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CThe Space-Caters

éy jranA gz/‘na,’ c-[lnng

Several of the friends and pupils of the late H. P. Lovecraft tried their
hands at the “Lovecroftian’’ type of horrar story, and to show their affec-
tion for the old moster, made him a character — often the central character
— in the tale. The first story of this nature, and in many wa; st we
believe, is "‘The Space-Eaters.” It is as not as slavish an imitation of HPL

as some of the others and maintains an individuality thot they did not. It
first appeared in 1928, and was reprinted in the author’s collection of short

stories, “‘The

Hounds Of Tindalos,” published by Arkham House

and now

out of print, As with “The Man With A Thousand Legs,”” which we presented

last issue, the outhor has taken advantage of the opportunity to delete a

few “dated’’ aspects of the story, and make other revisions — none of
which detract from its impact.

THE HORROR CAME to
Partridgeville in a blind fog.

All that afternoon thick va-
pors from the sea had swirled
and eddied about the farm, and
the room in which we sat swam
with moisture. The fog ascend-
ed in spirals from beneath the
door, and its long, moist fing-
ers caressed my hair until

it dripped. The square-paned
windows were coated with a
thick, dewlike moisture; the air
was heavy and dank and un-
believably cold.

I sta oomily at my
friend. He had turned his back
to the window and was writing
furiously. He was a tall, slim
man with a slight stoop and ab-

Copyright 1928 by Populor Fiction Publishing Co.;
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8 MAGAZINE, OF HORROR

normally broad shoulders. In
pmﬁle is face was impressive.

He had an extremely broad
forehead, long nose and slight-
ly protuberant chin — a strong,
sensitive face which suggested
a wildly imaginative nature
held in restraint by a skeptical
;md truly extraordinary intel-
ect.

b/iy friend wrote short-stortes.
He wrote to please himself, in
defiance of comtemporary taste,

lilies among the lilies in the lily
arden.” Another, The Defilers,
ad brought him precisely one
hundred and ten letters of in-

ation from local readers
~awhen it appeared in the Par-
tridgeville Gazette.

As I continued to stare at
him he suddenly stoj writ-
mg and shook his he “I can't

do it,” he said. “I should have
to invent a new language. And
yet I can comprehend el‘thing

and his tales were
They would have dehghled
Poe; they would have deligh

you
will. If 1 could onl{ convey thxt

Hawthorne, or Ambrose Bierce,
or Villiers de I'lsle Adam. They
were studies of abnormal men,
beasts,
plants. He wrote of remote
realms of immagination and hor-
ror, and the colors, sounds and
odors which he dared to evoke
were never seen, heard or smelt
on the familiar side of the
moon. He projected his_crea-
tions against mind~chillin
backgrounds. They shlke§
through tall and lonely forests,
over rag; mountains, and
slithered down the stairs of an-
cient houses, and between the
piles of rotting black wharves.
One of his tales, The House
of the Worm, had induced a
young student at a Midwestern
University to seek refuge in an
enormous red-brick building
where everyone approved of his
sitting on the floor and shouhm,
at the top of his voice: “Lo, my
beloved is fairer than all the

in a
sl:un%e crawling of its ﬂﬁhless
spirit|

“Is it some new horror?” 1
asked.

He shook his head. “It is not
new to me. I have known and
felt it for years — a horror ut-
terly beyond anything your
prosaic brain can conceive.

“Thank you,” I said.

“All human brains are prosa-
ic,” he elaborated. “I meant no
offense. It is the shadowy ter-
rors that lurk behind and above
them that are mysterious and
awful, Our little brains — what
can they of varn ire-like
entities which ma in di-
mensions higher | an our own,
or bevond the universe of stars®
1 think sometimes they ledge
in our heads, and our brains
feel them, but when they
stretch out tentacles to probe
and exslore us, we g0 scream-
ing mad.” He was staring at me
steadily now.
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“But you can’t honestly be-
lieve in such nonsense!” I ex-
claimed.

“Of course notl” He shook
his head and laughed. “You
know damn well I'm too pro-
foundly skeptical to believe in
anything. I have merely out-
lined a poet’s reactions to the
universe. If a man wishes to
write ghostly stories and actu-
ally convey a sensation of hor-
ror, he must believe in every-
thing — and anything. By
anything I mean the horror that
transcends everything, that is
more terrible and impossible
than everything. He must be-
lieve that there are things from
outer space that can reach
down and fasten themselves on
us with a malevolence that can
destroy us utterly — our bodies
as well as our minds.”

“But this thing from outer
space — how can he describe
it if he doesn’t know its shape
—or size or color?”

smiled wearily and elaborated
his theory.

“There is something prosaic,”
he said, “about even the best of
the classic tales of mystery and
terror. Old Mrs. Radcliffe, with
her hidden vaults and bleeding
ghosts; Maturin, with his alle-
gorical, Faustlike hero-villains,
and his fiery flames from the
mouth of hell; Edgar Poe, with
his blood-clotted corpses, and
black cats, his telltale hearts
and disintegrating  Valdemars;
Hawthome, with his amusing

reoccupation with the prob-
rems and horrors arising from
mere human sin (as though
human sins were of any signifi-
cance to a coldly malign intel-
ligence from beyond the stars).
Then we have modern masters
— Algemon Blackwood, who
invites us to a feast of the high
gods and shows us an old wom-
an with a harelip sitting before
a ouija board fingering soiled
cards, or an absurd nimbus of

“Tt i ly i ible to
describe it. That is what I have
sought to do — and failed. Per-
haps some day — but then, I
doubt if it can ever be accomp-
lished. But your artist can hint,
suggest . .

“Suggest what?” 1
little puzzled.

“Suggest a_horror that is ut-
terly unearthly; that makes il-
self felt in terms that have no
counterparts on Earth.”

T WAS STILL puzzled. He

asked.

rom

some clairvoyant ninny; Bram

Stoker with his vampires anc!
I .

, mere

myths, the tag-ends of medie-
val folklore; Wells with his
pseudo-scientific gies, fish-
men at the bottom of the sea,
ladies in the moon, and the
hundred and one idiots who are
constantly writing ghost stories
for the magazines — what have
they contributed to the litera-
ture of the unholy?

“Are we not made of flesh
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and blood? It is but natural that
we should be revolted and hor-
rified when we are shown that
flesh and blood in a state of
corruption and decay, with the
worms sing over and under
jt. It is but natural that a story
about a corpse should thrill us,
fill us with fear and horror and
loathing. Any fool can awake
these emotions in us — Poe
really accomplished very little
with his Lady Ushers, and li-
quescent Valdemars. He ap-
pealed to simple, natural, un-
derstandable emotions, and it
was inevitable that his readers
should respond.

“ we not the descendants
of barbarians? Did we not once
dwell in tall and sinister for-
ests, at the mercy of beasts that
rend and tear? It is but inevita-
ble that we should shiver and
cringe when we meet in litera-
ture dark shadows from our
own past. Harpies and vampires
and werewolves — what are
they but magnifications, distor-
tions of the great birds and bats
and ferocious dogs that har-
assed and tortured our ances-
tors? It is easy enough to arouse
fear by such means. It is easy
enough to frij men_ with
the flames at the mouth of hell,
because they are hot and shriv-
el and bum the flesh — and
who does not understand and
dread a fire? Blows that kill,
fires that burn, shadows that
horrify because their substances
lurk evilly in the black corridors

of our inherited memories — 1
am weary of the writers who
would terrify us by such path-
thetically obvious and trite un-
pleasantness.”

Real indignation blazed in
his eyes.

“Suppose there were a t-
er horror? Suppose evil things
from some other universe
should decide to invade this
one? Suppose we couldn’t see
them? Suppose we couldn’t feel
them? Suppose they were of a
color unknown on Earth, or
rather, of an appearance that
was without color?

