-I.I- ..I.I.I. .- l..- I...l.-.l- I.I.I-I.I. ...-I.I...l.l-..l

I.I.-.l-.-.l.l.I.'.I'I.I.I-l.l...l.l...l...l-..I-I-C.I.I...I%.I...I-..l.- .I-.I.. .-l-%.I.

|
[
2

WEIRD TALES

THE UNIQUE MAGAZINE
EDWIN BAIRD, Editor

Pedilshed memthily *y the Rrmat Prvisnixa Coarnsatiow., 334 Nerth Clack 3treet. Chlesge, 111
Applicatica made for -2y 3t the pasteflice at Chicago. 1ll.. 30 sreond claes matter. 3ilagle eopies. 23 cemis:
wb-cription. $3 8 year in the Colled states, $3.50 ia Canzda. The Libers are not respensidble for the
fves 2 uaseticited maruscripte (n tTaniit, by fire, or otherwise. alt rtery Drecawtion &5 taken with sueh
astirial. Al manuscipts casuld 00 typewritten and muit be strempPaniet DY amped and self-addreseed

cavelopes. The comterts cf (his magasing are felly proteciod ™y copsrigrt. anvi Dudlishers are castiomsd
eguinst using the same. either wnolly or la pert.

Ceprright. 1923, by the Rursl Pubtishing Carverstion.

VOLUME 1 25 Cents NUMBER 1

Contents for March, 1923

TWENTY-TWO REMARKABLE SHORT STORIES

The Mystery of Black Jean................ Juriaxy Kinyax 41
A4 atory of blood-curdling realism, with a smashing
surprisc at the end.

The Grave. . .....c it i it ienennns OrvirLLe R. Estersoy 47
A soul-gripping story of terror.
Hark! The Rattle!. . ............. ToeL Towxstey RoGers 353

An uncommon tale that will cling to your memory
for many a day.

The Ghost Guard.......................... Bryax IRVINE 39
d “spuoky’ tale with a grine backgronnd.
The Ghoul and the Corpse. ................. G. A. WeLs 65
An amazing yarn of weird adcenture in the frozen North.
Fear ... ... . i, Davip R. Soroyox 73
Showing hcw fear can drive a strong man to the verge
of insanity.
The Place of Madness............. MEerLIy Moore Tavror 89
IWhat tvo hours in a prison “solitary’ ‘did to a man.
The Closing Hand................. FarxsworTH WeigHT 98
A bref story powerfully written.
The Unknown Beast................ Howarp ErLriz Davis 100
An unusual tale of a terrifying monaeter.
The Basket. ... ................... Hernert J. MaxgEAM 106
A queer little atory about San Francizeo.
The \ccusing Voice.................... MerepiTR Davis 110
The singulor experience of Allen Defne.
The Sequel........................ WALTER Scorr STOoRY 119

A new conclusion to Edgar Allen Poe’s “Cadk of
Amontillado.”

-l'l'-'-.-'-'.'.'.'.'.'.'.'.I.I-O.“U-I- LB

P P PP S P P P o e



The

Place of Madness

By Merlin Moore Taylor

“ ONSENSE. A penitentiary is
not iqtendec‘ll to bea for
coddling an pering those
whé h’ago bro the lgw.”

Stevenson, chairman of the Prison

m . ?’J.‘“d y ‘:‘nm'fn?:

n o convict

foot of the table.

“This man,” he went on, “has learned

in some wsy that the n are
7 the Spportuity 1o make s play for

i a play for
o in his own behalf. pI'll ad-

sympathy in

mit that these tales he tells of brutality
toward the prisoners are well told, but
[ believe that he is stretching the facts.
They can’t be true. Discipline must be
msintained in a place like this even if
xtnq}’nm harsh measures to do it st
times.

here! If a man e0
much as opens his mouth to ask a civil
snd necessary question, the reply is a
blow. D:aeppti:b ‘hifoor;}'by ora
spoon at eis 1 going
without the next mmhoillto
work are driven to the zhops with the
guns. Petty infractions of the
most trivial rules mean the dark cell
and a diet of bread and water.

