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Howard Ellis Davis Relates

Sc:ne Extraordinary
Adventures With

The UNKNOWN
BEAST

tlem«nt of Bayou le Tor lapped
the Slack waters from which the
village had been named. A mile
to the south, they lost themaeives in the
Mississippi Sound. Northward, they

a. T THE EDGE of the little set-

wound among somber swamps, tn' dis-
appear at last into the marshes above.

lant cyprezs trees crowded down to
the very

_ &o of the settlement, as if
ealous of the small space of cleared
und it occupied beride the bayou, and
to one not accustomed to the place it
seemed that an evil bodin ?l for-
ever within the depths of those over-
banging, gloomy swamps.

But until the unknown Beast first
made its mysterious presence felt, no
harm for the people of Bayou le Tor
ever had come out of those stramps. ex-
cept the deadly malaria, which clutched
its victims in shaking and burn-
ing fevers that consumed life as a woods
fire might consume a strip of dried

ge grass,

Before this strange death that hed
conie to haunt the night swamps, they
shrank in helplezs terror. Cows were
«iriven in from their pastures while the
sun was vet high. Mothers called in
their sallow-faced children from plav as
soon as the shadows began to len .
The firet victim had been Swan a\'ia}

an old dsnerman who lived by himsel
100

on the edge »f the bayou ve the
settlement. He had been found in the
swamp, dead. At first it was though
that he had been beaten to death,
was 20 broken about the bodi
Finally, howerver, it was

had been crushed by
unknown force. Something had caught
himandﬁueeudhun until his bones
had cracked like dry reeds.

s overiaken | ht on the swamp
road. The ca ng peace-
fully enough, when luddetﬁ';l tgey had
become frightened and lumbered off
ahead, bellowing madly. Themsel
ightened at the queer behavior of the
animale, the boys rollowed, as fast =
they could on foot.
t is, two of them did; for when
Jard and Peter Buntly emerged from

the shadows of the swamp road, they
found that their brother, Sims, was not
with them.

Terror-stricken  thou they were,
they had returned into the swamp. call-
ing his name. When they saw nothing
of him, and he did not answer their

calls, they went quickly home and re-
rted what had ed. All night
ong, bearing flaming torches. the mea

of the settlement beat up and down the
swamp. Toward morning, they
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the young man’s body, bruised and
:l;oken, but no trace of what had killed

n.

When the people of Bayou le Tor
gathered to discuss the circumstances
mrrounding these two mysterious
deaths, the n and some others,
declared that an evil spirit haunted the
gloomy fastness to the north of the
settlement, while the mere conservative

that some creature strange to

ose parts, some unknown beast, was

ranging the n‘ight mmg, a creature
that killed for the love of 'lli:ﬁ.

Armmed with shotgun and rifle, the
bunted him. They set bear-trape, bai
vith an_entire quarter of beef bhung
sbove. But no one ventured into the
swarps after dark, until. one night, ten
of the best men in the settlement formed
8 party and rode out on horseback
throu; the swamp road. .

Armed with pistol and sheath-knife,

rode, two by two, knee to Lnee,
their horses following each other nose
tohd,aothntifanyoneoftbepaﬂs
were attacked they all could turn an
fight in a body.

Nothing happened until they were
on their wav back; then Walter Bran-
don—who, use he was one of their
bravest, brought up the rear—grew
careless and ind. Suddenly,
his horse came ging in among the
others, riderless.

They could find no trace of Walter,
and the other nine could only ride in
and break the news to his young wife,
who carried a baby at her breast.

The next day, the girl’s father, old
Armer Horn, secured the services of a
small, battered automobile and crosed
two counties to see Ed Hardin and beg
that he come and deliver them from
this unknown beast that, one by one,
;as killing the men-folk of Bayou le

or.

I;\T HIS own county Ed Hardin was a

deputy sheriff, and the reputation
of his prowess had traveled far. Each
rummer, when the fishing was best on
the Sound, he came to gayon le Tor.
Each winter. he came to hunt wild tur-
keys in the swamps that surrounded the
settlement. The people had grown to
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know him well, and they knew that he
feared neither man, beast, nor the devil.

He returned in the automobile with
Arner, bringing with him his youug
friend, Alex Rowe. When they reached
Bayou le Tor, the news awaited them
that Walter’s body, which bore on it the
same marks as those others who had
been killed, had been found floating on
the waters of the bayou, and that it was
bem& held at the water’s edge so that
Ed Hardin might see for himself the
nature of death which this creature in-
flicted upon its viciims.

