Published monthly by the Populer Fiction Publishing Company, 408 Holllday
Bullding, Indlanapolls, Ind. Entered as second-class matter March 20, 1823, at the
postoffice at Indlanapolis, Ind., under the act of March 3, 1870. Bingle copies, 25
cents. Subscription, $2.60 a year in the Unlited States; $3.00 a year In Canada. The
publishers are not responsible for the loss of unsolicited manuscripts, although every
care will be taken of such material while fn their posseasion. English office: G. M.
Jeffries Agency, Hopefleld House, Hanwell, London, W. 7. The contents of ‘this
magazine are fuily protected by copyright and must not be reproduced either wholly
or in part without permission from the publishers. FARNSWORTH WRIGHT, Editor.

Copyright, 1926, by the Popular Fiction Publishing Company

Contents for August, 1926
Cover Design ____________________________ C. Barker Petrie, Jr.

Ilustreting @ scene from “The Woman of the Wood”

The Woman of the Wood_____________ P A. Merritt 149

When the peasants attacked the forest, the forest struck back—a
tde of graphic action, strange murders, uncenny mystery

The Whistling Monsters________________________ B. Wallis 167

Frightful beasts that were neither flesh nor fish, neither bird nor
reptile, but combined the hideous qudlities of dll four

The Tsantsa of Professor Von Rothapfel __Alanson Skinner 1§3

This story of shrunken heads was writtcn just a few days before
the author’s tragic death last summer

The Terrible Old Man____________________ H. P. Lovecraft 191

The inhabitants of Kingsport heard terrible shricks coming from
the house of the old man one night

(Continued on Nexs Page)

146 COPYRIGHTED IN GREAT BRITAIN




—_—

(Continued from Preceding Page)

The Door of Hell -Emma-Lindsay Squier
The physicst opened a path to the world beyord the grave, and
could not close it again

The Devil’s Pay August W, Derleth
Five-minute tale of black maegic—the duke paid a heavy price to
accomplish the death of his enemy

The Monster-God of Mamurth__________ Edmond Hamilton
Creeping horror, weird thrills, uncanny shivers, are in this eery tale
of the Desert of Igidi

Weird Story Reprints

No. 14. The Horla Guy de Maupassant
After man, the Horlo—one of the most jamous of weird tales,
written by a great French story-teller

Starkey Strang Bertrande Harry Snell
Verse

The Mad Surgeon Wright Field

The physician granted five years 6f robust heglth to his patient—
and then sudden death
The Devil’s Graveyard______.______ @. @. Pendarves

Giles the Thruster comes back from the tomb, accompanied by the
Four Ancients and Gaffarel the Mighty

The Other Vera_._____________________ Willis Knapp Jones

Vera found her personality tragically interswined with that of the
wife of Obju, the African chief

Ll'&l

Fettered (Part 2) . _____ Greye La Spina
Serial novel of occult evil that drew its chains around four men and
women in the North Woods—a tale of midnight horror

On Canton Road__________________ Samuel M, Sargent, Jr.
Verse

{ The Eyrie o e —————

A chat with the readers

—
—

188

217

g

Fer Advertising Rates In WEIRD TALES Apply Direct te

WEIRD TALES
Western Advertising Offlce: Eastern Advertising Offioe:
WM. T. DIEHL, Mgr. GEORGE W. STEARNS, Mgr.
30 North Dearborn Sireet Flatiron BuHding
Chilcago, I, New York, N. Y.
Fhone, Oentml 5410 Phone, Ashland 7329

(S—




'ghg, O"l«"l\ew g
h .«Milw. [ *”M'

IHL*, l"' \" 'll | .umﬂ,.lk ,,’ ‘

ol)illlls'i{ngnln Jones T4 i 4/2 AN

by

“Obju was Jead, and his wife was
thrown to the alligators that she
n;.ight” accompany him into the here-
after.

conscious of the electrie lights

glaring intc her face or the
celebrated specialist standing at her
bedside. After studying that oval face
and its bobbed brown hair tousled
from sleep, he turned to her mother.
‘““You say she’s been this way ever
ginece she was born, Mrs. Prentice.
Have you noticed any other abnor-
mality 97’

‘‘No, Dr. Stein. During the day-
time, Vera is all one could wish for.
That’s why I asked you to come early
this morning. By 6 or 7 o’clock she
will awake and be like any other
twenty-year-old girl. Then she’ll
have her interests and go and come,
but about sundown she’ll get drowsy
and fall asleep and its just impossible
to waken her till the pext morning.”’

