REGISTERED IN U.S. PATENT

BIZARRE and UNUSUA]

NUMBER 5

Published monthly by the Popular Fiction Publishing Company, 2457 E. Wash-
ington Street, Indianapolis, Ind. Entered as second-class matter March 20, 1923, at
the post office at Indianapolis, Ind., under the act of March 3, 1879. Single copies, 25
cents. Subscription, $2.50 a year in the United States, $3.00 a year in Canada. English
office: Charles Lavell, 13, Serjeant’s Inn, Fleet Strect, E. C. 4, London. The publishers
are not responsible for the loss of unsolicited manuscripts, although every care will
taken of such metcrial while in their possession. The contents of this magazine are
fully protected by copyright and must not be reproduced either wholly or in part without
permission {rom the publishers.

NOTE—AIl manuscripts and communications should be addressed to the publishers’
Chicago office at 840 North Michigan Avenue, Chicago, IIl.
FARNSWORTH WRIGHT, Editor..

Copyright, 1929, by the Popular Fiction Publishing Company

Contents for November, 1929

Cover Design ____________ _______________. emeea== 0. C. Senf
Hlustrating a scene in “The Gray Killer”

The Eyrie _______________ - ——— ae—ee-- 080
A chat with the readers

The Gray Killer _________________________ Everil Worrell 584

Through the wards of a hospital slithered a strange, hor-
rifyring creature, carrying shocking death to his victims

The RocRaid _________________________ George B. Tuttle 600

A fascinating story of aviation and gigantic birds of prey,
released from the bowels of the earth by a great earthquake

The Nightmare Tarn __ .. _.____ Clark Ashton Smith 624

Verse

[CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE])

518 COPYRIGHTED IN GREAT BHITAIN




[CONTINUED FROM PRECEDING PAGE]

The Curse of Vig . ______________ Zealia Brown Reed

A blood-chilling rattlesnake story—a thrilling weird tale of
Indian superstition and American pioneers

The House Without g Mirror _____________ Seabury Quinn

Another strange adventure of Jules de Grandin—a tale of
weird surgery and a grisly revenge

The Haunted Lake _________ o ____ A. Leslie

Verse

Skull-Face (Part 2) _____ . _______ Robert E. Howard

An astounding th'ree-hp(vrt serial story of London’s Limehouse
quarter and a dire threat against humanity

Death-Gate ________ e——e—eecceaw-- Monroe D. McGibeny

Verse

The Tailed Man of Cornwall _____________ David H. Keller

Another whimsical weird story about Cecil, son of James,
Overlord of Cornwall

Scarlatti’s Bottle ___________________ August W. Derleth
A brief story of poison and mediaeval revenge, in the days
of the Borgias—a grim little tale

Whispering Death _________________________ John Impola

Over the telephone wires came a weird whisper, and the listen-
er froze to the receiver as the death sound rose

Thrice Dead __ . ________________________ Alston Lovejoy

Over the corpse was said a weird ritual, and as the words
were intoned, life and motion crept into the dead man’s body

The Bed by the Window ___________________ E. F. Benson

From the Present he looked into the gruesome Future and
witnessed a shocking murder

Mumomy __ . Kelsey Percival Kitchel

He robbed the grave of its tenant, and eery disaster dogged
his steps—a tale of South America

Weird Story Reprint:

Lindenborg Pool ______________________ William Morris

Ghastly forms mocked the good priest as he performed the
last sacrament for the monstrous Thing in the bed

626
637

659
673
674

680

694
699

706

711

For Advertlsing Rates in WEIRD TALES Apply Direct to
WEIRD TALES

Western Advertising Office: Eastern Advertising Office:
HARLEY L. WARD, INC., Mgr. GEORGE W. STEARNS, Mgr.
360 N. Michigan Ave. Flatiron Bullding
Chicago, Il New York, N, Y.
Phone, Central 6269 Phone, Algonquin 8328




691

WEIRD TALES

A Blood-chilling Tale Is This

THRICE DEAD

By ALSTON LOVEJOY

HEN Scurtin told me that

only three people would at-

tend the funeral, I did not
consider it an uncommon event. I had
been accustomed to viewing the dead
for some years, since I am a physician,
so I went without any amplified sense
of sorrow, repugnance, or terror.

The corpse had been a distant rel-
ative of Sceurtin’s. I had not intimate-
1y known him; in faet T had met him
only twice at social events of no spe-
cial importance.