After he had seen, Ed Hardin came
away alone, grim-mouthed. When he
entered Arner’s ,val'«iil it already was
growing dark, the night breezo rustling
in the liv overhead. He went to
the barn and saddled Armer’s bay mare.
Having led her to the front fence, he
tied her there and went into the house.

In the hallway, which divided the
house through middle, he
as he heard in the room beside him the
low sobbing of a woman. Then he

on to the room that had been
assigned to him and Alex Rowe. A
1 kerosene lamp had been lighted
and set upon the di r, and in the
light of this he was buckling on a belt
holding a broad bunting-knife and a
pistol whien Alex burst in upon him.

“Ed Hardin,” cried the young man,
“what is that mare doin’ at the front
fexz‘cle? Where b%you in!::st, Al

'm goin’ ter hunt ex.”
“Yerg:il:'t goin’ ter do that thing,
Ed! Yer don’t know what hit is.
How—"

“I'm goin’, Alex.” .

“But. Ed, hit's night. Wait till day-
light. The last two times folks went out
on the n;ax::f road at night they was
erﬁna:dk_a%l ul:l’ered, lv-made, th

road-sho sparelv-made, the
big deputy drew himself up to his full
height and turned to gaze for a moment
at gis voung friend. ]

“I'm goin’ now,” he said calmly.

"Bu:-.il Ed, you heerd what thebyamd
'bout the schooner up in the bayou.
Hit's been layin’ there fer two weeks
"thout dealin’s with nobody. You hee
what Rensie Bucker, the ole nigger
what uster be er sailor, said. He said
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he paddled up in his dugout by that
schooner an’ them folks on board is
Iadia folks. He «ays that in their lan’
they’'s atruyge i3 an’ reptiles, an’
that mebbe they've sot one of 'em loose
in the swamp, mebbe put hit ter wasch
the swvamp road.”

“Ef hit's been sot ter watch the
swamp road at night,” said Ed, “that’s
Jte.:,w er I want ter go. I want ter meet
it.’

“Wait, Ed. Wait till I git holt of er
hos. I'm goin’ with yer."

A soft smile played for a moment
about Ed Hardin’s grim mouth.

“No, Alex.” he said: “I reckon I'll
20 by myze'f.”

As he was untvin
who had retarned to the house gathered
about him .and, as Alex had done, tried
'o prevent his going off alone into the
éwamp at night.

But he awung lightly to the saddle
and gulloped out tl.through the settle-
the giant

the mare, those

ment, into the zhadows of
cyYpress trees.

T HE MARE was a spirited and nerv-
ous animal, and she lea and
shied as she danced among the stag-
nar:: pools that lay black in the swamp
road.
In thus goingmqut deliberately to use
himself as a bait for the Unknown
Beast, Ed felt that he could dgnd
largely upon ber agility and quickness
to prevent being taken unawares by a
sudden ruzsh from the dariness. °
drew from iws holster his heavy Colt's
revolver and thrust it through his belt
in front, within convenient reach.

So dark was the black tunnel of the
rvad that he could see no in front
of him, and he let the reins lie ¢lack
on the mare’s neck, s0 that she might
be undisturnd in picking her footing.
And a: he plunged deelper into the
swamp. he experienced a lonely boding
that waz new to him.

Time and again. he had gone fearless-
Iv ont alone in the pursuit and capture
of desperate men. Now, however, he
did not know what nature of creature it
wos he sought. and he had to invite
an attack from the darkness in order
to get in touch with it.

THE UNKNOWN BEAST.

The night was murky, almost stic
in its heavinesr, and the swamp seem
sirangely sitent. Only the occa:ional
c-il of some night bird pierced the atill-
ness. He was f with the
having traveled it frequently, and the
g:ces where violence had oocurred had

n described to him in detail.

A few hundred yards to the left of
the roud, where he now wasx riding, the
fisherman had met his death. He passed
the place where Brandon last had been
seen, and, soon after, entered the r
recess of the swamp where the r

been snatched into the darkness of
death. Plainly, this neighborhood of
violence was the creature’s lurking.

ce.

Suddenly, the mare shied, sno
and stood quivering, her head
s though zhe saw or smelled sowething
at the mde of the road. He rai-od his
pistol. which he now held ready cocked
in his hand, and fired quickly into the
darknees. Az he had only one hand on
the reins, it was sonie moments after the
report before he could calm the startled
animal sufficiently to proceed on his
wav.,

Toice more, at indications of terror
from his horse, guided by her forward-

inted ears, ch“Ha.rdi.n fired into the

k shadows at the side of the road,
the discharges making lurid flashes in

The Unknown Beast evidently was

. bear, following him through the brush
—or over the treetopa. If it were on the
ground. he hoped for the slender chance
of killing or wounding it before it had
an opportunity to attack.