“Suppose they had a shape
unknown on Earth? Suppose
t‘hey)were flour-di;nensioml,

al? Suppose they were a hun-

dred-dimensional? Suppose
they had no dimensions at all

ang yet existed? What could we
0!

“They would not exist for us?
They would exist for us if they
gave us pain. Suppose it was
not the pain of heat or cold or
any of the pains we know, but
a new pain? Su e they
touched something besides our
nerves — reached our brains in
a new and terrible way? Su;
pose they made themselves felt
in a new and strange and un-
speakable way? What could we
do? Our hands would be tied.
You can not oppose what you
can not see or feel. You can
not oppose the thousand-dimen-
sional. Suppose they should eat
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their way to us through spacel”

HE WAS SPEAKING now
with an intensity of emotion
which belied his avowed skep-
ticism of a moment before.

“That is what I have tried to
write about. I wanted to make
my readers feel and see that
thing from another universe,
from beyond space. 1 could
easily enough hint at it or sug-
gest it — any fool can do that
— but I wanted actually to de-
scribe it. To describe a color
that is not a color] a form that
is formless!

“A mathematician could per-
haps slightly more than suggest
jt. There would be strange
curves and angles that an in-
spired mathematician in a wild
frenzy of calculation might
glimpse vaguely. It is absurd to
say that mathematicians have
not discovered the fourth di-
mension. They have often
li d it, often app hed
it, often apprehended it, but
they are unable to demonstrate
it. I know a mathematician who
swears that he once saw the
sixth dimension in a wild flight
into the sublime skies of the
differential calculus.

“Unfortunately I am not a
mathematician. I am only a
poor fool of a creative artist,
and the thing from outer space
utterly eludes me.”

SOMEONE WAS pounding
loudly on the door. I cross:

the room and drew back the
latch. “What do you want?” I
asked. “What is matter?”

“Sorry to disturb you, Frank,”
said a familiar voice, “but I've
got to talk to someone.”

I recognized the lean, white
face of my nearest neighbor,
and stepped instantly to one
side. “Come in,” I said. “Come
in, by all means. Howard and
I have been discussing ghosts,
and the things we've conjured
up aren’t pleasant company.
Perhaps you can argue them

away.

1 called Howard’s horrors
ghosts because I didn’t want to
shock my commonplace neigh-
bor. Henry Wells was immense-
ly big and tall, and as he strode
into the room he seemed to
bring a part of the night with
him.

He collapsed on a sofa and
surveyed us with frightened
eyes. Howard laid down the
story he had been reading, re-
moved and wiped his glasses,
and frowned. He was more or
less tolerant of my bucolic vis-
itors. We waited. for perhaps a
minute, and then the three of
ws spoke almost simultaneous-
ly. “A harrible night!” “Beastly,
isn't it?” “Wretched.”

He Wells frowned. “To-
night,” he said. “I — I met with
a funny accident. I was driving
Hortense .k'h rough Mulligan

Wood .
“Hortense?” Howard inter-
rupted.
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“His horse,” I explained im-
patiently. “You were returning
from Brewster, weren't you,
Harry?”

“From Brewster, yes,” he re-
plied. “I was driving between
the trees, keepil:ﬁ a sharp
lookout for cars with their lights
on too bright, coming right at
me out of the murk, and listen-
in§ to the foghomns in the bay

er. Liver’s usually as smooth as
glass.

“It was an awful moment for
me. ‘There’s someone up in one
of those trees,” I thought. ‘He’s
some tramp or crazy man or
fool and he’s been eating liver.
My wagon frightened him and
he dropped it — a piece of it. I
can’'t be wrong. ere was no
l'i‘ver in my wagon when I left

g an when
something wet landed on my
head. ‘Rain,’ I thought, ‘1 hope
the supplies keep dry.’

“I turned round to make sure
that the butter and flour were
covered up, and something soft
like a sponge rose up from the
bottom of the wagon and hit
me in the face. I snatched at
it and caught it between my
fingers.

“In my hands it felt like jelly.
I squeezed it, and moisture ran
out of it down my wrists. It
wasn't so dark that I couldn’t
see it, either. Funny how you
can see in fogs — they seem to
make night lighter. There was
a sort of brightness in the air. 1
dunno, maybe it wasn't the fog,
either. The trees seemed to
stand out. You could see them
sharp and clear. As T was say-
ing, 1 looked at the thing, and
what do you think it looked
like? Like a_piece of raw liver.
Or like a calf's brain. Now that
T come to think of it, it was
more like a calfs brain. There
were grooves in it, and you
don’t find many grooves in liv-

“I looked up. You know how
tall all of the trees are in Mul-
ligan Wood. You can’t see the
tops of some of them from the
wagon-road on a clear day. And
you know how crooked and
queer-looking some of the trees

are.

“It's funny, but I've always
thought of them as old men —
tall old men, you understand,
tall and crooked and very evil.
've always thought of them as

wanting to work mischief.
There’s something unwhole-
some about trees that grow

very close together and grow
crooked.

“I looked up.

“At first 1 didn't see any-
thing but the tall trees, all white
and glistening with the fog, and
abové them a thick, white mist
that hid the stars. And then
something long and white ran
quickly down the trunk of one
of the trees.

“It ran so quickly down the
tree that T couldn't see it clear-
ly. And it was so thin anyway
t{mt there wasn't much to see.
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But it was like an arm. It was
like a long, white and very thin
arm. But of course it wasn’t an
arm. Who ever heard of an arm
as tall as a tree? I don’t know
what made me compare it to
an arm, because it was really
nothing but a thin line — like a
wire, a string. I'm not sure that
T saw it at all. Maybe I imag-
ined it. I'm not even sure that
it was as wide as a string, But
it had a bhand. Or didn't it?

en 1 think of it my brain
gets dizzy. You see, it moved
so quickly I couldnt see it
clearly at all.

“But it gave me the impres-
sion that it was looking for
something that it had dropped.
For a minute the hand seemed
to spread out over the road,
and then it left the tree and
came toward the wagon. It was
like a huge white hand walking
on its fingers with a terribly
long arm fastened to it that
went up and up until it touched
the fog, or perhaps until it
touched the stars.

“I screamed and slashed Hor
tense with the reins, but the
horse didnt need any urging.
She was up and off before 1
could throw the liver, or calf’s
brain, or whatever it was, into
the road. She raced so fast she
almost upset the wagon, but I
didnt draw in the reins. T'd
rather lie in a ditch with a brok-
en rib than have a long, white
hand squeezing the breath out
of my throat.

“We had almost cleared the
wood and I was just beginning
to breathe again when my brain
went cold. I can’t describe what
happened in any other way. My
brain got as cold as ice inside
my head. I can tell you I was
frightened.

“Don't imagine I couldn’t
think clearly. I was conscious of
everything that was going on
about me, but my brain was so
cold I screamed with the pain.
Have you ever held a piece of
ice in the palm of your hand for
as long as two or three minutes?
It burnt, didn’t it? Ice burns
worse than fire. Well, my brain
felt as though it had lain on ice
for hours and hours. There was
a furnace inside my head, but
it was a cold furnace. It was
roaring with raging cold.

iaps 1 should have been
thankful that the pain didn't
last. It wore off in about ten
minutes, and when I got home
1 didn't think I was any the
worse for my experience. I'm
sure I didnt think I was any
the worse until 1 looked at my-
self in the glass. Then I saw the
hole in my A

HENRY WELLS leaned for-
;v-rd ﬁ;mnd l'“In-us;led bacll( the

air is right temple.

