A MAGAZINE OF THE BIZARRE AND UNUSUAL n

REGISTERED IN US. PATENT OFFICE

Volume 25 CONTENTS FOR MARCH, 1935 Number 3
Cover Design . . . . .o . . . M. Brundage
Hlustrating a scene in "Clutcbmg Hand.t of Deatk”
Lotd of the Lamia . . . . . . . . . Otis Adelbert Kline 274
A colorful weird mystery-tale of an eery adﬂeﬂmre in Egypt
Sonnet of the Unsleeping Dead . . . . . . . . . . Parker White 289
Verse

Clutching Hands of Death . . . . . . . . . . . Harold Ward 290
A terror-tale about a weird surgical operation and a ghastly horvor that stalked by nighs

Jewels of Gwahlur . . . . . . . . . . . . . Robert E. Howard 299

A superb noveletie of a weird, jungle-bidden palace and a strange weird people

Juthi . . . . . . . . . ... . . . .. . . C L Moore 328
A thrilling 1ale of Northwest Smith, outlaw of three worlds

Rulers of the Future (end) . . . . . . . . . . . . . Paul Emst 350

A weird-scientific story of monsters that vule the human race in the far future

Drums of the Congo . . . . . . . . . . Katherine van der Veer 370

Verse

What Waits in Darkness . . . . . . . . . . Loretta Burrough 371
A grim story of a woman's happiness that was menaced by a dreadful vecurrent dream

The Sealed Casket . . . .". . . . . . . . . Richard F. Searight 375
The icy fingers of an ancient fetor reached for the life of the scheming Wesson Clark

Weird Story Reprint

The Judge's House . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Bram Stoker 380

A fascinating weird tale by the author of "Dracula’

The Eyrie . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . o 0.0 392

The readers express their opinions

Published monthly by the Popular Fiction Publishing Company, 2457 E. Washington Street, Indlanapolls, Ind. En-
tered es second-class matter March 20, 1923, at the post office at Indlanepolls, Ind., under the act of March 3, 1879.
Bingle coples, 26 cents. Bubscription, $3.00 & year in the United States, $4.00 a year In Canada. Engllsh officc:
Charles Lavell, 13, Serjeants Inn, Fleet Street, E. C. 4, London, The publighera are not responsible for the loss
of unsollcited manuscrlpts, although every care will be taken of such material while in thelr possesalon. The con-

tents of this magazine are fully protected by copyright end must not be reproduced elther wholly or in part
without permission from the publishers,

NOTB—AIl menuscripts and communications should be addressed to the publishers® Chicago office at 0
North Michigan Avenue, Chicago, Ill FARNSWORTH WRIGHT, Editc

Copyright, 1936, by the Popular Fiction Publishing Company. ‘@43
COPYRIGHTED IN GREAT BRITAIN

WEIRD TALES ISSUED 1st OF EACH MONTH
W.T.—1 273,



hat Waits in Darkness

By LORETTA BURROUGH

A grim story of a woman's happiness that was menaced by a
dreadful, recurrent dream

ITH a thick, choking sob, Christy
WTenniel woke in the silvery cool-

ness of early morning. The pig-

eons that the Jones boys kept on the roof-

were airing their flute throats in the dawn
as Roger lumbered out of sleep beside
her, making startled sounds.

“What is it, Chris? What's the mat-
ter?” He circled her shaking body rough-
ly with his soft, fat arm. “That damn
dream?”

Its trembling bloody mists began to
float away from her; their commonplace
room came clear, with the picture of
Roger’s mother smiling dimly from the
opposite wall.

“Again. I can’t stand it much longer.”
Night after night, in the thickets of dark-
ness, it waited for her. For months now
she had fought sleep until she was hag-
gard and thin.

He reached for a package of cigarettes
on the bedside table. She could imagine
the angry bewilderment in his eyes; he
did not like his wife to be in any way
abnormal. And she saw it as the match
flared, lighting puckers of annoyance
about his mouth.

