YOLUME VI

Published monthly by the Popular Flction Publishing Company, 408 Holllday
Bullding, Indienapols, Ind. Entered as second-claas matter March 20, 1923, at the
poslofice at Indanapolis, Ind.,, under the act of March J, 1879. Single coples, 25
cents. Snbscr(puon $2.50 a year in the Unlted States; $3.00 a year in Canada. The

are nat r for the loas of unsollcited manuscripta, although every
care will he taken of such material while in their possesaion. English office: Q. M.
Jeflries Literary Agency. Hopefleld House, Hanwell, London, W. 7. The contents
of this magazine are fully protected by copyright and must not be reproduced either
\Lv;mlly or in part without permission from the publishers. FARNSWORTH WRIGHT,

Copyrlght, 1925, by the Popular Fiction Publishing Company

Contents for September, 1925

Cover Design . Andrew Brosnatch

The Gargoyle (Part One)_.___._._______ ---Greye La Spina 2983
Three-part Serial Novel of Devil Worship

The Terrific Experiment. Hurley Von Ruck 313
Horror-tale of Hypnotism

The Sultan's Jest E. Hoffmann Price 324
Strange Was the Sultan’s Whim, but Stranger the Whim of Amsu

The Temple H. P. Lovecraft 320

The Lost Land of Atlantis—and a German U-Boad
Weird Story Reprints
No. 8. The Furnished Room____ . cceeccee..-O. Henry 337
Just @ Whifl of Mignonette Was the Ghost in This Story

{(Continued on Next Page)

COPYRIGHTED [N ORBAT BRITAIN



——————————————

(Continued from Preceding Page)

The Midnight Visitor___________________ William Sanford 341
A Lively Imagination Sometimes Plays Queer Pranks

Darkmness ___ .--Oharles Hilan Craig 342
Terror Seized This Man When He Found He Could No Longer See

The Blackthorn Gallows____________________ E. E. Bpeight 346
The Figure On the Gibbet Called Martin Hawk o His Side

Itself __ Seabury Quinn 353
The Banshee Moved the Tortoise-Shell Comb As a Sign of Death

The Flying Halfback. Robert 8. Oarr 367
Chung Wolung Accomplished a Spectacular Exit for Tommy Kee

The Ether Ray._._.__ ——- H. L. Maxson 363
Powerful Beam Makes Objects Vanish Into Thin Air

The Masters From Beyond______________ Edward Podolsky 371
Last Days in a Lifeless World

The 8ev’n-Ring’d Cup e H. Thompson Rich 375
Thrills A-Plenty Are Mee Witk in the Search for Jamshyd's Cup

The Death Angel Francis Hard 387
Sonnet

Jean Beauce W. J. Stamper 388
Hdirian Dictator Metes Out a Gruesome Punishment

The Were-Snake_________________ Frank Belkmap Long, Jr. 393
Arthur Fights With the Goddess Ishtar in Her Subterranean Retreat

The Devil Bed Gerald Dean 399
An Old Curse Follows Those Who Sleep in the Devil Bed

Ashes of Circumstance J. U. Giesy 411
The Cold Ashes of a Cigar Spelled Sudden Death for Two

The Eyrie 416
A Chat Wish the Readers

For Advertising Rstes in WEIRD TALES Apply Direct to
WEIRD TALES
468 Holliday Bullding Indianapolls, Ind.




What Dread Fate Took the Crew and
Passengers of This Mystery Ship in the Pacific®

'The Masters From Beyond
By EDWARD PODOLSKY

Author of “The Figure of Anubis”

NYONE in Gloucester can recall
the Caroline; the ‘‘Mystery
Ship,’’ she was later called.

The day had been calm and beautiful.
In the late forenoon a strange craft
drifted silently, almost like a ghost,
into port and ran ashore. Her sail
was set and rudder lashed against her
stern. Captain Musgrave, from the
first, had become impressed with a
feeling that therc was something
queer about her, so he summoned his
two old cronies, Lawyer Mackey and
Dr. Underhill, and these three board-
ed the ship.

“‘Dreadfully quiet,’” murmured, the
captain in the course of the inspec-
tion,

‘‘Something indefinably queer; the
whole ship seems saturated with mys-
tery,”’ affirmed Lawyer Mackey.

Nowhere was anyone to be seen.
Two chairs had remained undisturbed
on deck. In the cabin the table was
set for a meal. The beds had been
made up. Silken dresses hung in the
wardrobes. Everything was left un-
touched. Nowhere were there any
signs of violence or struggle.

‘“What has become of the crew
and passengers?’’ asked Captain Mus-
grave.

Presently Dr. Underhill returned,
bearing in his hand a thick eopy
book. ‘‘This may enlighten us a bit,’’
he said to his friends.

‘‘The ship’s log?’’ queried the eap-
tain, most eagerly.

‘‘No. Evidently more important. I
found this in the captain’s cabin and

it bears quite a lurid title: Last Days
in @ Lifeless World, and, also & sub-
title: The Masters From Beyond.”’

