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HOUGHT-

HE first of the series of out-
rages was the case of Welton
Grimm. Grimm was a retired
farmer with a little place about

thrce miles from town, who ap-
parently had not an cnemy in
the world; yet one morning he was
discovered dead in a patch of
woods near his home with a look of
horror on his face that made the flesh
creep on those who found him. There
were no marks of violenee upon the
body ; only that expression of horri-
fied revulsion at unspeakable things.
Two doctors, a coroner, and a jury
puzzled over it, and at last gave out
the statement that he had been the
victim of a heart attack—which no-
body believed.

For a while the ecase was discussed,
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“"The mayor’s grave had been
opened and his body dragged
half out of the coffin.”

as all sueh things are in small towns.
Then, just as it was about to drop
into oblivion, the second blow fell:
another man, a stranger this time,
was Tfound dead wunder identical
circumstanees in the same spot. Be-
fore the town could digest this, two
half-grown boys were added to the
list of victims, and the very mnext
night a woman was found dead under
similar conditions about a mile dis-
tant.

The police scoured the countryside
for the culprit—for it was now ad-
mitted that the deaths were the re-
sult of foul play—but to no avail.
They could find wnothing: there
seemed to be nothing to find. But
when again the Terror struck, this

time eclaiming for its vi‘:'tin;ﬂ7 the
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maynr himself, the townspeople de-
cided that something drastic must be
rdone at once; and they sent to New
York for a detective.

He came—a keen-witted, intelli-
gent mau named Gibson, with a long
list of brilliant cxploits behind him.
After going over the case with the
chief of police. he pointed out a faet
that was so obvious it was a wonder
we had not scen it ourselves.

““Those pcople have died of fright.”’
he said. ‘“There is someonc, prob-
ably an escaped lunatie, hiding in the
woods who is so hidcous that the
very sight of him frightens the he-
holder 10 death. Since all the deaths
occurred within a mile of cach other,
vou will find him hiding somewhere
within that comparativelv small
arca.”’

“‘But we searched the woods,’’ ob-
jeeted the chief. ‘“We searched them
thoroughly. There wasn’t the sign of
a thing.”’

“Did you ever scarch at night?”’
asked Gibson.

““Well, no.”” the chief admitted.

“Whatever your Terror is,”” went
on the detective, ‘‘he is too clever to
come out in daylight. But at night he
is sure of himself ; so that is when we
ranst lie in wait for him.”’ )

Everyone saw the sense of this
plan, but few were willing to try it.
At last. however, Gibson collected
some half-dozen men, and they sta-
tioned themselves, armed tothe teeth,
throughout the pateh.of woods to
wait for the thing. They had a series
of prearranged whistle signals by
which they could eommunicate with
one another should occasion arvise.

The night passed quietly; but in
the morning it was found that the
outrages had taken a new turn: Gib-
son had completely disappeared! The
woods were searched for him and a
pond was drained for his body, but
without result. Then, about a week
later, he wandered into town—a
mouthing, gibbering idiot!

The morale of the people began to
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break under this new horror. And to
add to their consternation, the grave
of the mayor was opened the night
before Gibson’s return, and his body
dragged half out of the coffin. A
great mass meeting, for the purpose
of taking counsel against the Terror,
way now called. The hall was jammed
to capacity, for all came who could
come. ’
One of the town councilmen was
addressing the assembly. He was in
the most earnest part of his address
when suddenly he stopped.' No one
had been conscious of any of the
doors opening, yct we all knew that
another presence had entered the
room! There was an apprehensive
shufiling of feet and craning of necks
as uneasiness among the erowd grew.
The speaker took a sip of water, and

- tried to go on, but without success.

And then it was as if a thin veil be-
gan to form between us and the elec-
tric chandelier overhead.

With that, hysteria broke loose.
There was a stampede for the exits,
in which three people were trampled
to death. Later. the body of the
speaker was found upon the plat-
form. The face was twisted into a
mask of overwhelming horror. -

The people were stunned. They
crept into their churches to pray.
And, as if in answer to their prayers,
eame Michael Cummings, psychie in-
vestigator.

UMMINGS first presented himself
before the town counecil. “‘T have
been reading about your trouble
down here,”’ he said, ‘‘and T would
like to try my hand at solving the
mystery.”’
Hc was welcomed with open arms.
He did not consider the possibility
of an escaped lunatic in the neighbor-
hood, as Gibson had done. ‘‘No mad-
man could be responsible for all
this,”” he said when someone men-
tioned the smbjecct. ‘‘It takes more
than the sight of a poor, deranged
mind to kill a strong man. I believe
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that there is a supernatural force at
work; possibly one of the little-
understood elementals that are some-
times aroused or liberated by a dis-
turbance of the laws of nature. I
shall go out to the woods around
dusk this ecvening and look the
ground over.”’

