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Extraordinary, Unearthly Things
Will Thrill and Amaze Y ou

In This Strange Story

The 'I"hing
of a

‘1 housand
Shapes

By OTIS ADELBERT KLINE

NCLE JIM was dead,
I comld scarelyv believe it, but

the little vellow nissive, which
hid just been handed to me b
the Wetern Union mesvenyer boy, left
no mom for doubt. It was short and
convineing: _
“Coue to Peoria at once. James
Bruddock dead of heart futlure.
Corlbin & Tie. AMarpeys”

I -hould explain here that Cncle Jim,
qry mother’s brother.wa- v only living
near relative.. Havine lo<t hoth father
and mother in the Iroquois Theatre
Fire at the age of twelve vears, T should

have been forced to abandon my plans
3

for a high school and commercial educa
tion but for his noble generosity. In
his home town he was believed to be
comfortably well off, but I had learned
not long sgince that it had meant a con.
giderable sacrifice for him to furnish
the fiftcen bundred dollars a year to
put me through high school and busi-
ness college. and I was glad when the
time came for me to find employment,
and thus become independent of his
bounty.

My position as bookkeeper for a com-
mission firm in South Water Street,
while not icularly remunerative, at
least provided a comfortable living, and
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I was happr in it—until the message of
P ook b tciegram 1
took the tele to my employer.
obtained a week’s leaveof-n{m.ence, and
was soon on the way to the Union Depot.

All the way to Peoria 1 thought about
Undle Jim. He was not old—only forty-
five—and when 1 had last zeen him he
had secmed particularly hule and
hearty. Thie sudden loss of my nearest
and dearcet friend was, therefore, al-
most unbelievable. I carried a leaden
weight in my heart, and it seemed that
the lump in my throat would choke me.

Uncle Jim had lived on a three-
hundred-and-twenty acre farm near
Peoria. Being a bachelor, he had em-
ployed a housekeeger. The farm work
was looked after by a family named
Sever—man, wife and two sons—who
lived in the tenant house, gcrhaps a
thousand fect to the rear of the owner’s
residence, in convenient proximity to
the barn, siloe and other farm build-
ings. '

As I have said, my uncle’s neighbors -

believed him to be comfortably well off,
but 1 knew the place was mortgaged to
the limit, so that the income from the
fertile acres was practically absorbed by
overhead expenses and interest.
. Had my uncle been a business man
in the truc sense of the term, no doubt
he could have been wealthy. But he
was a scientist and dreamer, inclined to
let the farm run itself while he devoted
his time to studv and research. His
hobby wae pevchic phenomena. His
thirst for more facts regurding the
hunnan mind was insatiable. In the pur-
<uit of his favorite study, he had at-
tended seances in this countrv and
sbrond with the lending spiritualiste of
the world.

He was a member of the London
Socicty for Psvchical Research. az well
as the American Society. and corre-
sponded regularly with noted scientiste,
psychologists and” spiritualist:.  As an
authority on psyehie phenomena. he
had contrilmited articles to the leading
sientific _publications from time to
time. and wuas the author of a dozen
well-known banks an the subject.

Thus, grief-filled though I was, my
mind kept presenting to me memorv
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after memory of Uncle Jim's scientific
attainments and <cholarly life, while the
rumbling car wheels left the miles be-
hind; and the thought that such a
man had been lost to me and to the
world wo: alinost unbearable.

1 arrived in Peoria shortly before
midnight, and was glad to find Joe
Severs, son of my uncle's tenant, wat-
ing for me with a flivver. After a five-
mﬁe ride in inky darkness over a rough
rond. we came to the farm.

I was greeted at the door by the
housekeeper, Mrs. Rhodes, and one of
two men, ncarby neighbors, who had
kindly volunteered to ‘“‘set up” with
the corpse. The woman’s eyes were red
with \vecpinﬁ, and her tears flowed
afresh as she led me to the room where
my uncle’s body lay in a gray casket.

A dim kerosene lamp burned in one
corner of ‘the room, and after the silent
watcher had greeted me with a hand-
clasp and a sad shake of the head, I
walked up to view the remains of my
dearest frnend on earth.

As ] looked down on that noble
kindly face, the old lump, which had
for o time subsided, came back in my
throat. I expected tears, heartrendin
sobs, but they did not come. I seem
dnzsedégbelwildexéed. q .

uddenly, and apparently against my
own reason, I heard mvseﬁn aqying
aloud, “He is not dead—only eleeping.

When the watchers looked at me in
emazement I repeated, ‘Uncle Jim is
not dead! He is only eleeping.” .

Mrs. Rhodes looked compassionately
at me, and by a meaning glance at the
others said a: plainly a: if she had
spoken, “His mind is affected.””

She and Mr. Newberry, the neigh-
bor whom I had first met, gently led me
from the room. 1 was, myszelf dum-
founded at the words I had uttered, nor
could I find a reason for them.

My uncle wa: undoubtedly dead. at
least o= far a« this phyzical worid was
concerned. There was nothing alxmt
the appearance of the pale, rigid enrpse
to indicate life, and he had, withou:
doubt. been pronounced dead by a
physican. \V¥hy. then, had I made thi-
unusual. uncalled for—in fact, ridicu-.
lous—statement? I did not know. T
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concluded that I inust have heen crazed
with grief—beside myself for - the
moment.

I had announced my intention to
keep watch with Mr. Newberry and the
other neighbor, Mr. Glitch, but was
finally prevaileci upon to go to my room,
on the ground that my nerves: were over-
wrought and I must have rest. It was
decided, therefore, that the housekeeper,
who had scarely slept a wink the night
before, and I should retire, while the
two neighbors alternately kept two-
hour watches, one sitting up w?n'le the
other slept on a davenport near the
fireplace.

“Mr:. Rhodes conducted me to my
room. I quicklv undreszed, blew out
the kerozene light and gnt into bed. It
was: zome time before I could compo:ze
myzelf for sleep. and I remember that
just as I was dozing off I seemed to

ear mny name pronounced as if sonie-
one were calling me from a great
distance:

“Billy!” and then, in the :ame fur-
away voice: “Save me. Billy'’

I had :slept for perhap: fifteen min-
utes when I awoke with a start. Either
I was dreaming. or something about the
size and shape of a half-grown conger
eel was creeping across my bed.

For the moment I wa: frozen with
horror, as I perceived the white, name-
lesz thing, in the dim light from my
window. With a convulsive movement
I threw the bedclothes from me. leaped
to the floor, struck a match, and quick-
1y lit the lamp. Then. taking my heavy
walking-stick in hand, I advanced on
the bed.

Moving the bedclothing cautiousiy
with the stick and &rodding here and
there, I at length discovered that the
thing was gone. The door was clozed,
there was no tranzom, and the window
wus screened. I therefore concluded
that it must ztill be in the room.

With thi: thought in mind, I care-
fully zearched every inch of space, look-
ing under and behind the furniture,
with the lamp in one hand and stick in
the other. I then removed all the bed-
ding and opened the dresser drawery,
and found—nothing!

THE THING OF A THOUSAND SHAPES

After completely satisfying myself
that ;ge animal I B d zeen, or
seeined to zee, could not possibly be 1n
the room, I decided that I hzl been
suffering from a nightmare, and again
retired. Because of my nervousnesa
from the experience, I not again
?low out the light, but instead turned it
ow.

After a half hour 6f restless turning
and toesing, I su in going to
tleep; thi: time for possibly twenty
minutesz, when I was once more aroused.
The same feeling of horror came over
nie, as I distinctly heard a rolling,
scruping sound beneath my bed. I kept
perfectly &till and waited while the
sound went on. Something was ap-
parently cree mgboundernea! my bed,
and it seemed to be moving toward the
foot, ~lowly and laboriou:zly.

Stealthily I szat up, leaned forward
and peered over the foot-board. The
sound: grew more distinct, and- a white,
round mass, which looked like a porcu-
pine rolled into a ball with bristles pro-
*ecting, emerged from under my ged

utiered a choking cry of fright, and
the thing disappeared before my eyes!’

Without waiting to search the room
further. I leaped from the bed to the
¢pot nearest the door, wrenched it open,
aud started on a run for the living-
room, attired onlv in pajamas. As
neared the room, however, part of m
lost courage came back to me, and
slowed down to a walk. I reasoned that
a precipitate entrance into the room
would urouse the household, and that
possibly, after all. I was only the victim
of a -econd nightmare. I rezolved,
therefore, to :ay nothing to the watchers
about my experience. but - to tell them
only that I was unable to sleep and had
come down for company.

Newberry met me at the door.

“Why what’s the inatter?”’ he arked.
“You look pale. Anything wrong?”

“Nothing but a slight attack of in-
digestion. Couldn’t sleep, s0 I came
down for company.”

“You :hould have brought a dress-
ina-rown or something. You may take
cold.”

