NOVEMBER, 1842 Cover by Richard Bennaett

NOVELETTE
NURSEMAID TO NIGHTMARES . . . . . Ropert Bloch &

Julius Margate collects horrors the way some people collect starrps

SHORT STORJES

THE HOUND . . . « « « o« « o PFritz Leiber 34
These monsters feed on our fears, thcy halmt us, terronze us

THE CROOKED HOUSE . . . . . « « « Thorne Lee 45
A hunchbacked, brooding ter, this h m'th the twisted soul

THE VICTORY OF THE VITA-RAY . . . . .« Stanton A, Cobleniz 60
Twenty bloodstained bigshots cf history are recalled from eternity

THE GOLDEN BOUGH . . . o David H. Keller 67

In the moonhght the laughing man would come, playmg his Pan-like music
—and she knew she must dance or die

THE GHOST OF THE MODEL T . . . « « . Betsy Emmons 78
This man was stalked by a phantom, the specter of his ﬁrst car

THE CANDLE . . . . Ray Bradbury 83
The proprietor pronounced ‘the candle an tmplement of destruction

THE LIPS OF CAYA WU . . « « « . Frank Owen 90

There was no escape, for octopus l:kc, the Chmarmms schemes
spread out everywhere

HERBERT WEST: REANIMATOR . . . « . H.P. Lovecraft 96
The scientist finds that the quest for the secret of Itfc leads
surely through the grave

THEPOSSESSED ... . . . . . . . « + + .« Alice-Mary Schnirring 100
Some macabre horror was here, changing thns town and the people
in it in appearance as night drew near

THE EVIL DOLL . . . . « « Hannes Bok 107

Was it hypnotism or mtchcralt—she must know for her samty,
her very life depended on the answer

VERSE
THEDEADWORLD . . . . . . . « « « « « « o« Clarence Edwin Flynn 77
INTO FANTASY . . . . . ¢« « ¢« &+ o o« « « « « o« « Maria Moravsky 82

SUPERSTITIONS ANDTABOOS . . . . ¢« « + « « « . . IrwinJ, Weill 58
THE EYRIE AND WEIRD TALESCLUB . . . . . . . . . . « .« « . .120

Except for personal experiences the contents of this magazine is fiction. Any use
of the name of any living person or reference to actual events is purely coincidental

p—

Published bi-monthly by Welrd Tales, 8 Rockefeller Plaza, New York, N. Y. Reentered as second-class matter
January 26, 1040, at the Post Office at New York, N. Y., under the act of March 3, 1879. Single coples, 15 cents.
Ssbaoﬂptm rates: One year in the United States and possessions, 90c¢. Forexg-n and Canadian postage extra.
English Office: Charles Lavell, Limited, 4 Clements Inn, Strand, London, W.C.2, England. The publishers are not
responaible for the loss of unsolicited manuscripts although every care will be taken of such material while in t.helr
possession. Copyright, 1942, by Weird Tales, Copyrighted in Great Britain. -

Title registered in U. S. Patent Office
PRINTED IN THN U. 8. A

D. MGILWRAITH, Editor. LAMONT BUCHANAN, dssociate Editor.



The

ossessed

By ALICE-MARY SCHNIRRING

LOYD JONES swung briskly off the
I train as it wheezed to a stop. The
station platform was somnolent in
the hot August sun; not a porter, not a
ticket-taker was to be seen, even asleep—
as, from his previous visits to Colville, he
had confidently anticipated. Every year for
the past five Lloyd had been spending his
two weeks' vacation in the same little
town; it was quict—almost moribund—
but it relaxed him, and his Welsh ancestry
kept him high-strung enough so that he
welcomed his annual coma, as he called it.
He was rather surprised not to find Joe,
the station-master, inside the little wooden
station that perched totteringly beside the
platform; but concluded that he had prob-
ably stepped “down street” for a quick
one, to counteract the heavy heat. The
Anderson house, where Lloyd always
boarded, was only a matter of a half-mile
from the station; so he hefted his suitcase
and started down the dusty white road.
The heat was stifling. No wonder,
thought Lloyd, as he-passed a handkerchief
(alteady grubby from the stifling train
ride) over his dripping forchead, that all
the villagers seemed to have chosen to re-
main indoors. As he trudged along, it
was almost unendurable to focus his eyes
on the familiar landmarks that he passed.
Waves of heat shimmered up from the
ground and the dust-powdered grass, dis-
torting and subtly veiling the trees and
houses. The effect, he decided, was un-
pleasant. At moments, he could almost be-
lieve that this road which he had traveled
so many times before led to some place he
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had never seen, and would do better to
avoid.

