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L ISTEN!”
I caught at the chief’s arm.

Faintly, but uwnmistakably,
aeross the field came the terror-laden
seream of a man. The chief tensed to
listen, then reached over and touched
the driver of the big police car on the
shoulder. The chauffeur cautiously
applied the brakes; we skidded slight-
ly, and stopped.

Peering through the driving rain,
we sirained our eyes across the
snow-covered field at the left of the
lonely country road. Presently we
discerned a dark figure, running,
stumbling through the slush. He
secrambled over the rail {ence a little
ahead of us, and started down the
road, lhis flying, frightened form
plainly illuminated by our glaring
headlights. He slipped, fell, then lay
inert.

In a moment we were beside him,

T OUSE-
Qﬁfﬂ I A/c'doiz’ em

“Blocdy papers apparently held
in the talons of some mon-
strous invisibie horror.”

and litted him info the ear, where he
sagged down on the rear seat, hreath-
mg heavily. Indistinet words tum-
bled from his lips; then plainly came:
“Chiel'—The Thing!—Murdered!—
Don’t Iet it The man groaned,
and lapsed into unconsciousness,

The chief, startled at the delirious
mention ol his own title, hastily
wiped the mud and water from the
man’s lace. while T held a flashlight.
Surprized recognition foreed the ex-
clamation, *‘Frankie the Frown!’’
Then, to me: *‘Doctor, this man is a
notorious thiel. Sounds as though he
has information o importance to us.
Any chanee ol his reviving soon?"’

I made a hasty examination, and
suggested, ‘“We had better get him to
my offiec as quickly as possible,
Chief. I am afraid he will need care-
ful attention.”’

Turning to the chauffeur, the chief
645
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said quietly, ‘*All right, Jim,”" and
the car leapt forward toward the city
through the pelting rain.

HAD I the faintest belief that there
is another mind in the country
capable of reproducing the terrible
experiment of which T am about to
write, I would secretly carry my
knowledge of it to the grave. Fur-
thermore, after reading of the tragic
results of that cxperiment, no one
but a fool would even attempt it. And
now that my companions in that
night’s strange adventure are dead,
our unspoken covenant of silence is
broken, and I am at liberty to tell of
the most amazing experiment the
mind of man ever conceived.

My relations with the police, and
particularly the detective department,
of which Chief Mandell was the ef-
ficicnt head, had held for me a con-
stantly increasing interest. 1 prac-
tised medicine, when I could not
avoid that uninteresting phase of my
activities, but for the past year had
been applying my knowledge of psy-
chology, metaphysics, and various
other sciences, to the identifying and
apprehending of criminals. In a
general way, I might have been
termed a criminologist, though my
methods were somewhat novel. After
an exhaustive study of various crimes
and their perpetrators, I had found a
distinet relation between certain
marked features of the erime and the
mental and physical characteristics of
its author. This accumulated infor-
mation I had built up into a science
that had proved of great value to the
police.

My success in this field, which, no
doubt, was the direet result of the
faseination it held for me, had fos-
tered a lasting friendship hetween
Chief Mandell and me—a friendship
which needed not the discomforts of
night calls or disagreeable work. We
had been returning from an attempt
to identify a suspect held.in a neigh-
horing city, when the hedraggled and
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hysterical criminal known to the
police as Frankie the Frown entered
my experiences. In the car with us,
beside the officer driving, was MeDon-
ald, as likable, intrepid and typical a
reporter as ever wielded a pencil. He
was favored above all others by the
chief, and few indeed were the in-
vestigations in which he did not assist
us. On this particular night, we were,
although as yet mercifully unaware of
it, to meet the most incredible and
terrifying adventure of our lives.

RRIVING at my office, we removed

the still unconsecious Frankie from
the car and laid him on a couch in the
warm room. I set to work with stim-
ulants and restoratives, after remov-
ing part of his wet clothing. He had
been without hat or overcoat, and was
chilled through and through.

I was gratified, hefore long, to see
indications of returning consciousness
in the man. Presently his eyes opened,
stared vacantly at us; then he weakly
attempted to arise. I helped him to
sit up. His puzzled gaze rested for a
moment on Mandell; then recognition
dawned in his look. He sprang to his

feet, and eclutched at the chief's
sleeve.
“Chief! You?’ lhe cried. “‘The

Thing! Did you kill it, Chief? Where
isit?”

The chief forced him back on the
couch., ‘‘Take it easyv now, Frankie,’’
he said. “‘That’s better. Now tell us
all about it.”’

IFull memory, with all its horrors,
then returned to him. ‘‘For God’s
sake, Chief, come quick; don’t let it
get away. It has killed the professor.
I didn’t do it, Chief, honest I didn’t.
It was the Thing. The professor made
it, and now i

“Wait a minute, Frankie; tell it
straight now,”’ the chief broke in.
‘*What protfessor got killed, and where
was it?”’

‘“‘Professor Huneberg, Chief; and
Dr. Rickston is dead, too, but he died
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from the shock. It was at The Pines,
where we lived.”’

T involuntarily exclaimed aloud at
this startling statement. I knew these
men.

““Where we lived?’’ the chief ex-
claimed. ‘‘What were you doing
there?”’

“I worked for them, Chief, ever
since I got out of jail.”’

"“V\’hat is this Thing, as you call
it?”’

“‘Some kind of an animal. The pro-
fessor made it. You can’t——"’

‘“The professor made it?’’

““‘Yes, he created it, but you—"7"’

‘“Where is it now, running around
loose?’’

“I don’t know. If it broke out of
the laboratory it is probably still
somewhere in the house, if it still ex-
ists. Oh, Chief, for God’s sake, get
out there quick! If it gets loose—it’s
horrible, Chief, oh 7

Frankie showed signs of becoming
hysterical. He had evidently been
shocked into mear insanity by some
horrible spectacle. How horrible, we
were soon to realize.

‘¢« All right, Frankie,”’ the chief said
soothingly, ‘‘we’ll go right out. Doc-
tor, can you fix him up? We will
have to take him along. Sounds like
a rush order to me.”’

My office adjoined my living-quar-
ters, so I procured dry shoes, a cap,
and an overcoat for Frankie. His
socks and coat had been drying on the
radiator, and would serve. While
Mae and the officer with us helped him
into them, I turned to Mandell and
said :

‘“Chief, I knew this Professor
Huneberg and Dr. Rickston. They
were old acquaintances of mine. Very
able scientists, they were, and en-
gaged in biological and chemical re-
search. I had lost track of them since
they retired to experiment privately.
The Professor was noted for his re-
markable success in his chosen work.
He, I have no doubt, has been exper-
imenting with various animals in the
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developing and grafting of tissue, and
has probably deéeveloped a hybrid with
savage tendencies, that got beyond
control. I advise you to take ample
precautions in attempting to subdue
it.”’

““All right. We’ll stop at the sta-
tion and get a few riot guns. They
ought to be precaution enough,’’ he
answered, grimly.

N 4 short time, the police car was

again roaring through the night.
We had stopped and obtained guns
for all of us, except IF'rankie. Two
patrolmen had been added to the pas-
senger list, and we presented a for-
midabhle appearance.

Frankie, under the repeated admin-
istration of stimulants, was becoming
more self-possessed, as he told of his
relations with the vietims of the Thing
we were racing to destroy.

