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MHE TREE O THE MILL
6y ﬁuane W )?z'me/

foutheas’ of Hampdon, near the tortuous Salmon River gorge, is
a range of s%eep, wocky hills which have defied ell ef;orts of
gturcy hormesteacers., The canyons are too deep and the 2lopse too
preciviteus ©o encourage enything eeve geasonal liveetock grazing,
Tre last time I visited Hempdon the regicn---known se Hell'e Acres
---wog oart of the Blue Lountain Forest Keserve. There are no roads
.r3 this inaccescible locality with the outside world, and the
hilifclk will tell you +tkat it ie indeed a spot transplanted from
his Sutanic Majesty's frornt yard. There is a local superstition
that ths erea is hannted---but by what or by whom no one seoms to
know. Nativez will not venture within ite mysterious depthes, for
they believe tlhe siories handed dowvn to them by the Hez Perce In-
diane, who have shuaned the rejion for untold genera*tione, benaues,
acccrding to them, it is s playground of certain gient devils from
the Outside. These svggestive tales made me very curious.

My first excurricn --- and my last, thank God! --- into those
hille occurred while Comstaniine Theuris and I were living in Eamp-
don the sumnar of 1973, Hs was writing a treatise on Egyptian
mythology, and I found myself alone much of the time, despite the
fact thal we shared & modcet cabin on Bsacon Strest, within eight
of the infamous Pirate House, bduilt by Exer Jones over sixty years
ago.

*  The morning of June 23rd found me walking in those oddly-
ghaped hills, which had, eince @even o'clock, seemed very ordinery
indeed. I must have been about eeven miles gouth of Hampdon besicre
I noiticed anyshing unusual, I wae climbing a grassy ridge over-
looiring a pacticvrlurly deep canyon, when I came upon an area total-
1y evoid of the usual bunch-grase and greasewsed. It extended
gailhwerd, over numerous hills end valleys. At firet I thought the
gpot hed been burned over the previous fall, but upon examining the
tur€, I fcund no signs of a blaze. The nearby slopes and ravinrse
locrad terribly scarred and seared, as if gome gigantic torch rad
blasted them, wioing away all vegetation. And yét there was mo
evidenco of fire. . . .

I moved on over rich, black soil in which no grass flourished.
4s I headed for tie approximate center of this desolate area, I e-
gan to adstice a strange tilience. There were no larks, no rabbits,
and even the insaciz seemed to have deserted the placé. I gained
the sounmit of a lofty knoll and tried to guees at the sigze of that
bleak, inexplicable region. Then I saw the lone tres.

It etocd on a hill somewhat higher than ite companions, and
attractsd the eye hecause it was €0 utterly unexpected. I had seen
no trees for miles: trorm and hackberry bushee cluatered the ehal-
lowex ravimes, but thera hal Been mo mature:- srees. ‘8Strange to find
one standing on the «rest of a hill, g

I crogsed two stesp canyons before I came to it: and a sur-
prise awaited me. It wos not a pine tree, mnor a fir tree, nor a
hackberry tree. I had never, in all my 1ife, aeen one to'oom'paﬂ
with it---and I never have %o this day, for which I am eternally
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thankful!

Kore than anything it recembled an oak. It had & huge; twisted
trunk,tfully a yard in diameter, and the large limbs began spread-
ing outward scarcely aseven feet from the ground. . The leaves wore
round, and curiously alike in size and design. It might have been
a tree painted on a canvas, but I will swear that it wae real. I
i}:ﬂ alwaye know that it was real, deepite what Theuniz said

I recall that I glanced at the sun and Jjudged the time to be
about 10 o’clock a. mi, -although I did not look at my watch. The
day was becoming warn, and I sat for a while in the welcome shade
of the huge tree. Tuen I regarded the rank grage that flourished
beneath it--another eingular phenomenon when I remembered the bleak
terrain through which I had paseed. 4 wild-maze of hille, ravines
and bluffs hemmed me’in on all sides, although the rise on which, I
sat wad rather higher than any other within milee. I looked far to
the eagt--and I Jumped to my feet, startled and amazed. Shimmerin@
through a blue haze of distance were the Bitterroot Mountains!
There ig no other range of encw-capped pesks within three hundred
miles of Hampdon; and I knew---at this altitude---that I shouldn’'t
:}el ee;ixgg thema:t all. For several minutes I gazed at the marvel;

en ecame owey. I lay in the rank grass beneath the tree.
I unstrapped my camera, took off my hat, and re:'l.axed, staring "sky-
ward through the green leaves. I closed my eyes. :