The most amazing document that
had ever been written was that one
discovered by Dr. Underhill in the
captain’s cabin. This manuseript
seemed to have been guarded with
more than jealous care by these three
old men, and it was only after the
death of the last of them, Captain
Musgrave, that the manuseript finally
passed into the hands of one who has
seen fit to put it before the general
public.

THE MANUSCRIPT

Tm: day dies slowly, almost with &
gasp, it seems. Soon night will
come—a dreadful night of a lifcless
world, a yawning void. The moon al-
ready appears in the gray heavens,
like a brazen ball, tarnished, and grin-
ning through the depressive haze. I
alone am left out of passengers and a
crew that numbered a hundred, alon¢
in a soundless and colorless world. I
appear to be moving in an abode of
gpirits, as if in a vision; I neither feel,
nor hear, nor perceive the slightest
sensation. I but see, and only through
my sight am I aware of a dreadful
sickliness, a depressive calm that en-
velops all, everywhere.

‘We set sail from San Francisco on
a trip to the Philippines, June 20,
1898. The weather was propitious,
and for several days nothing went
amiss, On the sixth day a tear7nlpest
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arose and we were driven many miles
out of our course. When the storm
had subsided, which was as suddenly
as it had come, we found oursclves
in strange waters. The sky seemed
to have taken on a new aspect; the
waters were calm, not a ripple dis-
turbed the see as far as the eye could
see,

A depressive calm was about us; it
seemed to be rising from the very sea
jtself. The air was suffused with a
sickly, jaundiced yellowness. The sun
hung low in the sky, enormous and
leering, with a calm fierceness.

‘““Does it strike you that we look
small, almost fearfully small?’’

Lawton spoke these words to me.
I had noticed, from the beginning, the
awful expanse of sea and space about
us. The bigness of it all was stu-
pendous, overwhelming.

‘We lived for three lifeless days and
nights in g lifeless world. We seemed
to move like ghosts in spirit land. The
awful monotony sank into our souls
and became part of us.

On the fourth day terror came up-
on us. A disappearance was reported
from among the passengers.

‘‘Mr. Clarekle has gone, sir."”’

‘““@onet How?’’

‘*Disappeared, sir. Mr. Lawton said
he is coming up to see you presently.’’

“ ELL, Lawton,”” I greeted my
friend, ‘‘how—1’'

“It’s come, Gennert.
for.””

I gazed at him, amazed, then star-
tled. ‘‘What’s come, Lawtonf?’’ I
finslly found words to ask.

““It’s one of these—masters from
beyond, that’s a name as good as any.
You know how Clarekle disappeared?
He was fished up, vanished right be-
fore our eyes. Walden, MacGregor
and T were speaking to him and he
was snatched up from the very midst
of us.”

‘“‘Now you're talking nonsense,’’ I
said with an attempt at a chuckle.

‘We're done
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‘‘This ungodly atmosphere is getting
on our nerves—'’

From afore came a startled cry,
then a sudden silence. Later, Kirke
was described to have vanished under
the same circumstances that had sur-
rounded the disappearance of Clar-
ekle,

1 was stumped, puzzled. I retired
to my cabin and flung myself upon
the bed. I dozed off, and now and
then I imagined I heard startled
cries, moans, then silence, I fell
asleep.

I must have slept for some time, for
when 1 awoke the moon hung in the
eternally gray heavens. Always that
same moon, painted in faint blood and
grinning. The depressiveness seemed
to have increased; the calm, the life-
lessness, seemed to have become
greater.

At the door I met Lawton; he had
a strangely wistful look in his eyes.
‘‘How are you, Gennert?’’ he said. I
returned his greeting. ‘‘There’s no
one on ship,’’ he continued,

‘‘No one on ship! What’s become
of them? Jumped overboard?’’

Lawton looked steadily at me for a
space. ‘‘No,’’ he answered, *‘they’ve
disappeared, gone, vanished, much the
same as Clarekle and Kirke.’’

Then for the first time in that
senseless, silly world I became afraid.
‘“We're mad, Lawton, both of us. The
very atmosphere is saturated with a
madness, a strange unreality.’’ Law.
ton assented silently. ‘‘We’re the
only ones left, and we’ll meke the best
of the situation.’’

E WENT on deck and sat down to
talk.

‘‘Gennert,’”’ said Lawton in the
course of our conversation, ‘‘our fate
will be much the same as that of the
Maorie Celeste—"'

‘‘The Marie Celeste!’”’ 1 broke in.

““Yes. The captain and his family
and the crew disappeared quite sud-
denly and mysteriously out at sea, and
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the ship drifted back as mute testi-
mony to an occurrence which seems
beyond credence.’’

‘“How do you account for the dis-
appearancef’’

“In the same manner that I ac-
count for the disappearance of our
erew and passengers. This super-race
from somewhere in space, masters, as
I always called them, from beyond.
We're owned, Gennert, owned by
someone, something superior to us—
some thing or things with superior
intelligenee, inhabitants of some dis-
tant world who quite easily come
down to earth, as we ean descend to
the bottom of the sea. We may be of
value to them, as food, perhaps, as
fish are to us.”’

