talk. I don’t blame her
for stuttering but I can’t under-
stand why she wants to talk at
all after what we've seen . ..
There are some things that can
only be expressed by silence.

The local chemist got a report
this momning from the B of
Health. The stuff found on the
beach consisted of hundreds of
cells very much like the cells
that compose the human body.
And yet they weren't human
cells. The biologists were com-
pletely mystified by them, and
a small culture is mow on its
way to Washington, and anoth-
er is being sent to the Americam
Museum of Natural History.

This morning the local auth-
orities investigate the curious
black pool in the rocks. Elsie
and I and most of the other va-
cationists were on hand to
watch operations. Thomas Wil-
shire, a member of the New Jer-
sey constabulary, threw a plum-
met line into the pool and we all
watched it eagerly as it paid out.
“A hundred feet,” murmured
Elsie as the police looked at one
another in amazement. “It prob-
ably went into the sea,” some-
one exclaimed. “I don’t think
the pool itself is that deep.”
Thomas Wilshire shook his

head. “There’s queer things in
that 1,” he said. “I don't like
the looks of it.”

The diver was a bristling,
brave little man with some ob-
scure nervous affliction that
made him tremble violently.
“You'll have to go down at
once,” said Wilshire. The diver
?hook his head and shuffled his
eet.

“Get him into his suit, boysl®
ordered Wilshire, and the poor
wretch was lifted bodily upon
strong shoulders and tranms-
formed into a loathsome, goggle-
eyed monster.

In a moment he had ad-
vanced to the ]l and van-
ished inte its sinister black
depths. Two men worked val-
iantly at the pumps, while Wil-
shire nodded sleepily and
scratched his chin. “I wonder
what helll find,” he mused.
“Personally, I don’t think he's
got much chance of ever com-
ing up. I wouldn't be in his
shoes for all the gold in Fort
Knox.”

After several minutes the rub-
ber tubing began to jerk violent-
ly. “The poor lad!” muttered
Wilshire. “I knew he didn't
have a chance. Pull, boys, pulll”

The tubing was r:gldly
pulled in. There was nothing
attached to it, but the lower
portion was covered with glit-
tering golden slime. Wilshire
picked up the severed end and
examine(f it casually. “Neatly
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devi.

The rest of us looked at one
another in horror. Elsie grew so
pale that I thought she was
about to faint. Wilshire was
speaking again: “We've made
one momentous discovery,” he
said. We crammed eagerly for-
word. Wilshire paused for the
fraction of a second, and a faint
smile of triumph curled his lips.
“There’s sometﬁing in that pool,”
he finished. “Our friend’s life
has not been given in vain.”

I had an absurd desire to
punch his fat, triumphant face,
and might have done so, but a
scream from the others guelled
the impulse.

“Look,” cried Elsie. She was
pointing at the black surface of
the pool. It was changing color.
Slowly it was assuming a red-
dish hue; and then a hellish
something shot up and bobbed
for a moment on its surface. “A
human arm!” groaned Elsie and
hid her face in her hands. Wil-
shire whistled softly. Two more
objects joined the first and then
something round which made
Elsie stare and stare through
the spaces between her fingers.

“Come awayl” I commanded.
“Come away at once.” I seized
her by the arm and was in the
act of forcefully leading her
from the edge of that dreadfu!
circle of stll, dark water when
I was arrested by a shout from
Wilshire. -

clip%id," he said. “The poor.

“Look at itl Look at itl” he
yelled. “That’s the horrid thing.
God, it isn’t human!”

We both turned back and
stared. There are blasphemies
of creation that can not be de-
scribed, and the thing which
rose ‘up to claim the escapin
fragments of its dismantle
Erey was of that order. I remem-

er vaguely, as in a nightmare
of Tartarus, that it had lon
golden arms which shone an
sparkled in the sunlight, and a
monstrous curved beak below
two piercing blue eyes in
which I saw nothing but unut-
terable malice.

The idea of standing there
and watching it munch the frag-
ment: remains of the poor
little diver was intolerable to
me, and in spite of the loud
protests of Wilshire, who want-
ed us, I suppose, to try and do
something about it, 1 turned
and ran, literally dragging Elsie
with me. This was, as it turn
out, the wisest thing that I
could have done, because the
thing later emerged from the
pool and nearly got several va-
cationists. Wilshire fired at it
twice with a pistol, but the
thing flopped back into the
water apparently unh
and submerged triumphantly.

3. Statement of Henry Greb,
Prescription Druggist

I USUALLY SHUT up shop
at 10 oclock, but at closing
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time that evening I was leaning
over the counter reading a
ghost story, and it was so ex-
tremely interesting that I
couldn’t walk out on it. My
nose was very close to the page
and I didn’t notice anything that
was going on about me when
suddenly I happened to look ug
and there he was standing an
watching me.

I've seen some pale people in
my time (a good many people
that come with prescriptions
are pale) and I've seen some
skinny people, but I never have
seen anyone as thin and pale
as the young man that stood be-
fore me.