Then a curious phenomenon began to assail me---a vague, cloudy
gort of vision---glimpsing or day-dreaming seemingly withoui rgle-
vance to anything familiar. I thought I saw a great temple by a
sea of ooze, where three suns gleamed in a pale red sky. The vast
tomb, or temple, was an anamalous color---a nameless blue-violet
ghads. Large beasts flew in the cloudy sky, and I seemed to h;ar
the pounding of their scaly wings. 1 went nearer the stone temple
and g huge doorway loomed in front of me. Within that portal were
gwirling shadows that seemsd to dart and leer and t;y to snateh me
ingide that awful darkness. 1 thought I saw three flaming eyes in
the ghifting void of a doorway, and I screamed with mortal fear.
In that noisome depth, I knew, lurked utter destruction---a living
hell even worse than death. I ecreamed again. The vision faded.

I saw tne round leaves and the sane eartglydsléy. 1]): ,stru%g%ég
to riee. I was tremdling; cold perspiration beaded my dbrow. a
g mad impulse to ﬂae;h ru!; igl;a;le%y:ﬁom tha;c1 eix:iit.er tr:g gn t?e

111---but I checked the abeu ntuition and sa own ryirg to
c6ollect my senses. Never had I droamed anything so réalietic; 80
horrifying. .Mhat had caused the vieion? I had been reading sever-
al of Theunis' tomes on ancient Egypt. . . . I mopped my forehead,
and decided that it wae time for lunch. But I did not feel like
eating.

Then I had an inepiration. I would take a few snapshots of
the tree, for Theunis.p They might gshock him out of his habitunal
air of unconcern.: Psrhaps I would tell him about the dream. . . .
Opening my camera, I took half a dqf:en i}}:ot: of theAggee,Ia{ld ivgrﬁ
agpect of the landecape aa seen from the trese. o, include
one of the gleaming, snow-crested peaks. I might want to return,
an ould help. « « «

¢ tgeoig,n?xgo:g: :ansra, 1]? returned to my cuehion of soft graes.
Had that spot bencath the tree a certain alien enchantment? I know
that I was reluctant to leave it. . . .
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I gazed upward at the curious round leavee. I cloeed my eyee,
A breeze stirred the branches, and their whispered music lulled me
into tranquil oblivion. 4nd suddenly I saw again the pale red sky
and the three suns. The land of three shadows! Again tha great
temple came into Piew. I seemed .to be floating on the air---a die-
embodied spirit exploring the wonders of a mad, multi-dimensional
world! The templs's oddly-angled cornices frightened me, and I
knew that thie place was one that no man on earth had ever €een in
his wildest dreams. .

Again the vast doorway yawned bofore me; and I was =uckad
within that black, writhing cloud. I seemed to be staring at epace
unlimited. I =saw a void beyond my vocabulary to describe; a dark,
bottomlese gulf teeming with namelese shapes and entities---thinge
of madness and delirium, as tenuous as a mist from Shamballah.

My soul ehrank. I was terribly afraid. I screamed and
ecreamed, and felt that I  would soon go mad. Then in my dream I
ran and ran in a fever of utter terror, but I did not know what I
wag rumning from. . . . I left that hideous temple and that hel-
ligh void, yet I knew I must, barring some niracle, return. . . .

‘At laet my eyes flew open. I was not beneath the tree. I wae
gprewled on a rocky slope, my clothing torn .and disordered. My
hznds were bleeding. I etood up, pain £tabbing through me. I rec-
ognized the spot---the ridge where I had firet geen the blasted
arca! I muet have walked miles---unconscious! The tree was not in
gight, and I was glad. . . . Even the knees of my irousers were
torn, es if I had crawled part of the way. « « «

I glanced at the sun. Late afternoani Where had I been? I
snatchzd out my watch. It had etopped at 10:34. . . .

II

"30 you have the enapshotsi" Theunie drawled. I met his gray
eyez acrosg the breakfast table. Three days had slipped by since
my return from Hell's Acres. I had told him about the dream be-
neath the tree, and he had laughed.

. ™esg," I roplied, "They came last night. Haven't had a chance
to operi them yet. Give 'em a good, careful study---if they aren't
all failures. Ferhaps you'll change your mjnd."

Theunie smiled; sipped his coffee. I gave him the unopened
ervelope and he quickly broke the seal and withdrew the pictures.
He glanced at the firet one, and the emile faded from his leonine
“ace. He crushed out his cigarette.

"i{y God, man! ook at this!"