“Here is the wound,” he said.
“What do you make of it?” He
tapped with his fingers beneath
a small round opening in the
side of his head. “It’s like a bul-
let-wound,” he elaborated, “but
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there was no blood and you can
look in pretty far. It seems to
o right in to the center of my
ﬁead. I shouldn’t be alive.”
Howard had risen and was
staring at my neighbor with
angry and accusing eyes.
“Why have you lied to us?”
he shouted. “Why have you told
us this absurd story? A long
hand! You were drunk, man.
Drunk — and yet you've suc-
ceeded in doing what I'd have
sweat to accomplish. If
I could have made my readers
feel that horror, know it for a
moment, that horror that you
described in the woods, 1
should be with the immortals —
T should be greater than Poe,
greater than Hawthomne. And
you — a clumsy drunken liar

I was on my feet with a fur-
ious protest.

“He’s not lying,” 1 said. “He’s
been shot — someone has shot
shot him in the head. Look at
this wound. My God, man, you
have no call to insult him!”

Howard’s wrath died and the
fire went out of his eyes. “For-
give me,” he said. “You can't
tmagine how badly I've wanted
to capture that ultimate horror,
to put it on paper, and he did
it so easily. If he had warned
me_that he was going to de-
scribe something like that I
would have taken notes. But of
course he doesn’t know he’s an
artist. It was an accidental tour
de force that he accomplished;

he couldn’t do it again, I'm sure
I'm sorry I went up in the air
— I apologize. Do you want me
to go for a doctor? Thal is a
bad wound.”

My neighbor shook his head.
“I don’t want a doctor,” he said.
“I've seen a doctor. €’s no
bullet in my head — that hole
was not made by a bullet.
When the doctor couldn’t ex-
plain it I laughed at him. I hate
doctors; and I haven’t much use
for fools that think I'm in the
habit of lying. I haven't much
use for people who won't be-
lieve me when I tell 'em I saw
the long, white thing come
sliding down the tree as clear
as day.”

But Howard was examining
the wound in defiance of my
neighbor’s indignation. “It was
made by something round and
sharp,” he said. “It's curious,
but the flesh isn't torn. A knife
or bullet would have torn the
flesh, left a ragged edge.”

I nodded, and was bending
to study the wound when Wells
shrieked, and clapped his hands
to his head. “Ah-h-h!” he
choked. “It’s come back — the
terrible, terrible cold.”

Howard stared. “Don’t expect
me to believe such nonsense!”
he exclaimed disgustedly.

But Wells was holding on to
his head and dancing about the
room in a_delirium of agony. “I
can’t stand it!” he shrieked. “It’s
freezing up my brain. Tt's not
like ordinary cold. It isnt. Oh
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God! Its like nothing
ever felt. It bites, it scor
tears. It’s like acid.”

I laid my hand upon his
shoulder and tried to quiet him,
but he pushed me aside and
made for the door.

“I've got to get out of here,”
he screamed. “The thing wants
room. My head wont hold it.
It wants the night — the vast
nighhh It wants to wallow in the
night.” -

He threw back the door and
disappeared into the fog. How-
ard wiped his forehead with
the sleeve of his coat and col-
lapsed into a chair.

“Mad,” he muttered. “A trag-
ic case of manic-depressive psy-
chosis. Who would have sus-
pected it? The story he told us
wasn't m;mscious]ghart at (a]]. It
was simply a nightmare-fungus
conceived by the brain of a IE:-
atic.”

“Yes,” I said, “but how do
you account for the hole in his
head?

e

“Oh, that!” Howard shrug-
ged. “He probably always had
it — probably was born with it.”

“Nonsense,” I said. “The man
never had a hole in his head
before. Personally, I think he’s
been shot. Something ought to
be done. He needs medical at-
tention. 1 think I'l phone Dr.
Smith.”

“It is useless to interfere,”
said Howard. “That hole was
not made by a bullet. I advise
you to forget him until tomor-

ou've
es, it

row. His insanity may be tem-
porary; it may wear off; and
then he’d blame us for inter-
fering. If he’s still emotionally
disturbed tomorrow, if he comes
here again and tries to make
trouble, you can notify the
proper authorities. Has he ever
acted queerly before?”

“No,” I said. “He was always
quite sane, I think Il take your
advice and wait. But I wish 1
could explain the hole in his
head.”

“The story he told interests
me more,” said Howard. “I'm

oing to write it out before [

get it. Of course I shan’t be
able to make the horror as real
as he did, but dp;erhaps I can
catch a bit of the strangeness
and glamor.”

He unscrewed his fountain
pen and began to cover a sheet
of pa with curious phrases.

1 shivered and closed the
door.

FOR SEVERAL minutes
there was no sound in the room
save the scratching of his pen as
it moved across the paper. For
several minutes there was si-

lence — and then the shrieks
commenced. Or were they
wails?

We heard them through the
closed door, heard them above
the moaning of the foghomns
and the wash of the waves on
Mulligan’s Beach. We heard
them above the million sounds
of night that had horrified and
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depressed us as we sat and
talEed in that fog-enshrouded
and lonely house. We heard
them so clearly that for a mo-
ment we thought they came
from just outside the house. It
was not until they came again
and again — long, piercing
wails — that we discovered in
them a quality of remoteness.
Slowly we became aware that
the wails came from far away,
as far away, perhaps, as Mulli-
gan Wood.

“A soul in torture,” muttered
Howard. “A poor, damned soul
in the ?’ip of the horror I've

been telling you about — the
horror I've known and felt for
years.”

He rose unsteadily to his feet.
His eyes were shining and he
was breathing heavily.

I seized his shoulders and
shook him. “You shouldn’t pro-
ject yourself into your stories
that way,” T exclaimed. “Some
poor chap is in distress. 1 don’t
know what’s happened. Perhaps
a ship found . I'm going to
put on a slicker and find out
what it’s all about. I have an
idea we may be needed.”

“We may be needed,” re-
peated Howard slowly.
may be needed indeed. It will
not be satisfied with a single
victim. Think of that great iour-
ney throurh space, the thirst
and dreadful hungers it must
have known! Tt is preposterous
to imagine that it will be con-
tent with a single victim!™

Then, suddenly, a change
came over him. The light went
out of his eyes and his voice
lost its quaver. He shivered,

“Forgive me,” he said. “I'm
afraid you'll think I'm as mad
as the yokel who was here a
few minutes ago. But I cant
help identifying myself with
my characters when I write. I'd
described something very evil,
and those yells — well, they are
exactly like the yells a man
would make if — if . ..”

“I understand,” I interrupted,
“but we've no time to discuss
that t}r‘mw. Thelzre's a e1‘:'b,ot7r cht}‘p
out there” — 1 pointed vaguely
toward the door — “with his
back against the wall. He’s
fighting off something — I don’t
know what. We've got to help
him.”

“Of course, of oourse,” he
agreed, and followed me into
the kitchen.

Without a word I took down
a slicker and handed it to him.
1 also handed him an enormous
rubber hat.

“Get into these as quickly as
you can,” I said. “The chap's
desperately in need of us.”

I had gotten my own slicker
down from the rack and was
forcing my arms through its
sticky sleeves. In a moment we
were both pushing our way
through the fog.

The for was like a lving
thing. Its long fingers reached
up and slapped us relentlessly
on the face. Tt curled about our
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I:.od:esh andn]ascfendedd‘in grea;f.
ayis s from the to)
gol""y hemg" It retreated bﬁore
us, and as suddenly closed in
and enveloped us.

Dimly ahead of us we saw
the lights of a few lonely farms.
Behind us the sea drummed,
and the foghorns sent out a con-

brought some of the neighbors
with me.

