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FOR



my brother, Robert, 



who appreciates a good horror story 



and writes them, too.





INTRODUCTION



The idea that I should select my twelve favourite monster films for this collection was suggested to me some years back by my friend Peter Cushing, surely the most popular actor in this kind of picture in the modern cinema. In his career, now spanning almost half a century (the first movie in which he appeared was The Man In The Iron Mask, made in Hollywood in 1939), Peter has featured with virtually every kind of terror- creature you care to name, including man-made monsters, vampires, werewolves, mummies, ghouls, gorgons, even the Abominable Snowman, The Hound of the Baskervilles and the infamous Daleks! 

There is not much, therefore, that you can tell Peter about movie monsters, though, off-screen, he is a quiet and retiring man who prefers biographies and novels of rural life to horror literature. Yet his championing of the horror story, both in print and on the screen, is in stark contrast to some other actors who have made their livelihood in the genre and then sought to denigrate it. To belittle this category of entertainment is to ignore the fact that a good many horror or terror films – call them what you will – have earned the very highest critical accolades. And not a few have originated from classic works of fiction which continue to be read and enjoyed many years after their creation. 

Another great admirer of this kind of movie is the top American fantasy author and Hollywood scriptwriter Ray Bradbury, also a friend, much of whose own formative years in Los Angeles were spent revelling in the best that the local film studios had to offer. He long ago realised the importance and influence of horror films on his work and, indeed, has made his own valuable contributions to the genre. He pays a special tribute to the durability of the pictures in the prologue, “Inviting Frankenstein Into The Parlour”. 

Like Peter and Ray, I have never made a secret of my love of these films, and it is a pleasure to have the opportunity of recording my thanks for many hours of cinematic enjoyment with these dozen favourites. It has been great fun choosing from a considerably larger number of stories and film stills the final selection of items to feature in this book. Many of them have stirred old memories of cinema nights and library days, as well as inducing more than the odd frisson of terror! I hope that they may now do the same for you. 


Peter Haining 



Boxford, Suffolk 



January 1988




PROLOGUE 




INVITING FRANKENSTEIN INTO THE 



PARLOUR 



by Ray Bradbury


What was I doing at the Count Dracula Society’s dinner? I January 1988. was giving an award to Elsa Lanchester for her vivid performance as the bride of Frankenstein. 

Elsa hurried to the stage, accepted the award, turned to the audience, thought for a moment about something to say, and then reared back and let loose the most terrible scream I have ever heard. 

It was, of course, the scream she had sent round the world in that same film, Bride Of Frankenstein, in 1935. 

It was a perfect acceptance speech. A fine way to end a banquet. A fine way to start an article. 

That scream we have all heard coming out of our throats since we were children attending our first horror film. It is 49 percent terror, 51 percent sheer delight. 

For we do love the lusciousness of being frightened; we want so very much the deliciousness of being afraid. 

Some of us admit it. Some deny the whole thing. Pro or con, then, let’s have a fight. Are horror films worthwhile? Which horror films, if any, are true and right, creative, and best? Why bother with them at all? 

Death, in America, because of certain misguided though bright parents, never comes to call. I would like, creatively, to help it arrive. 

Why should I care? 

I am interested in horror films, because I fell in love with the subject when I was in my crib and saw the sunshine and then the sun go down and gave one heck of a yell at the darkness and the moonlight. 

So, since they were fairly young, I have raised my daughters to be the hunch on the back of that bell-ringer of Notre Dame, the mushroom grown in Lon Chaney’s cellar, the tour guides through the vaults where Dracula hides from the light. 

I grew up in a world that denied the blueprints of rockets to the moon; they would never happen, we would never go. It was also a world that thronged with intellectuals whose disdain for Poe and Chaney, for Boris and Bela, was as fang- proof as chainmail armour. 

I soon sensed, however, that these giants walking around hurling thunderbolts of criticism were pygmies so immense they simply couldn’t face the myths and legends that I revelled in at the library or the Panharmonium Elite Cinema Theater. 

So I lived a life from the age of three until 33 believing I was wrong about everything and discovering, later on, in my creativity, I had been absolutely correct. We had landed on the moon, and, at last, Dracula and Frankenstein were being invited into the parlour. Maybe not by Freud and his cousins, but by a new generation interested in opening Pandora’s Box to see what popped out. 

Not that the fight is over. By no means is this so. There are still plenty of ‘modern’ parents who refuse to let Nervous Willie or Jumpy Alice shake hands with Vincent Price or even encounter so much as the witch in Snow White. 

Why have I carried the fight on? Because, in my love for the form at its best, I feel I am right and they are wrong. 

Before we proceed further, let me list my favourite all-time horror films, not necessarily in order of love. 

King Kong 

The Mummy 

Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde (with Fredric March) 

The Haunting 

The Exorcist 

The Phantom of the Opera 

Dracula 

Frankenstein 

The Cat and the Canary 

Horror of Dracula 

The Hunchback of Notre Dame 

The Man Who Laughs 

Skeleton Dance 

Night on Bald Mountain 

The Old Mill 

Now if that isn’t a diversified list, for all ages, I’ve never seen one. The last three films are, of course, short cartoons, all by Walt Disney. I recommend them for your offspring as wonderful ways to start down the poisoned garden path to death and all its delectable frights. 

To which I might add Vertigo and Psycho by Alfred Hitchcock, but then, if I continue, this essay will run forever. 

Vertigo? you ask, a horror film? Yes, for we are going to consider all kinds of sadness verging over into horror. If you consider the plots of many of the films listed above you will find ‘love lost after being found’ as part and parcel of many of them. 