He had died, I think, of some form
of liver disease, the exact character of
which T am not fully aware.
not been informed of any remarkably
distingunishable traits accompanying
the death, and I believe that none of
us regarded the then coming funeral
as one of distinetion. But ecertainly,
there came events that appeared to me

I had .

not only horrible, but seemed at that
time inexplicable. I am often haunt-
ed in my dreams by the unforgzettable
terrors'that eonfronted me that night,
and funerals unnerve me whenever it
is my duty to attend them.

The time set for the funeral was the
unreasonable hour of seven p. m., ac-
cording to the wishes set forth in the
will of the deceased. I had often
noticed that people who had seemed
in no way mentally unbalanced dur-
ing their lives, sometimes left their
last wishes in a nowise sensible fash-
ion. However, I had beecome used to
this sort of thing and I saw no reason
to be unduly startled. I had indeed
attended two funerals, which were
otherwise uneventful, at the unearth-
ly hour of midnight.

So it was that after a rather stren-
uous day I went wearily to the under-
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taking parlors, which were located on
the west side of town. It secemed to
me at the time that it had been foolish
to have the corpse embalmed there,
becanse the burial was not to take
place in the cemetery adjoining the
west side, but was to be on the direct-
ly opposite, or east side, which was
four miles from the place chosen. On
top of all this the dead man had left
another wish: That his body should
he transported to the cemetery by
coach and that the horses should pro-
ceed not faster than a walk the f{ull
distance.

T had become angry when I had
waited at the parlors for over half an
hour, for I was tired and irritable and
sorely in need of sleep. Finally,
when I had begun to wonder if I had
mistaken the date of the funeral, I
heard footsteps approaching and my
[riend Seurtin appeared with the
other member of the trio — a negro
minister.

He was to recite the services, which
had been composed by the deceased,
for exactly twenty-one minutes. At
that time he was to stop upon which-
ever part of the paragraph, sentenece,
or word he happened to be uttering at
that moment. T was rather startled
when Securtin informed me that this
highly intelligent negro gentleman
was directly rvelated to himself and to
the deceased through their late uncle.
At this point my interest was aroused
and I forgot my ennui in my antie-
ipation of an unusual event.

I'r was eight-thirty o’clock when we
entered the small room in which
the corpse lay. The evening was be-
coming quite dark, and to my utter
amazement there was but one light in
the room: a small, dim light attached
to the altar for the minister to read
by. The corpse lay with its feet to-
ward the pulpit, the light striking the
soles; and to this day I can not inter-
pret my feeling at the sight of those
feet pointing skyward and just a bit
awry.
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The dim light fell unevenly through
the room, making the corpse’s face
appear exceptionally white, and lined
in prominent planes of flesh and bone,
stiff with death. The hands, by some
unfortunate turn of destiny, had be-
come black!

The coffin was plain, except that the
entire top was composed of glass, The
room was small and reeking with the
odor of stale flowers. These things,
and the blankly exposed. corpse, gave
one an ugly impression of stark death.

The room was so small that Scurtin
and I were compelled to sit within
two feet of the coffin. As he sat near
the head, I followed suit and sat just
opposite him. He looked rather badly
shaken. I had a very drawn feeling
mingled with an indefinable emotion
closely resembling a terrible loneli-
ness. It seemed unendurably quiet;
but now that time has passed, I re-
member having heard passing auto-
mobiles, feet pattering on the side-
walk, the sound of children’s voices
and laughter in the distance.

T became extremely impatient while
the tall negro minister stood unmov-
ing for fully five minutes before his
voice broke the silence. He looked
huge and distorted in the dim light.

‘When he at last spoke, his voice
startled me. It was deep and vibrant.
He chanted, rather than recited. His
slow voice, half singing, half droning;
echoed ominously through the small
room.

T have here a copy of the sermon.
Perhaps when you have reflected upon
what I have said, you will be able to
understand my fceling as I listehed
to this:

Into the dark chasm. Inio the
dark chasm. Into death I ride. STowly.
Stowly. Sweetly slow. Into the dark
chasm.

Out of the light I go. Out of the
light. And into the Dark, sweet
flowers, I float passionately. Into the
Dark, sweet flowers, I float passion-
ately. Into the Dark.
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Farewell. Parewell. Things fthat
my hands have touched. Things that
my lips have touched. Farewell
Things that my eyes have fondled.
Things that my tongue has tasted.
Parewell. Things that my cheek has
brushed. Words that my lips have dis-
carded. Farewell. Farewell. Women
wmy heart has loved. Books that my
brain has loved. Farewell. Hope, fare-
well. Farewell. Farewell.