"Why in heaven’s name d)d-
n’t you?” Howard shouted.
may take a dozen men to han-
dle him.” He was staring at the
tall trees that towered before
us, and 1 didn’t think he really
gave Henry Wells so much as

tinuous,
The collar of Howa.rds slicker
was turned up over his ears,
and from his long nose moisture
dri ere was grim deci-
sion in his eyes, and his jaw was
set.

FOR MANY minutes we
plodded on in silence, and it
was not until we approached
Mulligan Wood that he spoke.

“If necessary,” he said, “we
shall enter the wood.”

I nodded. “There is no rea-
son why we should not enter
the wood,” I said. “It isn't a
lar;e wood.”

One could get out quickly?”

“One could get out very
quickly indeed. My God, did
you hear that?”

The shrieks had grown hor-
nb]ﬁ loud.

e is suffenng. said How-
ard. “He is suffering terribly.
Do you suppose — do you sup-
pose it's your crazy friend?”

He had voiced a question
which T had been asking my-
self for some time.

“It's conceivable,” I said.
“But we'll have to interfere if
he’s as mad as that. I wish I'd

“That's Mulligan Wood,” 1
said. I swallowed to keep my
mouth, “It isn’t a big wood,”
added idiotically.

“Oh my Cod‘ Out of the
fog there came the sound of a
voice n_-nrhthe last extremity of

eyre eahrg up my
gmm Oh my Godl”

I was at that moment in
deadly fear that I might be-
come as mad as the man in the
woods. I clutched Howard’s

a.rm.

“Let’s go back,” I shouted.
“Let’'s go back at once. We
were fools to come. There is
nothing here but madness and
suffering and perhaps death.”

“That may be,” said Howard,
“but we’re going on.”

His face was ashen beneath

his dripping hat, and his eyes
were thin blue slits.

“Very well” T said grimly.
“We'll go on.”

Slowly we moved among the
trees. They towered above us,
and the thick fog so distorted
them and merged them togeth-
er that they seemed to move
forward with us. From their
twisted branches the fog hung
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in ribbons. Ribbons, did I say?
Rather were they snakes of fog
— writhing snakes with veno-
mous tongues and leering eyes.
Through swirling clouds of fog
we saw the scaly, gnarled boles
of the trees, and every bole re-
sembled the twisted body of an
evil old man. Only the small
oblong of light cast by my elec-
tric torch protected us against
their malevolence.

Through great banks of fog
we moved, and every moment
the screams grew louder. Soon
we were catcﬂing fragments of

hysterical shoutings
that merg into prolonged
wails. “Colder and colder and
colder . . . they are eating up
my bnil; Colder! Ah-h-hl

Howar pred my arm.
“We'll find l?m he said. “We
can't turn back now.”

When we found him he was
lying on his side. His hands
were clasped about his head,
and his body was bent double,
the knees drawn up so tightly
that they almost touched his
chest. He was silent. We bent
and shook him, but he made no
sound.

“Is he dead?” I choked out. 1
wanted desperately to turn and
run. The trees were very close
to us.

“I don’t know,” said Howard.
“I den’t know. T hope that he
is dead.”

T saw him kneel and slide his
hand under the poor devil's
shirt. For a moment his face

was a mask. Then he got up
quickly and shook his head.

“He is alive,” he said. “We
must get him into some dry
clothes as quickly as pessible.”

I helped him. Together we
lifted the bent figure from the
ground and carried it forward
between the trees. Twice we
stumbled and nearly fell, and
the creepers tore at our clothes.
The creepers were little malici-
ous hands grasping and tearing
under the malevolent guidance
of the great trees. Without a
star to guide us, without a light
except the little pocket lamp
w:ie& was growing dim, we
fought our way out of Mulligan
Wood.

THE DRONING did not
commence until we had left the
wood. At first we scarcely
heard it, it was so low, like the
purring of gigantic engines far
down in the earth. But slowly,
as we stumbled forward with
our burden, it grew so loud that

we could not ignore it.”
“What  is at?”  muttered
Howard, and through the

wraiths of fog 1 saw that his
face had a greenish tinge.

“I don’t know,” I mumbled.
“I's something horrible. I nev-
er heard anything like it. Can't
you walk fasteri

So far we had been fighting
familiar horrors, but the dron-
ing and humming that rose be-
hind us was like nothing that 1
had ever heard on Earth. In ex-
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cruciating fright, I shrieked
aloud. “Faster, Howard, faster!
For God’s sake, let’s get out of
this!”

As 1 spoke, the body that we
were carryin, sq]uin-ned, and
from its cracied lips issued a
torrent of gibberish: “I was
walking between the trees look-
ing up. I couldnt see their tops.
1 was looking up, and then sud-
denly I looked down and the
thing landed on my shoulders.
It was all legs — all long, crawl-
ing legs. It went right into my
head. 1 wanted to get away
from the trees, but I couldn'. I
was alone in the forest with the
thing on my back, in my head,
and when I tried to run, the
trees reached out and tripped
me. It made a hole so it could
get in. It's my brain it wants.
Today it made a hole, and now
it's crawled in and s sucking
and sucking and sucking. It's as
cold as ice and it makes a noise
like a great big fly. But it isn’t
a fly. And it isn’t a hand. I was
wrong when I called it a hand.
You can't see it. I wouldn't have
seen or felt it if it hadn’t made
a hole and got in. You almost
see it, you almost feel it, and
that means that it’s getting
ready to go in.”

“Can_you walk, Wells? Can
you walk?”

Howard had dropped Wells’
legs and T could hear the harsh
intake of his breath as he strug-
gled to rid himself of his slicker.

“T think so,” Wells sobbed.

“But it doesn’t matter. It's got
me now. Put me down and save
yourselves.”

“We've got to run!” I yelled.

“Ifs our one chance,” cried
Howard. “Wells, you follow us.
Follow us, do you understand?
They'll burn up your brain if
they catch you. We're going to
run, lad. Follow us!”

He was off through the fog.
Wells shook himself free, and
followed like a man in a trance.
1 felt a horror more terrible
than death. The noise was
dreadfully loud; it was right in
my ears, and yet for a moment
1 couldn’t move. The wall of
fog was growing thicker.

“Frank will be lost!” It was
the voice of Wells, raised in a
despairing shout.

“We'll go back!” It was How-
ard shouting now. “It's death,

or worse, but we can’t leave
him.”

“Keep on,” I called out.
“They won't get me. Save your-
selves!”

In my anxiety to prevent
them from sacrificing them-
selves I plunged wildly for-
ward. In a moment I had joined
Howard and was clutching at
his arm.

“What is it?” I cried. “What
have we to fear?”

THE DRONING WAS all
about us now, but no louder.

“Come quickly or well be
lost”” he urged frantically.
“They’ve broken down all bar-
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riers. That buzzing is a warn-

ing. We're sensitives — we've
been wamed, but if it gets
louder we're lost. They'’re

strong near Mulligan Wood,
and it's here they've made
themselves felt. They're exper-
imenting now — feeling their
way. Later, when theyve
learned, they’ll spread out. If
we can only reach the farm . . .*

“We'll reach the farm!” I
shouted as I clawed my way
through the fog.

“Heaven help us if we don’t!”
moaned Howard. .

He had thrown off his slick-
er, and his seeping wet shirt
clung tragically to his lean
body. He moved through the
blackness with long, furious
strides. Far ahead we heard the
shrieks of Henry Wells. Cease-
lessly the foghorns moaned;
ceaselessly the fog swirled and
cddied about us.

And the droni d

Howard saw them too. His
eyes flashed with momentary

TI'm glad he’s safe,” he mut-
tered. “I feared for him.”

Then his face darkened. The
kitchen was unlighted and no
sound came from it.