“Good heavens!” 1 said, and
shut the book.

The young man’s lips were
twisted into a sickly smile. “Sor-
ry to bother you,” he says. “But
I'm in a bad way. I'm in desper-
ate need of medical attention!”

“What can I do to help you?”
I says.

He looks at me very solemn-
ly, as if he were making up his
mind whether he could trust
me. “This is really a case for a
physician,” he says.

“I¥s against the law for us
to handle such cases,” I told

him.

Suddenly he held out his
hand. 1 gasped. The fingers
were smashed into a bloody
pulp, and blood was running
down his wrist. “Do something
to stop the bleeding,” he savs.
“I'll see a physician later.”

Well, 1 got out some gauze
and bound the hand up as best
I could. “See a doctor at conce,”
I told him. “Blood-poisonin
will set in if you're not caref-uE
Luckily, none of the bones are
fractured.”

He nodded, and for a mo-
ment his eyes flashed. “Damn
that woman!” he muttered.
“Damn herl”

“What's that?” I asked, but he
had got himself together again
and merely smiled. “I'm all up-
set,” he said. “Didn’t know just
what I was saying — you must
pardon me. By the way, I've
got a little gash on my scalp
which you might look at.”

He removed his cap and I
noticed that his hair was drip-
l;:ing wet. He parted it with his

and about an inch wide. I ex-
amined it carefully.

“Your friend wasn’t very care-
ful when he cast that plug,” I
says at length. “I never believe
in fly-fishing when there’s two
in the boat. A friend of mine
lost an eye that way.”

“It was made by a fish-hook,”
he confessed. “You're something
of a Sherlock Holmes, aren’t

ou?”

I brushed aside his compli-
ment with a careless gesture
and turmed for the bottle of car-
bolic acid which rested on the
shelf behind me. It was then
that 1 heard something be-
tween a grow! and a gulp from
the young man.

1 "wheeled abruptly, and
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caught him in the act of spring-
ing upon me. He was foaming
at the mouth and his eyes
bulged. I reached forward and
seized him by the shoulders and
in a moment we engaged in a
desperate struggle upon the
floor. He bit and scratched and
kicked at me; and I was
obliged to silence him by pum-
meling his face. It was at that
moment that I noticed a pecul-
iar fishy odor in the room, as
if a breeze from the sea had
entered through the open door.

For several moments I strug-
gled and fought and strained
and then something seemed to
give suddenly beneath me. The
young man slip?ed from my
grasp and made for the door. 1
endeavored to follow, but I
stumbled over something slip-
pery -and fell flat upon my face.

When I got up, the young man
was gone, and in my hand I
held something so weird that T
could scarcely believe that it
was real, and later I flung it
from me with a cry of disgust.
It was a reddish, rubbery sub-
stance about five inches long,
and its under edge was lined
with litde golden suckers that
opened and closed while 1
stared at them.

I was still laboring under a
fearful strain when Harry Mor-
ton entered the shop. He was
trembling violently, and I no-
ticed that he gazed fearfully be-
hind him as he approached the
counter.

“What’s the best thing you
have for high-falutin-actin’
nerves?” he asks.

“There are some good new
sedatives you don't have to
have a prescription for,” I says.
“But what’s the trouble with
your nerves, Harry?”

“Hallucinations,” he groans.
“Them, and other things.”

“Tell me about it,” I says.

“I was leanin’ ‘gainst a p-
})ost," he says, “and I sees a big,
umbering yellowish thing walﬁ-
in’ along the street like a man.
It wasn't natural, Henry. I'm not
superstiious, but that there
thing wasn't natrual. And then
it flops into the gutter and runs
like a streak of lightnin’. It made
a funny noise, too. It said
‘Gulp’.”

I dissolved the sedative tab-
lets in a glass of water and
handed him the glass over the
counter. “] understand, Harry,”
I says. “But don’t go about
blowing your head off. No one
would believe you.”

4. Statement of
Helen Bowan

I WAS SITTING ON the
porch knitting when a youn
man with a bag stops in front
the house and looks up at me.
“Good momning, madam,” he
says, “have you a room with

ath?”

“Look at the sign, young
man,” I says to him. “I've a nice
light room on the second floor
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that should just suit you fine.”

Up he comes and smiles at
me. But as soon as I saw him
close I didn’t like him. He was
so terribly thin, and his hand
was bandaged, and he looked as
if he had been in a fight.

“How much do you want for
the room?” he asks.

“Twelve dollars,” I told him.
1 wanted to get rid of him and
I thought the high rate would
scare him off, but his hand goes
suddenly into his pocket and he
brings out a roll of bills, and
begins counting them. I gets up
very quickly and bows politely
to him and takes his grip away
from him, and rushes into the
hall with it. I didn’t want to lose
a prospect like that. Cousin Hi-
ram has a game which he plays
with shells, and I knew that the
young man would be Cousin
Hiram’s oyster.