“That nerve specialist didn't help
much,” he said. ** ‘Some hidden fear, or
hatred.” Expensive bunk, that's all.
You've got no fears or hatreds.” He
snorted, and sucked on the cigarette so
hard that bright red sparks flew.

Roger’s talk was all very well, but Doc-
tor Wilks had said softly, watching her
from opaque brown eyes—'‘Do you love
your husband, Mrs. Tenniel?”

She had answered, "'Of course.”

Then Wilks had frowned, glowering
at his clean fingernails. "“You must tell
me the truth, not lie, Otherwise I can
not help you.”

She had stared dumbly at his desk,
shining with wax, and then suddenly the
words had pushed their burning way out
of her. "No, I do not love him. I loved
another man, my husband’s best friend.
He was killed in an accident, a week
before he was to marry me.”

Duncan, light-hearted, quick, warm,
like the old song—"Duncan, Duncan,
tender and true.” She could have spared
the lumbering dull Roger so much more
easily. And then, two years after Dun-
can had died, she had married Roger,
since he was always around, since she
could talk of Duncan with him. A
wrong sort of marriage, all wrong.

Doctor Wilks had thought so too.
“Better for you to separate,” he had sug-
gested.

“But how could not loving Roger
make me have this dream?” She had
looked at Doctor Wilks' face with numb
bewilderment in her own. *"Why should
I always dream” — she had repeated it
again—"that I am standing in a drafty
hall. ‘There is a night-light burning in
a little crystal bowl, and rain pouring
down a black window-pane. I am in a
night-dress—there is blood on my bare
feet, down the side of my gown, and
dripping from the end of a knife I hold
in my right hand.” She had stumbled
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then, and hidden her eyes with her
gloved fingers.

And if she separated from Roger, who
would wake and hold her when she
started up trembling and crying? Doc-
tor Wilks believed she would no longer
have the dream, if they were apart. But
how did he know?

“Here, I've got an idea!” Roger had
been smoking cigarettes furiously beside
her, while she sat and shivered. "My
vacation’s coming next week. What say
we go up to my aunt’s place in Maine,
where we had our honeymoon? She’s
not using it this year. She’s bought new
things, fixed it up nicely, and that sun
and air’'ll cure you in a hurry.”

“No, not there!” Every nerve in her
body had shuddered at the suggestion. It
had been such a dreadful honeymoon,
with Roger never suspecting that it was
a dead man she desired at her side.

“Why not?” Placidly, he squashed
the cigarette. “It's quiet, but it'll be
good just for that reason. Better than a
noisy hotel. TI'll phone Auntie tomor-
row. 'We will go there.”

Impossible to turn as an avalanche
when he had fastened to an idea—she
knew that they would go.

“C ozy, huh?? Roger thumped down
the bags and shook his big shoul-
ders. He went about thumbing the light
switches, and the little oblong room sud-
denly blinked back at them, as though
surprized. The wife of a near-by farmer
had cleaned it and left a fire laid; Roger
stooped above the long logs and touched
a match to kindling.

“My aunt’s changed it a lot, hasn’t
she? Nifty. What say?” He looked at
her.

“Vety nice, Roger,” she answered me-
chanically, spreading her palms to the
warmth that began to trickle from the
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fire. Even on the train she had dreamed,
and wakened suffocating, in the coffin-
like berth. ‘'Shall we get the bags up-
stairs?”’

He pounded up before her, making the
small house shake. *'Same room we had
—1I told the woman in my letter. Look-
ing out on the bay.”

Wearily, she made the twin beds and
set the new cottage furniture to rights.
Down in the kitchen, with unusual good
humor and a great clatter, Roger was get-
ting supper ready. She unpacked the
bags and hung their clothes in a closet
that smelled of salt air and mice, then
went to the window and looked out.
Night was curving like a gentle hood
over everything; stars shone, tiny candles
in a great dark room. But nothing had
seemed beautiful to her since Duncan
died; it was a curiously empty world.

“"Come and get it!"” Roger called, and
she walked out into the quiet, still hall.
She stopped instantly, while her heart
thudded in bad, false beats, and the air
turned to lead within her lungs.