Without a word Howard
walked across the room and in-
to the darkness beyond. 1 sank
into a chair, flicked the mois-
ture from my eyes and brushed
back my hair, which had fallen
in soggy strands across my face.
For a moment I sat, breathing
heavily, and when the door
creaked, I shivered. But I re-
membered Howard's assurance:
“They haven't reached the farm
yet. We're safe here.”

Somehow, 1 had confidence
in Howard. He realized that we
were threatened by a new and
unknown horror, and in some
?Ccull way he had grasped its

Tt seemed incredible that we
should ever have found a way
to the farm in the blackness.
But find the farm we did, and
into it we stumbled with glad
cnes.

“Shut the door!”

Howard.

T shut the door.

“We are safe here, T think,”
he said. “They haven't reached
the farm yet.”

“What has happened to
Wells?” T gasped, and then T
saw the wet tracks leading into
the kitchen,

shouted

I' confess, though, that when
I heard the screams that came
from the kitchen, my faith in
my friend was slightly shaken.
There were low growls, such as
1 could not helieve came from
any human throat, and the
votte of Howard raised in wild
expostulation. “Let go, T say!
Are you quite mad? Man, man,
we have saved you! Don't, I
say — let go of my leg. Ah-hh!”

As Howard staggered into
the room I sprang forward and
caught him in my arms. He was
covered with blood from head
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to foot and his face was ashen.

“He’s gone raving mad,” he
moaned. “He was running
about on his hands and knees
like a dog. He sprang at me,
and almost killed me. 1 fought
him off, but I'm badly bitten. I
hit him in the face — knocked
him unconscious. 1 may have
killed him. He’s an animal — I
had to protect myself.”

I laid Howard on the sofa
and knelt beside him, but he
scorned my aid.

Don’t bother with mel” he
commanded. “Get a rope,
quickly, and te him up. If he
comes to, we'll have to fight for
our lives.”

WHAT FOLLOWED was a
nightmare. 1 remember vaguely
that I went into the kitchen
with a rope and tied poor
Wells to a chair; then I bathed
and dressed Howard’s wounds,
and lit a fire in the grate. I re-
member also that I telephoned
for a doetor. But the incidents
are confused in my memory,
and T have no clear recollection
of anything until the arrival of
a tall, grave man with kindly
and sympathetic eyes and a
presence that was as soothing
as an opiate.

He examined Howard, nod-
ded, and explained that the
wounds were not serious. He
examined Wells, and did not
nod. He explained slowly that

“His pupils don't respond to

light,” he said. “An immediate
operation will be necessary. I
tell you frankly, I don't -think
we can save him.”

“That wound in his head,
Doctor,” I said. “Was it made
by a bullet?”

The doctor frowned. “It puz-
zles me,” he said. “Of course it
was made by a bullet, but it
should have partially closed up.
It goes right into the brain. You
say you know nothing about it.
I believe you, but I think the
authorities should be notified at
once. Someone will be wanted
for manslaughter, unless” — he
pansed — “unless the wound
was sclf-inflicted. What you tell
me is_curious. That he should
have been able to walk about
for hours seems incredible. The
wound has obviously been
dressed, too. There is no clot-
ted blood at all.”

He paced slowly back and
forth. “We must operate here
— at once. There is a slight
chance. Luckily, I brought
some instruments. We must
clear this table and — do you
think you could hold a lamp
for me?”

I nodded. “ITl try,” I said.
“Good!”

The doctor busied himself
with preparations while I de-
bated whether or not I should
phone for the police.

“I'm convinced,” I said at
last, “that the wound was self-
inflicted. Wells acted very
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strangely. i you are willing,
Doctor . . ."

“Yes?”

“We will remain silent about
this matter until after the -
ation. If Wells lives, there
would be no need of involving
the poor chap in a police invest-
igation.”

The doctor nodded. “Very
well,” he said. “We will oper-
ate first and decide afterward.”

Howard was lauhgll_mang silent-
ly from his couch. e police,”
he snickered. “Of what use
would they be against the
things in Mulligan Wood?”

There was an ironic and om-
inous quality about his mirth,
that disturbed me. The horrors
that we had known in the fog
seemed absurd and impossible
in the cool, scientific presence
of Dr. Smith,-and I didn’t want
to be reminded of them.

THE DOCTOR turned from
his instruments and whispered
into my ear. “Your friendsE:rs a
silght fever, and apparently it
has made him delirious. If you
will bring me a glass of water
T will mix him a sedative.”

I raced to secure a glass, and
in a moment we had Howard
sleeping soundly.

“Now then,” said the doctor
as he handed me the lamp.
“You must hold this steady and
move it about as I direct.”

The white, unconscious form
of Henry Wells lay upon the
table that the doctor and I had

cleared, and I trembled all over
when 1 thought of what lay be-
fore me.

1 should be obliged to stand
and gaze into the living brain
of my poor friend as the doctor
relentlessly laid it bare.

With ‘swift, experienced fing-
ers the doctor administered an
anesthetic. [ was oppressed by
a dreadful feeling that we were
committing a crime, that Henry.
Wells would have violently dis-
approved, that he would have
preferred to die. It is a dread-
ful thing to mutilate a man’s
brain. And yet I knew that the
doctor’s conduct was above re-

roach, and that the ethics of

is profession demanded that
he operate.

“We are ready,” said Dr.
Smith. “Lower the lamp. Care-
fully now!”

I saw the knife moving in
his competent, swift fingers.
For a moment I stared, and
then 1 turned my head away.
What T had seen in that brief
glance made me sick and faint.
It may have been fancy, but as
I stared at the wall T had the
impression that the doctor was
on the verge of collapse. He
made no sound, but 1 was al-
most certain that he had made
some horrible discovery.

“Lower the lamp,” he said.
His voice was hoarse and
seemed to come from far down
within his throat.

I lowered the lamp an inch
without turning my head. T
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waited' for him to reproach me,
to swear at me perhaps, but he
was as silent as the man on the
table. I knew, though, that his
fingers were still at work, for 1
could hear them as they moved
about. I could hear his swift,
agile fingers moving about the
head of Henry Wells.

1 suddenly became conscious
that my hand was trembling. 1
‘wanted to lay down the lamp;
I felt that T could no longer
hold it.

“Are you nmearly through?” I
gasped in desperation.

“Hold that lamp steady!” The
doctor screamed the command.
“If you wmove that lamp again
— 1T — I won’t sew him up. I
don’t care if they hang me! I'm
not a healer of devils!”

1 knew not what to do. I
could scarcely hold the la:np,

<o

when the doctor told me that I
could lay down the lamp. I
turned with a cry of relief and
encountered a face that I shall
never forget. In three quarters
of an hour the doctor had aged
ten years. There were dark hol-
lows beneath his eyes, and his
mouth twitched convulsively.

“He’ll not live,” he said.
“He’ll be dead in an hour. 1 did
not touch his brain. I could do
nothing. When I saw — how
things were — [ — I — sewed
him up immediately.”

“What did you see?” I half-
whispered.

A look of unutterable fear
came into the doctor’s eyes. “I
saw — I saw . . .” His voice
broke and his whole body quiv-

ered. “I saw . . . oh, the burmning
shame of it . . . evil that is with-
out shape, that is formless . . .”

Suddenly h b 3

and the doctor’s threat h
me.

“Do everything you can,” 1
urged, hysterically. “Give him a
chance to fight his way back.
He was kind and good — once!”

For a moment there was si-
lence, and I feared that he
would not heed me. 1

e
and looked wildly about him.
“They will come here and
claim him!” he cried. “They
have laid their mark upon him
and they will come for him. You
must not stay here. This house

is marked for destruction!”
hed him helpless]

tarily expected him to throw
down his scalpel and sponge,
and dash across the room and
out into the fog. It was not un-
til T heard his fingers moving
about again that I knew he had
decided to  give even the
damned a chance.