“Do you know what the dark cell is?
‘Solitary’ they call it here. “Holl’ would

ateéln.lh,ateeldoor_,sheleailing,ﬂeei
floor. Not a cot to lie upon, not even a
stool to sit upon. Nothing but
floor. And | Not a ray of light

staring mad—after only a few
ho gi.t;ouAndforvM?}lpontm
tary’ hecanse I collapsed
;m’;mnmybmdlinthuhoo
“See this sear?™ He ginted to o
livid mark over one
as e o Sarrel o his Fifly bocaoss
T was unable to get up and go beck to
work when hs told me.
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“but I, for one, have enough. A dozen
or more prisoners have testified here to-
day, and none .of them has made
statement to back up the charges you
hmu?&'d el.:” 7" demanded the pri

4 why prisoner.
“Because they are afraid to tell
truth. They that th:’y would
beaten and starved and deprived o
their ‘good time’ on one excuse or
other if they even hinted at what they
know. You wouldn't believe tbcmt
anyhow. You domn’t believe moi m‘
probably shall suffer for what
’iu?.xd hore.t “Bkut tlnt‘ dounh':”mm“ .

ey can’ ¢ any ' away
from me. I'm in for m

His voice grew bitter.

“And that is one reason I have gone
into this thing in detail—for my sak
and the sake of- others who cannot look
forward to ever leaving this place. The
law has decreed that we shall ‘live and
die here, but the law said nothing about
O Risbousd guaranteed ite proteck
to all who wmmmﬂd upon to
here,” answered the chairman.
no desire to t'hhitl?:d
connection wi investigation whi
is being made, and in order
might be no reflection
in Khic{lhe this
neither warden,
guards have been i
Unless you have
offer us and
those who can beck
you may go.”

“Just a minute.”
member nearest the '
e e
sai eve, a
the dark cell often will drive a
sane. Yet you spent two days
You are not insane, are you?”

‘“No, sir.” The convict spoke respect-
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fully. “My conscience was clear and
I was able to serve my time there with-
out breaking. But another day or so

aguinst me at my trial, didn’t you? I
hold no gmdgo’n;'_d'm you Iz:uthd.

. would know for y

THE PLACE OF MADNESS.

sir. I give you credit for doing only
what you thought was vour duty. Your
[ ed the case against me.
Y";‘Ifo‘:‘hﬁmt—;edsh

rap ly upon
the table. WPy upo
“I utterly fail to see what all this has

to do with the matter under investigs-

tion, “he prel irritably. “We are
not trying this man’s case. e courts

ve passed wpon that. He is just like
all the rest.

y one of them is ready
o swear on a stack of Bibles that he 1s
innocent. Let’s get on with this investi-
gation.”

The convitt bowed silently and
turned toward the door beyond which
the guards were waiting to conduct him
back to his edl. A hand upon his arm

detained him.
said Blalock, the
questioned tb& pris

%’
E

“I was maying that I was innocent,”
resumed the convict. “I was about to
lom of wrosedoing mould be e b

g e to
withstand the terrors of solitary for any
le of time. You, for instance, are
yuician, & man of sterling reputs
tion against whom no one ever has
breathed a ward. Yet-I doubt that you
oould endure several hours in the dark
cell. If yom would only try it, you
that 1 hawe
spoken the truth. Gentlemen, I beg of
you to do all in your power to abolish
the dark cell. Men can stand just »
much without cracking, and if you will
dig into the facts you will find that nine
times out of ten it is men broken ia

‘solitary’ " whe are nsible for the
outbreaks in prison. is all.”
He bowed respectfully and was gone.

(LEVER TALKER, that fellow’

commented the secretary of the
commission, breaking the silence. “Hj
almost had me believing him. Who it
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be, Blalock? You had him summoned,
I believe.”

The physician nodded.