““Chief, it was awful,”’ he began,
and continucd, rather disconnectedly :
*‘The professor didn’t mean for us to
see it kill him, but the blind rolled
up and "

We waited. He covered his face
with shaking hands as though to shut
out the vision of that awful scene he
had witnessed. In a moment he went
on

“‘The doctor fell. I think his heart
failed. I ran to my room in the back
part of the house and locked myself
in. I’'ve been there since day before
vesterday. I was afraid to leave and
afraid to stay. I {felt like a hunted
animal driven into a hole, with some-
thing about to come in after me. The
picture of the professor being—being
killed kept coming before my eyes.
“‘The thing was so powerful I was
afraid it would break out of the lab-
oratory and escape from the house. It
was awful! I pictured it roaming
around the country—killing, tearing,
destroying. Little children, women,
strong men : all helpless, and no one to
know what did it! God! T tried to
force myself to go back into the lab-
oratory to reassure myself that the
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thing was gone, as the professor said
it would be, but I couldn’t; terror
gripped me at the thought of it.”’

We let Frankie ramble on, for a
while, with his disconnccted recital.
Handicaped by the rain, slush, and
slow-moving traffic, it would take us
twenty minutes or more to reach the
place of tragedy, which was, accord-
ing to his dircetions, a few miles from
the city limits on onc of the lesser
arterial highways. From it he had
fled across more than a mile of dark,
rain-lashed country to the point where
we found him. I shudder to think of
the consequences, had he perished
there without our learning of the
horror we were so dramatically to
meet.

‘ After a few hours,”’ Frankie con-
tinued, ‘‘I became calmer. I tried to
think, to reason things out. I began
to feel foolish to think I had doubted
the professor’s word. He was a smart
man; he must have been right about
the Thing. It surely was gone.

“I knew that if I left and ran
away, it would only he a question of
time until the bodies would be dis-
eovered. I knew you would find I had
been living in the house. On account
of my record you would think I had
killed the doctor and professor, if
there was no trace of the Thing. The
evidence was all against me. I de-
cided to write to you, Chief, and ex-
plain it all, so you eould bring men
and destroy the monster if it should
still be in existence, 1 didn’t want to
take a chanee on that, even though I
was about eonvinced you would find
no trace of it, for there would bhe no
peace, no sanity, for me or anyone,
should it happen to be there. T was
going to leave this evening, after dark,
and mail the letter to yon from some
other town. I’ve got it in my pocket,
Here——""

His shaking fingers tried 10 unfas-
ten the overeoat, hut fumbled futilely
at the buttons.

‘‘Never mind, ['rankie,”” the chief
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said: ““you ecan give it to us when we
get back.”’

““Well, anyway, in my letter I told
vou all about it,”’ Frankie continued,
‘“all about the professor's experiment,
and how it killed him; but this eve-
ning, after dark, my lamp bulb
burned out just as I was finishing.
When I was left in the dark I went
erazy with fear. I imagined the Thing
was about to grab me. Again I was
sure it was still in existence. I
stuffed the letter in my pocket and
ran from the house, blindly, terror-
stricken. I remembered what the pro-
fessor said about the imagination and
I_?’

‘“Wait a minute, Frankie,’”” the
chief broke in; ‘“‘you are getting all
excited again, and we are not getting
the information we need.”’ And to
direct his mind into smoother chan-
nels, he said, ‘‘ Tell us about when vou
went to work for the professor.’’

I gave Frankie a drink of brandy.
His nerves quieting, he again began to
talk, interrupted now and then by the
screech of the siren as the car tore
through the wet blackness. He told
us, briefly, the history of his life from
his earliest recollections; with an evi-
dent desire to excuse, or at least ae-
count for, his career of crime. He had
been born in the slums. Cuffed and
beaten by a drunken mother who was
even ignorant of the idemtity of his
father, he grew up in an environment
that molded his eriminal career. Un-
dersized, he was bullied by other boys.
He learned to hate and distrust every-
once. He plaved a lone hand always.
(iod knows how he survived a child-
hood so bitter that his faece had never
relaxed in a smile. He earned thus
the ouly mame he had ever known,
‘‘Frankie the Frown.”’

During the war, into which the
draft had foreibly plunged him, his
bitter sufferings and privations had
produced the only longing for human
sympathy and comradeship he had
ever known, but his ferret faee and
hate-flashing eyes had turned away
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any who might otherwise have
“‘buddied’’ with him.

After the war, thievery and prison
again. Then his release. On his way
back to the miserable alleys and hov-
els he had known as home, walking the
lonely miles that he might hoard
against hunger the transportation
money given him at the prison, he had
stopped at the place that had become
for him the only real home he had
ever enjoyed. He stopped to beg food
and found

‘“He called me ‘son’, Chief,’”’ he
said. ‘‘Me, with my face, Dr. Ricks-
ton called ‘son’! He took me in, and
he and Professor Huneberg fed me.
Something seemed to break inside me.
I cried. I told them everything about
myself, but they gave me a joh. Pro-
fessor said my type interested him—
he wanted to study my mental ‘re-
actions.” Their housekeeper had left,
80 I took her place. I could cook, and
keep the house clean. They began to
teach me things. I studied hard, and
learnced fast. I was happy.”’

Frankie had now grown quite ealm.
He went on quietly with his story,
looking out into the blackness now and
then to disecern landmarks and judge
our nearness to our destination.

‘‘Professor was a wonderful man.
I guess I was foolish to think the
Thing was still alive. He said the
electrons would fly apart when he
died ; that the monster would cease to
exist.”’

““Cease to exist?”’

‘““Yes. He made it, you know, and
he let it kill him so it couldn’t hurt
anyone else. You see you ean’t——"’

“*All right, F'rankie,”’ the chief in-
terrupted again, thinking he was once
more becoming hysterieal ; ‘‘we’ll soon
find out for ourselves, and then we’ll
kill this ‘Thing,’ and everything will
be all right. Just keep calm, now,
until we get there.”’

If the chief hadn’t been so cock-
sure we were merely going out to
destroy some dangerous animal! If
he had only let Frankie finish that last
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sentence, perhaps we would have been
better prepared to face the awful ex-
perience we were racing into!

What did these seemingly hyster-
ical words of I'rankie’s mean? I be-
gan to wonder if there was something
more terribly sinister behind them
than we first supposed. I could not
but believe that he told the truth
about the deaths of the doctor and
professor. But if some kind of an-
imal killed them, what did he mean by
its ‘‘ceasing to exist’’? By its elee-
trons ‘‘flying apart’”’? Was his mind
just a little off balance from witness-
ing the deaths of his benefactors? The
chief regarded part of Frankie’s ram-
bling tale as pure hysteria; his job
was merely to go out and kill some
ferocious beast, check up on the deaths
of its supposed victims, and call the
coroner. More and more, as we
neared the place, I sensed something
mysterious, inconceivable behind it
all. But speculations were idle: we
would soon know all about it, do our
duty, and the incident would end.

“Well, anyway,”’ Frankie con-
tinned with his story, disregarding
the chief’s admonition to ‘‘be calm’’;
““I’ve written it all down in my letter.
You ean read it, or I can tell you
about it when we get back to town.
But the professor must have been
right. Ife was too sfnart a man not
to know what hc was talking about.
We probably won't find a thing.”’

I'rankie again peered through the
rain-streaked windshield. Out here in
the country the slushy snow was
whiter,  and the 1lying landscape be-
came recognizable to him.