TT WAS AFTER midnight

I as
he seized his hat and bag and
crossed to the door. With while,
shaking fingers he drew back
the latch, and in a moment his
lean figure was silhouetted
against a square of swirling va-

por.

“Remember that I warned
you!” he shouted back; and
then the fog swallowed him.
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Howard was sitting up and
rubbing his eyes.

“A malicious trick, that!” he
was muttering. “To deliberately
drug me! Had I known that
glass of water . . .”

“How do you feel? I asked
as I shook him violently by the
shoulders. “Do you think you
can walk?”

“You drug me, and then ask
me to walk! Frank, youTe as
unreasonable as an artist. What
is the matter now?”

1 iointed to the silent figure
on the table. “Mulligan Wood
. “He belongs to

Howard sprang to his feet
and shook me by the arm.

“What do you mean? he
cried. “How do you know?”

“The doctor saw his brain,” 1
explained. “And he also saw
something that he would not —
could not describe. But he told
me that they would come for
him, and I believe him.”

“We must leave here at
oncel” cried Howard. “Your
doctor was right. We are in
deadly danger. Even Mulligan
Wood — but we need not re-
turn to the wood. There is your
launch!”

“There is the launch!” 1
echoed, faint hope rising in my
mind.

“The fog will be a most <lead-
ly menace,” said Howard grim-
ly. “But even death at sea is
preferable to this harror.”

IT WAS NOT far from the
house to the dock, and in less
than a minute Howard was
seated in the stern of the
launch and I was working fur-
iously on the engine. The fog-
horns still moaned, but there
were no lights visible anywhere"
in the harbor. We could not see
two feet before our faces. The
white wraiths of the fog were
dimly visible in the darkness,
but beyond them stretched end-
less night, lightless and full of
terror.

Howard was speaking.
“Somehow 1 feel that there is
death out there,” he said.

“There is more death here,” 1
said as I started the engine. “I
think T can avoid the rocks.
There is very little wind and I
know the harbor.”

“And of course we shall have
the foghorns to guide us,” mut-
tered Howard. “T think we had
better make for the open sea.”

1 agreed..

“The launch wouldn’t survive
a storm,” I said, “but I've no
desire to remain in the harbor.
If we reach the sea we'll prob-
ably be picked up by some ship.
It woulx be sheer folly to re-
main where they can reach us.”

“How do we know how far
they can reach?” groaned How-
ard. “What are the distances of
Earth to things that have trav-
eled through space? They will
overrun Earth. They will de-
stroy us all utterly.”

“WeTl discuss that later,” T
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cried as the engine roared into
life. “We're going to get as far
away from them as possible.
Perhaps they haven't learned
yet! While they’ve still limita-
tions we may be able to escape.”

We moved slowly into the
channel, and the sound of the
water splashing against the
sides of the launch soothed us
strangely. At a suﬁgestion from
me, Howard had taken the
wheel and was slowly bringing
her about.

“Keep her steady,” I shouted.
“There isn't any danger until
we get into the Narrows!”

For several minutes I crouch-
ed above the engine while
Howard steered in silence.
Then, suddenly, he turned to
me with a gesture of elation.

“I think the fog’s lifting,” he
said.

T stared into the darkness be-
fore me. Certainly it seemed
less oppressive, and the white
spirals of mist that had been
continually ascending through
it were fading into insubstantial
wisps. “Keep her head on” I
shouted. “We're in luck. If the
log clears we'll able to see
the Narrows. Keep a° sharp
lookout for Mulligan Light.”

ere is no describing the
joy that filled us when we saw
the light. Yellow and bright it
streamed over the water and il-
luminated sharply the outlines
of the preat rocks that rose on
both sides of the Narrows.

“Let me have the wheel” T

shouted as I -stepped quickl;
forward. “This is am:fckli‘s‘n pas’:
sage, but well come through
now with colors flying.”

In our excitement and elation
we almost forgot the horror that
we had left behind us. I stood
at the wheel and smiled confi-
dently as we raced over the
dark water. Quickly the rocks
drew nearer until their vast
bulk towered above us.

“We shall certainly make it!”
1 cried.

But no response came from
Howard. I heard him choke and
gasp.
“What is the matter?” I asked
suddenly, and turning, saw that
he was crouching in terror
above the engine. His back was
turned toward me, but I knew
instinctively in  which direc-
tion he was gazing.

The dim shore that we had
left shone like a flaming sunset.
Mulligan Wood was buming.
Great flames shot up from the
highest of the tall trees, and a
thick curtain of black smoke
rolled slowly eastward, blot-
ting out the few remaining
lights in the harbor.

But it was not the flames that
caused me to cry out in fear
and horror. It was the shape
that towered above the trees,
the vast, formless shape that
moved slowly to and fro across

e sky.

GOD KNOWS 1 tried to be-
lieve that T saw nothing. T tried
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to believe that the shape was a
mere shadow cast by the
flames, and 1 remember that I
gripped Howard’s arm reassur-
ingly.

“The wood will be destroyed
completely,” 1 cried, “and
those ghastly things with us
will be destroyed with it.”

But when Howard turned
and shook his head, I knew that
the dim, formless thing that
towered above the trees was
more than a shadow.

“If we see it clearly, we are
lost!” he warned, his voice vi-
brant with terror. “Pray that it
remains without form!”

We stood trembling in the
darkness, a prey to horror. The
shape above Mulligan Wood
was slowly growing clearer and
I did not think anything could
save us. And then, sur.lgenly, 1
remembered that there was one
thing . . .

It is older than the world, 1
thought, older than all religion.
Before the dawn of civill

calmly beneath the engine and
drew out a quantity of cotton
waste.

“Howard,” I said, “Light a
match. It is our only hope. You
must strike a match at once.”

For what seemed eternities
Howard stared at me uncom-
prehendingly. Then the night
was clamorous with his. laugh-

ter.

“A matchl” he shrieked. “A
match to warm our little brains!
Yes, we shall need a match.”

“Trust me!” I entreated. “You
must — it is our one hope. Strike
a match quickly.

“I do not understand!” How-
ard was sober now, but his
voice quivered.

“I have thought of something
that may save us,” I said,
“Please light this waste for me.”

Slowly he nodded. I had told
him nothing, but I knew he
guessed what I intended to do.
Often his insizht was uncanny.
With fumbling fingers he drew

men knelt in adoration before
it. It is present in all mytholo-
gles. It is the primal symbol.
Perhaps, in the dim past, thou-
sands and thousands of years
ago, it was used to — repel the
invaders. I shall fight the shape
with a high and terrible mys-
tery.
I became suddenly curiously
calm. T knew that I had hardly
a minute to act, that more than
our lives were threatened, but
I did not tremble. T reached

out a match and struck it.

“Be bold,” he said. “Show
them that you are unafraid.
Make the sign boldly.”

As the waste caugﬁ’t fire, the
form above the trees stood out
with a frightful clarity.

1 raised the flaming cotton
and passed it quickly before my
body in a straight line from my
left to my right shoulder. Then
I raised it to my forehead and
lowered it to my knees.

In an instant Howard had
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snatched the brand and was re-
peating the sign. He made two
crosses, one against his body
and one against the darkness
with the torch held at arm’s
length.

For a moment I shut my
eyes, but 1 could still see the
shape above the trees. Then
slowly its form became less dis-
tinct, became vast and chaotic
— and when I opened my eyes
it had vanished. 1 saw nothing
but the flaming forest and the
shadows cast by the tall trees.

The horror had passed, but 1
did not move. 1 stood like an
image of stone staring over the
black water. Then something
seemed to burst in my head.
My brain spun dizzily, and 1
tottered against the rail.