The good love that Dr Jekyll knows in his life is destroyed by the love that is impure, thrust forth by Mr Hyde. Kong finds and then loses Fay Wray and dies for her in the end. The Hunchback of Notre Dame wastes away for Esmeralda. The Phantom of the Opera risks his life, and loses it finally, for the love of an opera singer. Vertigo, finally, moves into horror because it is the story of a woman brought back from the dead through the need of a man who transforms a strange girl into the image of his lost love. At the end his reconstituted love, by accident, falls from a church tower, leaving him face-to-face with madness, catatonia, and nightmare forever after. If that isn’t horror, I fail to know my categories. 

The Phantom of the Opera is a romance that ends in terror only when the opera singer, drawn by the romantic image of the phantom, dares to rip off his mask. If the mask had stayed on, the romance, the love, could have continued. In one way the novel and the film say: better mystery, better some touch of the unknown. He who tears the veil away must be prepared for the abyss. Reality is most unkind. Beware how you touch it. 

In The Mummy Karloff, 4,000 years old, wants to kill his beloved so as to resurrect her into a love for all eternity. Out of this sombre mixture, comes immense sadness which touches the heart before it destroys. But love, as you see, is the main ingredient, turned askew by time, circumstances, burial, rebirth and burial again. 

The shocks of love found and lost are one thing, the shocks of time and age quite another. Horror often comes like a lightning flash when we realise that life, time, and death mean 

The battle over the merits of fear in film rages back and forth through binfuls of truly dreadful horror films, yes, but then again up through the high ground where Mary Shelley (Frankenstein) knits and Bram Stoker (Dracula) purls. 

Why do we continue to be fascinated? Because . . .

There are variations and variations on variations of horror. It is these elements of paradox, these boxfuls of dreadful stuff out of our genetic past and our masking present, that make many people turn away from horror films. They refuse to recognise that Buchenwald is a country within the hearts of every man of every colour in every country upon earth. This is a dire notion and a dread truth, better not spoken of. 

Fool, said my Muse, look in thy heart, and write! 

Fool, say I, look at the screen, look at the Phantom, and know. 

For only by knowing, acknowledging, feeling these terrible truths, can we grow, and grow, hopefully, toward some balance of goodness. 

Some horror films, of course, exorcise death not by driving a stake in its heart, as we do with Count Dracula, but by laughing at it, as in The Cat And The Canary. People do die in the film, but we do not stay with them; we run, we jump; we laugh and run again, always one step ahead of destruction. 

But for every old horror film that once touched us or moved us because it was marrowed through with love, or caused us to laugh because it did not look long at death, we begin to have films today so firmly based in reality that they could have been written by the Manson family or their dire offspring. 

Psycho partakes of that horror which does not purge. Audrey Hepburn’s Wait Until Dark, similarly, goes against the old Greek purgative traditions. Murderers will indeed come and get us. There is no escape. Reality lies waiting outside the cinemas. Nothing we do on film can help us ever. 

We can, then, enjoy, if that is the word I am looking for, Psycho and Wait Until Dark, but they increase our tensions rather than erase them. The world suddenly fills with Roman Polanskis who pop up and rip our left nostril with a knife. All heroes are suddenly Jack Nicholson wandering about for half a lifetime with his nose bandaged. 

Your pure horror film, in the old days anyway, helped us magic away the death which threatened us with a spell, a gesture, or a very real act of destruction. We nailed Dracula in his coffin, we burned Frankenstein’s monster in an old mill, even though he was the sad Promethean son, outcast of an old dream of controlling life. But better dead than imperfect like us all. 

J. Bronowski, the brilliant scientist-author, in his “The Face of Violence” speaks of the Sphinx that prowls within the walls of cities. That Sphinx is violence and, Bronowski says, it sits by the hearth and it has a human face. We share that fireside with the Sphinx which is not only violence but the surprise of birth, the trauma of life passing, the shock of old age, the terror of dark and sickness, and the final despair of death. All these we pack into our myths and tales and films as symbols, hoping to see dimly, comprehend blindly, understand remotely, and so survive. 

The horror film then is an extension of the beast which inhabits not only our cities, homes and hearths, but will live in our hearts as long as men are born to die and feel the need to vent twin cries of celebration and warnings: ‘Look at me, I destroy!’ is the whisper behind the smile. ‘Look at me!’ says Dr Jekyll. ‘No, me!’ says Mr Hyde. 

The horror film is a school for all of us then, it seems. We simply must attend. Without them we graduate into a world that will be worse than the nightmares we see in films that could, if we allowed, instruct our dreams.




BALAOO - THE DEMON BABOON




by Gaston Leroux


It was that great French pioneer film maker Georges Méliès (1861–1938) who made the very earliest fantasy films and also introduced the first movie monster to the cinema screen. For this reason, it seems most appropriate that the first in my selection should be a French picture.Méliès, the former conjuror and illusionist who was irresistibly drawn to the embryo film industry, produced the earliest screen ‘monster’ in his 1896 short, silent picture, Tom Old Boot, the story of a grotesque dwarf who terrorises his enemies. Méliès employed a real dwarf in the title role, made up rather like Quasimodo in The Hunchback Of Notre Dame. That same year he also gave his audiences their first encounter with that now perennial star of horror movies, the Devil, in Le Manoir Du Diable, which was shown in Britain and America as The Devil’s Castle. However, it was one of Méliès proteges, Eclair, who made the first full-length monster movie when he brought the serial story, Balaoo Ou Des Pas Au Plafond, to the screen in 1913. When shown later in the USA, this picture became known by its now-famous title, Balaoo – The Demon Baboon. 