The gray-haired nerve specialist
touched the arm lying above the bed
clothes. ‘‘You’re suré this will not
arouse her?’’

‘‘Nothing will. At first the doctors
tried everything, shaking, electric
treatment. She slept through it all.”

‘‘Her pulse is steady, but slow,’’ he
remarked.

‘“Yes, all the doctors said there was
nothing physieally the matter. They
thought she would outgrow it, so after
her father’s death, we decided to let
her grow up and see what would hap-
pen. Ile, poor man, worried contin-
ually, Toward the end, he was some-

CALMLY the girl slept, all un-
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what insane, I believe. He kept: rav-
ing about curses and African magi-
cians and——"’

‘“ African, eh9’’ The doctor pon-
dered a moment. ‘‘Well, I'll make a
thorough examination after she wakes,
and if you’re willing, 1'd like to bring
a young friend of mine, a medical
missionary just returned from Africa.
And it might be just as well not to
say we are doctors, but simply
friends.”’

‘“Yes, indeed. Why don’t you
come for luncheon this noon? I'll—
I'll introduce you as acquaintances of
Captain Prentice. = Perhaps your
friend knew him, for he used to make

- trips to Africa. He was cven wrecked

there, twenty-two years ago. He
lived among some coast tribes for
months before he was rescued.’’

“I'm afraid Dr. Thornton didn’t
know him, then. He wasn’t through
high school then. But I must be go-
ing. T'll find my friend and return
about——"’

“Twelve o’clock. We’ll eat at that
hour.”’

And so the doctor bowed himself
out.

Promptly at the hour set he and
another gentleman presented them-
selves at the door. The newcomer,
whom Dr, Stein addressed as ‘;’sl‘:d”,
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was about thirty, His face was dark,
and creases at eyes and nose bore evi-
dence of his life in climates where the
sun glared. He was lean and his
every action showed his nervous ten-
sion.

‘““‘Miss Prentice, may I present
——"" Dr. Stein began.

The girl’s eyes widened and her
face grew white, but she recovered
herself. ‘‘I'm glad to meet Dr.
Thornton,’’ she said, a strange thrill
and tenseness in her voice.

Mrs. Prentice wondered. She had
not heard the visitor’s name men-
tioned, yet momentarily she received
the impression that the two young
people had met before. There was not
a sign of recognition on the tanned
face of Dr. Thornton, however. His
expression was that of one meeting a
new and altogether charming person.
So Vera’s mother knew that she must
bhave missed the introduction.

FTER 2 few minutes of general con-

. versation, the meal was an-.
nounced and all four entered the din-
ing room, Mrs. Prentice on Dr. Stein’s
arm and the young people together.

During the course of the luncheon,
the conversation turned to Africa.

“My father was fascinated by the
continent,’” Vera said. ‘‘Surely you
must want to go hack, Dr. Thornten.”’

“I'm not sure,”’ he replied. “‘I
may have to remain here because my
health won’t stand the climate.’’

‘“‘But didn’t you kate to leave?’’

The doctor laughed shortly. ‘‘ Some
of them hated to have me. In fact,
some of them tied me up, so that I
couldn’t.”’

‘‘IJs this a cannibal story, Ned?’’
Stein interrupted.

‘‘But there aren’t cannibals in
‘Africa now!’’ protested Mrs. Pren-
tice.

‘“Yes, there are, mother.’”” Vera
looked bewitching in her intensity.

‘““What do you know about it,
dear?’’ Mrs. Prentice’s voice held a
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tone with which & forward child is
reproved. ‘‘When Vera was little,'’
she explained, ‘‘she used to have the
wildest dreams about Africa, till
finally her father and I refused to let
her read any of the captain’s big
libraf'y on African life and adven-
ture.”’

