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There’s an Eerie Thrill in

T he Scarlet Night

By WILLIAM SANFORD

R. LANGLEY wa: in love with
D my wife.
his had been very evident
to me for many weeks. ,

was most evident to me that his love
was cntirely reciprocated.

The doctor waz a young and hand-

eome fellow, who bore the reputation of

being more or less ous,
had followed"

-

rought to light, and rumor
had it that he had left etf)lteebm

be was no longer popular there.
The doctor ﬁd a pleasin moul-
itv, however, and a w!:y wltg im that
had the effect of disarming any preju-
dice against him. He was, in brief, a
ladies’ man, soauing all of the little
attentions and flatteries 20 dear to the
heart of women. And he
u]l with a subtle manner of
that made them doubly
The doctor’s practice was fairly large
aud he had also_eucceeded in i

iner for our town. He was deeply in-
terested in his chosen profeszion, and
rtill fascinated by the mecting\-mom.
He owned & handsome touring-car with
which, as I knew, my wife was very
familiar.

My wife was twenty-five — fifteen
years my junior—pretty and with much
charm of manner, of a

certain hardness of nature and lack of
140

sympathy for the suffering of others

unusual in & young woman of zood

an.lf‘ She eane of excellent family,

Gated with good people. L 4=
e

I bad been nomhat addicted to
strong -drink before we were married,
but had to keep it from her
to a ee‘r,t:m extex:t.mSllet knew that I
drank, but thought that it was no more
than many men do at their clubs. Of
my several wild sprees out of town she
had never heard.

We had been married two vears when
Dr. hnggw took up his practice in our
town, and from the moment he made a
professional call on my wife, for some
minor ailment, they had become in-
tensely interested in each other.

My drinking habits had increased,
rather than diminished, since my mar-

, and I no longer made any effort
to occasiond] lurid fits of intoxica-
tion from her. My love for lquor be
camie a2 much a part of my life as food
or sleep. li{ pesition as asristant man-
ager a large wholesale house wae
flix'ly'o :uenul.‘ e!‘::mevmr, and on';d x;ot
easy , whi aps accounted for
the firm still holding mp:.

One cold, bleak evening in Novem-
ber, while I war playring cards at my
club—and, thanke to the rum-runners
who thri in our town, drinking
whitky—I heard a strange’l_v-familiar
voice my name in greeting, and.
looking up, I was overjoyed to behold
an old friend of bygone days, whom I
had not seen in several years. He had
d Off on his way to another city.

‘he time was ripe for a celebration
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s honor of our meetm};. Aly frieud
Kioduged a quart tdask of whi-ky from
s suitcase, sa\'mE that it way du
licate of one he had ulresdy Zumpled,
aud spoke to me of its age, streuﬂ:s
hne quality, and the high price he d
been obliged to puy for it. Thereupon

be presented it to me. I thanked
heurtily und opened the flask, and we
u! drunk a couple of rounds from it.
All of that day. and the day previous,
i had been nking more or less
heavily.

Cards were resumed and we played
until after midnight, when. with many
a handshuke, I bade good-by to my
friend. who wasz obliged to eatch a train
to reach hiz destination the following
noon. The card ﬁp.me beiy broken up
we bad a farewell round of drinkz, an

1 stumbled out into the night.

The cool air zoon revived my zome-
what befuddled brain. Alse, I was soon

shaking with the cold. Remembering

the generous sized flask of whisky in my
pocket, the gift of my friend, I un-
corked it and took a long drink, rejoic-
ing in the fact that the%ade was still
almost two-thirds full.

Reaching home. T went at once to
my bedroom. My wife was seated in a
chair by the window in her dressing-
g‘t;;m Ar I e;;teged. £he t;n andﬁﬁgn-

anv preliminaries of speech, she
acked that I at once give her a divoree
£0 that she might marry Dr. Langler.
She said there was no resson whv I
thould not do this. since I might then
marry some woman who cared for me.

and that she would be bappr with th
man she had learned to iowe. b :

The ehraptnest of her est, to-
gether with the cold. matte::?-‘f’a'ct'way
in which she put it dumfeunded me.
but. hastily regaining my esmposure. T
flatlv refused anv such action. told my
wife that she must remain true to her
marringe vows. and that nothing would
ever induce me to give her the divorce
she wanted. Furthermore. I told her

that the doctor was a scoundrel—that .

many people believed he had murdered
a girl before coming to our town.
At this. myr wife became livid with

fury, accuted me of deliberately be-
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emuchm[g _the doctor’s character be-
cause of jealousy, and declared :he
would never live with me aguin.