Phantoms have haunted me. Phon-
toms have teunted me. Phanioms
have haunted me. Phantoms, I come
to thee, phantoms that heunted me.
Deep in the dark night’s breast phan-
toms came unto me. They are to be
caressed by my dead memory. Phan-
toms that taunted me, farewell to all
of ye. Devils were some to see. They
made life Hell for me. Come, Death,
I wait for thee. Ride me upon the sea
of all Eternity. Of all Eternity. All
of Eternity.

Seurtin was weeping now without
control. I was hypnotized by the ne-
gro’s voice. I felt as though I were
freezing. I reasoned the thing out to
myself and was, for a few more mo-
ments of that everlasting sermon, pac-
ified. At this point I glanced at the
body and I would have sworn that I
saw one of the hands move!

I looked away from the body, still
with that uncontroilable feeling that
it had moved, and I tried to wateh the
negro. He spoke without apparent
emotion. His cves were almost closed.
Still, out of the corner of my eye 1
seemed to see the shadow behind those
hands move weirdly in the dim light.
Perhaps I was simply afraid to look;
I know that I did not want to. It took
every ounce of my will-power to fix
my eyves toward the negro. Finally,
hike a child frightened in a dark bed-
room, I closed my eyes. Alas! to no
avail. I could hear it move. A rus-
tling sound. A sound of dead hands
against glass. With that mysterious
sixth sense with which we have
been endowed, I counld feel the pres-
ence of another being in the room.

WEIRD TALES

The sermon heeame more and more
the singsong wail of the negro hymnal
as it progressed. The minister con-
tinued to chant:

Over my head. Over my head. Over
my head there swings a light. There
18 a light over my head. Under my
feet. Under my feei. There ts a cloud.
There i3 a cloud under my feet. A
heavenly cloud—urder my feel—so
weary. Oh-h-h-h 30 weary. Yes—so
weary.

Though the eerth shall not guake as
the—as

Time of all tlmes for a tremor! I
thought my imagmation must be get-
ting the best of my better reasoning,
for I heard the low, faint rumble of
the light California’ earthquake. I
opened my eyes and saw the room
moving about me. The corpse was
shaking about in the coffm, its feet
rattling a tattoo against the sides of
the casket. Scurtin’s eyes were
closed tightly; his fists were clenched,
but his mouth was grim with a de-
termination to coneceal his real emo-
tion. The negro seemed peculiarly
unmoved as he continued the sermon.
He did not change his veice, cxpres-
sion or poise, but continued that same
singsong, nerve-splitting chant.

HE rest of the sermon I did not

clearly apprehend. It was a tor-
menting grean during the events that
followed the earthquake. Shades of
the invisible weorld poured icy per-
spiration over my whole being, while
a whirlwind of heinous events sapped
my strength and reasoming. I acted
by main foree, hardly knowing what
I was about. Time became a fourth
dimension of Hell.

I saw the corpse’s knees hegm to
bend as it drew its feet up like a
sleeping man. But wnlike a living
being it was covered with glass instead
of yielding cloth. To my inexpres-
sible horror I saw the glass bending
from the slow, diabolical forec beneath
it.  Seurtin leaned forward and
peered closely at the rigid face within
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the coffin, a face no whiter now than
his own. I realized that the glass
would soon break. I covered my face
with my arms to protect myself from
the glass. It broke with a double re-
port, crack! crack! like shots from a
revolver, louder in the smallness of
the room.

1 immediately uncovered my face
while the pieces of glass fell elatter-
ing to the floor. Securtin’s eyes were
wide with hewilderment and shoeck.
His mouth hung loosely open. His
chin had a long cut across it from the
flying glass. He was evidently spell-
bound—hypnotized by the thing—for
he did not move, hut glared with a
terrible stillness. The negro was un-
moved during this time and eontinued
with his services as though he were
addressing an attentive congregation.

I assumed a calm eountenance, and
arising I went to Securtin’s side to
pacify him, but as I approached I
joined him in his terror.

The eyes of the corpse were wide
open, apparently staring into the eyes
of Scurtin. The hands of the corpse
were slowly rising. Black hands
sprinkled with bits of sparkling glass.
Hands that seemed to move by some
unseen power rather than any living
forece.

Seurtin and I stood side by side
bending horrified over this monster.
‘We were like men adhered to the floox
in the dread clutches of nightmare.
The room seemed hot and oppressive.
Scurtin’s face was streaked with per-
spiration and tears, mingled with
blood from the gash on his chin.