‘“Well, she happens to be right
sbout cannibals,’’ replied Dr. Thorn-
ton, coming to her defemse. ‘‘Of
course, feasts of that sort are forbid-
den by law, but there are plenty of
ways of evading the law, especially
}vuhle,re the white man isn’t very power-

2

“Don’t yarn, Ted,”” Dr. Stein
scoffed. ‘I read a British colonial
report only last year saying that can-
nibalism in Africa was a thing of the
past.” '

‘““Then don't believe it. I know
what I’'m talking about. I was slated
for one of their feasts, myself.”’

“Tell us about it,”’ begged Mrs.
Preantice.

The medical missionary glanced
over at Vera, whose cheeks were
white. The nerve specialist, too, was
studying her, but he nodded a slight
assent.

“I’'m not a story teller,”” Dr.
Thornton apologized. ‘‘One of those
writer chaps could trim my yarn up
and make something out of it, but
he’d have to give it an end. And it
couldn’t be the traditional one, either,
for ,I’ didn’t marry the girl who saved
me.

They were all eagernsess and so,
after another glance around the table,
he told them the story, sketching the
pictures and leaving their imagina.
tions to fill in the outline. He de-
scribed his journey from the mission
station toward the coast, going by &
direct route against the advice of
others, because he was weak and
wanted to reach the seacoast to re-
cuperate.

He made them see the trail through
unfrequented country, . telling how
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sometimes he was so weak that he had
to be carried in a traveling hammock
supported by four natives. And as
he told of the desertion of some of his
carriers and the exciting details of a
night attack by a savage tribe, Vera’s
eyes were Greamy, though her breath
came fast.

“‘There I was, prisoner among a lot
of black savages,’”’ he wound up. “‘I
understood their dialect only imper-
feetly, but I made out enough to
realize that I was being fattened up
to be the guest of honor at a feast.
Night and day an armed warrior
guarded the circular thatched hut in
which I was kept prisoner.

“They gave me all the food I
wanted. The women brought me
breadfruit, some sort of potatoes
fried in fat, and delicious meat. And
they’d see that I ate it. If I refused,
‘there was a warrior to jab me with his
spear till my appetite came back. The
people were all homely enough, ex-
cept one girl, as heautiful a savage as
I've ever seen. She took quite a
fancy to me, apparently.’’

Vera, whose eyes had not left his
face, uttered a little expression of dis-
gust which drew all eyes to her.

‘“Oh, if you’d seen her,”’ went on
the doctor quickly, ‘‘you wouldn’t
grunt., She was erect and cleaner
than the rest. I might have suspected
she had some white blood in her if
there had been any chance for a white
man to visit that tribe and Iive. She
was very attractive. No wonder the
chief of the tribe fell under her spell,
although he already had a half-dozen
or so of wives. But she is the heroine
of my tale. She saved my life.”’

‘““How?’’ came in a chorus.

“I'm ecertainly not telling this
story well. 1 should have drawn it
out, told of the feeling of restlessness
visible in every warrior, the rumors
of the coming of an enemy, and all.
But that’s not my style. I can teli
you only how it turned out. The
warriors armed hastily and started
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off for battlee If I had been fat-
ter or if there had been time, I
imagine I'd have been caten before
they started. However, they said
they were saving me for the vietory
banquet. Anyway, they moved me to
a shelter right next to the king’s
palace, overlooking a pool where the
chief’s pet alligators basked, and
after they tied me, they set all the
women of the tribe to watch that I
stayed put.’’

‘‘Couldn’t you escape?’’ Mrs. Pren-
tice was drinking in his words.

‘“The men that put the grass ropes
around me knew ‘their business. I
couldn’t stretch them, and I couldn’t
reach the knot. And I knew that the
men would be back probably that
night.

“Pinally, about noon, when the
women had gone into their huts to
keep a little cool, I heard the slightest
of sounds. I turned my head and
there stood my black beauty with a
knife in her hand.’”’

‘It was a pair of scissors.”’ Vera
spoke as assuredly as though she had
heard all the details before.

‘“Yes, I found that out soon, but

-’ Thornton stopped in amaze-

ment. ‘I say, how did you know
that?"’

“I—I read it in—in——-'" She
gave him an appealing look, like one
throwing herself on his merey.

‘Without knowing why, he came to
her rescue. ‘‘Oh, in my article in the
World Review? Did you see it, too,
Mrs. Prentice?’’

The matron shook her head.