The next day, however, she seemed
much changed. She was very agree-
able, even tender, 10 me. We walked
about the little gurden of our home. u3
we had often done in the early days of
our marriage. and I felt confideni: that
the had decided to put the doctor out
of her mind and allow our married life
to go on a: usual.

We chatted pleazantly together at the
dinner table that evening. and as usuul
I t::lank a cup of strong coffee after the
meal.

A few momentz later a heavy drows:i-
nezt came over me and I Kknew no
more.

I AWOKE with a feeling of suffocu-
tion—a: if a thousand tons of weight
were resting on my chest.

1 gasped for breath. I was suffering
torture. All about me was blacknese—
impenetrable blackness. I moved my
hands and encountered boards, above
and on_every side. 'Gradually, to my
numbed senses, tne horrible realization
came to me, and the cold sweat started
out on my bodv—I Aad been buried
alive/ .

The terrible realization had a teu-
dency to clear my mind somewhat, in
spite of the difficulty I encountered in
breathing. I saw it all now. My wife
bhad given me some powerful drug in
my coffee. a drug obtained from the
doctor. They ha f)lanned and plotted
the thing in case I retused to conient
to 2 ‘divorce.

They probably had known I was &till
alive when I was buried. The doctor.
as medical examiner. had filed some
fictitious report of death from natural
cauces, and they had contrived to have
e hasty funeral. How I had managed
to breathe for 20 long in the coffin. while
under the power of the drug. I did not
know. Now that I wa: fully conscious
agiin I felt myself stifiing.

No power of imagination can picture
the horror and torm‘!l'e of mind that my
terrible predicament forced upon me. I
must die a slow, terrible death. whilc
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those who were re<ponsible for the hell-
ish crime enjoyed themselves and went
unpunished. minutes seemed {0
drug into hours, as I lay there strug-
gling for breath.

Suddenly, out of the horrible black
stiliness, I heard a noise above me. Lis-
tening, with every racked nerve on
edwre, I heard it come nearer—nearer.
At first I could not make it out—could
not understand—and then, suddenly,
the truth dawned upon me with a hor
rible intensitv: The body mmatchers
wcere after me for the dimecting-room/

I tried to cry out, but was unable to
make a sound, becauze of my stifling
condition. Ther reached the coffin,
and I heard the zhovel scraping agninst
it. Then I felt myvzelf being slowly
lifted upward, and the coffin was
dumped on the ground.

Now I heard a voice, and my blond
ran cold, for it wae the roice of . Dr.
Langley.

“The drug waz an Oriental one,” he
was sayving. “It cauzes a semblance of
death that lasts a long time, but he
probably died & few: minutes after he
waz buried. I am anxious to dissect
to see what effect such a drug has on
the human body!”

And then, with a terrible shoek, I
heard the voice of my wife:

“I don’t care. Do as you wish. I
hated him from the moment he refused
to give me a divorce. I eould even watch
yvou cut up his body'!”

T struzgled to rize in the coffin.

ing for the breath of life. and then the .

lid waz pried off. und. ummoning all
my dying strength. T e to my feet,
waving my arm+ wildly hack and forth
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and inhaling a great breath of life-giv-
ing night air. .
The doctor let the shovel fall to the
d without a word, and staggered
ck and sank to his knees, while my
wife guve o hideous scream of terror.
Then she :malched a knife from his kit
of dissecting instruments and drew the
razor-sha e across her throat. She
then threw herself upon the prostrate
doctor, her blood drenching his body.

My senzes reeling. I staggered for-
mr(i, tripped over my coffin and fell
swooning to the ground.

IN ONE believe my story. Neither will
> % vou. I have told 1t to them all,
but they will not believe it.

I amina ital, where they tell
me ]I have been for several days. It is

a prizon hospital, where in uni-
fo?m patrol the oorridors,g‘iat even the

sick try to escape.

They ask me if I cannot remember
thet I came home that night from the
club in a blind frensy of drink and
found my wife and Dr. Langlev to-

ether. They tell me that I choked

with such ferocity and strength

that my fingers broke into the flesh of
his neck. They tell me that my wife,
screaming with terror, tried to ezcape,
and that, just as the people in the ad-
sining apartment burst into the room
seized a raror from the bureau and
slashed her throat from ear to ear, and
threw her body, with the blond stream-
ing from the wound, across that of the

doc{or. b ha

Are they going to hang me for thi

duuble crime thgt I did gnot commitl;
They will not believe my story. Yet

every detail of it it az clear to me as

the stars that shine in the heavens