I takes him upstairs and shows
him the room and he seems
quite pleased with it. But when
he sees the bathtub he becomes
as wildly excited as a schoolboy
seeing a lot of nice ripe apples
on a tree he can climb, and
starts acting so odd that I be-
gins to suspect that he is going
out of his mind. “I’s just the
right sizel” he shouts. “I hope
you won't mind my keeping it
filled all day. I bathe quite of-
ten. But I must have some salt
to put into it. I can’t bathe in
fresh water!”

“He’s certainly a weird one,”
I thought, “but 1 aint complain-

ing. It isn't often Hiram and I
land a fish as rich as this one.”

Finally he calms down and
pll_l;gles me c:llxlt of gthhe rolo;m‘ “Ev-
€ ing’s right,” he says.
“But Igdon't want to be dz's-
turbed. When you get the salt,

ut it down in the hall and
nock on the door. Under no
circumstances must anyone en-
ter this room.”

He closed the door in my face
and I heard the key grate in the
lock. I didn't like it, and I didn’t
like the sounds that began to
come from behind that door.
First I heard a great sigh as if
somehow he haclg got somethin,
disagreeable off his chest, an
then I heard a funny gulping
sound that I didn’t like. He
didn’t waste any time in turn-
ing on the water either. I heard
a great splashing and wallow-
ing, and then, after about fif-
teen minutes, everything be-
came as quiet as death,

We didnt hear anything
more from him until that even-
ing, when I sent Lizzie up with
the salt. At first she tried the
door, but it was locked, and she
was obliged to put the bag
down in the hall. But she didn’t
go away. She squeezed up close
against the wall and waited.
After about ten minutes the
door opened slowly and a long,
thin arm shot out and took in
the bag. Lizzie said that the
arm was yellow and dripping
wet, and the thinnest arm she
had ever seen. “But he’s a thin
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young man, Lizzie,” I explains
to her. “That may be,” she says,
“but I never saw a human being
with an arm like that beforel”

Later, along aboyt 10 o'clock
I should say, I was sitting in the
parlor sewing when I felt sorue-
thing wet land on my hand. 1
looked up and the ceiling was
dripping red. I mean just what
I say. The ceiling was all moist
and dripping red.

I jumped up and ran out in-
to the hall. I wanted to scream,
but I bit my lips unti] the blood
begins running down my chin
and that makes me sober and
determined. “That young man
must go,” I says to myself. “I
can’t have anything that isn't
proper going on in this house.”

I climbs the stairs looking as

rim as death and pounds on
the young man’s door. “I won't
stand for whatever’s going on in
therel” I shouted. “Open that
door.”

I heard something flopping
about inside, and then the
young man speaking to himself
in a very low voice. “Its de-
mands are insaliable. The vile,
hungry beastt Why doesn’t it
think of something besides its
stomach? I didn’t want it to
come then. But it doesn’t need
the ray now. When its appetite
is aroused it changes without
the ray. God, but I had a hard
time getting back! Longer and
longer between!”

Suddenly he seemed to hear
the pounding. His queer chat-

tering stops and I hear the key
turn in the lock. The door opens
ever so slightly and his face
looks out at me. He is horrible
to look at. His cheeks are sunk-
en and there are big horrid
rings under his eyes. There is
a bandage tied about his head.

“I want you to leave at once,”
1 tells him. “There’s queer
things going on here and I can’t
stand for queer things. You've
got to leave.”

He sighed and nodded. “It’s
just as well perhaps,” he says.
“I was thinking o ﬁoing any-
way. There are rats here”

“Rats!” I gasped. But I wasn't
really surprised. I knew there
were rats in the house. They
made life miserable for me. I
was never able to get rid of
them. Even the cats feared
them.

“I can’t stand rats,” he con-
tinues. “I'm packing up — clear-
ing out now.” He shuts the door
in my face and I hears him
throwing his things into a bag.
Then the door opens again and
he comes out on the landing.
He is terribly pale, and he leans
against the wall to catch him-
S(ﬁf, and then he starts descend-
ing the stairs.

I watches him as he goes
down, and when he reaches the
first landing he staggers and
leans against the wall. Then he
seems to grow shorter and he
goes down the last flight three
steps at a time. Then he makes
a running leap toward the door.
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I never saw anyone get through
a door so quick, and I begins to
suspect that he’s done some-
thing that he’s ashamed of.

So I turns about and goes in-
to the room. When I looks at
the floor I nearly faints, It’s all
slipgery and wet, and seven
dead rats are lying on their
backs in the center of the room.
And they are the palest-looking
rats I've ever seen. Their noses
and tails are pure white and
they looks as if they didn’t have
a drop of blood in them. And
then I goes into the alcove and
looks at the bathtub. I won't
tell you what I see there. But
you remember what I says
about the ceiling downstairs? I
says it was drigping red, and
the alcove wasn't so very dif-
ferent.