“Oh. T feel
enough.” T said.

quite comfortable
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Newberry stirred the logs in the fire-
place to a blaze, and we moved our
chairs close to the Hickering circle of
armth. The diui ‘izt was still burn-
ing in the corner of the room, and
Glitch was snonng on the davenport.

“Fnny thing,” said Newberry, “the
instru-ion: vour uncle left.”

“Instructions? \What instructions?”’
I asked.

“Why, didn’t you know? But of
course you didn’t. He left written in-
structions with Mr:. Rhodes that in cose
of his sudden death his body was not
to be embalmed. packed in ice, or pre-
rerved in any way, and that it was not
to be buried under any consideration,
until decomposition had zet in. He alsa
orderd that no autopsy zhould be held
until it had been definitelv decided that
putrefaction had taken place.”

“Have thece instructions been car
ried out?”’ 1 asked.

“To the letter,” he replied.

“And how long will it take for putre-
faction to set in?”

“The doctors say it will probably be
noticed in twentyv-four hours.”

I reflected on thiz strange order of
my uncle’s. It seemed to me that he
must have feared being buried alive, or
something of the sort,-and I recalled
several instances, of which I had heard,
where bodies, upon being exhumed,
were found turned over in their coffins,
while others had apparentlv torn their
hair and clawed the lid in their efforts
to escape from 8 living tomb.

I was beginning to feel zleepy again
and had just started to doze, when New-
berrv grasped my arm.

“Loock!” he exclaimed, pointing to-
ward the body. .

I looked quicklv and seemed to see
gomething white for an instant, near
the nostrile.

“Did vou see it?” he asked breath-
lesely.

“See what?” 1 replied. wishing to
learn if he had seen the same thing 1
bad.

“T :aw something white, like a thick
vapor or filmv veil, come out of his
nose. When I snoke to you it ceemed
to jerk back. Didn't vou see it?”

“Thought T saw a white flash there
when you spoke, but it must have been
imamnation.”

The time had now arrived for Glitch
to watch, €0 my companion wakened
him, and.they exchanged places. New-
berry was soon asleep. and Glitch, being
a stoical German, said little. I present-
ly became drowsy, and was . asleep in
my chair in a short tinme.

A cry from Glitch brought me to

my feet. “Vake up and help catch der
cat!”

“What cat?”
also awakening.

“Der big vite cat,” said Glitch, visi-
bly excited. “Chust now he came der
do<’)’r through and yumped der ‘coffin
in. .

The three of us rushed to the coffin
but there was no sign of a cat, and
evervthing zeemed undisturbed.

“Dot’s funny,” said Glitch. “Maybe
it’s hiding someveres in der room.”

‘We searched the room, without result.

“You've been seeing things,” said
NV oey did the ani

“What did the anim ike?”
I askedl al look like?

“Vite, und big as a dog. It kommt
der door in, so, und galloped across der
floor, so, und yumped in der casket
chust like dot. "AcA/ It vos a fierce-
looking beast.” . .

Glitch was very much in earnest and
gesticulated rapidly as he described the
appearance and movements of the
feline. Perhaps I should have felt in-
clined to lqugg? had it not been for my
own experience that night. I noticed.
too, that Newberry’s expression wae
anything but jocular. )

It was now nearlv fouro’clock. time
for Newberrv to watch, but Glitch pro-
tested that he could not sleep another
wink, 3o the three of us drew chairs up
close to the fire. On each side of the
fireplace was a large window. The-
shades were completelv drawn and -*.
windows were draped with heavv iac:
curtnine.  Happening to look uy or 13-
window to the left. T noticed sometliv»
of a mouze-gray color hanging near viie
top of one of the curtains. As [ Inokec.

fancied I saw a slight movenicre A<
of a wing being stretched a hit -+ 3

demanded Newberry,
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then folded, and the thing took on the
pearance of a large vampire bat,
hanging upside down. .
I called the attention of my com-
anions to our zingular visitor, and
goth saw it ae plainly as L. .

“How do you suppose he got in?”
asked Newberry. ]

“Funny ve didn’t see him before,”
said Glitch.

I picked up the fire tongs and New-
berry seized the-poker. Creeping eoftl
up to the curtain, I stood on tiptoe an
reached up to seize the animal with the
tongs. It was too quick for me, how-
ever, and fluttered out of my reach.
There followed a chase around the
room. which lasted several minutes.
Seeing that it would be impossible for
us to capture the creature by this
method, we guve up the chase, where-
uqon it calmed down and suspended it-
:ief from the picture molding, upside

own.

On zeeing this, Glitch, who had taken
a heavy book from the table, hurled
it at our unwelcome visitor. His aim
was good, and the thing uttered a
cqulfak a.s\it was crushed against the
wall.

At this moment I thought I heard a
moan from the direction of the casket,
but could not be certain.

Newberrv and I rushed over to where
the book had fallen, intent on dispatch-
ing the thing with poker and tonge, but
only the book lay on the floor. The
creature had* completely disappeared.

I picked up the book, and noticed, as
I did so, a grayish smear on the back
cover. Taking this over to the light,
we saw that it had a soapyv appearance.
As we looked, the substance apparently
became abzorbed, either by the atmos-

here or into the cloth cover of the
ok. There remained, however, a dry,
white, faintly-defined splotch on the

k cover.

“What do you make of it?” I asked
them.

“Strange!” said Newberry.

I turned to Glitch. and noticed for
the first time that his eyes were wide
with fecar. He shook his head and cast
furtive glances toward the casket.

THE THING OF \ THOUSAND SHAPES

“What do you think it is?"”’ I asked.

“A vampire, maybe. A real vampire.”

“What do you mean by a real
vampire ?”’ -

Glitch then described how, in the
folk lore of his native land. there were
storie: current of corpses which lived on
in the grave. It was believed that the
spinits of these corpses assumed the
orm of huge vampire bats at night,
and went about zucking the bl of
living persons, with which they would
return to the grave from time to time
and nourish the corpse. This proceed-
ing was kept up indefinitely, unless the
corpse were exhumed and a stake driven
through the heart. ,

He related, in particular, the story of
a Hungarian named Arnold Paul,
whose body was dug up after it had
been buried forty days. It was found
that his cheeks were flushed with blood,
and that his hair, beard and nails had
grown in the grave. When the stake
was driven through his heart, he had
uttered a frightful shriek and a torrent
of blood gushed from his mouth.

. This vampire story seized on m
imagination in a peculiar way. {
thought again of my uncle’s stran
uest regarding the disposition of his
¥, and of the strange apparitions I
had seen. For the moment I was a
convert to the vampire theory.

My better judgment, however, soon
convinced me that there could not be
such a thing as a vampire, and, even
if there were, a man whose character
had been so noble as that of my de
cented uncle would most certainly never
resort to such hideous and revolting
practices. .

We eat together in silence as the first
faint streaks of dawn showed in the
east. A few minutes later the welcome
aroma of coffee and frving bacon
greeted our nostril:;, and Mrs. Rhodes
came into announce that breakfast was
rendy.

After breckfast, my newly-made
friende departed for their homes, both
assuring ne that they would be glad to
comBe and watch with me again that
niglit.

However, I read something in the
uneasvy manner of Glitch which led
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me (0 believe that 1 could not count on
him, and 1 was. therefore. not greatly
surprized when he telephoned 1me an
bour later, stating that hi: wife was ill,
and that he would not be able to come.

I1.

ISTIIOLI.ED outdoor: to enjoy a

cizar, comforted by the ravs of the
morminy <un aiter my myght's expen-
ence.

It was pleasant, I retlected, to be once
more in the realin of the nataral, to
see the trees attired in the autumn foli-
age, to feel the rustle of fullen leaves
underfoot. to fill' wmy lungs with the
spiey, invizorating October air.

A uray squirrel scampered across my
pathway, his cheek pouches bulging
with acorns. A\ flock of blackbirds.
migrating southward, stopped for a few
moments in the trees above my head,
chattering vociferously: then resumed
their journey with a sudden whirr of
wixlxlgs and a few hoarse notes of fare-
well.

“It is but a step.” 1 reflected, “from
the natural to the snpernatural.”

This observation started a new line
of thought. _.\fter all, could unything
be supernatural—above nature? Na-
ture. according to my belief. was only
another name for God, etermid mind.
omnipotent, omnipresent, omniscient
ruler of the universe. If He were om-
nipotent, could anvthing take place
contrary to His laws? Obviouzly not.

The word “supernatural” was. after
all, onlv an expression invented by man
in hi: finite ignorance. to define those
thinze which he did not nnderstand.
Teleeranhy, telephony, the phono-
graph. the mavine pictnre—all would
have been rezarded with superstition
hv an age less advanced than our:.
Man had onlv to beenme familiar with
the laws oovernine them. in arder to
dis=anl the word “supernatural” az ap-
pli=d to their manifestations.

Whai rieht, then. had T to term
the phenomena, which T had just wit-
nessed, supernatural? T might eall
them supernarmal. hut to think of them
as :upernatural wonld be to believe the

tmpossible: namely, that that which 14
all-powertul had been overpowerei.