‘“There’s the place,”’ he exclaimed
suddenly, pointing, ‘‘hack off the
road in that grove of pines. They
gave it its name on account of those
trees. Turn in at that stone pillar.
That’s the driveway.”’

HE officer driving skilfully skid-
ded the car into the narrow lane
leading back to the house. The rap-
idly melting snow was unbroken by
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the tracks of any vehicle, but the
headlights of the car illuminated
plainly the footprints of I'rankie, left
in his terror-stricken flight trom the
place.

It looked f{foreboding, Squatting
among its guardian pines, the ancient
dwelling resemhled some gargantuan
monster of the dark. No light showed,
but as we pulled up before the front
entrance, we heard the eries of various
animals coming from the rear.

‘“Those are the professor’s an-
imals,”’ I'rankie volunteered, ‘‘the
ones he used in his experiments. Poor
things! I didn’t dare leave my room
even to feed them. They are cold and
starving.

““I haven’t got a key to the front
door, Chief,”’ he said as we got out
of the car. ‘‘I’ll go to the back, and
come through and open it. No use
vou wading through the snow.”’

His fear, by this time, seemed en-
tirely gone. In a matter-of-fact way
he prepared to admit us to the house.

‘“Wait a minute, not so fast,”’ the
chief said, as Frankie started around
the house. ‘‘Jim’’—to one of the offi-
cers—‘‘you go with him. McGruder
and Flynn will station themselves on
each side of the house. Shoot any-
thing you see runming from it, and
don’t miss!’’

“It’s all right, Chief. If it’s still
there, it is shut up in the laboratory,”’
Frankie said.

‘““We’re taking no chances. Go
ahead.”’

I'rankie and the officer whom the
chief had called Jim disappeared
around the side of the Imuse. The
other two withdrew a short distance
where they could wateh all sides,
while the chief, Mac, and I waited at
the front door to be admitted.

‘We heard a door open and close in
the rear. The animals in the profes-
sor’s zoo set up a great whining and
crying as they heard and scented hu-
man beings moving around them,

Presently we heard footsteps and
voices in the room on the other side
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of the door we faced. Through the
cracks in the drawn blinds we saw the
lights flash on. We heard Frankie’s
voice moan, ‘*(fod! There’s Dr. Ricks-
ton, just as I put him in that chair.
Oh—Doctor!”” Then we heard him
scream: ‘‘Look! The glass in the lab-
oratory door is broken! The Thing!
It’s broken out! It’s alive! It's in
here some——"’

A seream! I'rankie’s scream! Then
a horrible mingling of animal sounds.
Roars, snarls, snapping of jaws min-
gled with agonized human eries in
a bedlam of blood-chilling noise.
Thumps, thuds; like the floor being
flailed by a human body! Sharp
cracks, as of breaking bones. The
hoarse voiee of Jim mouthing inco-
herent words in abject terror. Then
the repeated roars from his gun, as he
instinetively and blindly pulled the
trigger.

The chief was battering on the door
with feet and fists. ‘“Open up!’’ he
shouted ; ‘‘open the door, Jim!”’

No answer.

The sounds within died away. The
last we distinguished was a low moan,
then silence.

THE combined strength of the three
of us in one battering rush tore
off the lock, and the door swung open,
revealing to our startled eyes a sight
I hope never to see again. The chief
called out to Flynn and MeGruder:
‘“Stay where you are, men,’”’ and
turned to survey the gruesome scene.

Jim had almost reached the door
in his attempt to escape. He lay
against the wall in a dead faint, but
otherwise unharmed. The Thing was
not in sight. Sprawled in a chair in
a corner was the body of a man I
instantly recognized as Dr. Rickston,
while in the shadow of a huge library
table, over which blazed an electriec
fixture, lay all that remained of
Frankie the Frown. Horribly man-
gled, broken and bleeding, he scarcely
resembled a human being. His cloth-
ing was torn to ribbons, and clutched
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in his hand were a few scraps of
bloody paper.

The chief gently extracted these
from the clenched fingers, whispering
as he did so: “‘‘Part of his letter!
‘Where’s the rest of it?”’

He glanced around the room, but
the pages were nowhere to be seen.
The chief thrust the fragments of the
letter in his pocket ; there was no time
to look for the rest now. An un-
known danger surrounded us.

Mac and I stood guard with the
deadly riot guns, half expecting some
inconceivable and horrible monstrosity
to leap on us from some place of con-
cealment. Tensely we listened for
sounds indicating its presence. All
was quiet except for the cries from
small animals somewhere in the rear.
Our eyes roved nervously about the
room, noting the arrangement of
doors and furniture. The length of
the long library ran crosswise of the
house. At its right end was the fatal
door, the shattered glass bearing mute
evidence of the Thing’s escape into
the library. In the wall facing us was
a door leading to the rear, evidently
the one through which Frankie and
Jim had entered the room. It was
closed. At the left end was a huge
fireplace with its dead ashes, occupy-
ing most of the wall space. Near the
hearth a flight of steps with open
balustrade rose, paused at a landing,
and turning, continued upward to the
right until they disappeared above the
ceiling level. An unlighted wall brack-
et hung over the landing to light the
stairs. To our left, heavily curtained
windows broke the front wall of the
house beside the door we had entered.
In spite of the more shocking ohjeets,
my eyes rested on and noted such in-
congruous things as an cmergency
gasoline student’s lamp resting on the
mantel, pictures on the wall, and
books and magazines on the table.
Where was the awful heast? The
darkened laboratory at our right,
with its broken glass door, held terri-
fying possibilities.
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The chief moved cautiously toward
the laboratory door, lips comp
in deadly determination. We flanked
his movements with ready weapons.
It was evident that the laboratory and
the upstairs rooms furnished the only
possible hiding-place of the beast:

Trembling with excitement, we
neared the broken door. The chief
threw a ray from his flashlight
through the jagged opening. Nothing
was seen of the beast as he swept it
ahout the room. Ile reached through
and rcleased the lock, ecautiously
swung open the door, and finding a
switch beside it, pressed it and flooded
the room with light. We entered and
found ourselves in a marvelously well-
equipped laboratory.

A barred window, with rain-
streaked panes, was opposite the door
we had entered. Another door, open,
at the left, or back end of the room,
revealed an 1iron grating throngh
which came the distressed cries of
various animals. This grating was
closed and locked. I gasped with dis-
may at the litter of broken instru-
ments, test-tubes, and beautiful seien-
tific equipment scattered about. The
room was a wreek.

Looking around, we found the body
of Professor Huneberg erumpled on
the floor between the large work-table
and the window. ‘‘All dead!’’ the
chief muttered, after his quick glance
disproved the possibility of the beast’s
presence in the laboratory.

The professor’s cold form had also
been brutally torn and broken, but
like the doctor, he had ceased breath-
ing at least thirty-six hours before.
Saddened heyond measure, I almost
forgot the necessity of quickly finding
and destroving the cause of this car-
nage. I was visualizing that magnif-
icent physique as it had been in life.
His six fect of powerful frame had
borne a proud head with its dark
bheard and hair, and eves that flashed
with almost unearthly intelligence
from the wonderful brain behind
them. In appearance he was the very
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opposite of the doctor, who, with his
mild blue eyes, white hair and beard,
and frail form, presented a sharp con-
trast to his companion.

The chief, after his hurried exam-
ination, abruptly left the room, and
was followed by Mae. I took one more
hasty look about, and followed them,
snapping off the light and partially
closing the door.

