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Author of “Thus Epeke the Prophetcss™

‘0 OFFICER in any of Uncle
Sam’s services would have as-
signed Rodney Davis such a
missien as the latter had sought for
himself. Yet every officer kmew full
well that if ever Cerimarie Sam were
brought to the justice he deserved it
must be accomplished by one brave
man, working unhindered and alone.
‘When Davis quietly sought an inter-
view with the commanding officer and
calmly asked that he be given the job
of bringing in the voodoo priest, the
commanding officer looked at him in
amazement and no little doubt. Sure-
ly a man must be insane to ask for
such an assignment-—to ask for-it!
But the C. O. was quite willing to let
Davis have his way. Cerimarie Sam,
if he existed in fact, which no white
man knew for sure, never having seen
him, was believed to be the greatest
monster in all Haiti. The C. O. would
not assign one man to the task, and
to send a detachruent were worse than
useless. No white man knew the in-
land trails and runways of Haiti as
Cerimarie could know them. The pro-
verbial needle in the haystack was a
cinch compared to Cerimarie Sam,
The C. O. welcomed Davis with
open arms, figuratively speaking. But

he v:gsndered. He did not know that

little Charlie Hepner, the Music, had
been the special friend and protegé
of Davis.

Davis had found the little Musiec.
And he would have cried had not
stark horror dried any tears that, be-
ing a strong man, he might have har-
bored.

Music had left camp to be gone only
for an hour or two, just before sun-
sct. Darkness came and no Musie.
The detachment in the field, of which
Davis was a part, turned out in force
and beat the surrounding jungle un-
til daylight, without finding little
Hepner. A hard-eyed bunch of men
gathered in the early morning about
the hasty breakfast, only Davis could
not eat. He kept up the search and
found Hepner, Dead.

Death in itself is not so horrible to
a soldier. In the ficld he walks al-
ways by the monster’s side, growing
calloused to the thought of dying,
even with his boots on, unshriven. But
when death is atiended with such gory
details as those which attended little
Hepner, it is something else again.
Hepner’s clothing had been stripped
from his body and the little Music
had literally been skinned alive! From
just above his ankles the flesh had
been cut to the bone and stripped off
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over his feet, apparently, as the hun-
ter skins the hide from & rabbit’s leg!

Davis’ cry of agony as he recog-
nized his little chum carried back to
the breakfasting men and something
in it chilled every last man of them
to the bone. Even before they had
reached the terrible scene, each man
kriew that he was soon to look upon
some mnspeakable horror. And not
the least of the horrors was the ap-
pearance of Davis himself. He had
became in a few motnents & graven
mirble image, cold as starshine, with
ayuy that saw but one thing, that rec-
ogrized neither superior officer nor
bunkie. A ereatnre with but one aim
in life and no hope beyond that aim.
An automaton. A mechanical crea-
ture made to-rend and destroy.

"They sent him back to the capital
city, where he spent six manths in the
stady of Haitian patois. And, made
mentally strong by the fires within
Birh. he ‘mastered the langnage—if it
may - be called a langiage. Then he
sought. his audience with the man af
the helm, was edmitted, accepted, and

sent forth, to become a pariah in.

Haiti, where all outside .the nniform
and without visible means of support
are pariahs.

He had known that the slaying of
Hepnrer, right-on the very edge of the
encainpment in the hills, had been the
work of Cerimarie Sam. For this one
was like a vulture. The detachment
had had four or five native prisoners
who had run to the scene and looked
upon Hepuer, and one of them had
mentioned the name of the terrible
‘priest before he could check the ejacu-
lation. This had been enough. But
the next morning the man who had
spoken the dread name had been
found dead outside the camp, his lips
sewed together with hair from the tail
of one of the detachment’s horses. The
significance of this was too plain to
misread.
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‘WO MONTHS after his depar-

ture from the capital city of the
Black Republic, Davis, grimy from
studied failure to bathe, every inch
of his skin dyed ebony black, lips
thickened with injections of paraffin,
entered a dim trail somewhere in that
little known country lying inside the
triangle formed by the capital city,
Jacmel, and San Pierre. Something
whispered o him that fulfilment was
at hand. He met patives on the trail
and avoided comnversation with them
with studied carelessness. Later in
the day he encountered others, of
both sexes, who traveled the same di-
rection as did he. - It was much easier
to join the pilgrimage than he had
thought. Too easy.

When- the dim trail branched off
into a dimmer trail and most of the
people entered this, Davis managed to
slip intb the jungle on one side until
darimess fell. Then he was but an-
other black shadow with those who
went before him and those who fol-
lowed behind.

In a hollow surreunded by beetling
hills he saw a great fire in an open
place, beyond which was the odd shad-
ow of some sort of building. He knew
without being told what the building
was, A shell of a place, covered with
rude daubs, obscene in the extreme,
representing pictures. He could see
that many people had gathered about
the fire and the building. Restless
blacks, beasts of prey more terrible
because they were human beasts,
slouched here and there, or sat on
their haunches, sunken in =apathy.
They peid him suspiciously little at-
tention as he crept in and joined the
devotees.