1 resolved, then and there, that if
further phenomena manifested them-
selves that mizht. I would. as far a- it
were possible, curb myv sunerstition and
fear, rezard them with the eve of a
philo:opher, and endeavor to leurn
their cuuse, which must necessarily ve

- governed by natural law.

A gray cloud of dust and the whir-
ring of a motor announced the coming
of an automobile. The next minute an
ancient Hivver, with whose bump: of
eccentricity I had gained some ac-
quaintance, turned into the driveway
and stopped opposite me. Joe Sever?,
older zon of my uncle’s tenant, stepped
out and came running toward me.

“Ghitch’s wife died this morning,”
he panted, “and he swears Mr. Brad-
dock is a vampire and sucked her
blood.”

“What rot!” 1 replied.
lievez him, of courze?”

“I ain’t g0 sure of that” =aid Joe.
“Some of the farmers are takin’ it
mighty serious. One of the Langdon
boys, first farm north of here, was took
sick this mornin’. Doctor don’t know
what's the matter of him. Folks ~ay 1t
looks mighty queer.”

;\.3;;-. Rhode: appeared on the fron:

orch.
P “A telephone call for you, sir,” she
said.

I hastened to the 'phone. A woman
was sgenking.

“This i Mre. Newberry,” she said.
“My husband is dreadfully ill. :nd
asked me to tell you that he cannot
come to sit up with you tonight.”

I thanked the lady, offered mv con-
dolences, and tendered myv sincere
wishes for her husband's speedy recov-
erv. This done. I wrote a note nf zvin-
pathy to Mr. Glitch. and dispatchet
Joe with it.

Here. indeed. was a pretty sitnation,
Glitch’s wife dead, Newherry emiouzlv
ill, and the whole countrvside frizihi-
ened by this impossible vamnire =tor”
I knerw it wonld he u-eless tn ask .~
of the nther neichbors to keep wat.l,
with me. Obvinuslv. T was destin=? -
face the terrars of the ecoming /o

““Nobody be-
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alone. Was I equal to the task? Could
my nerves, already unstrung by the pre-
vious night's experience, withstand the
ordeai?

I must confess, and not without a
feeling of shame, that at this juncture
I felt impelled to flee, anywhere, and
leave my deceazed uncle’s atfairs to
shape themselves as they would.

With thi: idea in mind, I repaired
to my room and :started to pack my
arip.  Something fell to the tloor. [t
was my uncle’s last letter. received only
the day before the telegram arrived an-
nouncing hie death. I hesitated—then
picked it up and opened it. The last
paragraph held my attention:

“And, Billy, my boy. don't
worry any more about the money I
advanced vou. It was, as vou say,
a considerable drain on my re-
sources, but I gave it willingly,
gladly, for the education of wmy
sister’s ‘on. My only rezret is that
I could not have done more.

* \ffectionately.
“Unele Ji.”

A thu-h of guilt caie over me.  The
reproach of wmy conscience was keen
and painful. I had been about to com-
mit a cowardly, dishonorable deed.

“Thank God, for the accidental inter-
vention of that letter.” I ~uid fervently.

My resolution was firmly mude now,
[ would see the thing through at all
costs. The noble love, the generous
self-sacrifice of my uncle, should not go
unrequited.

[ quickly unpacked my baz and
walked downstairs, The rest of the day
wis uneventtul, but the night—how [
drexaded the coming of the night! A=
T stood on the porch aud watched the
last faint elow of sunset :lowlv fading.
[ wished that 1. liked Jo:hua. micht
ean<e the sun and monn tn <stand ~till.

Twilicht came on all too qnickly.
acerleratedd by a hank of heavy clonds
which appeared on the western horizon:
and darkness succeeded twilight with
unwonted rapidicy. '

[ entered the house and trod the hall-
way leading to the living-mom. with
wuch the same feeling. no doubt. that

a eouvict experieuces when cuteriug the
death cell.

The hous- :ceper was just placing the
lamp, freshly -leaned and filled. in the
roon). Joe Severs' younger brother,
Sam. had placed logs in the fireplace,
with cindling and puper beneath them,
ready for lighting. Mrvs. Rhode: bade
me » kindly “Good-unight. sir,” and de-
parted noiseles:ly. :

At last the dreaded winment had ar-
rived. [ was alone with the nameless
powers of darkness.

I -huddered involuntarily. A damp
chill pervaded the air, and [ ignited the
kindling beneuth the logz in the fire-
place. Then, drawing the shades to
shut out the pitchy blackness of the
night. T lighted my pipe and stood in
the warm clow.

Uuder the genial influence of pipe
and warmth. my feeling of -fear was
temporarily dissipated. Taking a book
froin the library table, T settled down
to read. It was called “The Reality of
Materialization Phenomena,”“and had
been written by my uncle. The pub-
lizhers were Dulwer & Sons, New York
and Loudon.

It was appareptly a record of the
observations madé by my uncle at mg-
terialization seances in this country an
Europe. Contrary to my usual custom
on starting a hook. I rend the author's
introduction. He began by expressing
the wish that those who might read the
work =hoald first lav aside all prejudice
and all preconceived ideas regarding the
subject., which were not based on posi-
tive knowledge: then weigh the fuacts
as he had found them before drawing
a definite eonclusion.

The following pussage. in particular,
hell miv uttentiou:

“While 1t 1+ to be adniitted. with
rearet. that there are many people
calling themselves medinms, who
deceive their -itters nightly and
whose penductions are  conse-
quenflyv mere optical illusion~. pro-
Am‘ed mv chicanery and legerde-
main. the writer has nevertheless
xathered. at the -itting: recorded
in this book, where all possibility
of frand was excluded by rigorons
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examihation and control. undeni-
able evidence that genuine materi-
alizations are, and can be, pro-
duced.
“The source and physical com-
position—if indeed 1t be physical
—of a phantasm materialized by a
true medium, remains. up to the
present time, inexplicable. That
such manifestations are not hallu-
cinations. has been proved tiine and
again by taking photographs. One
would indeed %e compelled to
strain his credulity to the utmost,
were he to believe that a mere hal-
lucination could be photographed.
“As 1 have stated, the exact
nature and source of the phenom-
coa are apparently inscrutable;
however, it 1s a notable fact that
the strongest manifestations take
place when the medium is in a
state of catalepsy, or suspended
animation. Her iands are cold—
her body becomes rigid—her eyes,
if open, appear to be fixed on
space—’ )

A mll of thunder, quickly followed
by a2 rush of wind, rudely interrupted
my reading. The housekeeper appeared
in the doorway, lamp in hand.

“Wou!d you mind helping me close
the windows, sir?” she asked. ‘“There
s a big rainstorm coming, and they
must be closed quickly, or the furnish-
ings and wall paper will be soaked.”

Together we ascended the stairs. I
rushed from window to window, while
she lighted the wav with the dim lamg.
This dutyv attended to, she again bade
me “Good night,” and I returned to
the livine-room.

Az I entered, I glanced at the casket:

then -looked again while a feeling of "

horror crept over me. Either I was
dreaming, or it had been completely
draped with a white sheet during my
ah-ence. .

1 rubbed my eyes, pinched muveelf,
and udvanced to confirm the evidence
of my evesight by the sense of touch.
A: [ extended my hand. the center of
the sheet rose in a sharp peak. as if
lifted by some invisible presence, and
the entire fabric traveled upward toward

the ceiling. I drew back with a cry of
dread, watching it with perhaps the
same fascination that is experienced by
a doomed bird or animal looking into
the eyes of a serpent that is about to
devour it. :

The point touched the ceiling. There
was a crash of thunder, accompanied
b{ a blinding flash of lightning which
illuminated the room through the sides
of the ill-fitting window chades, and
I found myself staring at the bare ceil-

ing.

%Valking dazedlv to the fireplace,
I poked the logs until they blazed, and
then sat down to collect my thoughts.
‘Torrents of rain were beating against
the window panes. Thunder roared and
lightning flashed incessantly.

I took up my pipe and was about to
light it when a strange sight interrupted
me. Something round and flat, about
six inches in diameter, and of a grayish
color, was moving along the floor from-
the casket toward the center of the
room. I watched it, fascinated, while
the blood seemed to congeal in my
veins. It did not roll or slide.along
the floor, but seemed rather to flow for-
ward.

It reminded me, more than anything
else, of an ameeba, one of those micro-
scopic, unicellular animalcule which
I had examined in the study of zoology:-
An amaba magnified, perhaps, several
million diameters. I could plainlv <ee,
it put forth projections,: resemblin
pseudopods, from time to time, an
again withdraw them quickly into the
bodv mass. -

The lighted match burned my fin-

ers, and I dropped it on the hearth.
n the meantime the creature had

‘reached the center of the room and

st . A metamorphosis was now
ta(ljgg;dplace before my eyes. To my
surprise. I beheld. in place of a magni-
fied ameba, a gigantic trilobite, larger.
it is true. than anv specimen which has
ever been found. but. nevertheless, true
to form in every detail.