‘““But. man,”” gasped the town
treasurer, ‘‘that’s suicide! No man
comes out of there alive who enters
after nightfall.”

““There is Httle danger until after
night has actunally fallen,”’ smiled
Cummings. ‘‘Besides. even should 1
meet the Terror, I am armed against
it in a way that none of the others
‘were.”’

He went, but learned nothing. The
next morning a farmer. who lived
about half a mile away. was found
dead in his barn.

That afternoon Cummings called
upon Dr. Bradley, who was the coro-
ner. ‘I am going to make a strange
request, Doctor,”’ he began. ‘“‘I am
going to ask that you permit me to
photqgraph the eyes of this poor
man.’’

The doctor, greatly mystified, gave
his consent,.

«“In a case of violent death,’’ Cum-
mings explained as he set up his ap-
paratus, ‘‘an image of the last thing
seen is usunally photographed upon
the retina of the eye. T want to see
whether a carefully developed en-
largement won’t show us that im-
age. )y

At Bradley’s interested request, he
promised to let him know the results
of the experiment. Two or threc
hours later, therefore, he returned to
the doctor’s office.

‘T have drawn a blank.”” he con-
fessed. ‘‘The eye shows ahsolutely
nothing.”’

““Your theory didn’t work, then?”’
asked Bradley sympathetieally.

‘*No,”” Cummings answered. ‘“And
yet 1 don’t see how it ecould have
failed in a case of this kind. There is
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one alternative: perhaps there was
nothing for the dying man to see.”’

“‘But,”’ objected the doctor, ‘I
thought it was what he saw that
killed him,”’

““Fear,”’ said Cummings, ‘‘can en-
ter a man’s soul through other senses
than sight. Anyway, I shall work on
that hypothesis for a while, and see
where it lecads me.”’ Abruptly he
changed the subject. ‘“Who lives in
that rambling old place half a mile
out from town?’’ he asked.

““A scientist named Walgate,’’ an-
swered the doctor. ‘‘I'll admit,”’ he
went on quickly, ‘“that the location
of his house and his being something
of a recluse make it look as if he
might bhe concerned with the mys-
tery, but we have proof that he isn’t.
For one thing, he was here in town
in the company of the most reputable
people the nights that the first three
outrages took place.”’

‘“‘Could he have any sort of crea-
ture concecaled ahout the place on
which he might be experimenting$’’
asked Cummings.

“No.’”” answered Bradley. ‘“He
isn’t that kind of a scientist. Psy-
chology in its most abstract form is
his line. In faet, I was around to sec
him myself, thinking he might possi-
bly have sonicthing like that.”’

““T wonder.” saidl Cummings, ‘‘if
vou would mind going again.”’

The next day they called upon Dr.
Walgate. They found a courteous.
scholarly man plainly as much con-
cerned over the mysterious deaths as
they were.

“Doctor.”’ asked Cummings pres-
ently, ““have you cver considered the
possibility of the Terror’s being
nothing physical at all, but a kind of
psychical cntity?’’

The doctor shot him a keen. swift
glance. ‘“Yes.”” he said. ‘‘T have
considered that.”’

‘“And you have come to the con-
clusion——17"’

‘Tt is difficult to come to a conelu-
sion in matters like this unless one
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has some definite point to start
from."”’

To Bradley’s surprize, Cummings
did not follow up this very evident
lead, but soon brought the visit to a
elose. ‘“Why didn’t you press the
psychical entity opening?’’ he asked
a little reproachfully as they walked
back to town. ‘It was plain that
Walgate either suspects or knows
something in that dircetion.”’

“Buspeets. may even know, but
¢an not prove,’’ eorrected Cnmmings.
“But he ix the type of man who will
not speak until he can prove. Mean-
while to attempt to foree his con-
fidence would defeat our own pur-
pose.”’

At Cummings’ suggestion, the peo-
ple in the outlying districts kept
violet-shaded lights burning outside
their houses after nightfall.

““The thing which we are fight-
ing.”” he said, ‘‘is supernatural, and
our hest weapon against it is the vio-
let ray, whieh is highly inimiecal, and
sometimes even fatal, to it.”’

*‘Look here,’” said Bradley, ‘“‘aren’t
you introducing a little too much
legerdemain into this? T can aceept a
printitive natural foree run amuck,
but when vou begin to fight it with
volored lights, T grow skeptieal. Is
this an attempt to give the people a
mental sedative?”’