Gaston Leroux (1868–1927), a one-time globe-trotting journalist turned serial story writer and novelist, wrote much of his fiction in a sensational style ideally suited for the rapidly-developing cinema industry, and many of his works were later to be filmed, including The Mystery Of The Yellow Room (1907) and the even more famous Phantom Of The Opera (1911). The story of Balaoo, the baboon transformed into a half-humanised monster by Professor Coriolis, the first of a long line of cinema ‘mad scientists’, was the earliest of his tales to be filmed, following a hugely successful newspaper serialisation. It was directed by Victorin Jasset, with a nimble circus artist called Lucien Bataille in the title role, and Henri Gouget as the scientist. The picture was shown on some occasions as a three-part serial, advertised as featuring ‘The Weirdest Animal Ever Created’ in a horrific story that ‘will jam any theatre’. The success of this pioneer film has to date inspired two sequels: Fox’s The Wizard (1927), directed by Richard Rosson, with George Kotsonaros as the fiend-faced ape’ and Gustav von Seyffertit as Professor Coriolis; and the same company’s re-make entitled Dr Renault’s Secret (1942), directed by Henry Lachman, with J Carol Naish as a rather pathetic and exploited ape man in the evil clutches of the mad scientist played by George Zucco. 

Leroux’s serial on which Balaoo – The Demon Baboon was based is very episodic in style, and it was the episode which follows here that formed the basis of all the films. As a former journalist, it is perhaps not surprising that he should have adopted the technique of using a series of dramatic newspaper stories to recount the ape man’s reign of terror in Paris. And as a former journalist myself, the reader might well understand why this story remains a favourite of mine both on the screen and in print. 


* * * 


I am now going to reveal the memorable circumstances in which the private misfortunes of the Saint-Aubin family in Paris assumed the proportions of a public calamity a short while ago. 

Let me first quote two paragraphs which appeared in the Patrie En Danger and the Observateur Impartial respectively and which passed unnoticed at the time. It was not until later that people thought of connecting them with the extraordinary incidents that upset the whole existence of the capital. The Patrie En Danger wrote, in its ‘Paris Notes’: 

‘The impudence of foreigners knows no bounds. They treat Paris like a conquered city. This is a fact which we have all observed for ourselves. They expect the best seats at the theatres; and the tables outside the cafés are theirs as though by right. Yesterday evening, two Roumanian students stopped in front of the Brasserie Amédée in the Rue des Ecoles and, finding a little dog in their way as they were going to sit down, calmly fired a revolver at it and killed it. They were pursued by the indignant crowd and only just had time to climb a gutterpipe of the Musée de Cluny and thus escape the punishment that awaited them. M Haracourt, the genial keeper of our national museum, in vain interrupted his work to look for the offenders, who were able to make good their flight by means of a gargoyle from which any respectable man would, nine times out often, have fallen and broken his neck.’ 

On the same day, the Observateur Impartial contained the following, under the heading: 


NOT EVERYBODY CARES FOR PEANUTS


‘If the long-suffering ratepayers who constitute the Paris public would occasionally take the law into their own hands when tired of the multitudinous annoyances thrust upon them, life in our much overrated metropolis would perhaps become endurable. A few years ago, a man could still sit outside a café without being pestered by peripatetic street-vendors, hawkers of every kind, newspaper-boys and dealers in picture-postcards and transparencies; he could take his cocktail without having his table invaded by the latest thing in toys or by a keg of olives. Things, unfortunately, have changed; and we can well understand that people suddenly lose their tempers in the face of the obstinacy of a peanut vendor whose wares they have already respectfully refused. Yesterday evening, at the Café Sara Bernhardt, two young attaches of the Japanese Legation, weary of a torment to which they had doubtless never been subjected in the streets of Nagasaki, sent a too-enterprising dealer in peanuts flying into the gutter. The incident occurred during the interval betweeen the acts and caused some little commotion; and the representatives of the prefect of police were preparing to draw up a report, when the young Japanese were clever enough to vanish with the agility of monkeys, clinging to a passing tramcar and scrambling to the top by sheer force of muscle, without using the steps, no doubt so as to show the passengers on the Montrouge-Gare de l’Est tram that people are pretty resourceful in the Empire of the Rising Sun.’ 

On the following Sunday, this paragraph appeared among the society-paragraphs in the Gaulois Des Dimanches: 

‘H. H. the Maharajah of Kalpurthagra, who has come to France to study our habits and customs and the advantages of wireless telegraphy, sups every night at Maxim’s. His Highness has brought with him, from his own country, a recipe for raw rice in champagne which is highly appreciated by the customers of an establishment where it is still the fashion for a very ‘Parisian’ set to seek relaxation from the labours of the day. Henry, the popular manager, recommends that this exotic, but succulent dish should be prepared exclusively with the minimum brut of the well-known Singsong brand.’ 

My next quotation is from a very curious report that appeared in the theatrical columns of the Bigarro on the day after the wedding of Mlle Arlette des Barrières, the celebrated musical-comedy-actress, and M Massepain, the tenor: 

‘Contrary to the custom which has lately been introduced and which entails the disappearance of the husband and wife immediately after the light lunch that follows upon the marriage-ceremony, the newly-married couple had resolved to spend their wedding-day among their friends. These are many in number; and the large banqueting-room of the Restaurant de Mailly was called into requisition to hold them all, or nearly all. For every theatre and every branch of artistic talent was represented around the charming Arlette, who looked perfectly exquisite in white and orange-blossoms. The breakfast promised to be one of the most successful on record and a general gaiety was arising round the tables spread with a Gargantuan banquet, when a most grotesque and deplorable incident came and spoilt everything. 