‘“That’s about all there was to the
affair,’’ the missionary resumed after
a pause. ‘‘I thought that for some
fancied slight she wanted to stab me,
but she was rescuing me. She cut the
ropes, gave me a package of food, and
directed me to safety. I made my
way as best I could to a seaport and
was so run down that they shipped
me home by the first boat.”’
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“But the girl?”’ Mrs. Prentice
wanted to know, ‘‘Did she escape?’’

‘“That’s the part that must be left
to the fiction writer. 1 don’t go any
farther,’’

Trm story caused such discussion
that the meal was over before
they finished. Then Dr. Stein told
who he was, and Vera submitted to an
examination. It was about 3 o’clock
when the men left the house.

““I can not make it out,’’ Dr. Stein
confessed as they strolled together
into the spring afternoon. ‘‘I couldn’t
find a single important abnormality.”’

““It’s beyond me,”’ Dr. Thornton
agreed. ‘‘The thing that stumps me
is how she knew that the girl who
saved me carried a pair of scissors in-
stead of a knife.”’

¢‘She explained that. She had read
your article.”’

“‘That’s the trouble. I never wrote
any article. I never even told the
story before.”’

‘‘Then why in the world—1"’

“Why did I invent a magazinef
That’s what I don’t know. She
showed me she was in trouble about
it. She’s keeping something from her
mother. And I'd like to know what
it is.”

“Il go back tomorrow, Ted. You
should have said something about it
to me while we were there today.”’

““I didn’t get a chance, But you
needn’t bother. I’m going to the bot-
tom of this mystery myself. I asked
for permission to call tomorrow after-
noon.”’

‘‘Smitten, are you, Ted?’’ Dr.
Stein slapped his younger companion
on the shoulder.

The thin man straightened up. *‘I
don’t know,’’ he confessed. ‘‘They
call women the eternal mystery;
Vera's the super-mystery, and I've
got to unravel it.’’

His attempt the next afternoon
brought him little success, Vera
begged him not to question her,
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though promising to tell him every-
thing ' sometime in the future. In
every other subject, she was entirely
frank, and the young doctor found
her very attractive. As his mission-
ary board had ordered him to stay in
that part of California for a few
weeks, he managed to preempt a fair
share of her time. Finally, the day,
he was compelled to leave for his lee-
turing trip, he proposed to her,

““No, Ted, I mustn’t. It isn’t be-
eause I don’t love you,’’ she hastened
to add, observing his gloomy expres-
sion.

‘“Won’t you tell me the reason,
dear?”’

Vera shook her head.

‘““You know you're the only girl I
ever loved.”’

She broke into a bewitching smile.
A roguish expression came over her
face. ‘‘Then you didn’t love the
black girl who saved your life?’’

He laughed out loud.

‘““And you wouldn’t be sorry to
learn thst the chief of that tribe took
her as his eighth wife?’’

‘“What do you mean, Vera?’’

‘‘She married Obju, or whatever
you said the chief’s name was.”’

“‘Look here, dear. Why can’t you
explain? I never told you tha chief’s
name because I could not remember
it. But now that you mention it, I
know that they ealled him that. Now
where do you get your information$’’

‘‘Because I-—I'm—ch, I can’t ex-
plain! Trust me, Ted. I'mn terribly
upset, but things will be arranged
soon and when you come back, if I’'m
here—I mean, when I see you, I'll
tell you everything.’’

That had to satisfy him because he
discovered that it was time to hurry
to his train. She could not accom-
pany him, because it left shortly be-
fore 6 and she fell asleep at sunset.

Fon nearly two weeks Dr. Thorn-
ton traveled throngh Washington
and Oregon, spesking every night.
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Each day he sent Vera a letter telling
of his love, and at each post-office he
found a letter from her awaiting him.
Thepn came oue from her that was so
weird thet it upset every theory he
had ever had.

‘‘Dearest,’”’ it began. “‘I’ve got to
start letting you know about myself,
and I couldn’t tell you. The reason
I knew all the details about the Afri-
can girl is that I am she and she, 1.
By day I live in my white body, but
at night here (and day in Africa) I
inhsbit hers. And my thoughts are
Just as badly mixed. I am a wife of
Obju, though because he was taken
mick on his wedding day, I married
him by proxy and have not seen him
ginee. He has been sick for soveral
weeks. If you despise me, do mnot
come near me when you return this
week. And I am afraid youn will
hate me—for how eould you love half
a person? Could you respect me
when you know that there’s another
WVera in Africa?’’