I geized the glossy rectangle. It was the first picture of
the tree, taken at a distance of fifty feet or eo. The caule of
Theuniz ' excitement escaped me. There it was, etanding boldly on
the hill, while below it grew the jungle of graes where I had lain.
In the aietance wsre my snow-capped mountains!

"There you are,” I cried. . "The proof.of my stary----"

"Took at iti™ Theunis snapped. "The shadows~---there are three
for evary rock, bush and tree!l"

He was right. . « . Below the tree, Spread in fanlike incon-
gruity, lay th»ee overlapping chadowsa. 3uddenly I realized that
the picture held an abnormal and inconsistent element, The leaves
on the thing were too lueh for the work of sane nature, while the
trunk was bulged and knotted in the moe t abhorrent sha-es., Theunie
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dxopp?'% the picture on the table.

here is gometh. " n T
lo0k a8 repuleive o %ggtv_lfer:%, I muttered. "The tree I gaw didn't
TO you eure?" Theunis grated. "The fact is ou may have

geen many things not recorded on this £ilm." n v

"It shows more than I saw!"

th;'l'hit'e the point. There is eomething damnably out of place
in € landecape; something I can't understand: The tree Seem? to
suggeet a thought---beyond my graep. . . . It ie too misty; too
uncertain; ‘too unresl to be natural!™ He rapped nervois fingers on
:ll::mta::.;idlyﬂe snat¢hed the remaining films and shuffled %hrough

(] . N

I reached for the snapghot he had dropped, and sensed & touch
of bizarre uncertainty and strangenese as my eyes absorbed its ev-
ery detail. The flowers and weeds pointed at verying angles, while
gome of the grase grew in tho most bewildering fashion. The tree
seemed too veiled and clouded to be readily distinguished, bdut I
noted the huge liabe and the half-bent flower stems that were ready
to fall over, yet-did not fall. A4nd the many; overlapping shadows.
“ e They were, altogether, very disquieting shadows---too long
or short when compared to the stems they fell below to give one a
feeling of comfortable normality. The landscape hadn't shocked me
the day of my vigit. . .« « There was a dark familiarity and mock-
%ng sggggstiog in it; @gomething tangible, yet distant as the stars
eyon e galaxy.

Theunis came back to earth. "Jid you mention three suns in
your dreaming orgy%" .

I nodded, frankly puzzled. Then it dawned on me. My fingers
trembled slightly as I etared at the pilcture again. My dream! Of
coure?'i'l:;-othera are juat like it," Theunis said. "That same un-
certainness; that spuggestion. I should be able to catch the mood
of the thing; see it in ite real light, but it is too. . . . Per-
haps later I ehall find out, if I look at it long enough.”

Ve gat in silence for some time. A thought came to me, sud-
denly, prompted by a strange, inexplicable longing to vieit the
tree again. "Let's make an excurgion. I think I can take you there

"
in ha}éog'ga{;ner atay away," replied Theunis, thoughtfully. "I
doutt if you could find the place again if you wanted to."
"Nongenge," I replied. "Surely, with these photos to guide
ug----" -

"did you gee any familiar landmarke in them?"

Hie observation was uncanny. After looking through the re-
maining snaps carefully, I had to admit that there were none. .

Theunis muttered under hii breath arid drew vic:;.ouslyf on h:.:
cigarette. wA perfectly normal---or nearly eo---picture of a epo
apgarently d:oppgd from nowhere. 3eeing mountaine at this low-al-
titude is prepoaterous . . . but waiti"

He sprang from the chair as a hunted animal and raced from the
roome I could hear him moving about in our makeshift library, cur-
ging volubly. Before long he reappeared with an old, leather-bound
volume. Theunis opened it reverently, and pored over the odd char-
actar?’fmt do you call that?" I inquired.

wPhig ie an early English translation of the -Chronicle of
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Neth, written by Rudolf Yergler, a German mystic and alchemist who

orrowed some of his lore from Hermes Triemegistue, the ancient
Egyptian sorcerer. There is a passage here that might intereet you
---might mke you understand why thie businese ie even further from
the ratural than you suspect. IListen."

"30 in the year of the Black Goat there came unto
Nath a shadow that should not' be on Earth, and that had
no form known to the eyes of Earth. 4nd it fed on the
souls of men; they that it gnawed being lured and blinded
with dreame till the horror and the endlese night lay up-
on them. Hor did they see that which gnawed them; for
the ghadow took false shapes that men know or dream of,
and only freedom seemed waiting in the Land of the Three
Sune. But it was told by priects of the 01d Book that he
who could eee the ghadow's true ghape, and live after the
seeing, might shun ite doom and send it back to the star-
leag gulf of ite spawning. This none could do save
through the Gem; wherefore did Ka-Nefer the High-Priest
keep that gem sacred in the temple, And when it wae lost
with Phrenes, he who braved the horror and was never geen
more, there was weeping in Nath. Yet did the Shadow de-
part sated at last, nor shall it hunger again till the
cycles roll back to the year of the Black Goat.”