The chief was again ecxamining
Frankie’s body. e arose and silent-
ly pointed to a marrow streak of
bloodstain that ran in a line toward
the stairs. He moved toward them,
Mae and I following, but I confess
with less bravado than his stalwart
form presented. At the loot of the
step he paused, and spoke gravely,
““Men, we don’t know what kind of
beast this is we are about to face.
There is not the slightest doubt that
it is lurking upstairs, probably in the
hall. From the appearance of its vie-
tims, it kills differently, more bru-
tally, than anything I ever saw before.
You must be right, Doctor: it surely
is a hybrid of the professor’s develop-
ing. What horrible shape he gave it
we can only conjecture—umtil we see
it.

“I will go upstairs—there is not
room in the hall for three of us to
fight it—and if my shots don’t stop
it, I will retreat. You and Mae stand
where you can shoot through the bal-
ustrade. If it gets past us we still
have Flynn and McGruder outside.’’

We started to protest, but he waved
us to silence, and finding a switch that
lighted the wall bracket at the land-
ing, began to mount the stairs, gun
ready for instant action. He turned
at the landing and eontinued upward,
his head and shoulders disappearing
above the ceiling level, but his feet
and legs still visible through the bal-
ustrade as, step by step, he ap-
proached the top. Now they too were
gone, and we heard his soft footfalls
in the hall above. Then silence.

We held our breaths, We listened
apprehensively for the expceted burst

WEIRD TALES

of shots that would tell of his meeting
with the monster.

HE sound of his footsteps resumed.

Our eyes were glued to that last
visible point of steps where their angle
met the ceiling linc, In a moment a
foot appeared there, feeling cautious-
ly for the next step down. He was
coming down, backward, without fir-
ing a shot!

Slowly, uncertainly, the other foot
appeared, and felt behind its mate
for a lower step. What did the chief
sec? Why didn’t he shoot?

Slowly, hesitatingly, grudgingly, he
backed down to the landing, and then
his body came into view, arm rigidly
holding the gun-butt against his
shoulder, pointing the weapon up-
stairs. He held his flashlight in the
other hand. A look of puzzled amaze-
ment shone from his distended cyes.
For a moment he paused at the land-
ing, and then econtinued, still back-
ward, down to where we stood. Trem-
bling slightly, though I was sure not
from fear, he stood still, holding gun
and eyes on the landing.

““For (God’s sake, Chief, what is
it?’’ Mae whispered.

He did not answer.

I was watching that last visible
step, momentarily expecting to see a
hairy paw come into view as the beast
desecended. My hands gripped my
weapon like steel vises. In silence we
waited—waited.

Suddenly, above the landing, ap-
peared somcthing floating, swaving,
in midair. The light from the brack-
ct fell full upon it, a mass of some-
thing white and black, with red
splotches. It was a scrap of cloth and
a handful of torn, bloody papers, ap-
parently held in the talons of some
monstrous, inconceivable, invisible
horror!

““There’s your animal!’’ the chief
gritted through clenched teeth.

“Damn!”’ Mac whispered. ‘‘You
can’t see it!”’

We stood paralyzed with astonish-
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ment. Ineredulity, amazement, hor-
ror must have mingled on our counte-
nances, as we waited.

A low growling, a snapping of in-
visible jaws smote our ears. A stench,
putrid, nauseating, spread and filled
the room until my stomach retched.
Then: ‘“‘Look,”’ Mae whispered. The
light bracket was bending slowly
downward—bending, as though the
metal tubing was melting, and too soft
to hold up the socket and shade. It
bent and twisted until the wires were
short-circuited, a fuse blew out, and
the room was plunged into inky black-
ness.

“‘Light that lamp!’’ the chief
shouted, and sought to throw the
beam of his flashlight on the stairs.
Ouly a moment it burned, and then
failed. Again the darkness, broken
this time by jets of flame as the chief
fired blindly at the thing on the land-
ing. He hurled the useless flashlight
after the streams of lead. It thudded
against the wall and fell to the land-
ing. With its characteristie stubborn-
ness it again lit up, and threw a spot
of light against the baseboard. In
the reflected light we saw the mass of
bloody papers and bit of cloth de-
seribing grotesque gyrations in the
air above the steps.

The Thing was making the air hid-
eous with its screams and awful
stench. We backed hastily away to
the center of the room. Intermittent
flares from DMac’s matches, as he
struggled with the refractory lamp,
only made the almost total darkness
more sinister, more fraught with the
terror of a possible overwhelming
rush from the invisible monster.

After what seemed hours, Mac sue-
ceeded in coaxing a flame from the
mantle of the lamp, and as he placed
it on the table, we saw the bloody
seraps of cloth and paper floating
swiftly and jerkily toward us. We
backed to the open front door, and
halted there.

The chief coolly and methodically
emptied his gun at the screams and
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snarls coming from the thin air be-
fore us. Mae did the same. Then
the roar of my gun drowned the un-
earthly ecries. Plaster and pictures
fell from the wall opposite, but the
cloth and papers still hovered above
the table! Wlhy the Thing did not
overwhelm us in one savage rush I
do not know,

We hastily reloaded our guns in the
face of Mae's sudden exclamation,
“My God! You can’t kill it!"’

Jim had by this time revived from
his faint, and with a look of unutter-
able horror in his cyes, he dashed
headlong from the house, and was
taken in charge by Flynn. McGruder
came up on the porch, and staring
through the door, watched the unusual
battle with unbelieving eyes, too much
astonished 1o take part.

Again we dirceted a roaring but
hopeless fusillade at that horrible un-
seen presence. Amid a bedlam of
sound, the roar of our guns comming-
ling with sereams and shrieks from
our maddened, invisible target, the
lamp was suddenly raised from the
table, suspended a seecond in mid-
air, and sent by an unseen force hur-
tling, crashing into the wall at our
left. There it exploded.

Burning splashes of gasoline scat-
tered all over the room, igniting
everything they touched. Frantically
we slapped at our hurning clothing,
sustaining, luckily, but few burns.
The room was in flames. We removed
our coats, and beat at the fire, but it
was a hopeless task to subdue it.

Through the smoke, I saw the float-
ing seraps ol cloth and paper move
swiftly toward the laboratory door.
The door swung open, the bloody mass
disappeared into the darkened room,
and the door slammed shut. I heard
the erash of glass in the lahoratory.
The Thing was trapped in there. Pos-
sibly the fire would accomplish what
we had failed to do.

Driven to the open, we were help-
less to drag out the corpses, helpless
to do anything but watch, as the old
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mansion became a roaring fummace,
and its surrounding guardian pines
flaming torches.

Flames soon burst out from the
barred laboratory window, and as a
last high-pitched scream from within
died away, we were sure, and were
devoutly thankful, that the Thing
was not invulnerable. The fire had
destroyed it.

Maec turned to the chief.

‘‘Chief,”’ he said, ‘‘ F'rankie’s letter
is gone. Now we’ll never know what
the Thing——’’

‘“‘But,”’ interrupted Mandell, ‘‘you
owe your life to the faet that the
Thing happened to retain the letter in
its claws when it tore Frankie to
pieces. I shudder to think of our fate
had its presence not heen made known
to us by those bloody papers.’’