The trilobite, in turn, chgnged to a
brilliantly-hued star-fish with active,
wriggling tentocles. The star-fish be-.
came a crab. and the crab, a porpoizs
swimming about in the air as if it had
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been water. The porpoise then became
a huge green lizard that crawled about
the fHoor.

Soon the lizard grew large webbed
wings, itz tail shortened, its jaws length-
ened out with a pelic anlike pouch be-
neath them, and its body :cemed par-
tially covered with :cales of a rusty
black cvlor. I afterward learned that
this was a phantasmic represcutation of
a pterodactvl, or prehistoric (lying rep-
tile. To me, in my terrified condition,
it looked like a creature from heli.

The thing stood erect. stretched its
wings and beat the air as if to try them;
then roze aud circled twice ubout the
room, Happing lazily like a heron, and
once more alighted in the middle of the
floor. '

It folded its wing: carefully, and I
noticed many new changes taking place.
The scales were becoming feathers—the
legs lengthened out and were encased
in a thick, scaly, skin. The claws thick-
ened into two-toed feet, like those of
an ostrich. The head al-n looked os-
trich-like. while the wing: were short-
ened and feathered. Lut not plumed.
The bird was munch larger than any os-
trich or emu I have ever seen. and
stalked about majesticallv. itz head
nearly touching the ceiliug

Soon it, too, stopped in the center of
"the room—the neck grew shorter and
shorter—the feathers became fur—the
wings lengthened into arm: which
reached below the knees. and T waz face
to face with a hnge. gorilla-like crenture.
[t roared horribly, casting quick zlances
abiout the rnom. itz deep--et eves glow-
ing like coals of fire.

I felt that my end had come, Lut
vould make no move to escape. I
wauted to get up and leap throush the
window, hut my nervele-« limbs would
not function. Az [ leaked. the fur on
the creature turned to a thin covering

of hair, and it began to assume a man-
like form. 1.closed my eyes and shud-
dered.
When [ opened them a moment later,
[ Leheld what might have been the
“t~ing link.” half man, half beast.
The face. with its receding forehead
and heetling brows, was apelike and vet
nanlike. Wrapped about its loins was
a laree tizer <kin.  In its right hand it
brandished a huge, knotted club.
Gradually it Lecame more manlike
and le=: apelike. The club changed to
a ~pear. the :pear to a aword, and I be-
held a Roman soldier, fully accoutered

for iattle. with helmet, armor. target
and -andals.

The Roiuan soldier became a knight,
and the knight a musketeer. The mus-
keteer became a colonial soldier.

At that instant there was a crash of
glazs. and the branch of a tree pro-
Jected through the window on the right
)f the fireplace. The shade flew up with

a snap. and the =oldier dizappeared, as
a brilliant Hazh of lightning illumi-
nuated the ronin.

I rm=hed 1o the window, and saw that
the overhaunging limb of an elm had
been broken off by the wind and hurled
trough the glass. The rain was coming
in in torrents, '

The housckeeper, who had heard the
noi-e. appeared in the doorway. See-
ing the min blowing in at the window,
she left aud returned a moment later
with a hammer. tacks and a folded
~heet. T ticked the sheet to the window
frame with diftienlty, on account of the
~trong wind. and again pulled down the
shade. .

Mr-. Rhaodes vetired.

[ evn-nlted my watch.
ot minnte of padnieht.

Ouly half of the night gone! Would
[ bee ~tronge cnonzh to endure the other
half?

It lacked just

This Story Iill be Concluded in the Next Issue of IWEIRD
TALES. Tell Your News-dealer tn Reserve a Copy for You.
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The Last Thrilling Chapters of

The 'Thing of 4
Thousand Shapes’

A Wesrd Novel
By OTIS ADELBERT KLINE

HERE’S WHAT HAPPENED IN THE EARLY
CHAPTERS:

ILLIAM ANSLEY, who tells the story, receives word that his

Uncle Jim is dead in Peoria and goes at once to his uncle’s home.
Later, while gazing upon the body in a gray casket, he hears himself
say, as if against his own reason, “He is not dead—only sleeping.”
Subeequent events indicate that this is true. William, watching beside
the body in the lonely house at night, is visited by a numher of ter- ‘
rifying apparitions. At midnight he fears that the worst is yet to come.

THE STORY CONTINUES FROM THIS POINT

HE storm slowly abated, and

finally died down altogether,
succeeded by a dead calm.

An hour passed without in-

cident, to my inestimable relief. I

believed that the phenomena had

passed with the storm. The thought

soothed me. I became drowsy, and

was soon asleep.
Fitful dreams disturbed my slum-
ber. It seemed that I was walking

in a great primeval forest. The trees
and vegetation about me were new
and strange. Huge ferns, some of
them fifty feet in height, grew all
about in rank profusion. Under foot
was a soft carpet of moss. Giant
fungi, colossal toadstools, and mush-
rooms of varying shades and forms
were everywhere.

In my hand I carried a huge knot-
ted club, and my sole article of cloth-

®The first half of this story appeared in the Merok issue of WEIRD TALKES. A ocopy

will be mailed by the pubdlishers for £3c.
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ing seemed to be a tiger skin, girded
about my waist and falling half way
to my knees.

A queer-looking creature, half rhi-
noceros, half horse, ran across my
pathway. Following closely behind
it, in hot pursuit, was a huge reptil-
ian monster, in outline something like
a kangaroo. in size larger than the
largest elephant. Its monstrous, ser-
pentlike head towered more than
twenty-five feet in the air as it sud-
denly stopped and stood erect on its
hind feet and tail, apparently giving
up the chase.

Then it espied me. Quick as a flash,
I turned and ran, dodging hither and
thither, floundering in the soft moss,
stiumbling over tangled vines and oc-
casionally overturning a mammoth
toadstool. I could hear the horrible
beast crashing through the fern
brakes, only a short distance behind
me.

At last I came to a rockyv hillside,
and saw an opening about two feet in
diameter. Into this I plunged head-
long, barely in time to escape the
frightful jaws which closed behind
me with a terrifying snap. 1 lay on
the ground, panting for breath, in
the far corner of the cave and just
out of reach of the ferocious mon-
ster. It appeared to be trying to
}viden the opening with its huge front

eet. . . .

Someone had laid a hand on my
arm and was gently trying to awaken
me. The cave and the horrible rep-
tile disappeared, and I was again in
my uncle’s living-room. I turned, ex-
pecting to see Mrs. Rhodes, but saw
no one.

There was, however, 2 hand on my
arm. It ended at the wrist in a sort
of indescribable, filmy mass. I was
now fully awake, and somewhat star-
tled, as mav be imagined. The hand
withdrew and seemed to float through
the air to the other side of the room.

I now observed in the room a sort
of white vapor, from which other
hands were forming. Soon there
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were hands of all descriptions and
sizes. They were constantly in mo-
tion, some of them flexing the fingers
as if to try the newly-formed mus-
cles, others beckoning, and still oth-
ers clasped in pairs, as if in greeting.

There were large, horny masculine
hands, daintily-formed womanly
hands, and active, chubby little hands
like those of children. Some of them
were perfectly modeled. Others, ap-
parently in the process of formation,
looked like floating bi:z of chiffon,
while still others had the appearance
of flat, empty gloves.

Two well-developed hands now em-
erged from the mass and moved a few
feet toward me. They waved as if at-
tempting to attract my attention, and
then I could see they were forming
letters of the deaf and dumb alpha-
bet. They spelled my name:

“B-I-L-L-Y.”

Then:

‘“S-A-V.-E M-E B-I.L-L-Y.”

I managed to ask, ‘‘Who are you?’’

The hands spelled:

“I A-LI_,’

Then they were withdrawn, with a
jerk, into the group.

I could now see a new transforma-
tion taking place. The hands were
drawn together, dissolving into a
white, irregular fluted column, sur
mounted by a dark, hairy-looking
mass. A bearded face seemed to be
forming at the top of the column,
which was now widening out consid-
erably, taking on the semblance of a
human form. In a moment a white-
robed figure stood there, the eyes
turned upward and inward as if in
fear and supplication, the arms ex-
tended toward me.

The apparition began slowly to ad-
vance in my direetion. It seemed to
glide along as if suspended in the
air. There was no movement of walk-
ing, just a slow, floating motion.

The phantom, when at the other
end of the room, had seemed fright-
ful enough, but to see it coming to-
ward me was unnerving—terrifying.
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The nearer it approached, the more
horrible it seemed, and the more firm-
ly I appeared rooted to the spot.
Soon it was towering above me.
The eyes rolled downward and seem-
ed to look through mine into my very
brain. The arms were extended to
encircle me, when the imstinet of
self-preservation came to my rescue.

I acted quickly, and apparently
without volition. Overturning my
chair and rushing from the room, I
ran out the front door and down the
pathway. I did not dare look back,
but rushed blindly forth into the
night.