“I confess it was as much from per-
ewnal interest in the man s from any
hope that he might give valuable ewi-
dence here,” he said. “He surprised
me with his outburst. He is a clever
talker. Ellis is his name—Martin Ellis
—and he comes of a splendid and well-
todo family. University graduate and
quite capable of having carved out a
wonderful career. But he was idoli
at bome and given more money than
was good for him. It msade him an
idler and a young ne'er-do-well.
whatever he did he did openly, and I
pever heard of anything seriously
wrong until he was convieted of the
crime which brought him here.”

“Murder, I suppose?” Stevenson, the
chairman, was interested in spite of
{lii‘melf. “He spoke of being in for

e.” [}

“Yes; killing a girl. Agnes Keller
was her lun'ne.g Poo!;,r but well t
of. Church worker, member of
choir and 20 on. It was brought out at
the trial—in fact. Ellie told it himself
E;hu he was %fatuued 'i?llealia gg
were together a great .
y, of course, because old man Ellis,
father, would have pawed up the
eaarth. The affair ended like all these
clandestine affairs, specially if the girl
is young and pretty and . It waa
the theory of the prosecution that when
the discovered her condition she became
frantic and demanded that Ellis marry
ber, the alternative being that she would
go to his father with the story. It was
charged that he killed her to avoid mak-
ing a choice. The evidence against him
was purely circumstantial. bat the jury
held it was conclusive.

“Ellis admitted on the stand that they
often went riding in his motorcar at
night. One damning fact against him
was that he was seen driving. alone and
rapidly, along the countrr lane near
where her body wae found. He had
nothing to back up his claim that he
felt ill and went for a drive in an effort
to relieve a rick headache. Of course he

il

But.
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denied absolutely that he was respon.
sible for her condition, or that he eve::
knew of it, but the jury was out le:-
than hour. The only hitch, 1
learned later, was whether to affix tih..
or not.”

you were a witness again-:

did you play?” aske:l

one,” answered Bl.-
did not believe thn:
. I am not cos-
and B‘gl o u“f gﬂ..

, presumably one of tho---
she would go in her troubl..
n as the coron( -
y. I admitted thu
fided 1n me and that I ha.i
ible shoul.’

not tell me hi.-
y evidence added weight t
killed her to avoi:l

ek
2f
"g,-.«
1

iip
ot
)

;5.
4
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ro0Om swung open
and the warden stood on the threel:-

v I come in?” he asked. “Din-
ner is almost ready and I 't’hought !

ir and sa

“We concluded the hkmq of evi.
dence quite a little while ago.” said th»
chairman. “Since then Dr. Blalock ha-
been entertaining us with the storv of
the orime of that fellow Martin Ellis.
mmoﬂhﬁm. Quite un-

;
%
i

“Few of those who taste of it do.” h-
admitted. “Too much a matter of be-
ing left alone with your thoughts and
vour conscience. They'll punish vou
a® much as anything can do. Well, sup-
poze sou take an adjournment and come
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on to dinner? Will you want to make
the regulnr? inspecton tour of the
rison ?’

' “Oh, sure,” yawned the chairman.
**Undoubtedly, is all right,
as usual, but if we omi it the news-
pggers would have something to howl
: t-”

‘ Iile rose, and, with the rest of the com-
mission trailing them, followed the
warden to the dining-room.

“Well, let's make the ion and
have it over with,” Stevenson
when the meal was finished.
do we go first, warden?”

“Through the shops and smaller
buildings first, then the cells. That

way you'll end up closest to the admin-
istration building and you can dmbank
into conference with the least .

Uniformed stood y at
attention as the warden piloted the com-
gni-iox;l throu Abonwtho.” ingratiat-
in ov t pcrty: eager
:lo 5'. o oo uG?i: proach of

0Ors swung open 0
the eommi:ion and clan to noisily
hehind it. The afternoon sunlight,
lanting through the relisved the
somberness of the cell blocks and re-
vealed them in their spick-and-span-
ness, made ready for the occasion.