1 gets out of that room as
quick as I can, and shuts and
locks the door; and then I goes
downstairs and telephones to
Cousin Hiram. “Come right
over, Hiram,” I says. “Some-
thing terrible has been here!”

5. Statement of Walter Noves,
Lighthouse Keeper

I WAS PRETTY WELL done
uH. I'd been polishing the lamps
all afternoon, and there were
callouses on my hands as big as
hen’s eggs. I went up into the
tower and shut myself in and
got a book that I'd been reading
off and on for a week. It was a
translation of the Arabian Nights

by a fellow named Lang. Imag-
inative stuff like that is a great
comfort to a chap when he’s
shut up by himselt away off on
the rim of the world, and I al-
ways enjoyed reading about
Schemselni and Deryabar
and the young King of the
Black Isles.

I was reading the first part of
The King of the Black Isles and
had reached the sentence: “And
then the youth drew away his
robe and the Sultan perceived
with horror that he was a man
only to his waist, and from
thence to his feet he had been
changed into marble,” when 1
happened to look toward the
window.

An icy south wind was driv-
ing the rain furiously against
the panes, and at first I saw no-
thing but a translucent glitter
on the wet glass and vaguely
beyond that the gleaming tur-
moil of dark, enormous waves.
Then a dazzling and indescriba-
ble shape flattened itself against
the window and blotted out the
black sea and sky. I gasped and
jumped up.

“A monstrous squid!” I mut-
tered. “The storm must have
blown it ashore. That tentacle
will smash the glass if T don’t
do something.”

I reached for my slicker and
hat and in a moment I was de-
scending the spiral stairway
three steps at a time. Before
emerging into the storm I
armed myself with a revolver
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and the contents of a tumbler
of strong Jamaica rum.

1 paused for a moment in the
doorway and stared about me.
But from where I stood 1 could
see nothing but the tall gray
boulders fringing the southem
extremity of the island and a
stretch of heaving and rolling
water. The rain beat against
my face and nearly blinded me,
and a deep murmur arose from
the intolerable wash of the
waves. Before me lay only a
furious and tortured immensity;
behind my back was the
warmth and security of my min-
tature castle, a mellow pipe and
a book of valiant stories — but
I couldn’t ignore the menace of
the loathsome shape that had
pressed itself against the glass.

I descended three short steps
to the rocks and made my way
rapidly toward the rear of the
Iiérthouse. Drops of rain more
acrid than tears ran down my
cheeks and into my mouth and
dripped from the comers of my
mustache. The overpowering
darkness clung like a leech to
my clothes. I ﬁadn't gone twen-
ty paces before I came upon a
motionless figure.

At first I saw nothing but the
head and shoulders of a well-
shaped man; but as I drew cau-
tiously nearer I collided with
something that made me cry
out in terror. A hideous tenta-
cle shot out and wound itself
about my leg.

With a startled ery I turned

and attempted to run. But out
of the dariness leaped another
slimy. arm, and another. M
fingers tightened on the revol-
ver in my pocket. I whipped it
out and opened fire on the
writhing horrors.

The report of gun echoed
from the surrounding boulders.
A sudden, shrill scream of aﬁ-
ony broke the quiet that fol-
lowed. Then there came a volu-
ble, passionate pleading. “Don’t
shoot againl Please dont! I'm
done up. T was done up when I
came here, and I wanted help!
I didn't intend to harm you. Be-
fore God, I didn’t intend that
they should attack you. But I
can't control them now. They're
too much for me. It's too much
for me. Pity mel”

For a momenmt I was too
dazed to think. I stared stupid-
ly at the smoxing revolver in
my hand and then my eyes
sought the ocean. The enormous
waves calmed me. Slowly I
brought my eyes to bear ®n the
thing before me.

But even as I stared at it m
brain reeled again, and a dead-
ly nausea came upon me.

“And then the youth drew away
his robe and the Sultan ved
that Jie was a man only to his waist

Several feet from where 1
stood, a monstrous jelly spread
itself loathsomely over the drip-
ping rocks, and from its veined
central mass a thousand tenta-



20 MAGAZINE OF HORROR

cles depended and writhed like
the serpents on the head ot Me-
dusa. And growing from the
middle of this obscenity was the
torso and head of a naked
young man. His hair was mat-
ted and covered with sea-weed;
and there were blood-stains up-
on his high, white forehead. His
nose was so sharp that it re-
minded me of a sword and I
momentarily expected to see it
litter in the dim, mysterious
ight. His teeth ohattered so
loudly that I could hear them
from where 1 stood; and as I
stared wordlessly at him he
ooughed violently and foamed
at the lips.

“Whisky!” he muttered. “I'm
all done up! I ran into a ship!”

I was unable to speak, but |
believe I made some strange
noises in my throat. The young
man nodded hysterically.

“I knew youd understatnd,”
he muttered. “I'm up against it,
but I knew you'd help me pull
through. A gf;ss of whiskey . ..”