Suddenly there was a brilliant
glare of light. Something struck me
with considerable force, and I lost
consciousness.

When I regained my senses I was
lying in a bedroom, the room I had
occupied in my uncle’s house.

A besutiful girl was bending over
me, bathing my fevered forehead
from time to time with cold water.
Sunlight was streaming in at the win-
dow. Outside, a robin was singing
his morning song, his farewell to the
Northland, no doubt, as the stinging
snow-laden winds of winter must
soon drive him southward.

I attempted to sit up, but sank
back with a groan, as a sharp pain
shot through my right side.

My fair attendant laid a soft hand
on my brow.

‘“You mustn’t do that again,’’ she
said. ‘‘The telephone wires are down,
so father has driven to town for the
doetor. ™

Memories of the night returned.
The apparition—my rush down the
pathway—the blinding light—the
sudden shock—and then oblivion.

‘‘Do you mind telling me,’’ I asked,
‘‘what it was that knocked me out,
and how you came so suddenly to my
rescuef’’

‘“It was our car that knocked you
out,’”’ she replied, ‘‘and it was no
more than right that I should do what
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I could to make you comfortable until
the doctor arrives.’’

‘“‘Please tell me your name—won't
you?—and how it all happened.’’

‘““My name is Ruth Randall. My
father is Albert Randall, dean of the
local college. We had motored to In-
dianapolis, intending to spend the
week-end with friends, when we were
notified of your uncle’s death. He
and my father were bosom friends,
and together conducted many experi-
ments in psychical research. Natur-
ally we hurried home at once, in or-
der to attend the funeral

‘““We expected to make Peoria by
midnight, but the storm came, and
the roads soon were almost impassa-
ble. It was only by putting on chains
and running at low s most of the
time thas we were able to make any
progress. Just as we were passing
this house, you rushed in front of the
car.

‘‘Father says it is fortunate that
we were compelled to run at low
speed, otherwise you would have been
instantly killed. We brought you to
the door and aroused the housekeeper,
who helped us get you to your room.
Father tried to phone for a doetor,
but. it was no use, as the lines were
torn down by the storm, so he drove
to town for one. I think that is he
coming now. I hear a motor in the
driveway.’’

A few moments later two men en-
tered—Professor Randall, tall, thin,
slightly stooped, and pale of faee,
and Doctor Rush, of medium height
and rather portly. The doctor wore

with very thick lenses,
through which he seemed almost to
glare at me. He lost no time in tak-
ing my pulse and temperature, push-
ing the pocket thermometer into my
mouth with one hand, and seizing my
wrist with the other.

He removed the thermometer from
my mouth, then, holding it up to the
light and squinting for a moment said
‘““HumpR,’”’ and proceeded to paw me
over in search of broken bones. When
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he started manhandling my right
side I winced considerably. He pres-
ently located a couple of fractured
ribs.

After a painful half-hour, during
which the injured ribs were set, he
left me with instructions to keep as
still as possible, and let nature do the
rest.

The professor lii:gered for a mo-
ment, and I asked him to have Doctor
Rush examine my uncle’s body for
signs of decomposition, as it was now
more than three days since his death.

Miss Randall, who had left the
room during the examination, came
in just as her father was leaving. and
<aid nice, sweet, sympathetic things,
and fluffed up my pillow for me and
smoothed back my hair; and if the
doctor had taken my pulse at that
moment he would have sworn my
auricles and ventricles were racing
each other for the world’s champion-
ship.

‘“ After all,”’ I thought, ‘‘having
one’s ribs broken is not such an un-
pleasant experience.’’

Then her father entered—and my
thoughts were turned into new chan-
nels.

‘‘Doctor Rush has made a thorough
examination,’’ he said, ‘‘and can find
absolutely no sign of decomposition
on vour uncle's body. He frankly
admits that he is puzzled by this con-
dition, and that it is a case entirelyr
outside his previous experience. He
states that, from the condition of the
corpse. he would have been led to be-
lieve that death took place only a few
hours ago.’’

‘“If you can spare the time.’’ I
said, ‘‘and if it is not asking too
much, I should like to have you spend
the day with me. I have much to tell
vou. and many strange things have
happened on which I sorely need
vour advice and assistance. Joe Sev-
ers can take the doctor home.’’

The professor kindly consented to
«tay, and his daughter went down-
stairs to loeate Joe and his flivver.

THE TIIING OF A THOUSAXND sSHAPES

*‘The things of which I am about
to tell you,’’ I began, ‘‘may seem like
the visions of an opinm eater, or the
hallucinations of a deranged mind. In
fact, they have even made me doubt
by own sanity. However, I must tell
someone. and as you are an old and
valued friend of my uncle’s, I feel
that whether or not you accept my
story as a verity you will be a sym-
pathetic listener, and can offer some
explanation—if. indeed, it be po=ssible
to explain such gsingular happen-
ings.’’

I then related in detail everything
that had happened since my arrival
at the farm. up to the moment when
I rushed headlong in front of his au-
tomobile.

He listened attentively, but
whether he believed my narrative or
not I could not tell. When I had fin-
ished, he asked many questions about
the various phenomena I had wit-
nessed, and seemed particularly in-
terested when I told him about the
disappearance of the hat. He asked
me where the book, which had been
used to dispatch the creature, might
be found. and immediately went
downstairs, bringing it up a moment
later.

A dry, white smudge was still faint-
Iy discernible on the cover. This he
examined carefully with a poeket
microscope, then said:

‘I will have to put this subsetance
under a compound microscope. and
also test it ehemically in my labora-
tory. It may be the means of explain-
ing all of the phenomena you have
witnessed. I will drive home this aft-
ernoon and make a thorough exam-
ination of this sample.”’

‘‘I should be very glad indeed,”’ I
replied, ‘‘to have even some slight
cxplanation of these mysteries.’’

‘‘You are undoubtedly aware,’’ he
said. ‘‘that there are no vampires or
similar bats indigenous to this part
of the world. The only true vampire
bat is found in South America, al-
though there is a type of frugivorous
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bat slightly resembling it, which in-
habits the southeast coast of Asia and
the Maylayan Archipelago, and is
sometimes erroneously called a vam-
pire or spectre bat. You have de-
scribed in detail a creature greatly
resembling the true vampire bat, but
it is probable that what you saw was
no bat at all. What it really was, I
hesitate to say until I have examined
the substance on this book cover.’’

‘‘Well, whatever it was, I am posi-
tive it was no real vampire, as
Glitch says,’’ I replied.

‘“‘I don’t like this vampire story
that is being circulated by G@Glitch,”’
said the professor. ‘‘It may lead to
trouble. It is most surprising to find
such crude superstition prevailing in
these modern times.’’

At this juncture there was a rap
at my door. I called, ‘‘come in,’’ and
Joe Severs entered.

‘“Well. Joe, did you get the doctor
home without shaking any of his teeth
loose?’’ I asked.

‘“Yes, sir, I got him home all right,
but that ain’t what I come to tell you
about,’’ he replied. ‘‘There’s a heap
of trouble brewin’ around these parts
an’ I thought I better let you know.
Somebody’s sick in nearly every fam-
ily in the neighborhood, an’ they’re
savin’ Mr. Braddock is the cause of
it. They’re bholdin’ an indignation
meetin’ up to the school house now.’’

‘‘This is indeed serious,’’ said the
professor. ‘‘Do you know what they
propose to do about it?’’

‘‘Can’t say as to that, but they’re
snre some riled up about it,’’ repied

oe.

Mrs. Rhodes came in with my
luncheon, and announced to the pro-
fessor that Miss Ruth awaited him in
the dining-roem below, whereupon he
begged to be excused. Joe went out
murmuring something about having
to feed the horses, and I was left
alone to enjoy & very tasty meal.
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CHAPTER IV.

AHALF hour later the housekeep-
er came in to remove the dishes.
and Miss Randall brought me a huge
bouquet of autumn daisies.

‘“Father has driven to town to an-
alyze a sample of something or other
that he has found,’’ she said, ‘‘and in
the meantime I will do my best to
make the hours pass pleasantly for
you. What do you want me to do?
Shall I read to yout’’

‘‘By all means,’’ I replied. ‘‘Read.
or talk, or do anything you like. 1
assure you I am not hard to amuse.’’

‘‘I think I shall read,’’ she decided.
‘“What do you prefer? Fiction, his-
tory, mythology, philosophy? Or per-
haps,’’ ., she added, ‘‘you prefer

‘I will leave the selection entirely
to you,’’ I said. ‘‘Read what inter-
ests you, and I will be interested.’’

‘“Don’t be too sure of that,’’ she
answered, and went down to my
uncle’s library.

She returned a few moments later
with several volumes. From a book
of Scott’s poems, she chose ‘‘Rokeby '’
and soon we were conveyed, as if by
a magic carpet, to medieval Yorkshire
with its moated castles, dense for-
ests, sparkling streams, jutting crags
and enchanted dells.

