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ENEATH a scrawny tree, two
shadowy figures stood whisper-
ing. :

‘‘He has bought the place, and says
that he will stay,”” growled the first.

““He must be removed by the thir-
teenth. You know the law!”’

““I will find a way. Give me Num-
ber Three to help.”’

‘I will see Three tonight, . .
lence forever.”’

¢“The Five supreme, " answered the
first shadow.

His voice, as he finished, ascended
in pitch to a ridiculous squeak.

Solemnly saluting, the two melted
away into the darkness,

8i-

SEVEN nights later, John Keifer
crashed wildly out of his house
and sped over the dank lawn before
it, screaming like a man who is totter-
ing on the brink of insanity. Then
his fect found the weed-inerusted
brick walk, which, strangely enough,
afforded him some relief. As he was
a man of courage, his cries subsided
and he turned and looked behind him
at the place he called home. Above
him it loomed, weird, menacing. Over
to the left, a green slit of window be-
tra);eicé the library he had left so hur-

riedly. John Keifer shuddered. Hs
was cold-as well as afraid, for he was
attired in only his bathrobe and sktip-
pers. Suddenly he:faged about, dnd
with & wary eye over one shouldpr,
marched off down the road, fearfd
at every step that a something would
drift from that evil room to stranglé
him,

Before he had taken a dozen step#
he stopped and listened. Drawing
nearer, another pair of feet rasped
the pavemeut. Keifer wished with
all his soul that he had a gun or a
pocket-knife or a club, or anything
that would lend comfort to 2 man on
a lonesome road at a lonely hour 6f
the night. His spirits had acquired
such a pessimistic hue that the posau-
bility of the newcomer being ariyone
else than a thug never. entered hiy
head. Whoever he was, he must pasy
under that street lamp.

‘*Ah!”" sighéd Keifer. Next door
neighbor, .and in his hand an ugly
cane! No doubt, aroused by the tur-
moil, he had come down the road to
investigate. Keifer knew him slight-
ly, but at this moment felt sweep over
him a great wave of fondness, almost
affection, for this man.

¢‘Smith,’’ he said, ‘T am certainly
glad to see you."’
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He earnestly shook Smith’s hand.

““Um-m,"”” replied Smith. Keifer
thought he could read in his eyes the
guspicion that he, Keifer, had been
drinking. Perhaps Smith had never
formed a habit of meeting elderly
gentlemen attired in bathrobes prom-
enading the streets in the chill hours
of the morning. John was irritated
anyway, feeling as undignified and
helpless as a man in a barber chair;
and so he condemned Smith’s lack of
confidence, swearing and cursing flu-
ently.
Smith stared at him a moment, torn
betweon the desire to laugh and rage
at Keifer’'s scathing remarks,

“I didn’t say a word about drink,
my friend. Let me help you home to
bed.”’

‘“No—No! For the love of heaven
don’t go near that house!’*

. He spoke with sauch feeling that
Bmith was impressed. Keifer saw his
advantage, and seized Smith’s arm.

. “’Come on. 1f you'll put me up for
the night 1’1l tell you all about it."*

This last remark was a bribe. He
Imew that Smith, being a lawyer, must
have a well developed bump of curi-
oxity. Whether the bump conecerned
itself with spirits of the earthly ar
heavenly variety troubled him not at
all if it would put any roof over his
head but his own. A moment’s
thought, and Smith nodded assent to
John’s proposal. His was not the
whole-souled, back-slapping cordiality
of the usual host, for he felt rather
doubtful of John. and feared that he
might prove troublesome before long.

After a short walk, they reached
Smith’s home, a small place that ra-
diated a cozy, common-sense atmos-
phere, and made Keifer feel leas skep-
tical about the solidity of the aniverse.
Smith brought Keifer into his den.
Keifer knew that it was his den, for
the walls of the room looked as if
they had been transplanted from a
sporting-goods store. Drawing chairs
up to a newly-awakened fire, Smith
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reached a box of cigars from under a
table, When he had enveloped him-
self in a cloud of soothing Havana
smoke, he spoke to Keifer.

‘‘Now for the story. Tomorrow is
Sunday, and I can aleep late, so you
can go as far as you like.’’

Keifer seemed to be dreaming with
liis eyes open. The ash on his cigar
grew long, and finally fell, a tiny gray
heap, upon the carpet. Sharp-eyed
Smith noted that his hand trembled.
He began abruptly.