After each shot. as well as he could
for the plunging of the mare, he listened
intently for some cry of pain, _S0me
movement of the bushes; but the silencs
of the ws was unbroken. The
strain was nervewracking, und he had
& wild desire to whirl the mare about
and away in mad flight. He could
not urge her out of a slow, hesi
walk. and she frequently shied from one
side o‘:lfx thl:tl roadftc: theb?her,f with thos

ic halts of trembling fear.
pu'.l"henthemldmn t'ron?benwhth
arches of the swamp and passed ove
a corduroy crossing. bordered on each
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side by a dense growth of titi. The mare
went more quictly now, and Ed

to hope that some of his shots had taken
eflect. He breathed more freely, now

that the branches no longer
overhead.

Presently, however, he found himself
beneath ‘?mding liveoaks.
fanking the road on either side, sent
their giant limbs horizontally across.
He peered from side to side, his eyes
fruning to penetrate the gloom, each
:dmlgunct tree trunk asum:ing a sinister

ne.
Ove the trees towered in
cavernous and suddenly, with

8 owish of leaves and branches, out of

them dropped a great, dark object!

T HE frightened mare leaped for-
ward; but the nameless creature
alighted behind the saddle.

ardin snatched out his pistol, only

to find that he was unable to use it. For

be had been caught in a giant embrace
that pinioned his urms to his sides, an
embrace against which his own greut
strength wa: powerless.

The mare ran desperately, her supple
bodz close to the ground, her graceful
Deck outstretched. Out from the swamp

crossing a reach of flat
country, once heavily covered with
pines. The timber long vince had been
cut, only the stumps remaining
by forest fires—hordes of black ghosts
crowding down to the edge of the road
on both sides,

It was a wild ride for the man, with
death perched there behind. The FR“
amis, wound aebout him, were slowly
squeezing the breath from his body, and
heneath that embrace he felt his ribs
bend,mtwlud ht: the po.iuetd o!l;ls cracking.

rately, be maintained his grip on
the saddle with his knees. &P

Then, just before consciousness would
bave left him, he raised his legs and
flung himzelf sidewavs. The saddle
elipped under the mare’s belly. Carried
by the momentum, but with that crnsh-
the fercible creature which held. b

etnible creature which he im
hurtled throu thle‘ air. q

v struck with a thud againet a

ered stump at the side of the road,
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while the frightened mare sped on. The
murderous creature was next the stunip
and at the iﬂuﬂ. its hold on Ed Hardin
loasened. ving slipped from the
great arms, Ed flung himself over and
" The. pie] Tong. since bod dropped
ong since P
from his nervele: fingers; but be now
quickly drew his hunting-knife. Ex-
pecting an immediate attack with fang
and claw, he lay on his back, his feet
drawn up, very much in the position a
cat assumes when defending itself. He
knew it would be useless to pit hi-
strength against that of the enormous
creature, and the best he could hope for
was to ward off an attack with his feet
and watch for an opportunity to reach
and drive home the knife.

And suddenly it was looming there
ubove . For an instant it seemed
to hesitate, then it backed slowly away.
With a quick, halting motion, walkiny
u ﬁ@the a mn,%t began to circle
uamt him. Its long arms swung below
its kneet. A round head was set on a
neck #0 thick and short that it seemed
10 spring from the shoulders themselve=.
A3 1t circled about him, Ed turned also.
keering his feet always presented.

Again the creature off, up the

Then it turned and walked
slowly away.

For a moment Ed Hardin lay wutch-
ing it. unwilling to_change his poei-
tion. Then, tentatively, he raised hini-
self to e sitting position. .

Snddenls'., s if, without looking, the
creature divined his movement, it
turned about, at a distance of perhap-
fifty feet.

And then, with a strangely humun
shriek of rage, it rushed toward him.

AN IT came through the gloom, this
madde creature, with its un-
couth, hopping run. swinging its long
arms from side to side. ]
The man beck into his
former porition, feet raised, arm held
ready to etrike with the knife.
Before it reached him, it dropped for-

ward. without in the least g, and.
propelled by both arms and shat
In a great, froglike leap th the
air.
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The shock, as it landed upon him,
drove Ed Hardin’s knees back againat
his chest. His right arm, held ready to
strike with the knife, was pinned and
twisted fully. )

The knife shp})ed from his hand. A
long arm shot forward and talon-like
fingers clutched his hair. With his legs
doubled back as they were, once more
bhe was seized in that giant embrace,
and he felt that his knees were being
prested into his chest until it soon must
cruzh in like a shattered ell.