She had finished the poem, and
we were chatting gaily, when Mrs.
Rhodes entered.

‘‘ A small boy brought this note for
you, sir,’’ she said, handing me a
sealed envelope.

I tore it open carelessly, then read:

‘“Mr. William Ansley.
Dear Sir:

‘“Owing to the fact that at
least one member of nearly every
fomidy in this community Aas
been smitten with a peculiar mal-
ady, ' some instonces fatal,
since the death of James Brad-
dock, and in view of the unde-
niable evidence that the corpse
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of the aforesaid has become a
vampire, proven by certain
things which you, sn company
with two respected and vera-
cious neighbors witnessed, an tn-
dignation meeting was held to-
day, attended by more than one
hundred residents, for the pur-
pose of discussing ways and
means of combating this terrible
menace to the community.

**Tradition tells us that there
are two effective ways for dis-
posing of a vampire. One is by
hurning the corpse of the offend-
cr, the other i3 by burial with a
stake driven through the heart.
We lhave decided on the latter as
the more simple and easily car-
ried out.

**You are therefore directed to
convey the corpse to the pine
grove which is situated a half
mnile back from the road on your
wuncle’s farm, where you will find
a grave ready dug, and six men
who will see that the body s
properly interred. You have un-
til eight o’clock this evening to
carry out these stnstructions.

‘““To refuse to do as directed.
will avail youw nothing. IF YOU DO
NOT BRING THE BODY WE YWILL
COME AND GET IT. If you offer
resistance, youw do so at your
peril, as we are armed, and we
mean dusiness.

“THE COMMITTEE.

P. §. No use to try to tele-
phone or send a messenger for
help. Your wires are out of com-
migsion and the house ts sur-
rounded by armed sentinels.”’

As the professor had predicted.
this was indeed a most serious turn
of events. I turned to Mi=. Rhodes.

*Where ix the bearer of this let-
ter?’’ T asked. ‘‘Did he wait for a
reply?’”’

‘It was given to me bv a small
bov.’’ she answered. °‘He said that
if vou wished to reply. to put yvour
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letter in the mail-box, and it would
be given to the right party. There
was a elosed automobile waiting for
him in front of the house, and he
ran back to it and was driven away
at high speed.”’

‘I must dress and go downstairs
at once,”’ I said.

‘*You must do no such thing,’’ re-
plied Miss Randall. ‘‘The doctor’s
orders are that you must keep per-
fectly quiet until your ribs heal.’’

I heard a swift footfall on the
stairs, and a moment later the pro-
fessor entered the room, very much
excited.

*Two farmers.”” he said, ‘‘poked
shotguns in my face and searched me
on the public highway. That’s what
just happened to me!’’

‘“\WWhat do you suppose they were
after?’’ I asked.

‘“They did not make themselves
clear on that point. and they didn’t
take anything. so I am at a loss to
explain their conduct. They merely
stopped me. felt through my pockets
ana searched the car: then told me
to drive on.”’

‘*Perhaps this will throw some
light on their motive,’’ I said, hand-
ing him the letter.

As he read it a look of surprise
came over his face.

‘“Ah! It is quite plain, now.
These were the armed guards men-
tioned in the postscript. It seems in-
credible that such superstition should
prevail in this enlightened age; how-
ever. the evidence is quite too plain
to be questioned. What is to be
done?’’

‘““Frankly, I don’t know,’* I re-
plied. ‘*We are evidently so well
watched that it would be impossible
for anyvone to go for help. Of course,
they cannot karm my deceased uncle
b7 driving a stake through the corpse,
but to permit these barbarians to car-
rv out their purpose would be to des-
ecrate the memory of the best friend
I ever had.”’
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‘“What are they going to dot”
asked Miss Randall in alarm. I hand-
od her the letter. She read it hastily,
then ran downstairs to see if the tele-
was working.

‘‘What would you say if I were to
tell you there is a strong possibility
that your uncle’s body is nol a
corpse; or, in other words, that he is
not really dead?’’ asked the profes-
eor.

‘I would say that if there is the
glightest poesibility of that, they will
make a corpse of me before they stage
this vampire funeral,’”’ I replied,
starting to dress,

“I am with you in that,’’ said he,
extending his hand, ‘‘and now let us
examine the evidence.’’

‘““By all means,’”’ I answered.

‘“ Aceording to the belief of most
modern psychologists,’”” he began,
‘‘every human being is endowed with
two minds. One is usually termed
the objective, or conscious mind, the
other the subjective, or subconscious
mind. Some call it the subliminal
consciousness. The former controls
our waking hours, the latter is dom-
inant when we are asleep.

‘“You are, no doubt, familiar with
the functions and powers of the ob-
jective mind, so0 we will not discuss
them. The powers of the subjective
mind, which are not generally known
or recognized, are what chiefly con-
cern us in this instance.

‘‘My belief that your uncle is not
really dead started when I first heard
your story. It was later substantiat-
ed by two significant facts. I will
take up the various points in their
logical order, and you may judge for
yourself as to whether or not my hy-
pothesis is fully justified.

‘“‘First, upon seeing him lying in
the casket, you involuntarily execlaim-
ed, ‘He is not dead—only sleeping.’
This apparently absurd statement,
unsubstantiated by objective evi-
dence, was undoubtedly prompted by
your subjective mind. One of the
best known powers of the subjective-
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mind is that of telepathy, the commu-
nication of thoughts or ideas from
mind to mind, without the employ-
ment of physical means. This mes-
sage was apparently impressed so
strongly on your subjective mind that
you spoke it aloud, automatically, al-
most without the subjective know-
ledge that you were talking, Assum-
ing that it was a telepathic message,
it must necessarily have been pro-
jected by some other mind. May we
not, therefore, reasonably suppose
that the message came from the sub-
jective mind of your uncle?

‘““Then the second message. Was it
not plainly from someone who kmew
you intimately, someone in dire need?
You will recall that, just before you
fell asleep, you seemed to hear the
words, ‘Billy! Save me, Billy.’

‘“And now, as to the phenomena:
I must confess that I was somewhat
in doubt, at first, regarding these.
Not that I questioned your veracity
in the least, for no man rushes blind-
ly in front of a moving automobile
without sufficient cause, but the
gights which you witnessed were so
striking and unusual that I felt sure
they must have been hallucinations.
On second thought, however, I decid-
ed it would be quite out of the ordin-
ary for you and two other men to
have the same hallucinations. It was,
therefore, apparent that you had wit-
nessed genuine materialization phe-
nomena.

‘“The key to the whole situation,
however, lay in the seemingly insig-
nificant smudge on the cover.
Two years ago your uncle advanced
a theory that materialization phe-
nomena were produced by a sub-
stance which he termed ‘psycho-
plasm.” After listening to his argu-
ment, I was convinced that he was
right. Since then, we have attended
numerous materialization seances,
with the object of securing a sample
of this elusive material for examina-
tion. It always disappears instantly
when a bright light is flashed upon it,
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or when the medium is startled or
alarmed, and our efforts in this direc-
tion have always been fruitless.

‘“Needless to say, when you de-
scribed the deposit left on the book
by the phantasmic bat, I was intense-
ly interested. chroueoplc examipa-
tion and analysis show that this sub-
stance is some quite different
from anything I have ever encoun-
tered. While it is undoubtedly or-
ganie, it is nevertheless remarkably
different, in structure and composi-
tion, from anything heretofore elassi-
fied, either by biologists or chemists.
In short, I am convinced it is that
substance which has eluded us for so
long, namely, psychoplasm,

““No doubt you will wonder what
bearing this has on the question un-
der discussion—that is, whether or
not your uncle still lives. As far as
we are able to learn, psychoplasm is
produeed only by, or through, living
persons, and in nearly every instance
it oecurs only when the person acting
as medium is in a state of catalepsy,
or suspended animation. As most of
the manifestations took place in the
room where your uncle’s body lay,
and as he is the only one in the house
likely to be in that state, I assume
that your uncle’s soul still inhabits
his body.

‘‘The final point, and by no means
the least important, is that in spite
of the time whxch has elapsed since
his alleged death—in aspite of that
fact that it lay in a warm room with-
out refrigeration or embalming fluid
—your uncle’s body shows absolutely
no sign of decomposition.’’

‘‘But how is it possible,’’ I asked,
‘‘for a person in a cataleptic state to
simulate death so completely as to de-
ceive the most competent physi-
cians?’’

‘‘How such a thing is poesible, I
cannot explain, any more than I can
tell you how psychoplasm is generat-
ed. The wonderful powers of the sub-
jective entity are truly amazing. We
can only: deal with the facts as we
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find them. Statistics show that no
less than one case a week of mpend—
ed animation is discovered in

United States. There are, no dmbt,
hundreds of other cases which are
never brought to light. As a usual
thing, nowadays, the doctor no soon-
er pronounces the patient dead than
the undertaker is summoned. Need-
lees to say, when the arteries have
been drained and the embalming
fluid injected, there ia absolutely no
chance of the patient coming to life.”’