It was a narrow passage, paneled in
ugly dark wood, with a big dormer-win-
dow at the end of it. Because of the
dormer it had a queer effect of closing
in; it was like a tunnel ending in the
black panes sprinkled with starlight. On
a small table to the side was a night-light
in a crystal bowl, and beneath her feet a
rough, thick carpet splotched with roses
like pink blisters. She had seen it all
many times. She stared a moment long-
er, and she felt as though the darkness
outside the window were entering her
brain. Then she ran down the stairs.

He was setting a little table in the
living-room, with food they had bought
in the village as they passed through.

“Roger!” she cried. “"Roger!”

He stared at her, startled. ““What's
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the matter now?" he asked, with a peevish
undertone to the words.

“"Roger”’—she slipped into a chair at
the table; life was beginning to flow in
her again—"we must leave here. Right
away. That hall upstairs, the hall—"

He put a hand on her shoulder, shak-
ing her a little. "Talk sense, Christy,”
he said irritably. ""Why must we leave
here? And what about the hall?”

With a spasmodic effort, she con-
trolled herself. “Roger, that hall is the
one I see in my dream. Always. I did
not notice it when we carried up the
bags, but I saw, just now. The one I
see in my dream,” she repeated. '“The
same datk panels, the same dormer-win-
dow, the same carpet on the floor.”

“Is that all?” He sat down opposite
her, picked a bit of pink ham from the
plate and chewed the edge of it reflective-
ly. “You'll go nuts if you don't watch
out. It’s nothing but a dream, and to let
yourself get in such a stew about it !

“But you see that of course we must
leave here?” Leave the place where the
dream’s setting had become real. Leave
it before—before what? In silence, she
pleaded with the stubborn blue eyes
across the table.

“Of course nothing.” He wiped his
greasy fingers on the edge of a napkin.
*"Pull up your chair and have a go at this.
The ham’s good.”

"Roger!”

He laid a slice of meat on her plate,
and heaped salad beside it, his thick
mouth drawing close in determined
lines. “If you think I've paid those wal-
loping train fares for nothing, just to
give in to a silly woman’s whim! . . .
We're here, and here to stay until my
vacation’s over.”

He ate a forkful of potato with a look
of deep relish.

“Roger »
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She stared at him; she felt cold and
frightened.

UEERLY enough, although she ex-

pected it that night, although she
went to bed with her mind darkly open
to receive it, the dream did not come.
And clear night after clear night dropped
with its stars into day and never did she
wake trembling, the sweat of fear freez-
ing on her.

“You see,” said Roger complacently,
the evening before they were to leave;
almost two weeks had slipped by, smooth,
happy enough—"What did I tell you?”
He was standing by the small table in
the dining-room, sharpening a knife with
quick, hard strokes of his hand, down-
ward and upward. *“All you needed was
to get away from the city. Fresh air,
exercise, sun, they cure anything. Look
at this knife—isn't it a beaut? Going to
take it home with me—Auntie’'ll never
miss it."”’

"Where did you find it—Ilet’s see,” she
said absently, thinking: “Perhaps he’s
right. 1 was overwrought—1I needed
rest.”

“In the attic.” He turned toward her;
the smooth gleaming blade came into
view and the handsome carved handle.
“It was all rusted, but it's a peach now.
Good steel.”

Her eyes straining at it, aching beneath
the delicate skin of her lids; her breath
rushed from her lungs in a gasp. Be-
neath her, knees went to boneless putty.

"Roger,” she moaned, "I've seen that
before.”

She leaned against the wall for sup-
port, her stare still held to the long,
curving line of metal; all the light in the
room seemed to stream toward her from
the shining steel.

He dropped the blade, snatched a glass
of water from the table and held it to her
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mouth. "What's the matter?” His
heavy features sharpened with bewilder-
ment.

She sipped the water, cold and flat,
then pushed the glass away. “Oh, take
me seriously,” she begged, clasping one
hand on his arm. “That knife—it is the
one I see in my dream. Just like that,
except Except that blood ran
down the thin sharp steel, dripping from
the tip to the floor, spreading in a small
still pool on the patterned rose carpet.