‘A practical joker – if that be the word, for I really do not know how to describe the dismal wag – whom no one was able to recognise under his perfect make-up as “Prince Charles” of the Folies-Bergère, eye-glass and all, appeared at the entrance to the reception-rooms and asked to speak to the bride. His manner was so peculiar and his excited demeanour seemed so threatening that the servants left him in the hall and went to inform M Massepain, who, at once, in great astonishment, quitted his seat in search of further particulars. 

‘The popular tenor found himself confronted with a visitor who refused to give his name and who, without for a second ceasing to swing, sway and waddle from side to side, after the manner of “Prince Charles”, the famous chimpanzee aforesaid, declared that he would not go until he had spoken a word to the bride. He added, to the intense amusement of all who heard him, rudely sniffing the air as he spoke: 

“Oh, I know she’s here! It smells of orange-blossoms!” 

‘M Massepain, impatient of a sort ofjest that threatened to be prolonged indefinitely, tried to take his visitor by the arm, but was flung back with such violence as to draw cries of indignation from the guests who had gathered round him. Some of them wished to interfere and give the clown a good hiding; but M Massepain pushed them aside and, going up to the man, who was slouching round and round the hall like a bear in its cage, said: 

“Sir, I don’t know you.” 

“Nor I you,” said the other, “but I know that the bride is here and I will not go away without speaking to her.” 

“Sir,” retored M Massepain, quite calmly, “my patience is nearly exhausted.” 

‘The other replied, with unparalleled insolence, ceasing his sort of dance: 

“A man without patience is a lamp without oil!” 

“Sir,” cried M Massepain, angrily, “this farce has lasted long enough. Go away! You only excite our pity.” 

‘And the other, who seemed to grow cooler as M Massepain became more heated, replied: 

“Pity is the finest and noblest passion of mankind!” 

“That’s enough of it! He’s getting at us! Turn him out!” shouted the guests, while the bride was surrounded by friends who prevented her from going to see what was happening and who were determined to protect her from that madman. “What does he want? Who is he? Why doesn’t he give his name, at least? He has no courage!” 

“Courage,” rejoined the irritating visitor, screwing his glass into his eye, “courage is the light of adversity!” 

‘The guests did not know what to do under this rain of apophthegms; and the visitor held his ground. The waiters were sent for and tried to force him down the stairs. He pushed them back with an incredible display of strength and cried, in a voice of thunder that was heard all over the establishment, from top to bottom: 

“I will go when I have spoken to the bride. You need only say a word to her, just one word, and she will see me at once.” 

‘The scandal was attaining such proportions that M Massepain, to put an end to it, asked the visitor: 

“What word do you want said to her?” 

“Say, ‘Bilbao.” 

“Bilbao?” 

“Yes, Bilbao, she will understand. Go on.” 

“Bilbao!” repeated the guests, laughing and humming, “You bet, he’ll grow, for he’s a Spanish lad!” 

‘No sooner did the horrible fellow perceive that they were making fun of Bilbao – his native place, no doubt – than he went quite mad. Pushing and overturning all who tried to oppose his progress, he entered the banqueting-room. The bride had taken refuge in a private room, but it was a useless precaution, for the intruder guessed where she was and, while the others ran to the windows on the Boulevard Saint-Germain and shouted for help, he made his way, upsetting the tables and chairs and smashing the glass and crockery, to the door between himself and “Our Own Arlette” and broke the hinges with a tremendous kick. When he saw the bride fainting in the arms of her bridesmaids, he seemed quite astonished. He at once begged her pardon and said, aloud: 

“I must have made a mistake!” 

‘Then he returned, with calm steps and knit brows, to the banquetting-room, where, as is easily understood, disorder and uproar reigned. Some policemen, who had hurried up the stairs, tried to take him by the collar; but he gave one bound to the window and jumped into a tree. An enormous crowd, attracted by the clamour that came from the restaurant, was standing on the boulevard. Loud shouts greeted the appearance and flight of the man, who sprang from branch to branch and tree to tree with a supernatural velocity which enabled him soon to escape the policemen in pursuit. 

‘The general opinion is that the trouble was created by a sort of music-hall acrobat – as everybody knows, Mlle Arlette des Barrières began her career on the variety stage – or, at any rate, a low fellow who thought that he had some reason to be revenged on our charming little actress. M Massepain has furnished the police with full particulars and we shall soon know what is at the bottom of this unpleasant affair. Meanwhile, we offer our sincere sympathy to Mile Arlette des Barrières and her popular husband.’ 

Here is another note inserted in the Gaulois Des Dimanches of a week later: 

‘H H the Maharajah of Kalpurthagra has written to us to say that he has not been to Maxim’s since his arrival in Paris and that he has no connection with the person who introduced the fashion of raw rice and champagne (minimum brut of the famous Singsong brand) into that first-class establishment. We have telephoned to Henry, the well-known manager, who regrets this usurpation of rank on his customer’s part, all the more as he has not seen him since and as no one has yet called to pay the bill.’ 

A few other papers copied these paragraphs and embellished them with more or less witty comments, in the latest Boulevard style; and the various incidents seemed wholly forgotten, until, one day, the Vie a Paris published, in its evening edition, a paragraph headed, in large capitals: 


THE SHAM MAHARAJAH AGAIN


After reminding its readers of the first appearance of this worthy at Maxim’s, the newspaper went on to say: 

‘There was great excitement yesterday in the Rue Royale. A taxi-cab driver who had been victimised by the sham Maharajah of Kalpurthagra recognised him outside the Café Durand, where he was quietly drinking a bock, with the serenity begotten of an easy conscience. The driver at once pulled up beside the pavement and made a rush for His would-be Hindu Highness, clamouring for his fare for driving him all night through the gayest streets of the capital. However, the “Maharajah” appears also to have recognised his chauffeur; for he hastened to leave his table, relinquishing his beer and of course forgetting to pay for it. The waiters joined the driver; and their shouts soon collected the usual crowd of onlookers. The police appeared upon the scene; and our “Maharajah” would undoubtedly have spent the night in the cells if, by some mysterious feat of gymnastics, he had not 

disappeared in the thick foliage of the trees on the boulevard, where it became impossible to find him.’ 