Together, we walked downstairs
and entered the roem where Uncle
Jim lay. We looked carefully, mi-
nutely, for some sign of life, but none
was apparent.

‘““It is useless,’’ said the professor,
‘‘to employ physical means at this
time. However, I have an experiment
to proposee, which, if successful, may
prove my theory. As I stated previ-
ously, you are, no doubt, subjective-
ly in mental enrapport mth your un-
cle. Your subjeetive mind constantly
communicates with his, but you lack
the power to elevate the messages to
your objective consciousness. My
daughter has cultivated to some ex-
tent the power of automatic writing.
You can, no doubt, establish rapport
with her by touch. I will put the
questions.’’

Miss Randall was called, and npon
our explaining to her that we wished
to conduct an experiment in auto-
matic writing, she readily consented.
Her father seated her at the library
table, with peneil and paper near her
right hand. He then held a small
hand mirror before her, slightly above
the level of her eyes, on which she
fixed her gaze.

When she had looked steadily at
the mirror for a short time he made
a few hypnotic passes with his hands,
whereupon she closed her eyes and
apparently fell into a light
Then, placing the pencil in her nght
hand, he told me to be seated beside
her, and place my right hand over
Ber left. We sat thus for perhaps
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ten minutes, when she began to write,
very slowly at first, then gradually
increasing in speed until the penecil
fairly flew over the paper. When
the bottom of the sheet had been
reached, a new one was supplied, and
this was half covered with writing
before she stopped.

The professor and I examined the
resulting manuseript.  Something
about it seemed strangely familiar to
me. I remembered seeing those words
in a book I had picked up in that
same room. On making a compari-
son, we found that she had written,
word for word, the introduction to
my uncle’s book, ‘‘The Reality of
Materialization Phenomena.’’

‘‘We will now ask some questions,’’
said the professor.

He took a pencil and paper and
made a record of his questions the
answers to which were written by his
daughter. I have copied them ver-

A4: *‘Get key from small urn
on mantle, Open desk in corner
and take out small ledger. Turn
to page sixty and find account of
Peoria Grain Company. Ac-
count balanced Oectober first by
check for one thousand two hun-
dred forty-eight dollars and six-
ty-three cents.’’

(Again the professor did es di-

and again the written
statement was corroborated.)

Q: °‘‘The proof is ample and
convincing. Will Unele Jim tell
us where he is at the present
time?’’

4: ‘‘Here in the room.”’”’

Q: ‘“What means shall we
use to awaken him?’’

A: ‘Unecle Jim is recuperat-
ing. Does not wish to be awak-
ened.’’

Q: ‘‘But we want Uncle Jim
to waken some time. WWhat shall
we do!”’
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batim, and present them below.
: ‘“Who are you that
writes?’’

A: ‘“Ruth.”

Q: ‘‘By whose direction do
you write?!’’

A: uBmy‘n

Q: ‘‘Who directs Billy to di-
reet you to write as you do?”’

A: ‘“Unecle Jim.”’

Q: ‘‘How are we to know
that it is Uncle Jim 1"’

4: “Unecle Jim will give
proof ”»

Q: ‘“‘If Unecle Jim will tell us
something which he knows and
we do not know, but which we
can find out, he will have fur-
nished sufficient proof. What
can Uncle Jim tell ust’’

A: ‘“‘Remove third book from
left top shelf of book case. Shake
book and pressed maple leaf will
fall out.’”’

(The professor removed and
shook it as directed, and a press-
ed maple leaf féll to the floor.)

Q: ‘‘What further proof can
Uncle Jim give?’’

A: ‘‘Let Unele Jim alone,
and he will waken naturally
when the time comes.’’

The professor propounded several
more queries, to which there were no
answers, so we discontinued the sit-
ting. Miss Randall was awakened by

on.

‘“We now have conclusive proof
that your uncle is alive, and in a cata-
leptic state,’’ said the professor.

‘‘Is there no way to arouse him?$’’
T asked.

‘‘The best thing to do 1s to let him
waken himself, as he directed us to do
in the telepathic message. He is, as
he says, recuperating from his illness
and should not be disturbed. You
are, perhaps, unaware that catalepsy,
although believed by many people to
be a disease, is really no disease at
all. While it is known as a symptom
of certain nervous disorders, it may
accompany any form of sickness, or
may even be caused by a mental or
physical shock of some sort.

‘““It can also be induced in hypno-
tization by suggestion. Do not think of
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it as & form of sickness, but, rather,
as a very deep sleep, which permits
the patient much needed rest for an
overburdened body and mind; for it
is a well-known fact that when ecata-
lepsy intervenes in any form of sick-
ness, death is usually cheated.’”’

‘“Would it be dangerous to my
uncle’s health if we were to remove
him to his bedroc:i?’’ I asked. ‘It
seems to me that a coffin is rather a
gruesome thing for him to convalesce
m.”

‘“Agreed,’”’ said the professor,
‘‘and I ean see no particular harm
in moving him, provided he is han-
dled very gently. Ruth, will you
please have Mrs. Rhodes make the
room ready?! Mr. Ansler and T will
then carry his uncle upstairs.’”’

While Miss Randall was doing her
father’'s bidding we tried to contrive
a way to outwit the superstitious
farmers, who would arrive in a few
minutes if they made good their
threat.

My eye fell upon two large oak
logs, which young Severs had brought
for the fireplace, and I said:

‘““Why not weight the casket with
these logs and screw the lid down?
No doubt they will carry it out with-
out opening it, and when they are
well on their way we can place my
unele in your car and be out of
reach before they discover the sub-
stitution.”’

‘““ A capital ides,’’ said the profes-
sor. ‘“We will wrap the logs well so
they will not rattle, and, as the cas-
ket is an especially heavy one, they
will be none the wiser until it is
opened at the grave.’’

I ran upstairs and tore two heavy
comforters from my bed, and with
these we soon had the logs well pad-
ded. Miss Randall called that the
room was ready. The professor and I
carefully lifted my uncle from the
casket and were about to take him
from the room, when a gruff voice
commmanded :

¢“Schtop !’’
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A dozen masked men, armed in-
discriminately with shotguns, rifles
and revolvers, were standing in the
hall. We could hear the stamping
of many more on the porch. I ree-
ognized the voice and figure of the

leader as thoee of Glitch.
‘““Back in der coffin,”’ he said.
pointing a double-barreled shot-

gun at me. ‘‘Poot him back, or I
blow your tam head off.””

Then several other men came in
and menaced us with their weapons.

CHAPTER V.

I DROPPED my uncle’s feet and
rushed furiously at Glitch. but
was quickly seized and overpowered
by two stalwart farmers.

The professor, however, was more
calm. He laid my unecle gently on
the floor and faced the men.

‘“Gentlemen,’”’ he said, ‘“‘may I
ask the reason for this sudden and
unwarranted intrusion in a peace-
ful home?”

‘‘Ve are going to bury dot vam-
pire corpse mit a stake t’rough its
heart. Dot’s vot,’’ replied Glitch.

‘“What would you do if I were to
tell you that this man is not dead,
but alive?’’ asked the professor.

‘¢ Alive or dead, he’s gonna be
buried tonight,’’ said a barly ruf-
fien, stepping up to my unecle. ‘“‘One
o’ you guys help me get this in the
coffin.”’

A tall, lean farmer stepped up and
leaned his gun against the casket.
Then the two of them roughly lifted
my uncle into it and screwed down
the lid.

In the meantime, another had dis-
covered the wrapped logs, to which
he ecalled the attention of his com-
panions,

‘“Well, I'll be blowed!’® he =aid.
¢Thought yuh was pretty sliek, did-
n't yuh? Thought yuh eould fool
us with a coupla logs? Just for that
we'll take yuh along to the party #0
yvuh dcn’t try no more fancy capers.’’
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‘“Gentlemen,’’ said the professor,
‘‘do you realize that you will be com-
mitting a murder if you bury this
man’s | At

‘‘Murder, hell!"”’
‘‘He killed my boy.’’

‘“‘He sucked my daughter’s blood,’’
cried another.

‘““An’ my brother is lyin’ in his
death bed on account of him,”’
shouted a third.

‘‘Come on, let’s go,’’ said the bur-
ly ruffian. ‘‘Some o’ you boys grab
hold o’ them handles, an’ we’ll
change shifts goin’ out.’’

‘“Yah. Ve vill proceed,” said
Glitch. ‘‘Vorwarts!”

“If you will permit me, I will go
and reassure my daughter before ac-
companying you,’’ said the professor.
‘‘She is very nervous and may be
lp;el-os’tl-lted with fear if I do not ealm

r.”’

‘‘Go shead and be quick about it,”’
said the ruffian. ‘‘Don’t try no funny
stunts, though, or we’ll use the stake
on you, too.”’

The professér hurried upstairs and,
on his return a moment later, the
funeral cortege proceeded.