Cummings only smiled, and the
people went on burning their lights.
The outrages ccased.

“It louks as if you had razed the
ghost after all,”’ admitted Bradley
when a2 month had passed unmarred
by any fresh tragedy.

But Cummings shook his head.
““No,”” he said, ‘I have only staved
him off temporarily. As soon as we
should ccasc to usc the lights, he
would return. More, he may even
grow strong enough to resist them.
T think that in a day or two I shall
visit Walgate. Perhaps I ean induce
him ta talk.’’

But that time never came. That
night a ear drove into town with a
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dead man in the driver’s seat, his
hands gripped to the wheel in con-
vulsions. In the tonneau sat two
nmore corpses whose faces, like that
of the driver, were contorted with
stark terror. Onmly the ruler-like
straightness of the road and the visc-
like grip of those dead hands upon
the wheel had kept the car from over-
turning. It was like a challenge from
the Terror to the town.

For the first time, Cummings was
discouraged. ‘‘We can protect our-
selves,”” he said, ‘‘but we ean not
protect those who come here from the
outside. Something must be done at
once, and yet there is vething that
can be done. The situation is even
more appalling than the tragedics
themselves,””

And then, in the gray of early
morning something was done.

CUMMINGS and Bradley were sitting
in the docior’s office when the
telephone rang. Bradley answered it.

‘“Is that Dr. Bradley?’’ The voice
at the other end was hoarse and
strained. *‘This is Dr. Walgate. I
want you and Mr. Cunmings to come
up to my honse in halt an hour. Walk
straight in without ringing, and go
into the living-room. ’I‘ﬁere you will
find a manuseript lying on the tabhle.
I want you to read it. But do not
come until half an hour from now.”’

“But why—what 27 stuttered
Bradley in his excitement,

“Do as T tell you,” interrupted
Walgate’s voice. “‘That is all.”” A
metallie click told that he had hung
up.
“*What do you make of it?’’ asked
Bradley when he had repeated the
message to Cummings. “‘Is it a
trap?”’

‘“No, it. is not, "’ answered Cummings
promptly, *‘it is not a trap. Walgate
is no fool, and he aceordingly will
not take us for any. We had better
do as he tells us.”’

“Including waiting the specified
half-hour before going out?’’
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“Yes. We don’t know what he in-
tends to do. An attempt to improve
upon his directions might ruin his
plans.”’

Watches in hand, they sat count-
ing off the minutes. At last Cum-
mings rosc. ‘“We can start now,’” he
said. ‘‘Come.’’

They drove out to Walgate’s
house, and entered as he had di-
rected. Bradley noticed that in the
near-by woods no birds sang, and
that in the house itself an unearthly
stillness brooded. He experienced an
unnerving intuition of new horrors
about to be laid bare.

They proceeded into the living-
room, and Cummings pressed the
clectrie light button, for the daylight
was still dim and uncertain. Placed
conspicuously on the table was a
small hundle of manuseript.

‘““We may as well read these now.”’
said Bradley. ‘‘There’s no use stop-
ping to look for Walgate; he un-
doubtedly used that half-hour to
make his getaway.”’

UMMINGS picked up the manu-

seript and began to glanece
through it. ‘‘It seems to be part of a
diary.”’ he said. ‘‘It is made up of
entries: beginning about a year ago.
It looks——’’ He broke off to read
several sentences under his breath.
““I think T had better read this aloud
from the beginning,’’ he said.

He began to read:

““Aug. 4. Have been studying the
material existence of thought. A
tascinating subject. If thoughts have
material existenee, why could not the
thought essence be
to—— Off on that wild theory again!
I am too old for this nonsense.

‘““Adug. 7. I wonder if many of the
so-called psychic phenomena, such as
table-tipping and the like, are not in
some way connected with the mate-
riality of thought. I am tempted to
try a few simple experiments.

‘““Aug. 11. T have been wasting time
on these silly experiments. T must re-

concentrated -
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turn to my respectable psychological
studies.

“Aug. 13. Success! Today I moved
a small object by the power of thought
alone! Since this can be done, what
will not be possible onee the power is
properly developed?

““Aug. 25. 1 have complete mental
control! And now my old theory re-
turns. Shall T consider it seriously?
It seems too silly even to write down
here; and yet

“Aug. 27. 1 shall do it! I shall
create a mental being by the conecen-
trated power of pure thought! I am
making arrangements with an archi-
tect to build in my house a room lined
with lead, since lead is least conduc-
tive to thought waves, and so will not
permit the precious thought essence
to escape.