“How did that thing get you?”
I shricked. I had found my
voice at last, and was deter-
mined to fight my way back to
sanity. “How did that thing get
its loathsome coils on youg"

“It didn’t get me,” Fgroaned
the young man, “I'm It/

“You're what?”

“A part of It replied the
young man.

“Isn’t that thing swallowing
you?” T screamed at him. “Aren’t

you going down into its belly
at this moment?”

The young man sadly shook
his head. “It’s part of me,” he
said again, and then, more wild-
ly, “I must have something to
give me strength. I'm all in. I
was swimming on the surface,
and a ship came and cut off six
of my legs. I'm weak from loss
of blood, and I can’t stand.”

A lean hand went up and
brushed the water from bat-
tered eyes. “A few of them are
still lively,” he said, “and I can’t
control them. They nearly got
you — but the others are all in.
I can't walk on them.”

With as much boldness as I
could muster I raised my revol-
ver and advanced upon the
thing. “I don’t know what you're
talking about,” I cried. “But
I'm going to blow this- monster
to atomns.

“For heaven's sake, don't!” he
shrieked. “That would be mur-
der. We're a human being.”

A flash of scarlet fire an-
swered him. Almost unconsci-
ously I had pressed upon the
trigger, and now my weapon
was speaking again. ‘I’ll blow it
to tatters!” I muttered between
my teeth. “The vile, crawling

devill”
“Don’tl don't!’ shrieked the
young man and then an unearth-

ly yell came out of the darkness.
T saw the thing before me quiv-
er in all its folds, and then it
suddenly rose up and towered
above me. Blood spurted from
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its huge, bloated body, and a
crimson shower descended up-
on me. High above me, a hun-
dred feet in the air, I saw the
pale, agonized face of the
young man. He was screaming
defiantly. He appeared to be
walking on stilts. “You can’t
kill me,” he yelled. “I'm strong-
er than I thought. I'll win out
yet.”

I raised my revolver to fire
again, but before I could take
aim the thing swept by me and
plunged into the sea. It was
perhaps fortunate for me that
I did not attempt to follow it.
My knees gave beneath and I
fe1)1, flat upon my face. When I
came to so far as to be able to

ak I found myself between
clean: white sheets and staring
into the puzzled blue eyes of a
government inspector.

“You've had a nasty time of
it, lad,” he said. “We had to give
you stimulants. Did you have a
shock of a sort?”

“Of a sort, yes,” I replied.
“But it came out of the Arabian
Nights.”

6. The Marvelous Boy
[Curious Manuscript Found in
a Bottle

I WAS THE marvelous boy.
My genius amazed the world. A
magnificent mind, a sublime
destiny! My enemies . . . com-
bined 'to ruin me. A punctured
balloon . . .

A little box, and I put a dog

under it. He changed . . . Jelly!
Etheric vibration generates cur-
ious changes in living cells . . .
Process starts and nothing can
stop it. Growthl Enormous
growth! Keeps sending out
shoots — legl arms! Marvelous
growth! Human being next. Put
a little girl under it. She
changed. Beautiful jellyfish! It
kept getting larger. Fed it mice
Then 1 destroyed it.

So interesting. Must try it on
myself. I know how to get back.
Will-power. A child’s will is too
weak, but a man can get back.
No actual change in cell-con-
tent.

A tremendous experience! I
picked a deep pool where I
could hide. Hunger. Saw man
on beach.

The police suspect. I must be
more careful. y didn’t I take
the body out to sea?

Horriﬁle incident. Young lady
artist. I almost caught her, but
she stamped on a leg. Smashed
it. Horrible pain. I certainly
must be more careful.

Great humiliation. Little boy
hooked me. But I gave him a
scare. The little devill 1 glared
at him. I tried to catch him, but
he ran too fast. I wanted to eat
him. He had very red cheeks.
Adults are harder to drain and
digest.

Of course they suspect. Little
boys always babble. I wanted
to eat him. But I gave them all
a good scare, and I got a man.
He came down after me in a
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diver’s suit, but I got him. I took
him to pieces. I mean that — lit-
erally to pieces. Then I let the
fragments float up. I wanted to
scare them. I think I did. They
ran for their lives. The authori-
ties are fools.

I got back. But it wasn't easy.

The thing fought and fought.
Iin mafter!" 1 s::'id, and lit
gu . It continu to ,
ancreglen I got back. Butgurrf
hand was smashed and bleed-
ing!
That fool clerk! Why did he
take so long? But he didnt
know how hungry his red face
made me. The thing came back
without the ray. I was standing
before the counter and it came
back. I sprang at him. I was
lucky to get away.

Terrible trouble. I can’t keep
it from coming back. I wake up
in the night, and find it spread
out on the bed and all over the
floor. Its arms writhe and
writhe. And its demands are in-
satiable. Every waking moment
it demands food. Sometimes it
completely absorbs me. But
now as I write the upper por-
tion of my body is human.