This peculiar manner of escaping pursuit resulted in establishing a natural connection in the minds of M Massepain and his friends between the sham Maharajah of Kalpurthagra and the strange visitor to the Café de Mailly. There are not so many people in Paris capable of running away through the tree-tops! Lastly, a local paper published in the Quartier Latin suggested that there must be a relation between the incidents on the Boulevard Saint-Germain, those in the Rue Royale and the climbing of the walls, railings, gutter-pipes and gargoyles of the Musée de Cluny. 

The newspapers promptly jumped to the conclusion that all the queer things that had happened in Paris for some months past must be put down to the score of a mysterious acrobat whose eccentricities, pointing to a mind tainted with madness, threatened to endanger the safety of the inhabitants. 

And it was then that the press gave way to panic and lost that presence of mind which it should have communicated to the people of Paris, who were soon to be driven mad by the fantastic and criminal enterprises of the elusive Maharajah. But, between ourselves, it is no use protesting against the ‘scare-lines’ in the evening papers. 

The first article to spread consternation was headed: 


GIRLS, DO NOT QUIT YOUR PARENTS’ SIDE!


This scare-line was followed by an account which stated that the mysterious acrobat who walked in the trees had been seen in a chestnut-tree in the Tuileries Gardens and that there was reason to believe that he was not alone. Persons whose word could be trusted declared that they had seen him carrying a young girl in his arms, like a savage. 

But this first scare-line, which caused excitement, was nothing compared with the second, which caused absolute terror: 

DISAPPEARANCE OF FOUR GIRLS 


‘A monster, unworthy of the name of man, drags them by the hair through the trees and carries them, like a prey, over the roofs of the metropolis.’ 


This was the alarming and tragic heading that appeared in the four o’clock edition of the Patrie En Danger. The newspaper-vendors who excited the crowd with their mad rushing and shouting sold their copies up to five sous apiece. The fathers and mothers, above all, wanted to be informed and did not look at the cost, that day. People stopped drinking outside the cafés, stopped walking on the pavements. They read instead. Everybody read, or listened to others reading. The story was simple enough: since that morning, four girls had disappeared, carried off by the monster. One had vanished at the corner of the Rue de Médicis and the Rue de Vaugirard, another in the middle of the Boulevard Saint-Germain, a third near the Square Louvois, while the fourth was picked off the top of a tram-car going along the Quai du Louvre. Note that all four had disappeared in places where there were trees. The monster hid himself in the trees and suddenly put out his hand, pulling the girl’s hair with invincible force. The girl followed, loudly screaming, and so rapidly that no one had time to hold her back. A young person who had just been discharged from hospital and who was resting on a bench in the Square Montholon owed her safety to the fact that her head had been shaved during her illness. Only her false chignon remained in the monster’s hands. As for the monster, he was endowed with infernal speed; and people would still be looking for him in the trees, when he appeared on the other side of the street or boulevard, on a roof, to vanish then and there with his prey. 

In conclusion, the Patrie En Danger advised ladies and young girls not to walk under the trees. And, in a moment, the pavements of the boulevards were emptied and the roadways crammed with a crowd that blocked the traffic, all walking with their noses in the air. 

On the evening of that memorable afternoon, an unfortunate lamp-lighter, who was cleaning a gas-lamp, standing on a ladder against the trunk of a tree, was nearly torn to pieces by a wild mob that stupidly took him for the mysterious acrobat who walked in the trees. 

The prefecture of police was on tenterhooks. 

The Municipal Council was called upon to take exceptional measures. Certain idiots, of the class that always turns up at difficult moments when people are not inclined to make fun of them or any one, certain idiots contended that the only way to get rid of the mysterious acrobat who walked in the trees was to cut down all the trees! The families of the girls who had disappeared were interviewed by the newspapers and photographed down to the fourth generation. The Ville Lumiêre was losing its head. 

But the incredible scandal fell in all its horror on the panic-stricken city with the famous head-lines in a late edition of the greatest paper for news in the world: the Époque. Here is the gruesome heading: 


PARIS A PREY TO THEMINOTAUR



THE MONSTER IS KNOWN



AN ANIMAL WITH A HUMANBRAIN



A TALKING PITHECANTHROPE



FORMIDABLE INVENTION OF PROFESSOR CORIOLIS SAINT-AUBIN


And here is the article which was copied into every newspaper all over the work!: 

‘There are no mysteries to the Époque. Its news-service, which is unique in the journalistic world, has already enabled it to render the most signal services to the cause of humanity. 

‘History repeats itself. At the critical hour, when the metropolis is living in terror of the monster who seems to have established his empire on the roofs of Paris, the Époque has succeeded in penetrating the secret of the strange and formidable personality of the kidnapper of young girls. And we can tell the mothers to take comfort; for, the police authorities, informed by the Époque as to the nature of the enemy to be vanquished, will soon be able to rid us of this horror. 

‘It was by following step by step the fantastic appearances of the creature who was long taken for a music-hall acrobat gone mad that we were enabled gradually to ascertain the space to which the monster usually confined his evolutions. We were thus led to the Quartier Latin and thence to the Rue de Jussieu, where we knocked at the deserted house of his owner, a man whose name will ring through the ages, M Coriolis Boussac Saint-Aubin. 