““Sept. 16. The room is finished. I
have becn spending five hours a day
in it, coneentrating upon my thought-
creature.

““Oct. 18. Today I thought I de-
tected a kind of gathering tension in
the atmosphere, but probably it was
my imagination. It is too early to
look for results.

‘“Nov.24. The strain of my experi-
ment is beginning to take my strength.

‘““Dec. 12. 1 fainted today in the
lead room.

‘“Dec. 29. Have been forced to give
up my experiment temporarily be-
cause of my health. Have Jocked the
lead room in order that the thought
cssence may be preserved until I can
return to complete my work.

“Jan. 5. Am recovering rapidly.

“Jan. 18. All my work has gone
for nothing, and through the careless-
ness of a servant! Mrs. Jensen, In a
fervor of house-cleaning, unlocked
and left open the door of the Jead
room! If I am to go on with my
experiment, I must hegin again at the
beginning, for  all the precious
thought-essence has escaped. And just
when suceess was so near! I have dis-
charged Mrs. Jensen. I shall keep no
more servants.
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“Yay 1. We have had a sad acei-
dent here. Welton Grimm, a neighbor
of mine, was found dead this morning
on the road which runs by the pateh
of woods between his farm and my
house. A pity. Grimm was barely
past. the prime of life. Dr. Bradley
says it was heart failure.

“May 15. A strange coincidence; a
stranger who was stopping in town
was found dead in almost the same
place that they found poor Grimm.
0ddly enough, the cause of death was
the same, too. Some of our more
superstitious citizens are alarmed.

“May 17. Something is wrong
here, Two boyvs, who, fired by the talk
of their elders, had gone exploring
after dark in the region where the
deaths occurred, were found dead
there early this morning. Someone is
responsible for these tragedies; co-
incidence does not go so far.

““Maoy 18. Another! A woman this
time. On the face of each of the vie-
tims is a look of acutest terror. What
can it mean?

“May 20. Had a most peculiar ex-
perience today. I was sitting In my
study at dusk. Suddenly I felt that
I was not alone; that there was an-
other intelligenee in the room with
me. I looked up. There was no one
there. I switched on the lights, and
the illusion vanished. Am I becoming
the victim of nerves?

“May 25. Another vietim; this
time our mayor. What is this Terror
that is stalking among us? The peo-
ple have sent to New York for a de-
tective,

“June 1. I am being haunted.
Three times this week I have felt dis-
tinetly that someone was following
me, but when I turned to look, there
was no one. Dr. Bradley called. Dis-
cussed series of tragedies.

“Juwic 2. T am wnot alone in the
Liouse. Something is living here with
me. I enter a room, and know that it
has just been oecupied by another; I
a0 down a dark hall, and fecl some-
thing lwrking in the shadows. Yet 1
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seareh, and find vothing. Only bril-
liant lights ean hold the thing at bay.

““June 3. Gibson, the New York de-
teetive, has disappeared. Is he, too, a
vietim of the Terror?

‘“A thought has come to me: Is
there any eonnection between the
Terror and the Thing that occupies
my house with me?

“Junc 5. I have solved the mystery
of the Terror, and the solution is more
awful than was the mystery itscli. 1
had gone into the lead room for some
boaks that were stored there. Pres-
ently I became aware that something
was in the room with me. This time I
did not look up, but stood perfectly
still, waiting and listening. And then
the air was filled with something that
had being, yet was not made of mat-
ter. ‘Great, waving temtacles were
groping for my mind, trying to suck
it into themselves! With a seream, T
rushed from the room. The experi-
ment which I began last fall had %ue-
ceeded without my knowing it, and I
have let a thought-monster loose upon
the community!

“June 7. KEven a thought-monster
can not live withont food. On what
does thiz demon subsist? Can it he
that——

“Junc 9. Last night I committed
an atrocious crime against society, hut
it had to be. I entered the cemetery,
and opened the grave of the mayor.
One glanee at his blackening flace
showed me that he had died an im-
hecile. My suspicions were right; the
thought-monster is a mental vampire,
feeding upon the minds of its vietims'

““Junc 10. Gibson has returned, hut
his mind is gone. The inteclligence
that was James Gibson has been
swallowed up in the maw of my de-
testable invention! I am responsible
for hisx state. and for the deaths of
those other poor wreiches; but what
can ¥ do? If T tell the people the
natuve of this foree that is terrorizing
the community, they will not believe
me. What ordinary man could aceept
a creature created entirely of thought?