I would have fallen, but
Howard caught me about the
shoulders. “We're saved!” he
shouted. “We've won through.”

“I'm glad,” 1 said. But I was
too utterly exhausted to really
rejoice. My legs gave way be-
neath me and my head fell for-
ward. All the sights and sounds
of Earth were swallowed up in
a merciful blackness.

2

HOWARD WAS writing
Wl:l;;l I entered the room.
ow is the sto oing?” 1
asked. T Bome
For a moment he ignored my
question. Then he slowly
turned and faced me. He was

hollow-eved, and his pallor was
alarming.

“It’s not going well,” he said
at last. “It doesn’t satisfy me.
There are problems that still
elude me. I haven't been able
to capture all of the horror of
the thing in Mulligan Wood.”

I sat down and [it a cigarette.

“I want you to explain that
horror to me,” I said. “For three
weeks 1 have waited for you to
speak. I know that you have
some knowledge which you are
concealing from me. at was
the damp, spongy thing that
landed on Wells’ head in the
woods? Why did we hear a
droning as we fled in the fog?
What was the meaning of the
shape that we saw above the
trees? And why, in heaven’s
name, didn’t the horror spread
as we feared it might? What
stopped it? Howard, what do
you think really happened to
Wells’ brain? Did his body burn
with the farm, or did they —
claim it? And the other body
that was found in Mulligan
Wood — that lean, blackened
horror with riddled head — how
do you explain that?”

(Two days after the Fire a skel-
eton had been found in Mulligan
Wood. A few fragments of burnt
flesh still adhered to the bones,
and the skullcap was missing.)

It was a long time before
Howard spoke again. He sat
with bowed head fingering his
notebook, and his body trembled
all over. At last he raised his
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eyes. They shone with a wild
light and his lips were ashen.

“Yes,” he said. “We will dis-
cuss the horror together. Last
week I did not want to speak
of it. It seemed too awful to put
into words. But 1 shall never
rest in peace until I have woven
it into a story, until I have made
my readers feel and see that
dreadful, unspeakable thing.
And I cannot write of it until I
am convinced beyond the sha-
dow of a doubt that 1 under-
stand it myself. It may help me
to talk about it.

“You have asked me what the
damp thing was that fell on
Wells’ head. 1 believe that it was
a human brain — the essence of
a human brain drawn out
through a hole, or holes, in a
human head. I believe the brain
was drawn out by imperceptible
degrees, and reconstructed again
by the horror. 1 believe that for
some purpose of its own it used
human brains — perhaps to
learn from them. Or perhaps it
merely played with them. The
blackened, riddled body in Mul-
]ifan ‘Wood? That was the body
of the first victim, some poor
fool who got lost between the
tall trees. 1 rather suspect the
trees helped. I think the horror
endowed them with a strange
life. Anyhow, the poor chap lost
his brain. The horror took it,
and played with it, and then
accidentally dropped it. It
dropped it on Wells’ head. Wells
said that the long, thin and very

white arm he saw was lookin,

for something that it ha

droﬁped. Of course Wells didn’t
really see the arm objectively,
but the horror that is without
form or color had already en-
tered his brain and clothed it-
self in human thought.

“As for the droning that we
heard and the shape we thought
we saw above the burning for-
est — that was the horror seek-
ing to make itself felt, seeking
to break down barriers, seeking
to enter our brains and clothe
itself with our thoughts. It al-
most got us. If we had seen the
rvhite arm we should have been
ost.”

HOWARD WALKED to the
window. He drew back the cur
tains and gazed for a moment
at the crowded harbor and the
tall, white buildings that tow-
ered against the moon. He was
staring at the skyline of lower
Manhattan. Sheer beneath him
the cliffs of Brooklyn Heights
loomed darkly.

“Why didn’t they conquer?
he cried. “They could have de-
stroyed us utterly. They could
have wiped us from Earth
— all our wealth and g:wer
woulfl have gone down before

them.
1 shivered. “Yes . . . why didn’t
the horror spread?” I asked.
Howard shrugged his shoul-
ders. “I do not know. Perhaps
they discovered that human
brains were too trivial and ab-
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surd to bother with. Perhaps we
ceased to amuse them. Perhaps
they grew tired of us. But it is
conceivable that the sign de-
stroyed them — or_sent them
back through space. I think they
came millions of years ago, and
were frightened away by the
sign. When they discovered that
we had not forgotten the use
of the sign they may have fled
in terror. Certainly there has
been no manifestation for three
weeks. I think that they are
gone.”

“And Henry Wells?” 1 asked.

“Well, his body was not found.
I imagine they came for him.”

“And you honestly intend to
put this — this obscenity into a
story? Oh, my Godl The whole
thing is so incredible, so unheard
of, that I can't believe it. Did
we not dream it all? Were we
ever really in Partridgeville?
Did we sit in an ancient house
and discuss frightful things
while the fog curled about us?
Did we walk through that un-
holy wood? Were the trees real-
ly alive, and did Henry Wells
run about on his hands and
knees like a wolfP”

Howard sat down quietly and
rolled up his sleeve. He thrust
his thin arm toward me.

“Can you argue away that
scar? he said. ere are the
marks of the beast that attacked
me — the man-beast that was
Henry Wells. A dream? I would
cut off this arm immediately at

the elbow if you could convince
me that it was a dream.”

I walked to the window and
remained for a long time star-
ing at Manhattan. There, 1
thought, is something substan-
tial. It is absurd to imagine that
anything could destroy it. It is
absurd to imagine that the hor-
ror was really as terrible as it
seemed to us in Partridgeville.
I must persuade Howard not to
write about it. We must both
try to forget it.

1 returned to where he sat and
laid my hand on his shoulder.

“You'll give up the idea of
putting it into a story?” I urged
gently.

“Neverl” He was on his feet,
and his eyes were blazing. “Do
you think T would give up now
when TI've almost captured it?
1 shall write a story that will
penetrate to the inmost core of
a hormror that is without form
and substance, but more terri-
ble than a plague-stricken city
when the cadences of a_tollin;
bell sound an end to all hope.
shall surpass Poe. L shall surpass
all the masters.”

“Surpass them and be damned
then,” 1 said angrily. “That way
madness lies, but it is useless to
argue with you. Your egoism is
too colossal.”

1 turned and walked swiftly
out of the room. It occurred to
me as I descended the stairs
that I had made an idiot of my-
self with my fears, but even as
I went down I looked fearfully
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back over my shoulder, as
though T expected a great stone
weigit to descend from above
and crush me to the earth. He
should forget the horror, 1
thought. He should wipe it from
his mind. He will go mad if he
writes about it.

THREE DAYS passed before
I saw Howard again.

“Come in,” he said in a curi-
ously hoarse voice when 1
knocked on his door.

I found him in dressing-gown
and slippers, and I knew as
soon as I saw him that he was
terribly exultant.

“I have triumphed, Frank!” he
cried. “I have reproduced the
form that is formless, the burn-
ing shame that man has not
looked upon, the crawling, flesh-
less obscenity that sucks at our
brains!”

Before 1 could so much as
gasp he had placed the bulky
manuscript in my hands.

“Read it, Frank,” he com-
manded. “Sit down at once and
read itl”

I crossed to the window and
sat down on the lounge. I sat
there oblivious to everything
but the typewritten sheets be-
fore me. T confess that 1 was
consumed with curiosity. I had
never questioned Howard’s pow-
er. With words he wrought mir-
acles; breaths from the unknown
blew always over his pages, and
things that had passed beyond
Ea returned at his bidding.

But could he even suggest the
horror that we had knownP —
could he even so much as hint
at the loathsome, crawling thin,
that had claimed the brain
Henry Wells?