‘What was this inconceivable entity
whose terrific power we had just
seen? What miraculous knowledge
had the professor possessed to bring
into being this awful thihg? What
had been his purpose?! Would his
secret ever be discovered?
sueh unanswerable questions flashed
through my mind. The fact that we
could not kill it was not so unrea-
sonable. Any concentrated force
composed of coherent atoms ecould
conceivably be of such tenuous con-
struction that it would be invisible.
Electriety, magnetism, and various
rays are all evidences of some invisible,
yet potent forces. The puzzle was,
how could the professor ereate a cen-
ter of power, and lend it the attri-
butes of some hideous beast? My mind
wrestled in vain with the problem.

A few hours later, a trio of mysti-
fied men—the chief, Mae, and I—were
deciphering the few and half-effaced
words on the seraps of Frankie’s let-
ter which the chief had salvaged from
his dead fingers. Just enough of
them were legible to whet still more
our curiosity regarding the origin of
the Thing. They were few, indeed,
but they carried a hint of some ter-
rible experiment. We dared not make

A dozen .
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publie the true facts of the night’s ex-
periences.

HE next morning, Mac and I vis-

ited the scene of the fire with the
coroner. The little that was left of
the vietims sickencd me. Mac was
poking about among the ruins with a
stick. I saw him stoop, turn over a
charred board, pick something from
among the debris and thrust it hast-
ily in his pocket. He came quickly to
where I stood, well out of earshot of
the coroner and his helpers.

“I’ve got ’em!’’ he whispered ex-
citedly; ‘‘the pages of Frankie’s let-
ter. The Thing must have broken the
window and dropped them outside be-
fore the fire got to them. A falling
board flattened them into the snow,
and they were saved.”’

‘We hastened back to town, and hur-
ried to the chief’s office to tell him the
news, and read, together, the explana-
tion of the Thing’s existence. Again
we were bitterly disappointed. It was
impossible to read the story on those
blood-stained, water-soaked and torn
shects of paper. Only a comparative-
ly few words were legible,

Mae was downecast. ‘“What a
story! What a whale of a story!’’ he
grieved. ‘‘If only——"’

‘““Yes,”” the chief answered, ‘‘but
you wouldn’t dare print it.”’

‘I guess you are right, Chief, but I
could reed it.”’

““You may yet have that privilege,’’
I said, gathering up the pages, and
accepting from the chief the other
seraps he had put in his desk. ‘I
will see what the judicious use of a
few acids will do toward making these
readable.”’

For days 1 worked. It was a te-
dious, laborious task, but I sueceeded.
Mac called each day, and pleaded to
be permitted to read the pages as I
restored them, but I foreed him to
wait until the whole was finished.

At last it was done, and I held the
patched and stained, but legible pages
in my hand. What a grisly relic
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they were! Drenched in their writer's
blood, borne aloft in the unseen claws
of that awful monster, miraculously
saved from the fire, those pages car-
ried words that were indelibly print-
ed upon my memory, until I could
have quoted them verbatim. Never
can they be erased from my memory.

That evening I had guests—just
two: Mae and Chief Mandell. Well
they knew why they had been invited.
Both illy concealed their burning cu-
riosity regarding the story I was to
read them. I could not resist the
temptation to heighten the drama by
keeping them in suspense. Leisurely
I reached into a desk drawer, and
then held up to their gaze those
gruesome pages.

Each, for a moment, held the sheaf
of papers in a trembling hand. I
knew that they were visualizing them
as they had first seen them, floating,
jerking in midair, clutched in the
claw of that mysterious entity whose
secret the blurred words were now
ahout to reveal.

I ToOK the pages, settled myself in a
chair, and prepared to read. The
chief stood on the hearth, back to the
fire, nervously teetering on heels and
toes. Mac restlessly paced a short
journey between table and bookease,
back and forth.

The letter, like 2 message from the
dead, hegan:

‘“Chief Mandell:

““For God’s sake, heed these words!
I am hiding in the room of a house in
which lie the bodies of Professor
Alexis ITuneberg and Dr. Artemus J.
Rickston. In the laboratory, with the
body of the professor, there lurks, I
am afraid, the horrible monster of his
creation that killed him. If it still
exists, and should escape, God pity
the world! Through the highways
and byways would it stalk, tearing
limb from limb all whom it should
meet, and none to know what it was;
for, Chief, this monster is invisible!

““I am almost crazed with fear, but
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I must write this, and you must be-
lieve it, for the safety of thousands
may depend on your accepting what
I tell you as the truth. Also, there
will be no rest for me, no sanity, until
I know if this Thing is still alive, or
non-existent. I have tried a dozen
times to foree myself to go back into
that awful room to find out, but I am
afraid. My legs fail me, my nerves
collapse. Then, too, when the bodies
are found, and my presence here be-
comes known, I would be hunted,
always, as a murderer, if the monster
does not now exist. My black record
would be sufficient to conviet me; for
you know me, Chief—I am Frankie
the Frown.

‘I can’t stay here much longer. I
have no food, and no water. Terror
lurks in the rest of the house; I dare
not leave this room. But tonight I'll
run from the house, and mail this let-
ter to you from another town.

““You must believe this, Chief, and
bring men to destroy this awful mon-
ster. "I don’t know how you will do
it, but I'll tell all I know about it, and
maybe you can eonsult some scientist,
and find a way.

““God! I can hardly write.

“I’ll tell you how I came to be
here, Chief, and then you will know
I did not kill the doetor and professor.
You will know that I eould not turn
against, and destroy, the only friends
I ever had. No, Chief, it was the mon-
ster. Please believe me.

““I came here when I got out of
jail, a little over a year ago.”’

Here followed a more detailed ae-
count of Frankie’s meeting with his
benefactors, an enlargement of the
story he had told us in the speeding
police car; of how they had befriend-
ed him; of his regeneration. He told
of his studies under the gentle tute-
lage of Dr. Rickston; of how he as-
sisted Professor Huneberg in his ex-
periments; of how he grew to almost
worship these two venerable men, the
first humans to show him any love, to

call him ‘‘son’’. We could picture



656

him locked in that little room, blinds
drawn, lights burning night and day,
pitifully terrified, but heroically
writing ; that the world might be made
safe from this Thing, and that the
stigma of murder be not attached to
him, whose soul had been ecleansed,
and whose honor reclaimed through
the benevolence of his friends.

I take up the thread of his story
further along in its pages:

‘I had been here about nine months
when I noticed a subtle change in the
professor.

*‘I had by this time laid the foun-
dation for a good education. My
starved mind seemed to soak up
knowledge as a sponge does water. 1
became intensely interested in my em-
ployers’ work, having grasped, by
this time, some understanding of their
various experiments. The professor’s
work, especially, fascinated me. He
practised what he called painless vivi-
section on animal after animal. The
brain was his especial study. Time
after time I had seen him remove
parts of the skull from different spe-
cies of monkey, carefully parting the
convolutions of the brain-matter, hold-
ing life in the body until the last pos-
sible moment, only to shake his head
in disappointment, and plunge again
into study. One day I asked him what
he was searching for, and he said,
‘The secret of life, my boy.” I was
not surprized, and such was my confi-
denece in him that I did not doubt he
would find it. He did.

“‘But a change came over him. He
became silent, moody. His eyes con-
tinually carried a far-away look, into
which at times came a glance of fear.
This became more marked as the days
went by. He lost weight, ate little,
seemed to be losing health rapidly.
The doctor was deeply engrossed in
some important work of his own, and
did not notice it. I began to worry.