‘Theunis paused while I stared, bewildered. PFinally he epoke.
"Now, Single, I suppose you can guese how all thie links up. There
is no need of going deep into the primal lore behind thie businese,
but I may as well tell you that accorling to ths old legende thieg
is the so-called 'Year of the Black Goat'---when certain horrors
from the fathomless Outeide are supposed to vieit the earth and do
infinite harm. We don't know how they'll be manifeet, bat there'e
reason to think that strange mirages and hallucinations will be
mixed up in the matter. I don't like the thing you've ran up a-
gaingt---the story or the pictures. It may be pretty bad, and I
warn you to look out. But first I must try to do what old Yergler
gaya--to see if I can glimpse the matter as it ie. Fortunately the
old Gem he mentions has been rediscovered---I know where I can get
at 1t. We muat uese it on the photographs and see what we see.

"It's more or lese like a lens or priam, though one can't take
photographe with it, Someone of peculiar sensitivenese might look
through and sketch what hs sees. There's a bit of danger, and the
looker may have his consciousness shaken a trifle; for the real
shape of tho ehadow isn't pleasant and doesn't belong on thie
earth, But it would be a lot more dangerous not to do anything a-
bout it. lieanwhile, if you value your 1life and sanity, Lkeep away
from that hill---and from the thing you think is a tree on it!"

1 wag more bewildered than ever. "How can there be organized
beingas from the Outeide in our midst%" I cried. "How do we know
that such things exiat?"

"You reason in terme of this tiny earth," Theunis said. "Sure-
1y you don't think that the world is a rule for measuring the uni-
verge. There are entities we never dream of floating under -oof
very nosee. Modern ecience is thrusting back the borderland of the
unknown and proving that the mystice were not so far off the
track----"



POLARIS 0

Suddenly I knew that I did not want to look at the plcture a-
gain; I wanted to destroy it. I wanted to run from it. Theunie
was 2uggesting momething beyond. . . . 4 trembling, coemic fear
gripped me and drew me away from the hideous picture, for I waz a-
fraid I would resognize some object in it. . . .

I glanced at my friend. de was poring over the ancient book,
a atrange expreesion on hie face. He sat up etraight. "Let's call
the thing off for today. I'in tired of this endless guessing and
wondering. I must get the loan of the gem from the museum where it
ig, and do what is to be done.”

"As you say," I replied. "Will you have to go to Croydon%"

He nodded.

"Then we'll both go home," I said decisively.

III

I need not ohronicle the events of the fortnight that fol-
lowed. With me they formed a constant and enemating struggle be-
tweer a mad longing to return to the cryptic tree of dreams and
freedom, and a frenzied dread of that selfeame thing and all con-
nected with it. That I did not return is perhaps less a matter of
my own will than a matter of pure chance. lleanwhile I knew that
Theunie wes desperately active in some investigation of the stran-
gest nature---gsomething which includud a mysterious motor trip and
a resurn under circumstances of the greatest =secrecy. By hints
over the telephone I was made to understand that he had somewhere
borrowed the obzcure and primal object mentioned in the ancient
volume ae "The Gem," and that he was busy devising a means of ap-
plying 1t to the photographs I had left with him. He spoke frag-
mentarily of "refraction," "polarization," and "unknown angles of
epace and time," and indicated that he wae building a kind of box
or camera obscura for the etudy of the curious snapshots with the
em's aid. .

8 It was on the eixteenth day that I received the startling mes-
gage from the hospital in Croydon. Theunis was there, and wanped
to see me at once. He had suffered seme o0dd sort of seizure; being
found prone and unconscioue by friende who found their way into his
house after hearing certain cries of mortal agony and fear. Though
8till weak and helpleee, he had now regained his gensee and seemed
frantic to tell mo something and have me perform certain important
duties. This muoh the hoepital informed me over the wire; and
within half an hour I wag at my friend's bedside, marvelling at the
inroade which worry and tension had made on his features in =o
brief a time. Hie firet act was to move away the nursee in order

onfidence.

to Epﬁgfné’{;fﬁgrgﬁw it!" His voice was strained and husky. "You
must destroy them all---those pictures. I sent it back by seeing
1t, but the pictures had better go. That tree will never be seen
on the hill again---at leaet, I hope not---till thousands of eons
bring back the Year of The Black Goat. You are =afe now---mankind
is gafe.” He paused, breathing heavily, and continued.