This afternoon I moved to
furnished room near beach. Salt
water has become a necessi?'.
Change comes on more rapidly
now. I can’t keep it off. My will
is werless. I filled the tub
with water and put in some salt.
Then I wallowed in it. Great
comfort. Great relief. Hunger.
Dreadful, insatiable hunger.

I am all beast, all animal.
Rats. I have caught six rats. De-
licious. Great comfort. But I've
messed up the room. What if
the old idiot downstairs should
sus; P

She does suspect. Wants me
to get out. I shall get out. There
is only one refuge for me now.
The sea! 1 shall go to the sea.
I can’t pretend I'm human any
longer. I'm all animal, all beast.
What a shock I must have given
the old hag! I could hear her
teeth chattering as she came up
the stairs. All T could do to xeep
from springing at her.

Into the sea at last. Great
relief, great joy. Freedom at last!

A ship. I ran head on into it.

Six arms gone. Terrible agony.
Flopped about for hours.
Land. I climbed over the

rocks and collapsed. Then I
managed to get back. Part of
me got back. I called for help.
A crazy fool came out of the
lighthouse and stared at me.
Five of my tentacles sprang at
him. I couldn’t control them.
They got him about the leg. He
lost his head. Got a revolver
and shot at them.

I got them under control.
Tremendous effort. Pleaded
with him, tried to explain. He
would not listen. Shots — many
shots. White-hot fire in my
body — in my arms and legs.
Strength returned to me. I rosc
up, and went back into the sea.
I hate human beings. I am
growing larger, and I shall
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make myself felt in the world.
ARTHUR ST. AMAND.

7. The Salmon Fishermen
[Statement of
William Gamwell]

THERE WERE FIVE of us
in the boat: Jimmy Simms, Tom
Snodgrass, Harry O’Brien, Bill
Samson and myself. “Jimmy,” I
said, “we may as well open the
lunch, I'm not particularly hun-
gry, but the salmon all have
their noses stuck in the mud!”

“They sure ain’t biting,” said
Jimmy. “I never seen such a
bum run of the lazy critters.”

“Don’t go complaining,” Har-
ry piped up. “We've only been
here five hours.”

We were drifting toward the
east shore and I yelled to Bill
to pull on the oars, but he ig-
nored me.

“We'll drift in with the ship-
ping,” I warned. “By the way,
what's that queer-looking tug
with a broken smoke-stack?”

“It came in this moming,
said Jim. “It looks like a rum-
runner to me.”

“They’re taking an awful
risk,” H put in. “The reve-
nue cutters due by here any
minute.”

“There she is now,” said Bill
and pointed toward the flats.

Sure enough, there was the
government boat, skirting the
shore and looking like a lean
wasp on the warpath. “She’s
heading the tug olf?aas sure as

youre born,” said Bill. “I'll say
were in for a hot timel”

“Back water!” I shouted. “Do
you want to get between ’emp”

Tom and Bill pulled sturdily
on the oars and our boat swung
out in the direction of the west
shore; and then the current
took us and carried us down-
stream.

A signal flag flashed for a
moment on the deck of the cut-
ter. Jimmy translated it for us.
“ ‘Stand to, or we'll fire’,” he ex-
claimed. “Now let’s see what the
tug’s got to say to that!”

The tug apparently decided
to ignore the command. It rose
on a tremorless swell, and
plunged doggedly forward. A
vast black column ascended
from its broken smokestack.
“They’re putting on steamnl”
cride Bill. “But they haven't a
chance in the world.”

“Not a chance,” confirmed
Tom. “One broadside will blow
‘em to atoms.”

Bill stood up and clapped his
hands to his ears. The rest of us
were nearly deafened by the
thunderous report. “What did I
tell you?” shouted Tom.

We look at the tug. The
smokestack was gone and she
was wallowing in a heavy swell.
“That was only a single shot
across her bows,” said Bill. “But
it did a lot of damage. Wait un-
til they open fire with the big
guns!”

We waited, expecting to see
something interesting. But we
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saw something that nearly
frightened us out of our shoes.
Between the cutter and the tug
a gigantic, yellowish obscenity
shot up from the water and
towered thirty feet in the air.
It thrashed wildly about and
made a horrible gulping noise.
We could hear the frenzied
shrieks of the men on the tug,
and from the deck of the cutter
someone yelled. “Look at it!
Look at it! Oh, my God!”

“Mercy in heaven!® groaned
Bill.

“We're sobbe(l
Tom.

in for it!”

For a moment the thing simp-
ly towered and vibrated be-
tween the two boats and then it
made for the cutter. It had at
least a thousand legs and they
waved loathsomely in the sun-
light. It had a hooked beak and
a great mouth that opened and
closed and gulped, and it was
larfer than a whale. It was hor-
ribly, hideously large. It tow-
ered above the cutter, and in its
swaying immensity it dwarfed
the two boats and all the tang-
led shipping in the harbor.

“Are we alive?” shrieked Bill.
“And ,is that there shore really
Long Island? I don’t believe it.
We're in the Indian Ocean, or
the Persian Gulf or the middle
of the Hyperborean Sea . . .
That there thing is a Jormun-
gander!”