When the Anderson house came into
sight, as he rounded the last curve, the
impression persisted. His memory of it
was of a small, rather shabby frame cot-
tage, with a good bit of shrubbery doing
its best to soften the rather uncompromis-
ing rectangular lines that a small-town
architect had grimly planned. Today, some-
how, the house looked as if it were—well,
crouching; Lloyd felt oddly as if it were
trying to hide behind the trees and bushes.

His relief at being almost there spurred
him along the last remaining yards; and
by the time he had tossed his suitcase onto
the porch, he had regained his spirits.

“Hi!” he called. “Mrs. Anderson! Here
I am again!”

There was no answer. He rattled the
door-knob, and found that the door was
locked. Then, for the first time he looked
around. The house showed almost un-
noticeable signs of neglect, such as a loose
board in the porch (he remembered Mr.
Anderson as a putterer, who would have
had the board nailed securely within five
minutes of noticing it); yet it had the un-
mistakable look of being lived-in. For ex-
ample, one of the upstairs windows was
open, and a curtain was fluttering in it—
a rather dirty curtain, to be sure; but not
with the dirt of complete neglect that an
abandoned house would show. While his
eye was still taking in all these minutiae,
but before his mind had formed any analy-
sis of their meaning, the door was opened.
For a second Lloyd could not quite place



the tall, dark-haired boy; then he shifted
his position to ease his leg, and Lloyd rec-
ognized him as the Anderson’s nephew; a
quiet, intelligent, and likable lad—far
more likable than the Anderson’s own boy,
Charley.

“Hello, Henry!” said Lloyd, with real
pleasure. “Where is everybody? Did you
all forget that the bad penny turns up
every August fifteenth?”

It seemed to Lloyd that Henry looked
startled, with a peculiar undercurrent of a
feeling that defied analysis.

“Why—Mt. Jones,” said Henry, slowly.
“You haven't—no, of course, you haven't
heard. Aunt Martha and Uncle Joe—" he
stopped, and bit his lip, his mouth twisting
almost as if he were going to cry.

“Not—dead?” said Lloyd, unbeliev-
ingly. Henry shook his head.

W hat macabre borror haunted this place .
to double-bar their doors at dusk?

“No, but—worse, in a way,” he mut-
tered, looking at the circles his own toe
was describing painstakingly on the
weather-beaten boards. “They’re both in
Restways.”

For a minute Lloyd was too aghast to
speak. Restways, as he knew well, was an
insane asylum about five miles the other
side of Colville. Suddenly he thought of
Chatley, their boy: was it an hereditary
taint, and, if so, should the two youngsters
be living all alone here, in this deserted
place?

“What about Charley?” he finally asked,
his voice sounding hoarse from shock.
“Are you two living here all alone?”

“Charley”—and now, for a second,
Henry looked fleetingly at him. There was
a tiny pause before he went on, and some-
thing—a flash—that Lloyd could not an-

. . @ horror that caused the townspeople
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alyze looked at him out of Henry's eyes.
He looked down again, and it was gone.
“Charley—disappeared, one night last
spring. Nobody ever knew where he went,
or why; and it was that night that Aunt
Martha and Uncle Joe went—went—" his
voice faltered, and stopped.

_THE whole thing had a macabre, night-

mare quality to Lloyd. A mysterious
disappearance, two cases of insanity fol-
lowing right on its heels, and this fiftecn-
year-old boy alone in an empty house; un-
tended, uncared-for? What were the vil-
‘lagers thinking about, that none of them
had taken the boy into one of their homes?
His lips tightened, and, decisively, he
picked up his bag with one hand, and took
Henry's arm in firm, reassuring grasp with
the other. “Come on,” he said. “We're
going inside and talk this over.”

It seemed to him that Henry's steps
dragged a little; that there was some re-
luctance in him to enter the house; but he
came uncomplainingly. The house, to
Lloyd's keen nostrils, had a musty smell—
natural enough, with only an adolescent to
do the housekeeping (or ignore it); but
beneath that was another, almost inde-
finable odor, that was extremely repugnant.
It was—he sniffed—yes! a fishy smell.
Fishy in every sense, his Welsh instinct
told him; without, however, telling him
just why. He only knew that he felt un-
easy.

He turned left, into the little parlor, and
put down his suitcase. The fishy smell
was fnot so apparcnt, once out of the front
hall; and he threw open a window to air
out the room completely. Then, drawing
Henry down on the couch beside him, he
elicited the boy’s story.