"Dake the Gem out of the apparatus and put it in the safe---
you know the combination. It must go back where it came from, for
there's a time when it may be needed to save the world. They won't
let me loave here yet, but I can rest if I know it's safe. Don't
look through the box ae it is---it would fix you ae it's fixed me.
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And burn those damned photographs . . . the one in the box and the
o%ther&. . . " But Theunis was exhausted now, =and the nurses ag-
ce2 and motioned me away as he leaned back and closed hie eyes.

“n_another half-hour I wae at hie house_and looking curiouely
at tc long black box on the library table beside the overturned
chair, Scettered papers blew about in a breeze from the open win-
dow and close to the box I recognized with a queer sensation the
envelcwe of pictures I had taken. It required only a moment for me
t0 eznmine the box and detach at one end my earliest picture of the
tree. and at the other end a strange bit of amber-colored cryetal,
cut io devious anglee jimpossidble to claseify. The touch of the
glass Tragrnent seemed curiously warm and elactz;ic, and I could
scarceiy bear +to0 put it out of sight in Theunie' wall safe. The
enapshot I handled with a disconcerting mixture of emotions. Even
after I had replaced it in the envelope with the rest I had a mor-
bid lorging to eave it and gloat over it and rush out and up the
hill toward its original., Peculiar line-arramgomente epring out of
ite detaile to sssault and puzzle my memory . . . pictures bshind
pictures . . . secrets lurking in half-familiar shapes: . . . But
a saner contrary inetinct, operating at the same tine, gave me the
vigor and avidity of unplaceable fear ae I hastily kindled a fire
in the grate and watched the problematic envelope burn to ashes.
Somehow I felt that the earth had been purged of a horror on whose
brink I had trembled, and which was none the lesea monstrous becauge
I did not know what it was.

0f the source of Theunis' terrific shock I could form no co-
herent guees, mnor did I dare to think too closely about it. It ie
notable that I did not ¢% any time have the least impulse to look
through the box befare removing the gem and photograph. What was
ghown 4in the picturs by the antique crystal's 1lens or prism-like
power wae not, I felt curiously certain, anything that a normal
brain ought to be called upon to face. Whatever it was, I had my-
221f besn cloae to it---had been completely under the spell of ite
allureoirent---ag it brooded on that remote hill in the form ofa
tree and an unfamiliar landscape. And I did not wish to know what
I had g0 narrowly escaped.

Would that my ignorance mifht have remained complete! I could
8laeep better at night. 48 it was, my oye wae arrested before I
left the room by the pile of scattered pagere ruetli on the table
beside the black box. all but one were blank, but that one bore a
crude drawing in pencil. Suddenly recalling what Theunis had once
gaid aobout sketching the horror revealed by the gem, I strove to
turn away; but sheer curiosity dofeatad my sane design. Looking a-
gain almost furtively, I obsorved the nervous haste of the strokas,
and the unfinishod odgo le:t by the sketcher's torrifiod soizurc.
Then, in a buret of psrvorse boldnese, I looked squaraly at the
dark and forbidden dosign---and fell in a faint.

I ghall nover describe fully what I saw. After a time I re-
gained my songes, thrust tho shoet into the dying fire, and stag-
goraed out through tho quiet streets to my home. I thanked God that
I had not looked through the crystal at tho rhotograph, and prayed
forvently that I might forg.t the drawing's terriblo hint of what
Thounie had boheld.  Since then I have nevor been quite tho same.
Evon the fairest scenoe have 2cemed to hold some vague, ambiguous
hint of tho namcless hlaephemice which may underlic thom and form
their maequerading egsonce. And yot the eketch was so slight---80
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little indicative of all that Theunis, to judge from his guarded
accounts leter on, must have discerned!

Only a few bagic elements of the landscape were in the thing.
For the moet part a cloudy, exotic-looking vapor dominated the
view. Every object that might have been familiar was ceen to be
part of something vague and unknown and altogether un-terrestrial
---gomething infinitely vaster than any human eye could grasp, and
infinitely alien, monstrous, and hideous as guessed from the frag-
ment within range.

Where I hec, in the landescape itezelf, <ceen the twisted, half-
eentient tree, thers was here visible only a gnarled, terrible hand
or talon with fingers or feelers shockingly distended and evidently
groping toward something on the ground or in the gnectator's direc-
tion. And squarely below the writhing, bloated digite I thought I
gaw an outline in the grase vwhere a man had lain. But the sketch
wag hagty, and I could not be sure.

THE END