“Whal’s a Jormungandar?”
yelled Tom. He was at the end

of his rope and clutching vali-
antly at straws.

“Them things what live on
the bottom of the arctic seas,”
groaned Bill. “They comes up
for air once in a bundred years.
I'll take my oath that there
thing’s a Jormungandar.”

Jormungandar or not, it was
apparent to all of us that the
monster meant business. It was
bearing down upon the cutter
with incredible ferocity. The
water boiled and bubbled in its
wake. On the other boats men
rushed to the rails and stared
with wide eyes.

The officers of the cutter had
recovered from their momen-
tary astonisment and were ges-
ticulating furiously and running
back and forth on the decks.
Three guns were lowered into
position and directed at the on-
rushing horror. A little man
with gilt braid on his sleeves
danced about absurdly on his
toes and shouted out commands
at the top of his voice.

“Don't fire until you can look
into his eyes!” he yelled. “We
can’t afford to miss him. We'll
give him a broadside he won't
forget.”

“It isn’t human, sirl” someone
yelled. “There was nothing like
it before in the world’

The men aboard the tug were
obviously rejoicing. Caps and
pipes ascended into the air and
the decks echoed with loud
shouts . of triumph. - We could
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hear the shouts almost as clear-
ly as if we’d been right on the
tug’s foredeck, joining in the
celebration.

“Fire!” shouted the blue-
coated midget on the cutter.

“It won't do ‘em no goodl”
shouted Bill, as the thunder of
the guns smote our ears. “It
won’t do 'em a bit of good.”

As it turned out, Bill was
right. The tremendous dis-
charge failed to arrest the pro-
gress of the monster.

It rose like a cloud from the
water and flew at the cutter like
a flying-fish. Furiously it
stretched forth its enormous,
arms, and embraced the cutter,
it wrenched the little vessel
from the trough of the wave in
which it wallowed and lifted it
violently into the air.

Its great golden sides shone
like the momning star, but red
blood trickled from a gapin,
hole in its throat. Yet it ignor:
its wounds. It lifted the small
steel ship into the air in its gi-
gantic, weaving arms.

I shall never forget that mo-
ment. I have but to shut my
eyes and it is before me now. I
see again that gigantic horror
from the measureless abysses,
that twisting, fantastic mon-
strosity from depths of blackest
midnight. And "in its oolossal
arms and legs I see a tiny ship
from whose deck a hundred lit-
tle men fall shrieking and
screaming into the sea beneath
its hideously writhing tentacles.

Its glittering bulk hid the
sun. It towered to the zenith
and its weaving arms twisted
the cutter into a shapeless mass
of glistening steel.

“We're next!” muttered Bill.
“There ain’t nothing that can
save us now. A man ain’t got a
chance when he runs head-on
against a Jormungandarl”

My other companions fell up-
on tﬁeir knees and little Harry
O'Brien turned yellow under
the flls. But the thing did not
attack us. Instead, with a heart-
breaking scream that seemed
outrageously human it sank be-
neath the waves, carrying with
it the flattended, l:{‘surd re-
mains of the cutter and the
crushed and battered bodies of
a hundred men. And as it sank
loathsomely from sight the wa-
ter about it flattened out into a
tremorless plateau and turned
the color of blood.

Bill was at the oars now,
shouting and cursing to_enconr-
age the rest of us. “Pull, boys,”
he commanded. “Let’s try to
make the south shore before
that there fish comes up for
breath. There ain't one of us
here what wants to live for the
rest of his life on the bottom of
the sea. There ain’t one of us
here what ud care to have it out
with a Jormungadar.”

In a moment we had swung
the boat about and were mak-
ing for the shore. Men on the
otﬁer ships were crying and
waving to us, but we didn't
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stop to hand in any reports. We
weren’t thinking of anything
but a huge monstrosity that we
would see towering and tower-
ing into the sky as long as our
brains hung together in our
foolish little heads.

8. News Item in the
Long Island Gazette

THE BODY OF A young
man, about 25 years old, was
found this morning on a desert-
ed beach near Northport. The
body was horribly emaciated
and the coroner, Mr. E. Thomas
Bogart, discovered three small
wounds on the young man’s
thigh. The edges of the wounds
were stained as though from
gunpowder. The body scarcely
weighed one hundred pounds.
It is thought that the youth was
the victim of foul play and in
quiries are being made in the
vicinity.

9. The Box of Horror
[Statement of Harry Olson]

I HADN'T HAD A thing to
eat for three days, and T was
driven to the cans. Sometimes
you find something valuable in
the cans and sometimes you
don’t; but anyhow, I was work-
ing ‘em systermatically. I had
gone up the street and down the
street, and hadn’t found a thing
for my pains except an old pair
of suspenders a.ncF a tin of sal-
mon. But when I came to the

last house I stopped and stared.
Then I stretched out a lean arm
and picked up the box. It was a
funny-looking box, with queer
glass sides and little peek-holes
in the side of it, and a metal
compartment about three inches
square in back of it, and a slide
underneath large enough to
hold a man’s hand.