1 read the story through. I
read it slowly, and clutched at
the pillows beside me in a fren-
zy of loathing. As soon as I had
finished it Howard snatched it
from me. He evidently suspect-
ed that 1 desired to tear it to
shreds.

“What do you think of it?” he
cried exultantly.

“It is indescribably foull” I
exclaimed. “It violates privacies
of the mind that should never
be laid bare.”

“But you will concede that I
have made the horror convin-
cing?”

I nodded and reached for my
hat. “You have made it so con-
vincing that I can not remain
and discuss it with you. 1 intend
to walk until moming. I intend
to walk until I am too weary to
care, or think, or remember.”

“It is a very great storyl” he
shouted at me, but I pas
down_the stair and out of the
house’ without replying.

3

IT WAS PAST midnight
when the telephone rang. I laid
down the book I was reading
and lowered the receiver.

“Hello. Who is there?” I
asked.
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“Frank, this is Howard!” The
voice was strangely high-
pitched. “Come as quickly as
you can. They've come back!
And Frank, the sign is power-
less. T've tried the sign, but the
droning is getting louder, and a
dim shape . . .” Howard’s voice
trailed off disastrously.

1 fairly screamed into the re-
ceiver. “Courage, man! Do not
let them suspect that you are
afraid. Make the sign again and
again. I will come at once.”

Howard’s voice came again,
more hoarsely this time. “The
shape is growing clearer and
clearer. And there is nothing I
can do! Frank, I have lost the
Fower to make the sign. T have
orfeited all right to the protec-
tion of the sign. I've become a
priest of the Devil. That story —
I should not have written that
story.”

“Show them that you are un-
afraid!” I cried.

“I'l try! T'll tryl Ah, my God!

e shape is . . .”

I did not wait to hear more.
Frantically seizing my hat and
coat T dashed down the stairs
and out into the street. As I
reached the curb a dizziness
seized me. I clung to a lam
post to keep from falling, an
waved my hand madly at a flee-
ing taxi. Luckily the driver saw
me. The car stopped and I stag-
gered out into the street and
climbed into it.

“Quick!” I shouted. “Take me
to Ten Brooklyn Heights!”
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“Yes, sir. Cold night, ain’t it?”

“Cold!” 1 shouted. “It will be
cold indeed when they get in.
It will be cold indeed when
they start to . . .”

The driver stared at me in
amazement. “That's all right,
sir,” he said. “We'll get you home
all right, sir. Brooklyn Heights,
did_you say, sir?”

“Brooklyn Heights,” I groaned.
and collapsed against the cush-
ions.

As the car raced forward I
tried not to_think of the horror
that awaited me. I clutched des-
perately at straws. It is conceiv-
able, T thought, that Howard
has gone temporarily insane.
How could the horror have
{ound him among so many mil-
ions of people? It can not be
that they have deliberately
sought him out. It can not be
that they would deliberatels
choose him from among suc

ltitudes. He is too insignifi-
cant — all human beings are too
im-iim'ﬁcam. They would never
deliberately angle for human
ben’n%& They would never delib-
erately trawl for human beings
— but they did seek Henry
Wells. And what did Howard
say? ‘1 have become a priest o£
the Devil” Why not their priest:
What if Howard has become
their priest on Earth? What if
his story has made him their
priest?

The thought was a nightmare
to me, and I put it furiously from
me. He wvlf have courage to




32 MAGAZINE OF HORROR

resist them, 1 thought. He will
show them that he is not afraid.

“Here we are, sir. Shall I help
T o had a1

e car had stop , an

groaned as [ realizedpflfat I was
about to enter what might prove
to be my tomb. I descended to
the sidewalk and handed the
driver all the cha:ge that I pos-
sessed. He star at me in
amazement.

“You've given me too much,”
he said. “Here, sir . . .°

But I waved him aside and
dashed up the stoop of the house
before me. As I fitted a key into
the door I could hear him mut-
tering: “Craziest drunk I ever
seen! He gives me four bucks to
drive him ten blocks, and does-
n't want no thanks or nothin’ . .”

THE LOWER HALL was un-
lighted. 1 stood at the foot of
the stairs and shouted. “I'm here,
Howard! Can you come down?”

ere was no answer. I wait-
ed for perhaps ten seconds, but
not a sound came from the room
above.

“I'm coming upl” I shouted in
desperation, and started to climb
the stairs. I was trembling all
over. They've got him, I thought.
I'm too late. Perhaps I had bet-
ter not — great God, what was
that?

I was unbelievably terrified.
There was no mistaking the
sounds. In the room above,
someone was volubly pleading
and crying aloud in agony. Was

it Howard’s voice that I heard?
1 caught a few words indistinct-
ly. “Crawling — ugh! Crawlin;
— ugh! Oh, Eave pity! Cold ane
clee-ar. Crawling — ugh! God in
heaven!”

I had reached the landing,
and when the pleadings rose to
hoarse shrieks I fell to my knees,
and made against my body, and
upon the wall beside me, and in
the air — the sign. 1 made the
primal sign that had saved us
in Mulligan Wood, but this time
I made it crudely, not with fire,
but with fingers that trembled
and caught at my clothes, and
I made it without courage or
hope, made it darkly, with a
conviction that nothing could
save me.

And then I got up quickly and
went on up the stairs. M);fnyet
was that they would take me

uickly, that my sufferings
should be brief under the stars.

THE DOOR of Howard’s
room was ajar. By a tremendous
effort I stretched out mr hand
and grasped the knob. Slowly 1
swung it inward.

For a moment I saw nothing
but the motionless form of How-
ard lying upon the floor. He was
lying upon his back. His knees
were drawn up and he had
raised his hand before his face,
palms outward, as if to blot out
a vision unspeakable.

Upon entering the room I had
deliberately, by lowering my
eyes, narrowed my range of vi-
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sion. I saw only the floor and
the lower section of the room. I
did not want to raise my eyes.
1 had lowered them in_self-pro-
tection because I dreaded what
the room held.

1 did not want to raise my
eyes, but there were forces,
powers at work in the room
which I could not resist. I knew
that if I looked up, the horror
might destroy me, but I had no
choice.

Slowly, painfully, I raised my
eyes and stared across the room.
It would have been better, I
think, if I had rushed forward
immediately and surrendered to
the thing that towered there.
The vision of that terrible, dark-
ly shrouded shape will come be-
tween me and the pleasures of
the world as long as I remain in
the world.

From the ceiling to the floor
it towered, and it threw off
blinding light. And pierced by
the shafts, whirling around and
around, were the pages of How-
ard’s story.

In the center of the room, be-
tween the ceiling and the floor,
the ﬁﬂ es whirled about, and
the light burned through the
sheets, and descending in spiral-

(L —————————— —————

ing shafts entered the brain of
my poor friend. Into his head,
the light was pouring in a con-
tinuous stream, and above, the
Master of the light moved with
a slow swaying of its entire bulk.
1 screamed and covered my eyes
with my hands, but stil! the Mas-
ter moved — back and forth,
back and forth. And still the
light poured into the brain of
my friend.

And then there came from the
mouth of the Master a most
awful sound . . . I had forgotten
the sign that I had made three
times %;‘elow in the darkness. 1
had forgotten the high and ter-
rible mystery before which all
of the invaders were powerless.
But when I saw it forming itself
in the room, forming itself im-
maculately, with a terrible in-
tegrity above the downstreami:g
light, I knew that I was saved.

1 sobbed and fell upon my
knees. The light dwindled, and
the Master shriveled before my

es.
eyAl'ld then from the walls,
from the ceiling, from the floor,
there leapt flame — a white and
cleansing flame that consumed,
that devoured and destroyed
forever.

But my friend was dead.