‘‘Mgybe you think I've been drink-
ing. But I haven’t. Don’t use liquor,
for most of my life has been spent in
the tropies where such a thing would
be suicidal. No more than any other
man, I’ve never believed in ghosts or
such stuff. But tonight. . . .”’

Eyes dark with thought, Keifer
seemed to be staring through Smith
into the past. Smith squirmed un-
easily. Then Keifer again took up his
story, a tinge of horror in his voice.

““1 live by myself, and work into
the small hours of the morning upon
a book I am writing. Several nights
ago there came three taps on my win-
dow, and the door behind my back
swung open. It was touched by no
living man, for I was in the hall be-
fore anyone could have gotten away.
Next night, at the same hour, the same
thing happened. This time I had the
window curtains drawn apart, and
could see that no one touched the
glass. Tonight after the taps, and
after the door had opened, I became
conscious of a presence behind me.
Perhaps you know the feeling. A sort
of sixth sense is the cause of it. I
forced myself to turn and look. There

stood a huge, shapeless, grinning
black thing, with bands outstretched
for my throat.

“1 suppose I played the baby. My
nerves are unstrung anyway from a
fever I picked up in the South. For
the time I became a howling lunatic
with but one thought: to get out of
that room and get out quick T felt
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like a man in a nightmare —paralyzed,
could hardly lift my feet. 1 lmew
that the monster behind me was gain-
ing in leaps and bounds, . . . About
the time I came to myself, you hap-
pened along.”’

Keifer relapsed into glum silence,
and Smith, between puffs, studied
him. Smith was no fool, and could
see that he was entertaining a man of
intelligerice, perhaps a celebrity in a
small way. Then he cross-examined
Keifer. Bit by bit he took his story
apart and serutinized the pieces care-
fully.

‘‘Got any servants?’’ he questioned.

‘‘I told you T hadn’t.”’

‘“‘Seen anybody wandering around
vour place lately ?’’

‘‘No. Bome time ago. though, T
chased away an Italian.’’

‘“What! An Italiant’’

“*Yes. Nothing peculiarabout that.
He said that he had come up from the
railroad, and as he didn’t know my
house was occupied, was taking a short
cut through to town. ‘You kmow ‘my
grounds run back near a mile to the
railroad.”’

‘‘Hum-m," grunted Smith. ‘‘There
may be something in this. You see,
there’s a story—Oh, rats! It’s im-
possible. We’ll look over things in
the morning.”’

VER an excellent breakfast. Kei-

fer met Smith’s wife, a fluffy lit-
tle creature, who, true to the nature
of woman, viewed the events of. the
night before from en alarmingly su-
perstitious angle. Blue eyes wide with
excitement, she told of the man who
had last lived in Keifer’s home. He
had heen an artist.  With his wife
he lived in a sort of modest comfort.
Then one day he returned home to
learn that his wife had cast her lot
with another man who could give her
fine clothes. He promptly hanged him-
self in the attic and his body hungun-
discovered for five daya.

TALES

‘“And ever since,’”’ she finished,
‘‘his epirit has haunted that house.
That’s what they say, anyway.’’

This sad tale added to Keifer’s
downeast spirits. He hurriedly
gulped down a cup of hot coffee to
hide his emotion. Smith's wife
seemed troubled.

‘‘But that'’s not the worst of it,””
she beg:m, *“I dom’t know how tNlG
it is—"’

Happening to glance at her hns~
band, she stopped suddenly, for he
was madly motioning her to be silent.

‘‘As far as ghosts are concerned,'’
Smith interrupted, ““I am a skeptie.
Let’s take a look at your haunted
house.”’

Pushing back their chairs. and re~
inforeing themselves with the #riend.
ly aroma of several.more of Smith's
cigars, they sanntered off down- the
road om .their ghost hunt, Gray-
headed Ke:fvr, attired in a dashingly
modern suit of Smith’s clothes, mades
an appearance that would hasve givén
a tailor the nightmare.

“‘Gloomy old place,”’ Smith ven-
tured, surveying Keifer’s home with
dxsfavor

Keifer said nothing, His eyes
seemed to reflect the melancholy stdre
of its vacant windows. Smith sudden«
ly became interested in a scrawny tit«
tle tree abresst the library. He exam.
ined its bark, and then followed Kei-
fer through the French window that
had served as a means of hasty exit
the night before.

The room had the earmarks that
sometimes betray a bachelor establigh-
ment : papers thrown about, dust, and
a general air of untldmess The
green student lamp was etill burning
its sickly glow battling hopelessly with
a glorious burst of sunshine from tha
uncurtained windows. Smith took in-
ventory of the room, walking around,
hands in pockets, and tinally arriving
at the windows,
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¢“0-ho!’”’ he cried, with the air of
a8 man who has just made a significant
discovery.