“Well, everything seems to be O. K.,”
said the chairman, as the again
drew near to the offices. “Anyone else
got any suggestions?”’

“Yes, I'd like to see the dark cell,”
answered the secretary. “I don't recall
over visiting it, and that fellow Ellis
interested me. He said it was a pocket
cdition of Hades. Where 13 it
warden ?”

The warden assumed a jocular air.

‘You'll be disappointed,” he warned.
“It's down in the basement, where pris-
oners who want to do so can yell and
ecream to their hearts’ content without
disturbing anyone. A trifie dark, of
course, but if to some it is hell it is be-
cause they choose to make it so. If
you really want to see it, come ahead.
It’s not occupied, however.”

He did not mention that he had seen
to that. With all this uproar about the
management of the prison, it wasn’t
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safe to take chances. The commission,
he had foreseen, might decide to make a
real investigation, and you never could
tell in just what condition a man would
be after ssveral hours in “solitary.”

¢ HERE are tlemen?’ he

T nid,v!::aﬂong%otthohmd

when a “trusty” had switched on the
ts in the basement. “Not one dark
but half a dozen.”

He st00d back as the members of the
commission erowded forward and
peered into the dark recesses. Over
each doorway a single electric bulb
shone weakly, far too weakly for the
nﬁnwpenmminwthecomen. The
solid, bolt-studded doors stood open,
lorn;Ai:ub‘l’; and forbidding.'" aakod the

“Any of you want try 1t
warden from the d

“Sure, let Blalock take ¢ whirl at one

of them,” the secretary. “His
oonscience t to be clear enough
not to trouble him. Go on, doctor;

try
it and let us know how it feels. I'd do
it myself, but I don’t dare risk my
conscien L

Blalock, ing just inside the door-
way of one of the cells, turned and for
o moment surveyed them in silence.

“Your mmh‘on, of courss, was
made in jest,” be said. “But,” a sudden
ring came into his voicab“l am going to
take you up om it! No,” as a chorus of
exclamations came from the others, “m
mind is quite made up. Warden
want this as realistic as poesible. You

will please provide me with a suit of the
requration convict clothi:!g.”

“Well, of all the blamed fools,” ejacu-
lated the chairman. Then he gave his
shoulders a shrug. “Go on and get s
?bn suit, wudel::. I onl'y hope this

oesn’t into the papers.

A “tg:ty” was di ed for the
striped suit. When it had been brought
Blalock al had removed his outer
garments, amid the bantering of the
others. He did not deign to answer
them until he had buttoned about him
the prison jacket and jammed upon
his head the little striped cap.

“I guess I'm ready,” he said then
“You gentlemen have seen fit to ridicule
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beating of a human heart, pressed close
Bt amin e was foiled. Every spot
ut again he was v

gave forth the same hollow mﬁ
Angered, Blalock kicked viciously

against the insensate steel. Shootin
ai ir:i lgisthmdmgld tfou wrarde
m and, s growl of anguish, he

dmpw’totheﬂoortonmtheinjnred

members.

Then he became aware that his hands
were stickily saturated, and he knew,
when he discovered that his knuckles
were skinned and raw, that it was his

when the warden should come to re-
lease him, as Blalock felt gpure would
be the case in only a few minutes at

most:

He caught himself listening intently
for the { of the , OF sOme
“trusty” or sent to release him.

someone was coming into the basement.

But only the hising sound o
gmtlt:h l:h?hh very still things coul

e thou ow

be. It req‘t'nted no very big sgetch o
the imagination to picture’ as
"‘11}3:'}' to dm pnpon. :i.n madeed:.lh
‘soli po

Going further, he
which he had read long ago, of
who found himself to be the only living
human being, the others havin
wiped out in the flicker of an e by
some mysterious force.

Why didn’t the warden come on and
fet him out of here? Surely the two

h?t.xtrls were up, and he was getting tired
ol l

E
3

nas released. He must smiling
and ready to give the lie to that clever
talker, Ellis. .