Rational thinking told him at once
that the whole story was a eoncoection
of the girl’s brain. There could be
no truth in it. And yet—the strange
behavior at night had no normal ex-
planation. There was the detail of
the scissors, tco. He had studied
psychology. He knew that Dr. Jekyll
and Mr. Hyde had many real life
counterparts. With Dr. Prince’s cx-
periments with Miss Beauchamp he
was familiar. He remembered how
hypnotism had taken that woman’s
two selves (the real one and the dis-
sociated one) and fused them together
into a single personality that in-
habited the body which previously
was controlled alternately by each in
turn. And as he was a student of ab-
normal psychology, other similar cases
came thronging to his memary.

He was interrupted by the coming
of the committeeman to take him to
.the lecture hail. ‘‘And here’s a tele-
gram that just eame, Doctor,’’ said
the man. ‘‘Hope it isn’t bad news.”’
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‘With a foreboding of evil, Dr.
Thornton tore open the ffimsy manila
envelope and took in the contents at
a glance:

OBJU DIED LAST NIGHT. COME AT
ONCE, I NEED YOU. VERA.

‘“When is the next train out of
here!’’ Dr. Tharnton asked.

‘‘Tomorrow morning at 11.'’

“I’ve got to get away before that.”’

‘“Well, I can tske you down to
Ebersville after the lecture, if you
like. There’s a train out of there
over the main line about midnight.’’

“I’d like to have you. And will
you send a telegram, too, cancelling
my lecture tomorrow evening?’’

Dr. Thornton went on to the plat-
form, still puzzling why the girl
would telegraph him about the Jdeath
of a minor African chief. But he
had to put the idea aside and begin
his missionary talk. He had given it
S0 many times that the words came
almost automatically, His mind was
not on his subject, so that it was with
a start that he heard himself inform-
ing them: ‘‘The Indian custom of
sultee, the sacrifice of a widow on the
funeral pyre of her hushand, has its
counterpart in Africa. Some of the
most powerful men decree that their
wives shall be killed to accompany
them into the hereafter to be reedy
to wait on them.’’

Like a flash everything became
clear. The death of the chief meant
his wives would be killed. If that
story had a grain of truth in it, it
meant that the other Vers, the Afri-
can Vera, would be one of them to
die. He had read of the Siamese
Twins, one of whom had died and
the other lasted only a few minutes,
The whole enormity of the situation
rushed over him. Well for him that
his speech was mechanical! He cut
it and slashed, finishing fully fifteen
minutes early. Then he fairly dragged
the committeeman to his car.
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HAT if he were too late? What
if he reached Vera, the girl he
loved, to find her dead?

There was no unoccupied berth in
the express train when it finally ar-
rived, but Thornton was in no mood
for sleep. He sat by the window
watching the train crawl along, till
the east lightened. The sun came up
and rose higher. It was already start-
ing down into the Pacific when he
reached his destination.

Even the automobile seemed to
loiter as it carried him to Vera's
home. Not till after 4 did he finally
get there and see her, and then she
was 80 changed that he scarcely recog-
nized her. Her soft skin and delicate
complexion had been wasted by fa-
tigue and worry.

““It’s too late,”’ she moaned. ‘‘To-
night I am to be killed. It will be
good-bye forever.’’

‘‘But, Vera darling,’’ he said in a
tone he meant to be judicial, profes-
sional. ‘‘This is all a faney of yours.
It is impossible for one person to oc-
cupy two bodies!”’

““I can’t explain it, Ted. It may
be impossible, but it is s0. Many
things in Africa are like that. Aren’t
they 9"’

Her challenge brought to his mem-
ory a demonstration he had witnessed
in which a tribal magician had his
ears, nose, and mouth stuffed with
cotton, himself rolled in heavy blan-
kets, and then was buried in a sand-
pile for three weeks. Afterward his
friends dug him up, said incantations
over him, and unwrapped him. He
got up and walked around and showed
that he had not suffered at all by his
burial.