He stepped through the window on
to the porch, and picked from the win-
dow pane a tiny, flattened white ball.

‘‘Hard dough,”’ he pronounced,
after tasting it.

Then he rummaged around under
the window and found several similar
balls. Keifer took little interest in
his strange antics, but Smith seemed
greatly encouraged.

o me to that door,”” he com-
manded, ‘‘the one that opens.’’

Keifer pointed to the door. Smith
turned the knob and then released it.
The door, of its own weight, swung
ponderously open. Leaving a gap of
perhaps a foot, it stopped, and Smith
stepped into the murky hallway. As
his eyes became accustomed to the
gloom, he discerned towering walls
covered with moldy tapestries, and, in
the foreground, & massive flight of
stairs. The floor end stairway were
hidden beneath a heavy carpeting into
which his feet sank without sound.

_ Keifer stood behind Smith in the
doorway, and Smith moved aside to
allow him to pass, taking his hand
from the knob on the outside of the
door. To his surprize, his fingers stuck
to its lower surface. He examined the
kmnob, picking from it several wads of
& dark, sticky substance.

‘“Ah-ha!’”’ he announced another
discovery. ‘‘Do you chew gum?’’ he
asked Keifer, who scowled at this
seemingly irrelevant remark.

L‘No!ll

‘‘Then how come you’ve got it stuck
all over your door knob1’’

‘“Maybe that artist’s wife—’"

“‘No artist’s wife ever enjoyed this
gum, although I’d believe it of her,
It’s soft and sticky. You know how
gum hardens in a few days after it's
been chewed.”’

. “‘Uh-huh,’’ vaguely answered Kei-
er,

Smith went down on his hands and
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knees to search the floor. His fingers
plunged into a small, round hole.

‘““What's this?'’ he asked.

‘“It leads to the basement,’’ Keifer
explained. ‘‘Used to be a speaking
tube there, I believe. Here’s another
one, if you get any pleasure out of
them.”’

He pointed to a similar hole in the
well running into the library at the
height of his head.

Smith sat down on the floor, staring
in turn at the door knob and at the
two holes.

‘‘Item number two for the little
black book,’’ he murmured softly.

They went back into the library.

‘“Where did you see that ghost?’’
he questioned.

Keifer indicated the spot.

‘It seemed to be between that tap-
estry and my chair.”’

Smith inspected the tapestry, which
occupied nearly one-half of the wall
opposite the windows. It was of a
faded yellow, the figures traced on its
surface so blurred that they seemed
to blend into the background. He
sounded the wall behind it, finding it
as honestly solid as any wall should
be.

‘‘Sure you had all the doors and
windows locked?’’

‘“Locked and double-bolted after
that first night.’’

‘“Why didn’t you lock that hall
door—the one with the chewing-
gummed knob1’’

Keifer hesitated.

‘““Put it down to stubbornness, if
you like. No man or beast ever before
bluffed me. If anything wanted to
come through that door, it could, and
I would settle matters with it on this
gide. I was knocked off my belance,
but leaving that door unlocked pre-
served some of my self-respect.”’

*‘I see,”’ nodded Smith.

CAREFUL examination of dust-
coated window sills and floors
throughout the house failed to discov-
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er traces of a midnight prowler. The
dining-room looked as if it had been
unused for decades. A huge, pol-
ished surface table occupied the cen-
ter of the room, and in one cormer
stood a massive clock. After examin-
ing the dust-coated table top and the
motionless ‘clock pendulum, Smith
shook his head in relief. Finally he
asked to see the basement. Keifer led
the way down a flight of rickety steps.

Smith stood on a box and tried the
window. It swung noiselessly open.
He tried to squeeze through. Had his
body been several inches less in diame-
ter he might have made .it. But al-
though Smith was not a large man,
passage for him through that window
was _as effectually barred as if the
window had never existed. He face-
tiously shook his finger at it.

““You could tell tales,”’ he whis-
pered.

Then Smith prowled about in the
semi-darkness until he found a pyra-
mid of boxes in the center of the floor.
‘With a lighted match he examined the
topmost box, snorting at what he saw.
He snorted again in much the same
way when he shifted his gaze to the
ceiling directly overhead.

‘““All right. Let's go.
down here.”’

Again in the library he seated him-
self opposite Keifer, who was sourly-
frowning.