‘“It was one night in the fall when
the thing happened that made me
doubt his sanity—and mine, too, for
that matter.
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““We had retired carly; the doctor
and professor in their bedrooms up-
stairs, and 1 in my room here on the
ground floor. I could not sleep, and
after two hours or so of tossing
about, arose and wandered into the
living-room, thinking to read awhile.
Before I could turn on the light, I
heard a voice in the laboratory. It
was the professor’s. I stepped soft-
ly to the open door, wondering
whom he eould be talking to. There
were no lights in there either, but
the moon shone Dbrightly through
the barred window, and I could see
everything plainly. The professor
was standing by the work-tahle, one
hand resting on its glass top and the
other pointing a long finger at the
iron grating which covered the open
door into the zoo. I held my breath.
He seemed to be talking to the ani-
mals—in his sleep. But no; his eyes
were bright, intelligence shone from
them. What were these strange
words he was saying? . . .

‘““Ah, you are there. I can not
see you, but I know you cxist, beast
of beasts. In my mind’s eye, I see
your form taking shape. Would that
I could see you in reality, monster.
But no; on second thought, perhaps
the sight of your hideous forin in the
flesh would be too awful for mere
human to behold and remain sane.
Now your presence manifests itself.
The monkeys are cowering in para-
lyzed and silent terror in their
cages; your horrible stench chokes
my nostrils; your jaws snap; your
claws rake the floor as you throw
vour invisible bulk against the
bars ’

‘“Chief, I stood frozen to the spot.
I swear that as he spoke I breathed
in a recking stink, like comes from
a long-dead body taken from the
sea. I heard a snapping of jaws and
a furious scratching on the floor be-
yond the iron grating. Something
shook and rattled the barred door.
The passage on the other side of it
was plainly illuminated by the moon-
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beams, but nothing was there; some-
thing tnvisible was shaking those
bars! The professor’s voice went on:

““‘Ah, what a triumph for the
mind of man! Created, actually
crcated from the emanations from
the chemical of life! You are power-
ful—oh, how powerful!—but the
mind of man is more powerful still,
for I control your existence, and
keep you behind those bars. But I
am puzzled to know what use to
make of you. If I could devise a
means to multiply and control you,
all the armies of the world would be
helpless; at my mercy. Ah, what a
thought! what an instrument for the
abolition of militarism and war
would you be! But—I admit it—I
am afraid of you. I feel a slight
weakness in concentrating on the
thought that you are behind those
bars. I played with the thought of
what you would do to me if I
materialized you here in the labora-
tory. And the fact that I incor-
porated the Horla in your make-up
I regret, for the Horla was a nem-
esis—de Maupassant could not over-
come it, and finally committed sui-
cide. Ah I wonder if I shall have
to—but not yet, not yet, beast of
beasts! « I must plan first whether it
be safe to give you to the world of
science, and-

“That is all that I heard—that
night. Finding strength to move, I
fled in silent fear to my room. I
could not shut out from my mind the
picture of the professor talking to
that stinking, invisible thing that
clawed the floor, and shook the bars of
the iron grating. Amazement and
terror gripped me. I slept little that
night.

‘‘The next morning, I approached
the zoo at feeding-time reluctantly,
but everything seemed to be in order.
The monkeys and other animals
seemed to have forgotten their terror
of the night, but on this side of the
iron grating, plainly imprinted in the
sawdust on the floor, were strange,
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grotesque footprints! With a shud-
dering foot, I obliterated them.

‘‘Fearing to cause him unnecessary
worry, I said nothing of the night’s
experience to the doctor. The profes-
sor looked haggard, but a stra.nge
light gleamed in his eyes.

“For several nights after that, he
crept down to the laboratory; there
to hold practically the same conversa-
tion with the Thing, which scemed to
come into being at his will. Each
night I followed him, and listened
until my trembling nerves forced me
to flee to my room. How he produced
the phenomenon I did not then learn,
and I darcd not ask him.

‘“After three or four nights of
eavesdropping came the gruesome end
of these nightly visits.

“I HAD followed the professor’s clan-
destine footsteps as usual, but
when I softly crept to the laboratory
door, he was not in sight. A noise in
the zoo drew my eyes to the grating.
It was open: Presently he came into
view leading Chika, the largest of his
collection of monkeys. He then fast-
ened the poor beast to the grating
with a short chain. Stepping into the
laboratory, he closed and locked the
grating, and stood for a moment gag-
ing through the bars at the trembling
monkey. Tle professor moved to the
work-table, turned, and again faced
the grating. Chika, on the zoo side of
the bars, clung to them, whimpering,
and peered pitecously between them at
his master. Instinet must have
warned him of a terrible fate.

‘“The professor began to speak; to
summon, from God knows where, that
awful, foul-smelling, invisible horror.
In a moment my startled cyes saw
the monkey rise quickly into midair,
where he hung, suspended, twisting
and squirming. Again terror pos-
sessed me, and I fled, the Dbeast’s
smothered shrieks in my ears.

““The next morning, my worst fears
were jusiified: Chika was gone. The
professor muticred something about
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the monkey taking sick in the night;
fearing contagion, he said, he had
taken him out and buried him. But
in the sawdust on the floor hefore the
grating I found a hairy foot, with
dangling bloody tendons! 1 almost
cried aloud in horror at this dis-
covery. I decided that the awtul ex-
periment must stop. I would tell the
doctor. I would face the professor
with my knowledge of it, and beg and
plead with him to stop his nightly
creation of the monster. I had ceased
to wonder how he did it, in face of the
increasing horror of the situation. I
then decided to delay telling the doc-
tor about it, but that night I would
follow the professor to the laboratory,
and boldly present myself before he
had time to demonstrate his uncanny
power.

“* After retiving, I lay listening for
his soft footfalls, as he would pass
through the hall above my head. I
did not hear them.. Long after the
usual time for his nightly visit to the
laboratory, I listened. He did not go.
Sleep finally elaimed me.

““Abruptly I was thrust back into
consciousness by a shrill seream. It
was repeated. [ leaped from bed and
dashed upstairs. The doector’s voice
drew me into the professor’s room,
where he was soothing and quieting
the terror-stricken man. ‘Nightmare,’
the doctor said, and after a few mo-
ments’ conversation, we again retired.

“‘This was the beginning of a series
of nightly disturbances of like nature,
in which it beeame more and more
difficult to rouse the professor from
these awful experienees. They did
not seem like nightmares to me, but
rather the sercams of terror from a
man who, wide-awake but helpless,
sees some nocturnal, but real, horror
about to overwhelin him.

“The professor’s clandestine visits
to the laboratorv cecased, but cach
night we were awakened by his
sereams. Day by day he declined in
health. The doctor, alarmed at his
condition, vainly attempted to diag-
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nose his ailment, but could learn noth-
ing, increasingly mystified by the re-
current nightmares.

‘“At last came the incident that pre-
ceded the tragedy. Day before yes-
terday, it was. It seems weeks.

“‘The professor, looking wan and
haggard, was in the laboratory. The
doctor sat at one end of the library
table, examining various medical
works, his mind on the professor’s ail-
ment. At the other end of the table
I sat studying. I glanced through
the open door into the laboratory,
where the professor ‘was peering
through the microscope at a bit of
chemical on a slide. Something in his
attitude caught, and held, my atten-
tion. He raised his head as if to rest
his eyes. I saw him wearily pass his
hand across them, then look absently
into the zoo. Suddenly he stiffened,
his eyes bulged in horror as though
beholding some awful menace. He
suddenly flung out his hands before
him in a gestuic of defense, and then
—sercamed! We ran in, caught his
flailing arms, and, with difficulty,
finally quieted him. We led him into
the library, and laid him on the
couch. The doctor administered a
sedative, and he rested quietly for a
half-hour.