It was pitch dark outside, and
therefore necessary for some of the
men to carry lanterns. One of these
led the way. Immediately after him
walked six men bearing the casket,
behind which the professor and I
walked with an armed guard on
either side of us.

Following, were the remainder of
the men, some twenty-five all told.
There was no talking, except at in-
tervals when the pall-bearers were
relieved by others. This occurred a
number of times, as the burden was
heavy and the way none too smooth.

I walked as one in a trance. It
geemed that my feet moved automat-
ically, as if directed by a power out-
side myself. Sometimes I thought it
all a horrible nightmare from which
I should presently awaken. Then the
realization of the terrible truth would

exclaimed one.
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come to me, engendering a grief that
seemed unbearable.

I mentally reviewed the many
kindnesses of my uncle. I thought
of his generous self-sacrifice, that X
might be educated to cope with the
world; and now that the time had
come when I should be of service to
him—when his very life was to be
taken—I was failing him, failing
miserably.

I cudgeled my numb brain for some
way of outwitting the superstitious
farmers. Once I thought of wresting
the gun from my guard and fighting
the mob alone, but I knew this would
be useless. I would merely delay,
not defeat, the grisly plans of these
men, and would be almost sure to lose
my own life in the attempt. I was
faint and weak, and my broken ribs
pained incessantly.

All too soon, we arrived at the pine
grove, and moved toward a point
from which the rays of a lantern
glimmered faintly through the trees.
A few moments more, and we were
beside a shallow grave at which the
six grim sextons, masked like their
companions, waited.

The casket was placed in the grave
and the lid removed. Then a long,
stout stake, sharply pointed with
iron, was brought forward, and two
men with heavy sledges moved, one
to each side of the grave.

Here a discussion arose as to
whether it would be better to drive
the stake through the body and then
replace the lid, or to put the lid on
first and then drive the stake through
the entire cofin. The latter plan
was finally decided upon, and the lid
replaced, when we were all startled
by a terrible screaming coming from
a thicket, perhaps a hundred yards
distant. It was the voice of a woman
in mortal terror.

‘“Help! Save me—save me!’’ she
cried. ‘‘Oh, my God, will nobody
save me!’’

In a moment, all was confusion.
Stake and mauls were dropped, and
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everyone rushed toward the thicket.
The cries redoubled as we ap-
proached. Presently we saw a wom-
an running through the underbrush.
and after a chase of several minutes,
overtook her. My heart leaped to my
throat as I recognized Ruth Randall.

She was crouching low, as if in
deadly rear of something which she
seemed to be trying to push away
from her—something invisible, im-
perceptible. to us. Her beautiful
hair hang below her waist, and her
elothing was bedraggled and torn.

I was first to reach her side,

‘“Ruth! What is the matter?’’

‘““Oh, that huge bat—that terrible
bat with the flery eyes! Drive him
away from me! Don’t let him get me!
Please! Please!’’

I tried to soothe her in my arms.
She looked up, her eyves distended
with terror.

““There he is—right behind you!
Oh, don’t let him get me! Please
don’t let him get me!’’

I looked back. but could see noth-
ing resembling a bat. The armed
men stood around us in a cirele.

““There is no bat behind me,”’ I

said. ‘‘You are overwrought. Don’t
be frightened.’’
‘“But there is a bat. I can ses

him. He is flying around us in a
eircle now. Don’t you see him fly-
ing there?’’ and she described an arc
with her hand. ‘* You men have guns.
Shoot him. Drive him away.”’

Glitch spoke. ‘‘It’s der vampire
again,. Ve’ll put a schtop to dis
business right now. Come on, men.’’

We started back to the grove. I
was nonplussed—mystified. Perhaps
there was such a thing as a vampire,
after all. But no, that could not be.
She was only the vietim of over-
wrought nerves.

Once more we stood beside the
grave. Two men were screwing
down the coffin lid. The three with
the stake and sledges stood ready. I
saw that Miss Randall was trembling
with the cold. for she had come out
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without a wrap, and, removing my
coat, I placed it around her.

The professor stood at the foot of
the grave, looking down calmly at the
men. He appeared almost uncon-
ecerned.

The stake was placed on the spot.
calculated to be directly above the
left breast of my uncle, and the man
nearest me raised his sledge to strike.

I leaped toward him.

‘“Don’t strike! For God’s sake.
don’t strike !’’ I cried, seizing his arm.

Someone hit me on the back of
the head, and strong arms dragged
me back. )y senses reeled, as I saw
first one heavy sledge descend, then
another. The stake crashed through
the cofin and deep into the ground

beneath, driven by the relentless
blows.
Suddenly, apparently from the

bottom of the grave, came a muf-
fled, wailing ery, increasing to a hor-
rible, blood-curdling shriek.

The mob stood for a moment as if
paralyzed, then, to a man, fled pre-
cipitately, stopping for neither weap-
ons nor tools. I found temporary re-
lief in unconsciousness. . . .

My senses returned to me gradual-
ly. I was walking, or, rather, reeling,
as one intoxicated, between Miss Ran-
dall and her father, who were help-
ing me toward the house. The pro-
fessor was carrying a lantern which
one of the men had dropped, and

fantastic, swaying, bobbing shad-
ows stretched wrherever its rays
penetrated.

After what seemed an age of pain-
ful travel we reached the house, and
Miss Randall helped me into the front
room, the professor following. Sam
and Joe Severs were there, and some-
one reclined in the large morris chair
facing the fire. Mrs. Rhodes came
bustling in with a steaming tea
wagon.

I moved toward the fire, for I was
chilled through. As I did so, I
glaneed toward the oceupant of the
morris chair, then gave a startled ery.
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The man in the chair was Uncle
Jim!

‘“Hello, Billy,’’ he said. ‘‘How are
you, my boy?”’

For a moment I was speechless.
*‘Tnecle Jim!’’ I managed to stam-
mer. ‘‘Is it really you, or am
dreaming again{’’

Ruth squeezed my arm reassuring-
ly. ‘‘Don’t be afraid. It is really
your uncle.’’

I knelt by the chair and felt Unecle
Jim’s arm about my shoulders. ‘‘ Yes,
it is really I, Billy. A bit weak and
shaken, perhaps, but I’'ll soon be as
sound as a new dollar.”’

‘“‘But how—when—how did you
get out of that horrible grave!?’’

‘““‘First, I will ask Miss Ruth if she
will be so kind as to preside over the
tea wagon. Then I believe my friend
Randall can recount the events of the
evening much more clearly and satis-
factorily than I.”’

‘‘Being, perhaps, more familiar
with the evening’s deep-laid plot
than some of those present, I accept
the nomination,’’ replied the profes-
sor, smiling, ‘‘although, in doing so,
I do not want to detract one iota
from the honor due my fellow plot-
ters for their most efficient assis-
tance, without which my plan would
have been a complete failure.’’

Tea was served, cigars were light-
ed. and the professor began:

‘‘In the first place, I am sure you
will all be interested in knowing the
cause of the epidemic on account of
which some of our neighbors have re-
verted to the superstition of the dark
ages. It is explained by an article in
The Peoria Times, which I brought
with me this afternoon, but did not
have time to read until a moment
ago, which states that the ecountry-
side is being swept by a new and
strange malady known as ‘sleeping
sickness,” and that physicians have
not, as yet, found any efficient means
of combating the disease.

““Now for this evening’s little
drama. You will. no deubt. recall,
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Mr. Ansley, that before we joined the
funeral procession, I requested a mo-
ment’s conversation with my daugh-
ter. The events which followed were
the result of that conversation.

‘“‘In order that the plan might be
carried out, it was necessary for her
first to gain the help of Joe and Sam
here, and then make a quick detour
around the procession. 1 know that
there are few men who will not rush
to the rescue of a woman in distress.
and I asked her to call for help in
order to divert the mob from the
grave. She thought of the bat idea
herself, and I must say it worked
most excellently.

‘“While evervone was gone, Joe
and Sam, who had stationed them-
selves nearby, came and helped me
remove your uncle from the casket.
As we did so, I noticed signs of re-
turning consciousness, brought about
in some measure, no doubt, by the
rude jolting of the casket. Then the
boys carried him to the house, while
I replaced the lid. You are all fami-
liar with what followed.’’

‘‘But that unearthlv shriek from
the grave,’’ I said. ‘‘It sounded like
the ery of a dying man.”’

‘‘Ventriloquism,’’ said the profes-
sor, ‘‘nothing more. A simple little
trick I learned in my high school
days. It was I who shrieked.”’

NCLE JIM and I convalesced to-
gether.

When my rihs were knitted and
his strength was restored, it was de-
cided that he should go to Florida for
the winter, and that I should have
charge of the farm. He said that my
education and training should make
me a far more capable manager than
he, and that the position should be
mine as long as I desired it.

He delaved his trip, however. until
a certain girl, who had made me a
certain promise. exchanged the name
of Randall for that of Ansley Then
he left us to our happiness.

THE END.