‘“Has anybody got a live, healthy
grudge against you?’’ queried Smith.

‘““Not to my knowledge.’’

Smith's manner became grave.

‘“You said you were in the tropics.
Did you ever have anything to do with
the Camorrat’’

No more

‘““Well, all this looks to me like the
work of some filthy foreign secret so-
ciety. I'll tell you what I make of
it. Two persons are running this
thing, and they certainly show diabol-
ical cunning. One of them crawls
through that cellar window—don't
ask me how, He kneads a wad of
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chewing gum between his jaws. Up the
cellar steps he goes, and along the car-
pet in your hall. 'When he reaches
the door, ke takes from his pocket a
piece of cord like this, which I found
on the cellar floor. He buries one
efid of the cord in the gum, and sticks
it to the door knob in such a way that
when the cord is run through that
hole in the floor, and he yanks on it
from his perch on the pile of boxes in
the basement, the knob turns and the
door swings open. A harder tug will,
of course, detach the cord from the
gum, and almost destroy all evidence.
1 suppose the fellow in the basement
starts the fireworks from his end when
he hears the taps on the window.”’

‘‘But, my friend,”’ said Keifer,
‘‘who tapped on the window, and
how '’

‘“‘“Very simple,”’ assumed Smith,
feeling that he had the raw material
of a clever detective. ‘‘It struck me
all in a flash. He used a blow-gun, or
a beanshooter, so that he wouldn't
make any noise, and shot dough balls
at your window from that tree out-
side. Its bark is scraped off in places,
showing that somebody climbed it. re-
cently. Here are several of the wads
of dough, and the chewing gum I
picked off the knob. See the track
of the cord in the gum, and notice how
that ball was flattened on one side
when it hit your window?’’

‘‘But how about the black mon-
ster?’’ queried Keifer, leaning back in

his chair. ‘‘That will take a lot of
explaining.’’
‘“Yes, it will. I suggest that we let

it rest for a while. But there’s some-
thing I think I'd better tell you.
Several months ago, before you moved
in, two boys were taking the short
eut through your place from the rail-
road. They saw lights in the dining
room, and peeped through the shut-
ters to see wha was inside. What they
saw frightened them half to death.
Around a table stood five black-robed
figures, all watching the clock, which
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had begun to strike twelve. They
didn’t wait to see more, but ran for
their lives. The next day, feeling bold-
er perhaps, they went back. They
fourd the back door open, the dust
rubbed off the dining-room table, and
the clock going. That’s the story they
told. Somehow I never put much
faith in it until today. Then, too, &
neighbor, walking past, swore he saw
lights in the dining-room. The funny
part of it is, the lights were seen each
time on the thirteenth of the month.
Tonight is the thirteenth.’’

‘““Well, what shall we do about it?"’

‘““We'd better wait for them. I
think you’ve got mixed up with a
gang of cut-throats who have made
this house their hang-out, probably
because they know it’s avoided as be-
ing haunted. They’re playing with
you in cat-and-mouse fashion.’’

‘‘Yes, we’ll wait. This isn’t Italy.
I'll see if a man can be chased out of
his own home.”’

The more Keifer thought about it
the angrier he got. Blue veins ap-
peared in his face, and he gripped
the arms of his chair spasmodically.

After talking a while, they left, din-
ing at Smith’s table. Night was fall.
ing when they returned for their
vigil. Before leaving home. Smith
had carelessly dropped a revolver into
his pocket. Keifer outlined their
plan of action, and prepared the stage
for the coming of the villain. He left
the windows unlatched, and lit the
green student lamp. Smith he seated
in a corner so that he could not be
seen from outside, Then he placed
himself at his desk, where he worked
furiously, from time to time delving
into weighty volumes piled within
reach of his arm. Onee his coat swung
against the arm of his chair, giving
forth a metallic thud, which is foreign
to the habits of an ordinary coat un-
der such circumstances.

*‘Gun,’’ breathed Smith. )

The silence was broken only by the
furious scratching of Keifer’s pen.
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As time wore on, the tension in-
creased, until Smith felt an insane
desiré to jump to his feet and yell. He
had wound the clock in the dining
room, and it boomed out the passing
hours: Eight —nine —ten—eleven—

Then came Keifer’s hushed voice,
almost a whisper. His lips scarcely
moved, and the pen scratched on.

‘‘Ready, I heard a step.'’