Boiled down, the essence of it was just
about what Henry had said: one evening
Charley Anderson had been in the house—
had, in fact, gone to bed—and the next
morning, when Henry had come down-
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stairs to breakfast, he had found his aunt
and uncle in Charley’s bedroom, but no
Charley. His bed was empty, and the
covers wrenched off it: some of them even
torn. The Andersons (and the words, as
he haltingly told Lloyd about this, seemed
to be dragged out of the boy by some ter-
rible, hysterical inner compulsion) were
crouched in the far corner of the big, airy
room. The window was wide open, and a
driving Spring rain was blowing in, soak-
ing them both to the skin (they were in
their night clothes); but they were oblivi-
ous to it. Uncle Joe’s face was buried in
his hands, as if to shut out some sight too
appalling to bear: ever since, his attendants
has been unable to draw his hands away
from his eyes for longer than a couple of
seconds. Aunt Martha was shivering un-
controllably; at first, Henry said, the neigh-
bors whom he had run to fetch thought
that it was from the drenching rain; but
that was nine weeks ago, and she still
shivered. Sometimes she screamed.

Lloyd felt a sick horror as the boy's story
slowly, sometimes word by word, drew to
its closc. He kept his eyes on Henry’s face
while he spoke; and, slowly a feeling grew
in him that Henry was deliberately with-
holding something from him. It could, of
course, be only that the shock he had sus-
tained—and Lloyd remembered that he
was a sensitive, artistic boy—was so great
that his mind simply refused to bring cet-
tain aspects of that shock to light; but,
underneath that, Lloyd sensed a deeper
withdrawal, and something else—some-
thing that he was unable to put a name to.

Not until later that night did illumina-
tion suddenly come to him. He had in-
sisted on taking Henry for a short walk to
the village, in the dusk, when the heat was
not quite so stifling, in order to buy a few
provisions. They had seen few people,
and those that they did see seemed in a
hurry to get indoors. A couple of them
whom Lloyd remembered from previous
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summers spoke to them, pleasantly enough,
but with an abstraction that was entirely
foreign to the easy-going, inquisitive,
friendly Colville folk. At five-thirty, the
grocer, Mr. Simms, was preparing to close
his shop; and usually in summer the shop
—which was the equivalent of the local
forum, where the village wits and political
sages foregathered until late in the evening
—stayed open until nine or nine-thirty
every night.

Tonight there were only two other peo-
ple in Simms’, and they showed no inten-
tion of lingering.

Simms’ rubicund face showed new lines
and looked oddly grayish in the late after-
noon light. His greeting to Lloyd was
friendly, but he showed none of his usual
disposition to engage him in lengthy, ram-
bling conversation; in fact, he served him
with remarkable alacrity, and almost
shoved the two of them toward the door
when the order was tucked away in big
brown paper bags; following them out and
locking the door. “Well, g'night, Lloyd,”
he said, over his shoulder. “Gotta get
home quick, now—Mary gets worried if
I'm not in well before dark.”

Puzzling over this, Lloyd turned to
Henry, A sudden realization came to him
of how much he had matured since the
summer before. Then, he had been a lanky,
almost shy lad—except with four or five of
his contemporaries, over whom he had
seemed to exert a strong influence: Lloyd
remembered, vaguely, that Henry had been
the leader of some boys’ club—now, as he
strode along beside him, he seemed to have
taken on a dignity and force that his limp
in no measure impaired. It was apparent
that he was quite capable of taking care
of himself, even in the empty Anderson
house, with its dreadful associations. But
it suddenly came to Lloyd—he should not
be that self-reliant. It was abnormal, not
only for a boy his age, no matter how much
older he might seem, but for any human

103

being who had been through such an cx-
perience.

That was when the light first began to
come to him.

While he was tempted to bring the mat-
ter to a showdown as quickly as possible,
his instinct warned him against forcing the
issue; but, by means of one or two subtle
questions, he strengthened his own feeling
that Henry knew, very well, what was at
the back of the whole thing, and in that
Lloyd included the changed atmosphere of
the village.

Now, Lloyd was anxious to delay, even
by a little, their return to the Anderson
house; while Henry seemed to be quick-
ening his slightly halting stride. A con-
viction grew in the older man that the
roots of this ugly plant lay in the house.
As the shadows lengthened, the boy’s man-
ner changed, too; his profile at times
looked almost hawk-like.

“Hold up a minute, Henry,” Lloyd said
abruptly. “There’s a stone in my shoe.”

Henry tossed his head back impatiently,
as if about to say something, but tightened
his lips and waited, though with a rather
poor grace.