‘“We were astonished at this com-
ing on him in the daytime. Now we
knew it was no ordinary nightmare.
We feared the worst : he was going in-
sane. While we were discussing, in
whispers, his trouble, the professor sat
up and spoke:

¢ “This is the end, my dear friends.
I can resist it no longer. Tomorrow I
shall tell you all. I shall reveal to
you the most astonishing discovery
the world of science has ever known,
and then take my departure into that
spiritual world where the soul is at
peace, undisturbed by the turbulent
emotions and ambitions of this mortal
mind. Aund now, Doctor, if you will
give me a sleeping draft, and stay by
me through the evening and night,
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I believe I ean rest, and disturb you
no more.’

‘“What did he mean? What was
this discovery? Was he going to dic?
How? T knew, of course, that this
horrible experiment was what he
spoke of, but why was there no way
out? I still delayed telling the doc-
tor of what I knew, thinking the pro-
fessor would reveal all, and then he
would know just what to do.

‘““The professor rested well that
night, and the next morning he was
more cheerful, although quiet. He
spent most of the day in going over
his private affairs, placing certain
legal papers in a large envelope which
he handed to the doctor, saying, ‘You
may open them after I am gone, and
dispose of my possessions not men-
tioned therein as you see fit, Doector.
As you know, I have no relatives.’

‘“We were stunned by his calm
preparations for death; we couldn’t
believe it. Aimlessly the doctor and I
dragged out the day. A dread of im-
pending calamity loaded down our
hearts.

‘““Late in the afternoon, the pro-
fessor called us around the big library
table, and after we were seated, spent
a few moments in silent meditation.
Then he began his amazing explana-
tiog. I'll try to write it in his own
words as accurately as possible, Chief,
for you may have to call in some scien-
tist to find a way to destroy the mon-
ster, if the professor was wrong and it
still exists.

“ ‘I had hoped,’ the professor be-
gan, ‘to overcome the weakness that
drew my mind into dangerous chan-
nels, but I find it impossible. Volun-
tarily I shall become a martyr to
science, and by so doing remove from
you a very real danger, that—God
forgive me!—I myself created.

““ ‘Doctor, I am confident that I
have discovered the true secret of life
itself, and that Frankie here may un-
derstand it I will word my explana-
tion in the simplest form possible.

‘¢ ‘Science has determined that all
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substance is made up of cohering
atoms, which in turn are, individ-
ually, miniature solar systems, with
their planetlike electrons revolving
around a sunlike nucleus. Scicnce
has also practically decided that these
cohering atoms vibrate at various
rates. Therefore we must conclude
that all living creatures, composed of
various substances with their vibrat-
ing atoms, depend upon vibrations for
life. Life i1s vibration.

“ ‘Now, we naturally demand 1o
know what sets up and maintains
that vibration. Ah, when we find
the answer to that question, we will
have delved as deeply as it is possible
to go into the seeret of life. I am sure
that I have found that answer!’

““The professor paused for a mo-
ment, and then went on:

‘“ ‘Imagine a machine, an intrieate,
marvelously constructed machine; for
example, the human body. It is the
most wonderful we know of. To live,
to move, its atoms must constantly vi-
brate. Whenee comes, and what is,
the foree that encrgizes them? My
theory, which I have proved to my
own satisfaction, is this:

‘“ ‘Deep within the machine, in a
hidden compartment probably in the
brain, lies a bit of intensely radio-
active mineral. So intensely radio-
active is it, that if we were to break
open the machine to find it, it would,
upon being exposed, immediately dis-
integrate. Now let us see how it pro-
duces life.

‘¢ ¢‘The bit of mineral, at its normal
rate of disintegration, bombards the
atoms of the machine with constant
streams of flying particles, or elee-
trons, analogous to the comets we see
flashing through our solar system.
We have a comparison in the similar
action of a bit of radium. However,
unlike radium, our life-giving mineral
can never be isolated and analyzed
because of its extreme radio-activity.

‘“ “‘Under the ceaseless hammering
of the streams of electrons from the
mineral, the atoms in the human ma-
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chine vibrate, the machine moves, and
there we have life! Finally the bit
of mineral is exhausted. No longer
are the atoms bombarded with its fly-
ing particles; they cease to vibrate;
the machine stops, rusts-away, disin-
tegrates; and there we have death!

‘“ ‘But what becomes of the elce-
trons thrown off from the bit of life-
giving mineral? Ah, again like those
mysterious wanderers, the comets,
they journey on an inconeceivable
orbit. But eventually, as willed or
directed by some supreme Intelli-
gence, they come together, collide, are
fused into a new mass in an embryo,
and again take up the work of pro-
ducing the life-giving vibrations in a
new human machine. Do you not see
how this all fits in with the half-he-
lieved theory that our own solar
system is but an atom in some vast
cosmic body 1

‘‘ ‘Human intelligence—the mind,
the soul, or whatcver name we give
it—seems to be a force within, yet not
an integral part of the machine. My
theory is that it is an induection, a
sort of magnetic field, produced by
the whirring flight of the flying par-
ticles of mineral. We know that an
induced or secondary current of elec-
tricity, if properly collected and
brought to bear on the primary or
producing current, ecan materially
disturb its progress. Now, the mind,
or thought, can have a similar effect
on the flying electrons from the bit
of radio-active mineral. In faet, in-
tense concentration ean control, to a
certain extent, their orbit, or arrvest,
temporarily, their {flight through
space. Telepathy, the power of mind
over matter, faith-healing, and other
more or less proven powers of the
mind illustrate this. Perhaps this
proves the Biblical assertion that man
is made in the likeness of God, whose
supreme Intelligence directs and con-
trols the electronlike comets of a great
cosmic body. Though it grieves me to
be compelled to shock you with the
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tragedy of it, I am about to give you a
praetical demonstration of my theory.
** *As a child, T was endowed with
an unusual imagination. (rowing to
manhood, this characteristic devel-
oped into an ability to concentrate
thought to the nth degree. When I
formed my theory of life, T set about
to prove it. Not being able to find
the mysterious mineral in the bodies
ol animals by vivisection because of
its extreme radio-activity, I went on
to the next step in the experiment,
which was to attempt to arrest and
control, and form into some active
organization, the flying electrons
through intense econcentration.

*“ ‘T had always been interested in
tales of the bizarre, the mysterious.
My imagination wounld run rampant
mm picturing their grotesque subjeets.
From them I conceived the idea of
creating a creature whose main char-
acteristic would be—invisibility! I
selected Bierce’s sharp-fanged and
colorless enigma, The Damned Thing;
F. Marion Crawford’s slimy, power-
Tul, and noisome horror in The Upper
Berth; and the intangible, persistent
Horla of de Maupassant. I imagined
a combination of this horrifie trio; I
concentrated on that mental picture;
the flight of emanating particles of
mineral from the lode in my brain
was arrested; they formed into a
gaseous, invisible mass; and—it came
into being!