‘In this house, which we entered by a window, everything was in the greatest disorder. The building seemed to have been hastily abandoned. We were received, however, by a parrot which, for more than an hour, never ceased screaming out a word, or rather a name, which at first conveyed nothing to us, but which also will remain famous in history. This word was: 

‘‘Balaoo! Balaoo! Balaoo!” 

‘Balaoo is the animal-name of the monster who, in the life of Paris, has his man-name: M Nöel. Balaoo is the name of the first monkey, the first ape to speak the language of men. 

‘M Nöel is well known in the neighbourhood, where his odd ways, his curious ugliness and his characteristic waddling gait did not pass unperceived, while the faces which he was in the habit of pulling around his eye-glass have more than once excited the laughter and witticisms of the little ragamuffins in the streets. But no one ever suspected that this somewhat eccentric, but, until recently, well-behaved person was a Javanese pithecanthrope or ape-man. For M Nöel was a customer of the Café Vachette and the Brasserie Amédée! M Nöel attended the lectures at the law-courts! M Nöel belonged to the Conference Bottier! M Nöel dressed like a respectable man! M Nöel spoke French like anybody else! And yet, 0 unfathomable mystery of the races, M Nöel is not a man! M Nöel is only an anthropoid ape! He has four hands! He is directly related to the orang-utan and the large ape of the forests of Java, the archetype of which can be seen, at the Jardin des Piantes, in the ape Gabriel! 

‘And now what is this mystery which will throw all our readers into commotion? How did we succeed in discovering the secret? How did we find Balaoo’s master? It all happened very simply, but still it had to be thought of! We began by seizing the files filled with papers in M Coriolis Saint-Aubin’s study. Here we discovered the most curious documents imaginable, relating to the transformation of Balaoo into M Nöel. These documents, we admit, do not belong to us. Judging by their importance, we may say that neither do they 

belong to M Coriolis Saint-Aubin, their natural owner. They belong to universal science; and it is to universal science that we propose to dedicate them, day by day, by publishing them in our columns from tomorrow onwards, changing nothing, adding nothing, respecting the truth in accordance with the reputation which we have acquired among our readers. 

‘From the moment when, in the empty house in the Rue de Jussieu, we first glanced at those immortal notes, many incidents connected with the famous acrobat who walked in the trees, incidents which had seemed incomprehensible, became illumined with an unexpected and dazzling light; and we were able to understand the most curious actions and observations which, until then, had appeared to us, for the most part, to be invented by the maddened imagination of the crowd. 

‘Our object henceforth was to find, with the least possible delay, the man whose scientific recklessness had let loose that monster upon humanity. There was no doubt in our mind, judging by the objects surrounding us, that this man, this gifted, but dangerous scholar, had fled, fled from the hateful consequences of his daring, fled on hearing of the crimes committed by his terrible pupil. He had to be found; he must, by fair means or foul, be set on the track of the great Java pithecanthrope. He alone was perhaps capable of instilling sense into that unique creature outlawed by men and animals alike; he alone could save us! 

‘We at once embarked upon a close enquiry into the last public acts of M Coriolis Saint-Aubin and we learnt that, a few days ago, he married his daughter to his nephew, M Patrice Saint-Aubin; that the ceremony was performed in the strictest privacy and almost incognito; that M Nöel was not present; and that the young couple hurriedly took the train for Auvergne, while, almost at the same moment, the mysterious acrobat who walks in the trees was creating a disturbance at the wedding-breakfast of Mile Arlette des Barriêres and M Massepain, the tenor. 

‘The coincidence between those two events, the flight of the newly-married pair and the disturbance on the Boulevard Saint-Germain, gave us ample food for reflection. The result of our reflections was not long in doubt. It slightly altered our first view of M Coriolis Saint-Aubin’s flight. As M NoI was pursuing the bride, we considered that the father must be chasing M Nöel, with a view to saving his daughter. He was bound to fear a tragedy. Did he arrive in time? Had he come up with them? We hastened on his tracks and we are now unfortunately, in a position to say that M Coriolis Saint-Aubrin arrived too late! He found only his son-in-law, under lamentable conditions which were certainly, so to speak, the prelude to all the crimes, all the abductions under which the capital is groaning today! 

‘The responsibility of that madman of genius is really terrible: terrible in the eyes of history, in the eyes of science and in the eyes of the law. We are not using this last word because we think that it behoves us to draw down the vengeance of justice upon a man who believed that he was accomplishing a great work: we are simply conveying a piece of news. M Coriolis Saint-Aubin is at this moment in custody! He gave himself up two hours ago. We ourselves, at his own request, took him to our new prefect of police, M Mathieu Delafosse. 

‘All these incidents, occurring at the moment when we are about to go to press, cannot be related with all the desired detail; but we shall publish in a few hours a special edition in which we shall continue to expound to our readers the formidable racial mystery in the Rue de Jussieu. For the present, we shall consider that our work has not been in vain if we have helped in any degree, however small, to dispel the morbid terror that was beginning to overcome the bravest of us and if we have restored some little peace to family-life. The wild beast is known; the tamer is known: it is only a question, let us hope, of bringing them face to face. But let the cage be prepared, the cage in which to shut up the new minotaur, who, since he speaks French, will perhaps consent to tell us what he has done with his living prey. 

‘We will conclude by saying that we discovered M Coriolis Saint-Aubin on a Bourbonnais road, hunting, with his son-in-law, for the traces of his child, who had been kidnapped by the monster. He thought that he was his pupil’s only victim. He did not know that there were other fathers groaning, mothers in tears, sisters trembling, brothers thirsting for vengeance; concerned only with his private tragedy, he knew nothing of all the tragedies in Paris. When we informed him of what was happening in the capital, he was thunderstruck, for he had no idea that the pithecanthrope, for whom he was looking in the country, was back in town. 