She was aware as she watched him,
terror freezing in her fingers, in her
breast, that rain was beginning outside in
the darkness; the first drops touched the
panes like soft wet feathers.

“"We must get away, now,” she said,
“tonight,”” and saw his eyes grow bright
with anger. He took up the small whet-
stone and the knife; the blade made a
weak, shrill sound, faster and faster as
the speed of his strokes increased.

“We will not.” His hard face con-
centrated on the whetting. “You little
fool, to give a second thought to a
dream!”

She was a wave beating against rock,
and knew it. “'‘Duncan would have lis-
tened to me. Duncan would have been
patient, kind, not like you. . . .” She
slipped into a chair and dropped her face
into her cold hands. Where was Dun-
can? Gone beyond reach and touch, lost
in a lightless world.

She heard her husband’s footsteps com-
ing dimly toward her; her eyes as she
lifted her head rested again on the knife
that he still held in his blunt fingers.

“"I'm going to tell you something,” he
said sharply. A bleak malice shrilled a
littte in his words —he was angry.
“You're still thinking of him, aren’t you?
Still loving him. I was only the second
best. Duncan would have been the per-
fect lover, ‘patient, kind,” not like me.”
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He sent the knife spinning across the
table with a fling of his wrist. “T’ll tell
you what he said to me, a few days be-
fore he was killed.”

She waited, her heart drained of every-
thing but a trembling apprehension. He
could not touch her memory of Duncan,
he could not hurt it, could he?

“He said " He leaned toward her,
face blind with jealousy of a dead man.
“He was very intimate with me, you
know. He said that he wished to God
he could get out of his engagement to
you; he said he was tired of you.”

She got up clumsily. She had forgot-
ten the dream; she had forgotten every-
thing but his words. But was it the
truth? Often had Roger lied to het. But
if it were not a lie? Always now, be-
tween her and Duncan, would be this
dull veil of doubt. She stood there, be-
ginning to see herself as a loving fool,
discarded by Duncan. Within her skull,
a sharp little pain flickered and went and
came again.

Into the trembling, nervous silence of
the room Roger's conciliating laugh
plunged. “Let’s forget it all,” he said,
“dreams—and Duncan. He's dead; it's
done with. Now we'll eat, and then
we'll go to bed early and get a good
night's sleep. A good sleep,” he said
again.

owN the back window of the hall,
the rain was pouring with a wild,
gushing sound. Into the dark regions of
unconsciousness the noise flooded, to-
gether with the buffeting screech of
wind. Her eyes, although they had been
staring dully before her for many min-
utes, began really to see; she raised her
head and looked about her, with a
strange heavy feeling of pain and suffer-
ing.
First she saw the window; it seemed
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to move slightly under the press of rain
streaming beyond it. "I have known all
this before,” she thought, and then her
cold stupefied glare fell to the night-
light, flickering a little in its small crystal
bowl.

Within the house was a thick, petrified
stillness that troubled her ears. “Where
is Roger?” she wondered, touching her
left hand to her head where it lingered
upon the shooting ache beneath damp
sweaty curls. Always in the night his
hoarse, asthmatic breathing had been
somewhere near her. “Where am I now?”
she puzzled wearily.

Just under the fringe of blankness that
veiled her mind was a dreadful meaning;
it was like the wind about the house—
now jt came nearer with a leap, now it
whirled away into the distance.
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Something touched her bare foot, a
soft, cool drop, and another. *“The roof
is leaking,” she thought dully, and looked
down at her naked ankle, her long white
foot. Not quite white now, for on it
were spreading little red drcles, dripping
from the knife she held clumsily in her
hand.

She could feel the skin crawling on her
skull, her mouth widened in silence, as
her eyes crept to the knife. The blade
no longer gleamed; it was slippery, wet
—the bright red stain went on, past her
wrist; down her night-dress, over her
thigh, was a dark clinging splash.

She fell to her knees; she could hear
the wind and the rain. 'Within her head
was the breaking down of all thought.
She was alone with the silent house. The
dream come true.