¢ ‘1 protected myself by visualizing
the horror beyond the barred door in
the passage to the zoo. I saw the saw-
dust on the floor fly from under the
seratching elaws of The Damued
Thing! 1 smelt the nauseating stench
from the creature of TheUpper Berth
as it shook the iron bars of the grat-
ing! I felt the terrifying unseen pres-
cice of The Horla! God! It was un-
canny; and although I was elated at
the proving of my theory, I was much
afraid, and came quickly from the
laboratory. My mind drawn away
from concentration, the particles or
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electrons were released from its re-
straining power; they resumed their
flicht, and the invisible creature
ceased to be!

““ ‘But I was fascinated by the ex-
periment. Something went wrong
with my usually calm reasoning; my
mind ran wild, and nightly I re-
peated, with growing perfection, the
creation of that unseen horror. Fi-
nally, to test its power, I took the
monkey Chika from his cage, tied him
to the bars of the grating, went into
the laboratory, and watching, concen-
trating, saw, through the bars, poor
Chika literally torn to pieces by the
unnamable terror I had brought into
being!’

‘‘The professor paused, and mopped,
with shaking hand, a damp Dbrow.
The doctor was gazing at him with a
strange, fascinated look in his wild
eyes, but said nothing. The profes-
sor continued:

¢ ‘That was enough. I quit my
terrible experimenting — too late!
Then came the nightmares. But you

were wrong in calling them that.
They were the result of my inability
to keep my mind from the Thing. I
would, without volition, begin its cre-
ation in my bedroom. Terrorized, I
would ery out; you would come to me,
and my mind would be drawn away
from it. After yesterday's experience
in the laboratory, I fully realized the
danger. It was inevitable that the
Thing would get beyond my control.
You, Doctor and I'rankie. were in
constantly inereasing danger. And so
this is the end. I shall go into the
laboratory, bring this Thing into be-
ing for the last time, and allow it to
destroy this human machine of mine.
After which, of course, the electrons
forming it will be released from the
control of my mind, resume their
flight, and the danger will he forever
removed. That is all.’

“Tm-: doctor and I, when he had
finished, sat amazed, as though
turned to stone. I believed implicit-
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ly the ineredible story because of the
things I had seen, but the doctor,
finally speaking, found a flaw in the
professor’s reasoning. With trem-
bling voice, he spoke:

‘“ ‘But, Professor, are you quite
sure the emanations from the mineral
will be released after death? May
not the electrons continue to form the
Thing, and it remain in existence, for-
ever presenting an invineible menace
to all mankind?’

‘“ ‘Yes, Doctor, I am quite sure,’
he answered. ‘You have seen that I
have brought it into existence several
times, yet it does not now exist. That
proves your fears are groundless.’

““ ¢TI know that it does not now ex-
ist, Professor, but may it not have
ceased to he at the end of each ma-
terialization because you willed it so?
If the mind could bring it into being,
it may be necessary for it also to will
it out of existence. Thus, if you die
with this horror extant, its form may
remain indefinitely as you created it,
because of the lack of further control
from your mind. This could easily be
possible, as witness the electrons re-
volving around the nucleus in an
atom, or the comets racing on definite
orbits through myriad universes;
once set on a course, they continue to
follow it.”

“““No, Doctor, T am sure I am
right. The time grows short, or I
might he able to refute your theory
by recasoning. Instead, I will prove
its fallacy by demounstration. I am
afraid my mind will not remain. much
longer in control. To aveid danger, I
must. go; I must say good-bye.’

““‘No! No!" we ¢ried, springing
up in grief-stricken protest. He
willed us to silence with upraised
palm, as he drew his once magnificent
form to its full height., With solemn
voice, he again spoke:

“ *Doctor, we have heen lifclong
friends. Your companionship has
meant more to me than I can express
in words. Together we have worked
lo increase knowledge, and our labors
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have been not all in vain. But to you
shall be given the honor of announec-
ing my discovery to the world of sei-
ence. It is well; I would not have it
otherwise. To me the discovery justi-
fies the end. Sic itur ad astra—thus
one goes to the stars; such is the way
to immortality.’

“Turning to me he said: ‘My boy,
yvour life here with us has given the
lie to those who would say, ‘‘Ye can
not be born again,’” and if 1 had any
part in your regeneration, I have been
amply repaid by your devotion to us,
and your unselfish ministrations to me
in my affliection. I charge you with the
duty of remaining with the doector,
and comforting him in his declining
years, which can mnot he so very
numerous.’

““Then his voice grew stern as he
spoke further: ‘Do not, under any
circumstances, come into the labora-
tory until it is all over; until silence
within betokens all danger past.
Again, my dear friends, farewell!’

‘““He gripped our hands firmly, and
stepped quickly into the laboratory.
Closing the door, he drew the blind
over its glass paunel. IYor a moment
we were paralyzed with fear of what
was about to happen; then with a
common impulse we sprang to the
door, where some unseen power
seemed to hold us back. Of course we
could do nothing, even had we had the
power to think coherently.

‘“Within, all was quiet for a few
moments. Presently I detected that
terribly nauseating odor creeping
from the crack under the door. Then
came a hoarse ery and a dull thud, as
though the professor had fallen. The
jar released the catch on the blind,
and it snapped up, revealing to our
startled eyes a sight that I hope no
man ever sees again.

““‘The- professor was supine on the
floor, writhing and twisting into hor-
ribly grotesque attitudes. His eyes,
filled with indescribable terror, were
seemingly gazing into a face just
above his, but we could see no other
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presence in the room. His mouth
was opening slowly, foreced by an in-
visible pry. The cords stood out from
his neck, as the muscles involuntarily
resisted the action. Slowly the lower
jaw came down. Wider opened his
mouth, until the bones parted with a
sickening crack, and the chin lay
loosely on the throat.

“We gasped in horror, rooted to
the spot. The doctor moaned in sick-
ened pity. A terrible fascination
seemed to hold our eyes on the fright-
ful scene.

“Mingled with the inarticulate
cries and moans from the professor,
we heard a eontinuous snarling and
snapping from unseen jaws. Great
blood-spurting gashes appeared all
over his body, as clothing and flesh
were ripped to ribbons. His legs and
arms were moving about, assuming
tortuous positions, the bones crunch-
ing and snapping between invisible
fangs. Mauled and torn, gashed and
broken, the poor tortured body was
suddenly flung upward, suspended in
midair, then bhegan to bend and
double, backward, head and shoulders
medting the hips as the spine broke
with a sickening report. The bleed-
ing and shapeless corpse of the pro-
fessor fell to the floor, and the saecri-
fice was ended.

““The doctor released his deathlike
grip on my arm, and staggered back-
ward. Before I could catch him, he
fainted, and fell heavily, his head
striking the library table. I lifted
him and placed him in a chair, but
death was already glazing his eyes.
As I saw that, all reason left my be-
numbed brain, and I fled, sereaming,
to my room, where I am now hiding
and writing this.

““‘But, Chief, maybe the doctor was
right. Maybe that Thing is still in
there, alive. If it is, God help——"

HUS, abruptly, the letter ended.
-At this point Frankie's light had
burned out, and left him in the dark;
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terror had overwhelmed him, and
snatching up the pages, he had fled.
As I finished reading the astound-
ing explanation of the horror that had
so nearly overecome us, I raised my
eyes and looked at Mac and the chief.
They were gazing in open-mouthed
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wonder at the pages in my hand. I
held them toward the fire in a sug-
gestive gesture. They nodded; I
dropped them on the coals. In a mo-
ment a little mass of glowing ashes
was all that met our staring and medi-
tative gaze.