STOP-PRESS NEWS


‘Two of our reporters telephone that they have just found the monster’s tracks on the roof of the Hôtel-de-Ville, where he is walking about in all security. Our staff will organise a pursuit without delay.’ 

This was the article that sent all the journalists of the capital flying to the prefect of police, only to learn that M Mathieu Delafosse, the new prefect, whom the advent to power of an ultra-radical ministry had relieved of his disgrace, was at the Place Beauveau, where the minister of the interior had called an urgent meeting of the cabinet. 

I cannot do better than publish the official statement dictated, after the cabinet-council, to the journalists present: 

‘The prefect of police made a statement yesterday to the ministers assembled in cabinet-council. He declared as follows: 

“A man of whom I had never heard, M Coriolis Boussac Saint-Aubin, sent in his card to me, requesting me to see him at once. I sent to ask his business, but he replied that he would only speak in my presence and that there must be no delay, because it was a question of life and death. I had him shown in. 

“He did not strike me as mad. Before I had time to speak, he said in a clear, deliberate and exceedingly sorrowful voice: 

“Monsieur le préfet de police, I am a wretched and unhappy man. I have come to give myself up to the police. I alone am guilty of the crimes which are horrifying Paris and for which it would be vain to prosecute a poor creature to whom I have not succeeded in imparting a sense of responsibility. I have been hideously punished for my pride and folly. God is chastising me in my heart and in my brain, in the child of my flesh and the work of my mind. It was I that made the mysterious acrobat who walks in the trees. I made him out of an animal, for hatred of mankind. The work of hatred can never be fruitful,’ my strange visitor continued, ‘and the worker is the first victim. I am a wretched man and an unhappy man. I have lost my daughter, who may be dead by now, herself kidnapped by my pupil. And, in trying to turn an inferior creature into a civilised being, I have only succeeded in inventing a monster, the horror and terror of mankind. Yes, monsieur le préfet de police, I have done that, I have made an ape talk! I have made an ape talk like a man, but, for all my efforts, I have not succeeded in giving him a human conscience. Therefore, I have not made a man; therefore, I have made a monster; therefore, convict me, sentence me, imprison me, torture me: I deserve every form of punishment! I am accurst! . . . God has smitten me as I deserved! . . . I wanted to reform or to accelerate His work. To accelerate the work of God is the pride and the crime of man; and it has caused my downfall. My scalpel, by cutting a nerve under the tongue and allowing me to bring another close to it, forestalled the work of the evolution of species by a hundred thousand years; but, not possessing the requisite instruments, I could not supply the hundred thousand years of consciousness necessary to enable my pithecanthrope to move among men without danger. without danger of his committing unconscious crimes; for, as regards the others, monsieur le préfet de police, men see to that!’” 

‘After these words, which were accompanied by tears and every evidence of despair, the prefect of police put a series of direct questions to M Coriolis Saint-Aubin, who replied in such a way as to leave no room for doubt regarding the nature of the monster in question. 

‘Of course, if this declaration had not been preceded by all the incidents that have been alarming the capital for some days past, it would only have been received with the utmost reserve. But it is impossible to resist the proofs, as the prefect of police impressed upon the council, after hearing the evidence of certain persons acquainted with M Coriolis Saint-Aubrin and his household. 

‘In the cirumstances, it has been decided that every measure shall be taken to capture the monster at all costs, alive or dead; and the instructions on this point give full powers to the prefect of police. At the same time, we may mention the desire expressed by both the minister of public instruction and the minister of agriculture that the monster should, if possible, be taken alive, as they consider the study of this phenomenon to be of the highest value to universal science. But the prime minister’s orders were formal: 

“There are too many mothers in tears. The capital must be rid of the monster, at the earliest possible moment, by any and every means.” 

The town, pending the discovery of the mysterious hiding-place where the new minotaur had secreted his collection of girls, the town, I say, lived, more than ever, with its nose in the air. The monster was tracked over the roofs of the Hôtel-de-Ville by the journalists, the firemen, the clerks and also by the members of the central division of police, which force was called into requisition because of its celebrated physique. The police had instructions to capture the monster alive; and, for a moment, they thought that they had him. 

As a matter of fact, the chase was conducted with an energy that partook of both anger and despair. The ape was hunted from garret-window to garret-window, from chimney to chimney, to the roof of a little outhouse opposite the Caserne Lobeau. The central police, equipped with ropes and lassoes that seemed very much in their way, were ready to spring upon him, when Professor Coriolis himself was brought out on the gutter and perceived that, in spite of the horror of that tragic struggle, the monster had retained a little of the veneer of civilisation which he had been at such pains to bestow upon him. The pithecanthrope, in fact, showed himself for a second, between two chimneys, leaping from one to the other, with an eye-glass in his eye! 

‘Balaoo! . . . Balaoo!’ cried the professor, in a soft voice of distress containing less anger and reproach than the despair that yearns for consolation. ‘Balaoo! . . 

But, at the sound of this voice, this cry, the other, instead of replying to the one who called to him, seemed to discover a fresh energy. The fear which, but lately, had made him run away now turned into fury; and, rushing like a meteor upon a group of policemen and town-hall clerks – the latter armed with their paper-knives! – he butted them out of the gutter and sent three or four of them flying into space. 

The luckless men crashed on the stones of the square below, in the midst of the populace who came crowding up with a thousand cries of horror. Then a score of shots were fired at the monster, who received them point-blank, without seeming to mind them, and re-entered the Hôtel-de-Ville by a garret-window, after knocking down a stalwart policeman who had showed his head at that window. 