There was a stir shortly, and ex-
pectant craning of necks toward the
dark opening in that building beyond
the fire. Davis’ nerves became as
tautened wire. Into the circle of light
came an ebony woman with the form
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of a Venus and the face of a human
beast.

‘““Maman Lou! Mamaen Lou! Ma-
man Loul’’

A weird moaning ecry, thrice re-
peated. Greetings to the priestess of
the serpent!

The woman began to dance, first a
slow movement of the body from the
hips upward, not without a certain
grace. The blacks moaned and
touched their heads to the ground.
The woman, weaving here and there
like an upright serpent, began to
glide into the terrible spirit of the
dance. Her bodily postures now ex-
pressed. the lowest méanings of sen-
suality, low enough in truth, yet she
had just begun. The brain behind
that black skull must have crawled
with devilish vermin. Her movements
were the acme of obscenity. The lust
of the beast is clean because it is mat-
ural. The natural emotion of man is
clean because it is sacred. But the
lust expressed in the dance of the
Maman Low was the lust of a man or
woman for a beast—horrible, revolt.
ing, inexpressible in words. As she
worked herself into a frenzy a sort of
froth came to her lips, and her eyes
rolled until one could see the dead
white of them. She seemed to be pos-
geased of serpents that crawled within
her bosom, causing her to writhe with
their writhing. In her frenzy, which
the devotees began to chare, ghe tore
her thin clothing from her body,
standing naked in the firelight and
writhing still in the ghastly contor-
tions of the dance. She fell to the
ground at last, as if taken suddenly
with catalepsy. When her bare feet
fell into the fire she seemed not to
notice, '

Heads were raised and another wail
weént forth.

‘““Papa Lou! Papa Lou! Papa
Loul!”?

TALES

The priest came forth with the sac-
rifice! A goat without horns! A nude
girl of sixteen or so, bleck as mid-
night, so stupefied with some sort of
drug that she. kmew not whither she
went, nor cared what became of her.
Then Davis noticed several other
things. The priest, his face hidden
hy a mask fashioned after a serpent’s
head, carried a red book in his hand.
There was a round stone near the fire,
The ground near the circle of devotees
was covered with sawdust.

When the Papa Lou threw the girl
upon the ground and opened the great
vein in her neck, she made no sound.
Only her eyes moved as do those of a
stricken bull. The priest caught the
blood in & vessel, dipped his fingers
in it, and with the precise flicking
moveraent - of long practise made a
perfect cross of crimson in the saw-
dust. Three drops he let fall upon
the holy stone, three drops he used to
anoint the book which he carried in
his hand.

There was a different timbre in the
moaning of the devotees. Louder,
more malevolent, demanding that the
ceremony proceed with greater speed,
The priest, a butcher in the guise of a
serpent, began his work. But why
follow? Davis saw revolting black
lips become dyed with crimson, saw
terrible trophies in the hands of the
devotees, trophies that had gnce been
part of a - fellow being. - When the
trophies disappeared there was noth-
ing but clean white bones, and a circle
of beasts that had gorged themselves.

The ceremony proceeded to its in-
evitable conclusion, as if there were
no depth to. the filth into which the
devotees might plunge . themselves.
Men and women, one with the other,
forced themselves far, far down be-
low the level of the beasts—in the
name of the most terrible religion in:
all the world, -

Davis wondered if Hepner hed been
poisoned before he had been tortured,
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and hoped that such had been the case.
Better all around for Hepner.

Davis looked up. The priest with
the serpent’s mask stood before him.

‘““I am Cerimarie Sam.'’ he said.
‘“Who are yout’’

There was a threat in the voice that
told Davis he had been found out. He
looked around the circle before reply-
ing. He came to his feet with a leap
that carried him atop the monster,
this beast in human gyise that mur-
deved children; who had children by
whatsoever woman he desired and at-
tended none of them; who had even
offered some of these children, on oc-
easion, as sacrifices to the serpent, The
devotees were too far gone in their
besastliness to notice what took place.
I1 was only-at dawh that they missed
their high priest. He had disappeared
from among them.

TWO WEEKS later Davis report-
ed back to his commanding offi-
cer, who would have had him thrown
out of thé office as a dirty nigger had
the C. O. not heard English words
on the black man’s lips. After the
greetings were over the €. O. asked:

‘“‘And what of Cerimarie Sam?’’

‘‘Very Strange about him, sir.’” re-
plied Davis coldly. ‘I found him all
right, but someone had literally
skipned him alive; added to which the
poor fellow had been thrown over a
clff and mashed beyond all human
resemblance !’

*Oh, by the ‘way, sir,”’ he said as
he turned to leave the office, ‘I also
learned the identity of Cerimarie
Bam, and it is my duty to -inform
you. that the district of. San .Pierre
has lost a valuable senator!”’

““Lutgma’s Return,” another powerful Hat-
tian talo by Estil Ontchne, will be publ-shad
next month., It deals with the crimes of
Henri I, Emperor of the North, who
@ whole company of soldiers over a high cliff
to prove fo @ visiting ministor that kis dis-
cipline was iron-bound.
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