Then consciousness left him.

. . « When his senses slowly returned,
h& became aware of lights flashin
and horses stamping, and the soun
of men’s voices.

Jonas Keil was speaking, and Ed had

the rare rience of hearing himself
gisc&.l'ased ter he was thought to be
en

'im not ter do it. But he sai

“—'Most on my bended knees t&l‘ g:
wouldn’t feel right ter let Death run

loose unhin long as he was livin’
an’ with strength ter fight. An’ when
he rid out single-handed an’ alone, the

bravest man what ever drawed breath
was kilt.”

From his position, he judged that he
had been placed on the grass at the side
of the road. Near him was someone
who, from an occasional quivering in-
take of breath, seemed to have been sob-

bing.

I!I!e tried to turn and see who it was,
and he found that he could not s0 much
as twitch a finger.

He heard three new arrivals come up
the road, a man on horseback and two
runners, the two evidently holding by
the rider’s stirrup leathers. The rider, 2s
soon as he drew up, said:

o gons tor fafles B Anrd Toual
was gone oller s bringi
the waggin. Hit'll be here teﬂecgll;;
we passed hit er piece back. But Am
didn’ git the straights from Cy when he

come atter the hat hit it
Ed. Po’ ole BApes » " oat it was ki

Old Rensie Bucker, the negro wh
once had been a sailor, :u.l‘:
g:np,clm‘a of foreign birth, replied to

“Hit ees Jonas, de chile-minded

THE UNKNOWN BEAST.

E

neegar who was ed from
mamimy’s shack down on de point ten
year back. He had de mind of er chile
an’ de strength ob five men, wid his bee
wide shoul an’ short neck; wid d%
hump on his back an’ his arms hangin’
mos’ ter his ankles. He was gentle in
dem days; but de East Indee folks tuck
heem off an’ dey brought heem back er
beast. He's frum de schooner, by his
clothes, an’ dey must have sot heem on

-de swamp road at night ter watch an’
keel. j

“Dere he lies, dead. De stump ’gin
which he struck when he Eaull eester
Ed Hardin frum his hoas had er sliver
which stuck mos’ through heem. Den
when he fit wid Meester Ed de hurt

must bave killed heem, because there
is no other wound.”

. The man beside Ed Hardin spoke,
and Ed recognized him.

“Alex,” he said huskily.

There was u cry of amazement. Alex
called for a light. Someone else. evident-
ly startled by the vgice coming from
what all had thought to be a dead man,
started to run, kicked over a lantern,
and was curred roundly by the others,
who were crowding up. .

When the wagon arrived, he was %0
far recovered that, with the asxistance
of the others, he was able to clamber
painfully in and sink to the blankets
onhlg.he bottom, every joint in his body
aching.

The two Buntlys had called the
younger men to one side and they wers
whispering excitedly together. Present.
ly the riding-horses all were tied at the
side of the road, and when the.wagon
creaked its w:rv homeward, Ed was a>
compained only by Alex, who had re
fused to leave him, and by old Arner.
Rensie had gone with the others.

Two days later, he was able to creep
out to the front porch of Arner’s litth
home a.nd‘eit inth b;ool of ;f‘t)m that
swept up from the bayou. er a span
of silence, he asked:

“Arn, what'd them fellers do the
;nther night? I can’t git er peep outen
em.”

“They foun’ right smart of stoff in
boxes, what Rensie 2aid was some sorie
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dope, bein’ unloaded from the schooner.
But they th’owed hit in the water.”

“I ain't in in no dope, Arn.
: %ﬁ%’} dt(l,:?” nfessed,

of the €0

after he’d beerl questio%?&gby Rensie,
an’ when he saw the jig was up, any-
how. They had sot Jonas ter keep fo
gkeerd off the swamp road at n'mt,
by killin’ whosomever come there. y
was goin’ ter git er truck an’ haul that
guff off somewheres.”

“Well, what'd the boys do?”

Reflectively, Arner stroked his short,

ghE

t in gy ions ter come—when
these here swamps is cleared off an’
drained an’ in’ corn an’ taters.
But sich er e matter as er schooner

lyin’ at the bottom of the bayvou
ﬁhﬁﬁn' barnacles is soon forgot, an’
too"’m an’ me fergit.that part of hit,