Once more he got up and his

circuit of the walls. He felt that he was
master of himself again, and it would
do no harm to try to solve the puzzle of
the door that would not be found.
Perhaps the warden had been delayed

by some umexpected happening. Oh,
well, a few minutes longer wouldn't
make any difference. Suppose that he
were 1n Ellis’ placel In for lifel He
didn’t want to think of Ellis. But
somehow the face of the “lifer” kept
obtruding itself—his face and his
words.

What wes it that Ellis had eaid?
“You, for imstance, are a physician, a
man of sterling utation, against
whom no ome ever breathed a word.
Yet I doubt if you could endure several
hours in the dark cell.”

And the warden had added that in
the dark cell 2 man was alone with his
conscience. Damn that warden! Where
was he, anybow? Blalock began to dis-
like him. there was something
in those m;:‘ of .bgdtdi ';hlilCh the
n printed, after all.

m« the warden to give
way to hate. Blalock won if the

warden and that f ypous little
Stevenson, mﬁ &:?bmmmon,
hadn’t got their heads together and de-
cided it would be a good joke to let him
minthm:putdul on‘iu-thanhe

ordered. He would show them,
once he got out, that he didn’t relish
that kind of a joke, that he wasn’t a
man to be tﬂﬂe& with.

Thus another hour passed, as he reck-
oned it, and his anger and passion
the best of him. He kicked the walls
and hammered upon them with his
clenched fists, insensible to the fact that
he was injuring himself.

Then came fear—fear that he had
been forgotten!

Suppoee that there had been an out-
break in the priszon, that the convicts
were in control! TWould they releass
him? Might they not wreak their ven-
geance upon him in the absence of an-
other victim?

JH E BEGAN to call, moderately at firs
and pawming often to listen for
some response; then louder and louder,
until he was screaming without cesss
tion.
He cursed and swore, pleaded and
csjoled, threstened and sought to bribe
by turns, demanding only that he be
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taken from this terrible placs. Ho was
dead to the fact that it was i lo

ts
as-
sert h;t:alf d;Blalock’s cties became less
vio and, moaning
wftly, he began all
less z{reui.t.ol the

El

to his feet to renew hi er-
inguamwdk,hil fmﬁedhnr‘:nd

, in Lut one more effort to
make himself heard.

. His knuckles were broken aad bleed-
g, his lips cracked and swullen; hi
voice came out shrilly from his dry and
. body and legs were
mcoumbing to a great weariness that
would not be denied.
( the time at last whea his own
voice no longer dinned into his ears,
when his legs refused to obev the will

F

that commanded them to hoist him

Egon his feet, when he no longor could
t his hands. His spirit was broken at

and he gave the stru and

mbnk l‘lzﬂoor. gc‘idl

around him darkness shut down—
gilence.
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*No,” said Blalock positively, as one
who knows. “I shall never get well

i

“Pleue,"bobfsd. “I am prepared
and I do not think I will be overcomie.
I will be brave.”

Reluctantly, then, she started to ﬂm
the silvered glass in his band. As be
reached out to take it, he stopped, his
handhalf-‘:ay. Th.ib hcw-ﬁa:
genmdwellrét tlnhuufthn
0 deftly had perf delicate opers

E
g
é

Blalock finally extended it, ook the

but steadily, brought
e had «x-

“Don’t take it so hard, doctor,”
mpm ‘“You have boond thm‘

N\ énce and your face
<hows it now. gn in a short time—"
The lie did not come estily, and bher
‘ongue faltered.

“Never mind thet” w Bla-
'nck. “It doesn’t matter now. Send for
stevenson, please.”

The chairman of the Prison Com-
mission came without delay. Com-
nelling himeelf. to ‘conceal the repulsion
he felt at sight of the broken man upon
'h:nl.)ed, be bustled in with forced pleas-
Anmee.

“Stevenson.” said Blalock when final-
ly the other had taken a chair and the
nhqm hadu‘iithdmwni‘h‘;l dayhml some-
thing to you. went
into the dark cell—" .