The left hand of the corpse came to-
ward him in a painfully slow, steady,
puppet-like motion, The right hand
lifted skyward with the fingers spread-
ing apart fiendishly. The left hand
was spreading out full in Scurtin’s
face! T was paralyzed as I saw it
closing upon his cheeks. Scurtin
screamed, ‘‘Oh, God!”’

The realization of what was hap-
pening came to me vaguely. I was
dazedly aware that I must do some-
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thing. I, a physician, would not be
expected to stand stupefied while a
man was driven into hysterics, into
madness.

I leaped to Scurtin’s back, caught
him by the shoulders, and pulled him
to one side. The corpse did not slack-
en its inhuman grip. 1 threw both
arms around Scurtin’s body and tried
to wrest him from the thing. The
coffin toppled from its bier! The eorpse
rolled out, still clinging to the now
unconseious Scurtin. It hung by one
hand from Scurtin’s face. It hung
with its feet drawn up, its eyes star-
ing ahead.

My abhorrence was beyond reason
as I seized that suspended monstros-
ity by the wrist and tried to release
ity grip. It had the strength of a
vise. I laid Seurtin en the floor and
taking the cluteching hand in both of
minc I broke every finger of it. Each
one popped loudly.

The negro was still chanting as I
dragged Seurtin from the room to re-
vive him. As I closed the door behind
me I heard the few closing words:

. . and Death descends not
until the body is in the gra .

The words ceased abruptly as a dis-
tant chime struck the closing time.
Twenty-one minutes had passed!

HEN Scurtin had been revived I

returned to the room where the
negro had remained. He was lifting
the corpse into the coffin. He com-
pleted the job of drawing its arms
back into position and placing the lid
over it. I noticed that his expression
of philosophical calm had not
changed. Hec was about to leave the
room when he turned to me.

‘““Even an earthquake can be a
blessing,’’ he said softly.

T was about to answer that I had
supposed earthquakes to be a eurse
rather than a blessing, especially since
the most recent onc. Before I could
find words hot enough for a reply the
negro answered his own puzzle.

“‘The short moments involved in the
cxcitement following .the quake,’’ he
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said, ‘‘were just sufficient to allow me
to eliminate one phrase in that ae-
cursed sermon. It seems that the man
suspected- Brother Scurtin, most ab-
surdly to be sure, of some hideous
plot against him., What the plot
could have been I can not imagine,
but the phrase that I omitted proph-
esied a most gruesome revenge on
Brother Scurtin—strangulation!”’

““Impossible!’’ I cried.

“Impossible, according to the
phrase, under only one condition,’’ he
replied. ‘‘It‘declared that ‘only su-
pernatural intervention ean save him
who has heard this curse’.”’

Before I could answer he had left
the room. I heard him walking about
outside, speaking to the horses as he
backed the carriage up to the door-
way. I glanced quickly about, thrust
my hand into my pocket, gripped my
jack-knife. I opened it, eyed the
long, glittering blade. I had used it
in an emergency case once. It was
sharp. Down the thin blade I ran my
thumb lightly. I winced as a drop
of blood leapt to life.

The lid of the dark box had not yet
been fastened.

DURING the long ride to the ceme-
tery the sky clouded with huge,
black shadows. Great drops of rain

suddenly pattered on the carriage-
top. They brought reality.
pacified.

When we returned to town we
drove directly to Scurtin’s house, and

I was
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Scurtin immediately went in. The
negro remained a moment with me.

“‘Doetor,”’ he asked, ‘‘what would
you name as the exact reason for what
happened tonight?”’

*‘Simply muscular contraction,’’ I
answered, remembering that brevity
of speech is a joyously deceptive vir-
tue.

“So I thought,”” he continued,
‘““but the visible events betrayed
higher understanding. I have, no
doubt, committed an unforgivable
atrocity tonight., Confession to you is
the one way that I can unload my
soul. Can you keep this secret?’’

‘“‘Surely,”’” I answered. There was
a long pause,

“Well, perhaps one of your pro-
fession could hardly understand the
feeling that overcame me. I was cut
to the soul. I had a sense that there
was life—another life—in that room
—do you understand? And then you
left—left the room. The dead man—
how can I put it?—ever explain my-
self ?2—I thrust a kni—he is twice—
dead.”” The negro had finally broken
under the strain. He turned his face
from me and sobbed softly.

““Say no more,”” I whispered. My
hand ecrept to my pocket and fingered
my own knife uneasily.

‘“‘Doctor, I am sorry——"’ he be-
gan.

““There is no need to be,”’ I inter-
rupted. He lifted his face and I saw
his expression of surprise as I con-
tinued. ‘‘The man is not twice dead—
but thrice.”