‘““Yes,”” Thornton agreed. *‘‘But
how could you, an American girl,
and that African be mixed up that
way?’’

‘‘My father was wrecked there. His
Jjournal is a pretty full record of what
he did. Mother never saw it, and he
made me promise to destroy it, but 1
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read it first. And the natives still
remember the white man who saved
the chief’s life and so was protected
in the village. But when he refused
to worship the sacred spake, and
laughed at the magicians, and even
came into a gathering of all the tribal
magicians, he made enemies of all the
medicine men, He fell in love, they
said, with the daughter of the chief of
the magicians, and his desertion of
my African mother was another cause
of hate. After his rescue, the magi-
cians gathered into a powwow that is
still spoken of with awe in the tribe.
The eleven tribal curses were put
upon him and as a special incantation
it was decreed that if he ever married
one of his own white people, his first
child should be only half a child,
sharing its personality with the Afri.
can baby he left behind.””

Dr. Thornton said nothing. There
was such convietion in the girl’s voice,
such sureness in her expression, that
he was led to believe her story. And
he knew by the way she trembled te-
neath his arm, that she believed in it
implicitly. '

‘“At noon all his wives are to be
killed to go with Obju, and now it’s
—oh, Ted, it’s sunrise in Africa now!
Hold me. Don’t let me slip away. If
I leave, I’ll never return.’”’ Franti-
cally she clung te him.

“I’ll protect you, sweetheart,”’ he
promised. He tightened his grip.

““Oh!’’ she screamed and shud-
dered. ‘““‘I'm going. I'm—-"’

Her words trailed off. Her grasp
relaxed, and if he had not had his
arms around her, she would have
fallen.

Mrs. Prentice, hastening in at the
ery, found the doetor using every ef-
fort to revive her. She was not ex-
‘cited, hiowever. In the oceurrence she
saw only the nightly episode to which
she had become accustomed. ¢‘This
is what I mean, doector,’’ she said.
“I'm glad you could have seen her go
to sleep. But don’t look so startled.
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She’s all right. She’ll awake in the
morning.”’

Nothing the doctor could say would
move her. In his insistence, she saw
the worry which she used to have, but
which she had outgrown. When he
told her he must stay and watch her,
she shrugged wearily and gave in
finally, after sending him away while
she prepared the girl for bed.

He realized that nothing would oe-
cur till midnight, but he would not
lie down for rest. His weariness and
lack of sleep no longer troubled him.
Though he could not help the far-
away girl in her fight for existence,
he would be on hand at the turn. So
he told Mrs., Prentice that he had a
theory which would eompel him to re-
main till after midnight. She sat
with him for a time, but soon got up
and left him with the sleeping girl.

THE hours ticked away. From the
street eame noises of modern life,
automobile herns, police whistles, and
the distant rumble of street ears. And
on the bed Vera Prentice lay motion-
less. Her features were drawn with
fatigue. Only a slight motion of her
breast showed that she was alive.
Finally, when the eclock’s hands
marked a quarter of 12, Dr. Thornton.
turned on all the lights, with a read-
ing lamp spotting her face. In a few
minutes he would know. At noon,
she said, the sacrifice would take

\
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place. And since the tribal village
was on the other side of the globe,
directly opposite the place where ho
was, it would mean that midnight
would reveal whether she was to live
or to die when the African Vera was
thrown to the alligators.

A clock somewhere struck 12, Still
the girl did not move. Five minutes
passed. Ten. He felt her pulse. The
slow, steady rise and fall showed that
the heart was still beating. If she
lasted through the night——! While
he held the wrist, he felt a quiver. A
ghriek such as he had never heard

from mortal throat made his hair

stand on end. The pulse slowed, al-
most stopped, and then quivered and
raced. There was the slightesi of
movements in the eyelids. Then the
girl on the bed blinked in the glare of
the light. She opened her eyes and
saw Dr. Thornton,

In an instant his arms were around
her. ‘‘My sweetheart has returned,”’
he said.

Vera was trembling. “‘It’s all
over,”’ she whispered. ‘‘The other
me is—is dead. She was thrown to
the alligators to accompany Obju into
the beyond.”’

““And the Vera that is left will
marry me, won't she?”’

Her ‘“Yes’’ was not very loud, but
it served its purpose. The other Vera
had found happiness.