“Now, now, old man,” soothed Stev-
enson, laying a restraining hand upon
the othu}: arm. “Don't let’s talk about
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that. We abolished it that very day.
Why b up that awful experience of
yours? No one knows about it but the
commission, the warden and your doe-
tor and nurse here. We all are pledged
not to talk abeut it, and the newspapers
didn’t have a line except that you were
taken ill. Let the past take care of it-
self, Blalock, old man, and let us talk
of other things.”

A flash olzold will power shone in

the sick m’:gu.

“No,” he ssid firmly. “No, Steven-
son, the past eannot take care of iteelf.
Bend closer, Stevenson, I must tell you
something, and it seems I'm not strong
%yd to talk out loud.

‘ dl{ I 50 boastfully demanded
that T be locked up in ‘solitary.’ 1
thought I knew n:c:l! and my will
power. I believed I had such con-
trol over my mind and my body that
I could any torture man mig
devise, withowt quailing—despite
knowledge that my conscience was not
the lily-white thing I had led others ¥
believe it was. For, Stevenson, my con-
science was black—as black as hell!
It held the knowledge of .hn.t h.dsin on
my part, a buge wrong t been
done another.

‘“But I had stifled it by my will power
until I believed it a thing that was
that could never throw off the bondage
to which I bad doomed it, and arise
and accuse me. Itwma:tuip;olvethul
wag superior to it eliberately
chose to be lecked up with it where
alone with my thoughts, I could prove
myself the master, once for all.

“For Martin Eilis had shaken my
confidence. Where before I had been
certain I was doubtful, I wanted to
prove him a Bar and .at the same time
satisfv myself that I was a free man
and not the galley slave of that thing
which we call a guilty conscience.

“In that cell, that concience which
I believed I bad killed roee up to show
me it had been but sleeping. Under
other conditiens it might have slept on
indefinitely. In there it overwhelmed
me with a aense of its power and made
me feel that I was about to meet my
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God without even sv much as & veil
which to hide my guilty
thoughe. No matter which way

turned I saw an accusing finger point-
mfa me out of the darkness and the
wlitude was shattered by a voice which
cried out that those who sin must pay
and pay and pay until the slate is w1

dc%n. And 1 had rinned, but 1 bad not

“Consicence it a terrible thing once
it is aroused, Sievenson. It it living
vibrant, and it lashes and scourges untif
it has exacted its toll. That was what
it did o me there in the darkness, alone
and at its meroy, aud with no chance
W escape. And in my agony and fear
1 cursed tho God who bad created me
and saddled me with this thing. I
learned my learon. though, before 1 was
through. .I who had presuined 10 place
my own_puny will above the Great
Eternal Will; 1 who had dared to bLe-
lieve that the great order of things, the
plan by which we all must live and die
must make an exception of me, learned
that I was wrong.

“Martin Ellis is innocent, Stevenson,
and I trust to0 yvou 10 sce that justice is
done. He did not kill Agne: Keller
and I knew it. And1 d.oo‘{ by and let
him be convicted. More, I took the
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stand against him and helped to make
that conviction certain. I told only the
truth in my testimony, but I did not
tell all I knew and what I omitted would
have saved Ellis. 1 did not want 1w
testify at all, but the prosecution refused
to let me take advantage of the co::-
fidential relation which is supposea to
exist between phyrician and patient.
“The state was right in it+ theorv that
the man who strangled Agnes Kellcr
did so  because he was responsible for
her condition and did not wish to marry
her. She came to me in my sudy on
the night she met her death and told
me she had discovered she was about
to become a mother.
She refused-to take any I sug-
od and she said that her child. when
t was born, must have the leﬁd° 1
10 bear the name of its father. at
very night she was lured into an aute-
mobile with the promise that the man
who was 10 blame would take her to a
nearby town and meke her his wife.
But on that lonely country road he

turned upon her and killed her with
his bare ds.

And how do I know these things?
Because, Stevenson, I was the man re-

nsible for her condition, and it was
who killed her!”