I looked up at the windows
of the house, but there wasn’t
anyone watching me, and so I
slipped the box under my coat
and made off down the street.
“It’s something expensive, you
can bet your life on that,
thought. “Probably some old
dootor’s croaked and his widow
threw the thing away without
consulting anyone. This is a
real scientific affair, this is, and
I ought to get a week’s board
out of it.”

I wanted to examine the
thing better and so I made for a
vacant lot where 1 wouldn’t be
interrupted. Once there I sat
myself down behind a sign-
board and took the contraption
from under my coat and looked
at it.

Well, sir, it interested me.
There was a little lever on top
of it you pressed and the slide
fell down and somethin
clicked in the metal box in ba
of it, and the thing lighted up.

1 realized at once that some-
thing was meant to go on the
slide. I didn’t know just what,
but my curiosity was aroused.
“That light isn’t there for no-
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thing.” 1 thought. “This box
means business.

I began to wonder what
would happen if something
alive were put on the slide.
There was a clump of bushes
near where I was sitting and I
got up and made for it. It took
me some time to get what I was
after; but when I caught it I
held it firmly between my
thumb and forefinger so it
couldn’t escape, and then 1
talked to it. “Grasshopper,” I
said, “I haven’t any grudge
against you personally, but the
scientific mind is no respecter
of persons.”

The infernal varmint wrig-
gled and wriggled and covered
my thumb with molasses, but
I didn't let up on him. I held
him firmly and pushed him on-
to the slide. Then 1 turned on
the lever and peeped through
the holes.

The oor little creature
squirmed and fluttered for sev-
eral minutes and then he began
to dissolve. He got flabbier and
flabbier and soon I could see
right through him. When he
was nothing but ooze he began
to wriggle. T dumped him on
the ground and he scurried
away faster than a centiPede.

“I'm deluding myself,” I
thought “I'm seeing things that
never happened.”

Then 1 did a very foolish
thing. I thrust my hand into the
box and turned on the lever.
For several moments nothing

happened and then my hand be-
gan to get cold 1 peeped
through the holes and what I
saw made me scream and draw
my hand out and go running
about the lot like a madman.
My hand was a mass of writh-
ing, twisting snakes! Leastwise,
they looked like snakes at first,
but later 1 saw that they were
soft and yellow and rubbery
and much worse than snakes.

But even then, I didn’t alto-
gether lose my head. Leastwise,
I didn’t lose it for long. “This is
sheer hallucination,” 1 said to
myself, “and I am going to ar-
gue myself out of it.”

I sat down on a big boulder
and held my hand up and
looked at it. It had a thousand
fingers and they dripped, but I
made myself look at 'em. I did
some tall arguing. “Snap out of
it,” I said, “You're imagining
things.” 1 thought the fingers
began to shorten and stiffen a
little. “You're imagining all this,”
I continued. “IU’s the sheerest
bunk. That box isn’t anything
out of the ordinary.”

Well, sir, you may not believe
it, but I argued myself back in-
to sanity. I argued my hand
back to normal. The wriggling,
twisting things got shorter and
fatter and joined together and

before long 1 had a hand with
fingers.
Then I stood up and shouted.

Luckily no one heard me, and
there wasn't anyone to watch
me dancing about on my toes
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either. When I got out of breath
I gicked the infernal box up
and walked away with it. I
made directly for the river.
“You've had your day,” I said.
“You won’t turn any more poor
critters into jelly-fishl”

Well, sir, T threw the vile thin
into the river, but first
smashed it against the planks

on the wharf until it looked
like nothing on earth under the

stars.

“And that’'s the end of
you,” I shouted as it sank. I
ought to have got a medal for
that, but I ain’t complaining. It
isn’t every man has tEe pleasure
of calling himself a disinterested
benefactor of humanity.

Lovers of horror stories may still be able to find a
copy of Frank Belknap Long’s collection, “The
Hounds Of Tindales” in second hand book stores —
fihe volume is now out of print, but worth tracking

own.

Mr. Long has had four hardbound novels (a fifth
is in the writing) and eight paperback novels pub-
lished, most of them science fiction:; one paperback,
“Space Station #1” has recently been reissued by
Ace Books. His collection of the adventures of John
Carstairs, botanical detective of the future, received
a writeup and biographical sketch in the New York
Times — a rarity for authors of horror, fantastic,
and science fiction.

His early novel of cosmic horror, written in the
Lovecraft tradition, “The Horror From The Hills”,
has just been published by Arkham House and is a
good three dollars worth of bizarre fiction. His short
stories, both science fiction and strange, have ap-
peared in over 25 clothbound anthologies, and one
of his most powerful science fiction tales was pre-
sented over CBS-TV.

In our next issue, we plan to present a revised
version of another of Long's early Lovecraftian
tales, “The Space Eaters”.