Lloyd sat down by the roadside, and
shook an imaginary pebble from his left
shoe. Suddenly, out of the corner of his
eye he saw something which shocked him.

HE town behind him seemed to have

taken on an unfamiliar aspect. When
he looked straight down the road there it
was, just as they had left it some twenty
minutes before; but on either side of the
road there appeared to be oddly-shaped
buildings and a landscape entirely foreign
both to him and the contour of the country.
When he looked sharply at either side of
the road, however, the placid fields and
trees, with here and there a farmhouse,
were as they had been; but on the edge of
his range of vision, where the town itself
should be, seemed to be strange towers



104

and battlemented walls. It was as if a pic-
ture had been projected, superimposed
upon an already existing landscape. And
Lloyd knew, deep within himself, that this
was not only a trick of the light.

Now he was in a hurry to get back to
the house, even with this companion. For
by now there was no question but that his
companion was an entirely different per-
sonality from the boy whose shoe had
traced ncrvous circles on the weather-
beaten porch floor, only a few hours
=arlier.

They covered the remaining half-mile to
the cottage in silence. When they arrived
Lloyd took the food to the kitchen, made
sandwiches, and brought them back to the
living-room, only to find that Henry had
disappeared. He went into the hall, in-
tending to see if he were in his room when,
inexplicably, he scemed to hear the tramp
of mailed feet (the phrase sprang unbid-
den into his mind) outside the door, and
low voices. For a moment panic had him
in its grip; then, mastering it, he went to
the door and threw it open.

He almost laughed in his relief and self-
ridicule when he saw the four boys stand-
ing there. They looked familiar to him,
and in a moment he placed them as the
members of the club which Henry had
formed, although their names, except for
one, eluded him.

“Joe Domenico, isn't it?” he smiled.
I know the rest of you, too, but I don't
remember your names. Wait a minute—
vou'rc the Daniels boy—Billy, that's it.
Looking for Henry? I think he’s in his
room. Wait, I'll call him for you.”

With a sense of surprise he heard him-
self almost babbling. The contrast of these
four normal, healthy youngsters with his
own dark imaginings had, he thought
wryly, affected him so that he sounded like
the village idiot. He stepped back in the
doorway, saying, “Come on in,” as the
Domenico boy said, gravely and courte-
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ously, “Good evening. Thank you, we go
up. We are expected.”

The four of them, with no other greet-
ing, filed past him and up the stairs, dis-
appearing from his view at the landing
where they turned left. All his forebod-
ings flooded back as he watched them.
They, too, locked much older than he re-
membered them—and surely more serious,
cven stern, than was natural for boys of
their age?

E WAITED for half an hour; then, as
<& quietly as possible, ascended the stairs.
Henry's room was on the top floor, he
recalled; a little attic room. Even with the
whole house to choose from, it was ap-
parent he was still there, because voices
issued from behind its closed door, and
light poured from the cracks. Almost hold-
ing his breath, Lloyd crept along the hall
until he was right outside the door. He
could hear, now, as plainly as if he were
in the room; but the voices sounded almost
like those of strangers; even Henry’s voice,
which retained only enough of its ordinary
timbre to be recognizable. It was Henry
who was speaking.

“—from you, Andrus. But Thorvia must
be governed, and Fiero is the logical lord.
Remember, it bounds Maglar all along the
northeastern border. Moreover, we all
trust Fiero not to misuse his greater
strength, do we not?”

There was a chorus of “Aye,” that
nevestheless sounded dissatisfied; from
which one voice emerged. Lloyd thought
it was probably the Domenico boy, from
the slight accent.

“We trusta Fiero, Kirwan, but we like-a
him, too. Thorvia is no place for one
whom you like.”

Henry's voice sounded almost angry. “I
tell you, Horvath—and you, Andrus, Fiero
and Shira—as I have told you before:
Thorvia is no more dangerous than any
other part of Draconia. This—the danger
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isn’t localized.” Half under his breath,
he added, grimly, “I wish it were.”

There was a moment’s silence, then a
new voice spoke up. “Kirwan, I crave
leave to speak.”

“Speak, then, Fiero.” Henry—or Kir-
wan—had a note of resignation in his
voice.

“I have only one question, Kirwan, but
one that we all want answered. Can you
eliminate the danger—or even control it?”

This time there was a long pause be-

fore Kirwan replied. When he did, it was
in a low voice, almost a whisper.

“I don't know. I tried inking out the
swamp” (Lloyd frowned in puzzlement; it
didn’t seem to make sense) “but—the
next day the smell was there, stronger than
ever. Although nothing has happened
since, I am afraid—" He fell silent.