‘“And have there been any signs,
any proof of such a race of superhu-
man beings, as you call them?”’ I
asked, a little impressed with his yarn.

Lawton hesitated but a few seconds,
and then resumed with the same zest
that had characterized his talk before.
“Of course,’”’ he said, ‘‘there have
been proofs, both visible and invisible.
Of the latter I recall the curious case
of Mrs. Charton, at Sutton Court-
houso, Sutton Lane, Chiswick, in
whose home windows were mysterious-
ly broken. The mansion was dctached
and surrounded by high walls. No
other building was near it. The po-
lice were called. The constables, as-
sisted by members of the household,
guarded the house, but the windows
continued to be broken, both in front
and behind the house. A still more im-
pressive visitation from these visitors
from beyond was told to me by an old
tar. At midnight, February 24,
1885, Latitude 37° N., and Longitude
170° E., somewhcre between Yokoha-
ma and Viectoria, the eaptain of the
bark Innerwich was aroused by his
mate, who had scen something unusual
in the sky. The captain went on deck
and saw the sky turning fiery red.
All at once a large mass of fire ap-
peared over the vessel, completely
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blinding the spectators. The flery
mass fell into the sea. The bark was
struck flat aback, and a roaring white
sea passed ahead. Then again, Cap-
tain Breyer of the Dutch steamer
Valentijn was in the South China Sea,
when at midnight he saw a rotation
of flashes. It looked like & horizontal
wheel turning rapidly, and it was
above water. Perhaps the wheel of a
vessel of the super-race from beyond!
At another time two wheels of fire
were seen which the men deseribed as
rolling millstones of fire—"'

“What I want is positive proofs,”” I
cried out in cxasperation, ‘‘proofs
that those masters from beyond have
been upon the earth.”’

““You shall have them,’”’ Lawton
quickly answered. ‘‘A convineing
proof of these super-things is
their footprints. Some thirty years
ago, at Devonshire, footprints were
discovercd in the snow. They were
clawed footmarks of an unclassifiable
form alternating at huge but regular
intervals with what seemed to be the
impression of the point of a stick. But
the scattering of the prints was over
an amazing expanse of territory; ob-
stacles, such as hedges, walls, houses,
were surmounted. There was intense
excitement ; the track was followed by
huntsmen and hounds, until they came
to a forest, from which the hounds re-
treated baying and terrified. Nobody
dared to enter the forest. Then again,
a considerable sensation was caused
in the towns of Topsham, Lymph-
stone, Exmouth, Teighmouth, and
Dawlish, in Devonshire, by a vast
number of foot tracks of a most
strange and mysterious description.
These marks were generally eight
inches in advance of cach other; the
impressions were cones in incomplete,
or concentrie basins. The footprints
looked as if branded with a hot iron.
Also in Scotland, among the high
mountains where Glenorchy, Glenlyon
and (lenochay are contiguous, there
have been met with several times, dur-
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ing several winters, the tracks of a
creature never seen before. From the
depth that the feet sank in the snow
the creature must have been of con-
siderable size. I may also cite in-
stances of mysterious disappcarances
under the wcirdest -circumstances,
which, for some reason or another,
have been kept still. There is a vil-
lage in northern Russia where the
three most prominent citizens were
found in a forest, beside the track of
one of these super-things, with their
heads split open, as if pressure had
been applied by two enormous fingers,
one at the forehead, the other at the
back of the head. Their brains were
missing, eaten out, it seemed, from
their very heads.’’

‘It seems,”’ I jested grimly, ‘‘that
our brains are of some use, after all.
These masters from beyond, as you
call them, are epicurcs of an advanced
sort.”’

Lawton was in no mood for jesting.
In fact, his face seemed to me to have
become a bit haggard and drawn. ‘I
tell you, Captain,’’—his voice was al-
most a groan now—‘‘that we’re
owned by a race of super-creatures.’’

I said nothing; I sat and simply
stared at Lawton. Midnight was
rapidly approaching, and with it a
darkness, intense and frightful. Tho
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oppressive calm lay like a mantle
over the lifeless sea. The grinning
moon and the sickly stars were ob-
scured by the fearful blackness. After
a time the pitchy darkness was suc-
ceeded by o lurid gloom such as I had
never secn. It seemed that the sky
was afire, and the sea also. On every
side the lurid gleom surrounded us.
Lawton sat with his eyes staring into
the fire-colored spaccs. I found ne
words to break the awful monotony;
I sat and stared at Lawton. Yet even
as my gaze was concentrated upon
him a strange mist scemed to crawl
around him. He grew thinner and
thinner, and then, with a snap, he
seemed to disappear upward.

I know not whether to believe the
testimony of my senses; or is it that
my mind has lost its grip? The ship
is fastened in a motionless sea; I am
the only living being in a lifeless
world. I know that if I should try to
jump overboard the sea would not re-
ceive me. It is green and full of sloth
and scems thick like jelly. The weari-
ness of it all has entered my soul. I
have no interest to——.

I __IERE the document ends abruptly,

and the fate of Captain Gennert,
no doubt, was the fate of his crew
and passengers,