Smith started violently. Time
passed and nothing happened. Sud-
denly there came a tap on the window
Then another and another. The door
Imob jerked, squeaked, and the door
slowly swung on its hinges. Smith
felt that he would strangle from the
furious throbbing of the pulses in his
throat. He awaited the signal from
Keifer, whose actions portrayed the
most abject terror. Then a long cone
of light shot out from the tree before
the window, and rested on the tapes-
try—Keifer’s black monster!

o OW!"” barked Keifer, whirling
in his chair and leaping for the
window.,

Smith by his side, he raced for the
little tree. For an instant the light
glinted on two drawn revolvers. Then
it was extinguished, and there came a
seraping sound. Rounding a clump
of bushes, they saw a shadowy figure
flying diagonally across the lawn to-
ward a walk that led to the back of
the house. Keifer sank his fingers in-
to his compamion’s wrist. Crazed by
the man hunt, Smith had raised his
gun to shoot.

Back toward the rear of the house
they sped, feet crunching on the grav-
el walk. When they reached the end
of the path, the fugitive in front was
joined by another, who must have
come from the basement. The four
crashed wildly down the garden, leap-
ing bushes, dodging trees, the gap be-
tween them narrowing but a trifle. A
pale moon cast patches of ghostly
light through the trees. It was like a

‘scene taken froim a fairy book, demons
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pursued by the forees of good, for the
twa in the lead fled soundlessly, and
were black from head to foot. Sud-
denly one of the demons half turned
and hurled something at Smith’s
head. He caught it as it flew by, and
as he ran, examined it, finding it to
be an electric flashlight.

Then the fugitives curved to the
left, and a patch of fire, a winking red
eye, appeared. It rapidly drew near-
er. Keifer was in the lead. In a mo-
ment the two in front came within the
glare cast by the flames of & camp fire.
Keifer grunted, ‘' There’s the rest of
’em,’’ and forced more speed from
his aching legs. Anger had given him
endurance.

Then one of the demons shouted,
“Run, Ran! Old whiskers is after
us,’’ and upon the last word his voice
rose to a ridiculous squeak after the
fashion of & boy whose voice is chang-
ing.

Keifer and Smith, upon their heels,
smashed through the brush, and out
into a little clearing. In the center
was a fire, and over the fire a pot was
bubbling. Three black-robed figures
rose to their feet to flee. But it was
too late.

“‘Stop, or I'll drill you!'’ snarled
Keifer, waving his revolver.

Smith came alongside, and exhibit-
ed his artillery. Simultaneously the
five halted, and ten hands went into
the air.

““Tear off that black stuff, and let’s
have & look at you!’’ commanded Kei-
fer.

The five obediently struggled 2 mo-
ment, and off came the black, sack-
like garments, revealing five boys,
ghest-white,

*‘Sainted godmother!’’ cried Smith,
breaking the silence.

Keifer’s face changed expression.
Then he replaced his gun in his
pocket, and sat down upon a log, and
laughed, long, loud, and heartily. He
slapped and slapped his knee. It
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seemed tied to his voice, for at every
slap there ceme a fresh burst of guf-.
faws,

‘‘Did—did you kids work that knob
and do all those things?’’ ventured
Smith.

‘“Uh-huh,”?

liw’hy,,’

‘“Well, we wanted to scare ole man
—Mister Keifer outa here by making
him think his house was haunted.”’

‘‘But why scare him out?”’

‘“Well, you see—this is the Silent
Five, and we meet at twelve mid-
night on the thirteenth of every month
in the old haunted house. Tonight’s
the thirteenth, and we couldn’t meet
with him there—he wouldn’t let us.”

‘“You cold-blooded, ruthless scoun-
drels,’’ Keifer gurgled.

Things weren’t clear to Smith yaet.

‘“How did you make that black
monster?’’ he asked.

The boy smiled wanly.

“I read it in a library book. Flash
that light in your hand.”’

Smith pressed the button, and then
he had the answer to the riddle. The
light was fitted with double lenses,
and on the inner lens was painted a
miniature of Keifer’s ghost.

‘I ghined it on that big yellow cur-
tain, and it sure worked fine. You see,
Mr. Keifer looks like a sort of ‘8 nerv-
ous person, and we figured we could
get away with all this stuff.’’

‘““You bhad me on the way to the
madhouse,”’ said Keifer, wiping his
eyes. ‘‘Now, I'll tell you what. You
admit Smith and me to membership in
your order, and I'll let you hold your
meetings in my dining-room. All
right? Then, as it’s not twelve yet,
we’ll hold the usual meeting in the
usual place. But first, let’s eat. I
think those potatoes on the fire are
about done. Smith, have a boiled po-
tato?’’