“You are afraid,” said Horvath’s voice,
slowly. “That the danger still exists.”

“Yes.”

With sudden decision Lloyd opened the
door and stepped into the room. For a
fleeting second he had an impression of
five men seated around a council table,
with a large map spread open upon it; and
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a glimpse of dark-vaulted ceilings and
echoing stone corridors. Then it was gone,
and all that remained was five angry and
startled boys, and a map spread out on the
table. In a split second Henry had seized
the map and rolled it up and risen to his
feet.

“What are you doing here?” he asked,
in a cold, furious voice. Lloyd looked
steadily at him.

“I don’t know what you have been up
to, but I gathered that you are in very

great need of help,” he said, cqually
coldly. “You had better tell me what the
danger is. I am right in thinking that this
will explain what happened to the Ander-
sons, I imagine?”

Kirwan returned his look. When he
finally spoke there was a white, drawn
look around his mouth. “Yes,” he said
briefly. “Sit down.”

He put the map on the table, but before
unrolling it looked in turn at each of the
others. He seemed to question them, si-
lently; and each one slowly inclined his
head. Not until the last one had re-
sponded, was the map unrolled.

Only a half-hour later Lloyd knew all
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that there was to be known. He knew
why Charley Anderson had disappeared,
and why his parents were in an asylum.
He knew, too, why the townspeople were
at home behind barred doors when dusk
fell; and he knew that it was not a trick
of his vision that had shown him towers
and battlements hazily superimposed upon
little Colville that afternoon.

And he knew what the unpleasant odor
m the hallway was.

Although he felt sick he spoke quietly
in a controlled voice. “There’s only one
thing to do. You will have to burn the
map.”

He was looking at dark Horvath (no
longer did he even think of them by the
names they had been christened), who had
impressed him as being the most level-
headed of them all, including Kirwan;
and Horvath stirred, with a hcavy sigh,
and said, “Yes. I think that, too.” The
others started to nod in agreement, when
they were brought up short by Kirwan’s
voice.

“"No!” he said. He was standing, lean-
ing on onc hand that pinned the map to
the table.

“No!” he said again, his voice hoarse
and rasping. “You can’t! It's—it’s not
just 2 map; it's more than that. You can’t
destroy it! It would be like—destroying
#5.” Behind the intensity of his look was
something else. Could it be fear?

“I know,” Lloyd answered him quietly.
“But that’s why it must be done. This is—
out of hand, Kirwan. You can’t control it
now. Do you think I noticed nothing this
afternoon? In the village? And right
now—" he broke off long enough to go
to the door and open it. The fetid, fishy
smell was stronger than before.

“Close the door!” Kirwan commanded
him fiercely. Lloyd complied, but turned,
facing him, to say, “You see? How long
do you think it will be before thas turns
on you?”
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The sensitive face across the table was
twisted and dead white. Finally, in a tone-
less voice, he spoke. “All right. Do it
now, if it must be done; quickly.”

Lloyd held out his hand for the map,
which Andrus passed to him; reached into
his pocket for matches; struck one, and lit
the corner of the map. Kirwan sank into
his chair, shaking from head to foot in
long, nervous tremors, and buried his face
in his hands.

The map curled and shriveled, as the
flame, colorless in the glare of the light,
silently gnawed its black, consuming path
over the delicate draughtsmanship. It
burned rapidly, giving off great puffs of
dark smoke; in the smoke Lloyd had the
illusion that he could see the ghosts of
strange flowers and animals, the flash of a
red cloak here, a glint of armor there;
stone towers, marching ranks of men—
all swirling faster and faster, around and
around in a smoky spiral—and suddenly,
the last bit of black ash fell to the floor,
consumed, and it was all gone.

For a moment longer, they were all im-

- mobile; then Lloyd slowly went to the

door and opened it. Fresh, sweet air flowed
in from the stair-well. He turned to the
five boys, smiling.

“Well, Henry—that does it,” he said.
Almost as one, the other four drew deep,
trembling breaths; but Henry, his head pil-
lowed on his arms, did not stir.

“Look, boy—don’t take it so hard,” said
Lloyd. He went over, awkwardly putting
a consolatory hand on his shoulder; then,
suddenly, he stiffened. “Henry!” he said
sharply. The four boys drew closer; ir-
relevantly, he noticed how young and colt-
ish they looked.

He tilted back the quiet head, which of-
fered no resistance. Henry's face, too,
looked very young again, and very peace-
ful with its closed eyes. The little breeze
from the open door blew ashes across the
floor.
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