THE THOUGHT-MONSTER

“June 12. The Thing is growing
bolder. Last night if entered the town
hall, where nearly a thousand people
were assembled, and caused a panie.
Three people were killed, not includ-
ing one of our councilmen, who fell a
vietim to the Thing. I am four more
times a murderer! Can not heaven
show me a way to put an end to this?

“June 14. Michael Cummings, a
psychical investigator, is here to run
down the Terror. Will he succeed? I
doubt it.

“‘June 16. Another man has died.

“June 18. Cummings and Dr. Brad-
ley were here today. Do they suspect
me of being concerned with this series
of deaths? They are right; and yet
how far from the truth! No human
mind eould ever conceive the awful-
ness of that. I was tempted to tell
Cummings my whole story, but held
bhack. What proof could I offer him?
How convince him that I was not
mad? Even the relief of comfession is
denied me, for I would not be be-
lieved.

“June 30. Cummings is ¢heckmat-
ing the Terror by -means of the violet
ray. Cummings’ work is only tem-
porary, but it has given me an idea.
The violet ray, sufficiently intensified,
can destroy a psychic force. I shall
have the lead room fitted with violet
lights; then lure the Thimg there and
destroy it.

“July 3. Have hegun work wiring
the lead room. I must de the work
myself, since I dare not bring an
clectrician here for fear of the Ter-
ror. So far it has not tried to attack
me.

“July 10. 1 have completed my
task. But the Thing suspects some-
thing, and will not go near the room.
I can feecl its tentacles groping for
my mind, trying to read my thoughts.
T think it would attack me if it dared,
hut for some reason it fears me; per-
haps because I am its ereator.

“July 22. The Thing is becoming
desperate through lack of food. I can
feel that it is planning some bold
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move. Is it marking me for its next
vietim ?

“July 24. This is the last entry I
shall ever make in this diary, and it
is addressed to you, Dr. Bradley and
Mr. Cummings. Tonight I was In
town when the death-car arrived. I
knew then that the thought-monster
must be destroyed at once.

““Naturc always meets a vital emer-
gency, and so she met this one. As I
looked upon those four poor heings
whose minds had gone to feed the
thing I had created and whose lives
had flickered out in the horror of
what was happening to them, I saw
clearly the one way to stop the havoe
for which I was responsible.

“When I telephoned you, I bade
you wait half an hour before coming
here in order that I might arrive
ahead of you and put the first part
of my plan into exccution; for I
feared that should I take youn into my
confidence beforehand, one of vou,
through distorted humanitarian mo-
tives, might attempt to stop my going
through with my design.

‘“This, then, is my plan. I shall go
into the lead room with all mental
guards down. The Thing has been
particularly inimiecal to me lately,
and, finding me in that state, will fol-
low me in. Then I will close the door
on hoth of us. I do not think that
the Thing will suspeet; a hungry
beast is seldom wary of traps. When
the door is safely closed, I will tum
on the violet lamps. By the time vou
arrive and reach the end of these
papers, those lamps will have done
the work for which they were de-
signed.

“You will find the lead room at
the end of the hall on the first floor.
Open the door carefully (it is not
locked), and, if you receive the faint-
est intimation of an Intelligence be-
yond, slam it shut again and wait for
the lights to complete their task. M.
Cummings had better attend to this.
If you receive no such intimation, you
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will know that the monster is dcad
and that the curse so unintentionally
laid upon you all is lifted forever. In
your charity, do what to you seems
best with the other thing you will
find there; the thing that will have
been
“‘JuLIAN 'WALGATE.”’

§ CUMMINGS read the last sentence,
Bradley made a dash for the door.

“Not so fast,”” Cummings called
after him. ‘“Where are you going?’’

““Going !’ Bradley paused mo-
mentarily in the hall, ‘‘To that lead
room, of eourse. The man is killing
himself! Don’t you sce it$’’

Deliberately Cummings placed the
diary on the table. ‘“If any harm
was to come to Walgate,”’ he said,
‘‘the damage is already done. If not,
a few minutes more in there can do
him no harm, while our too hurried
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and careless entry may undo the

work for which he was ready to pay
the highest price in man’s power.”’

He passed the doctor and led the
way down the hall, stopping before
the last door. Slowly he turned the
knob, and pushed the door open a few
inches. A bar of vivid purple light
fell across his face.

“Is it all right?’’ Bradley whis-
pered, close behind him,

“I think so0.”” Cummings opened
the door a bit further. In the room
beyond was an atmosphere of snapped
tension ; of climax that had passed.

They stepped across the threshold.
And then they became aware that the
room still held a living ocenpant.
From the far corner, his clothing
wrinkled and torn, his hair and trim
Vandyke beard in disarray, there
shambled toward them & helpless,
mindless idiot!