And the monster rushed down the corridors. He was seen to dart like an arrow through every department. Ratepayers, who had been waiting for hours to receive attention, fled howling and were never seen again. 

For Balaoo was now no longer being pursued: everybody was fleeing before him. He seemed to be everywhere at a time, on every floor. He reappeared in every corner, bumping against groups that vanished like smoke. 

He had a way of his own of descending a staircase, sliding down the well, like an eel in its trap. 

Through corridors and staircases, he made his way to the council-hall, where M Mathieu Delafosse was vainly striving to reassure a score of diles who had not yet left the sitting, thinking, perhaps, in their hearts, that they were safer there than elsewhere. Here too there was a general sauve-qui-peut; but the other had passed and was out of sight long before their fright was over. 

For twenty-four hours, no one knew what had become of him. The police hunted everywhere. They went to the length of burning straw in the cellars of the Hôtel-de-Ville, so as to smoke the monster out if he had found a refuge there. A cordon of troops, with ammunitions of war, surrounded the municipal buildings. Five detectives dragged Coriolis with them wherever they went; and the professor, tangle-haired and wild-eyed, allowed himself to be led from cellar to attic, calling: 

‘Balaoo!. . . Balaoo! . .’

But Balaoo did not reply. Where was he? No more girls had disappeared in Paris, through the agency of Balaoo or any other, and this was explained by the fact that the girls were all kept carefully immured in their parents’ homes. The sittings of the municipal council were suspended until further orders; and the anguish, increased by the mystery of that complete disappearance, was greater than ever, when the monster suddenly reappeared on the top of the Tour Saint-Jacques. The clerks of the meteorological office were the first to see him and fled, after informing the police. This time, there was little doubt that the end of the drama was at hand. 

The Tour Saint-Jacques, which was at once isolated by a circle of police and troops, was a very small and dangerous refuge for Balaoo. He himself seemed to realise as much, for, seeing himself hard pressed by a crowd of armed men and a mob of people loading him with curses, he worked himself into an uncommon state of fury, even for a large Java ape. His prolonged, rolling, rumbling cries were heard from the Place de la Bastille to the Louvre. The traffic in the Rue de Rivoli was of course interrupted. The tops of the omnibuses and tram-cars were thronged with people shaking their fists at the Tour Saint-Jacques and yelling for the death of the pithecanthrope. 

Sometimes the monster’s figure was seen dancing and turning somersaults at the very top of the tower; but he would disappear at once, to reappear swinging from a scaffolding. Already over fifty shots had been fired at him, with no other result than to increase his rage. Sheltering himself behind the scaffolding, he began to hurl blocks of stone at the crowd. 

A regular hail of stones came down, striking, wounding and killing the onlookers. The monster was not long in clearing the Rue de Rivoli and the Square Saint-Jacques. The troops and the police were driven back; and still the square continued to rain with stones. The pithecanthrope was actually demolishing the Tour Saint-Jacques in self-defence; and this so rapidly that there were wags ready to suggest that, after three or four days of that siege, there would be nothing left of the Tour Saint-Jacques but its scaffoldings! 

This, of course, was an exaggeration. But, all the same, it was manifest that the most exquisite gargoyles were lying in fragments on the roadway and that, taken all round, the monster was destroying the famous monument faster than the city architect could hope to repair it. And this lasted all the night through. 

In the morning, M Mathieu Delafosse arrived, together with the five detectives who were still dragging M Coriolis Saint-Aubin about with them. The new prefect of police was in at least as deplorable a condition as the ex-consul at Batavia himself. He was suffering from less despair and grief, but greater exasperation. A sort of diabolical fatality seemed to dog his career; and he could find no better comparison for his present curious and tragic difficulties than the unprecedented incidents of the siege of the Black Woods, at the time when he was prefect of the Puy-de-Dôme. 

Had he been able to suspect the undoubted relation between those two catastrophes and that Coriolis was the sole cause of both, he would certainly not have deprived himself of the satisfaction of strangling that ill-omened prisoner with his own hands. But the rapid succession of events and the quick action of the drama had not yet given the police time to institute an enquiry which would have explained many things by referring them to first principles in the shape of the French education of Master Balaoo. 

M Mathieu Delafosse came straight from the prime minister, who had threatened him with his dismissal within twenty- four hours if the pithecanthrope’s business was not settled that same day. And it was with a view to settling it that he arrived accompanied by Coriolis and the five detectives and also by a colossal sportsman in a pair of yellow-leather leggings, with a rifle over his shoulder. 

The attention of the crowd was at once fixed upon this new figure. He was a giant. He stood head and shoulders over everybody else. Soon, his name passed from mouth to mouth, for the man was famous. He was the celebrated lion-killer, Barthuiset. 

If the legends told at certain café-tables were to be credited, that man had killed more lions in Africa than the Atlas Mountains ever contained. It is not a good thing, even for real heroes, without fear and without reproach, that legend should exaggerate their exploits too lavishly. People at certain other, more sceptical café-tables began to believe that Barthuiset had never killed anything at all; and it was perhaps because of this that M Mathieu Delafosse had not at once applied to him in circumstances where a first-class rifle-shot might render the most signal service. 

Astonished and a little vexed at this neglect, Barthuiset might never have offered to save the situation for monsieur le préfet de police, if the lion-killer, whose heart was twice as big as that of ordinary men, had not at last taken pity on the good city of Paris. Donning his trusty hunting-leggings and his trusty hunting-belt and taking his trusty hunting-rifle and his trusty cartridges with the explosive bullets, Barthuiset waited on M Mathieu Delafosse at the moment when M Mathieu Delafosse returned from the prime minister’s, scared and dejected by the ultimatum of the government. 

The prefect of police, like everybody else, had heard of Barthuiset the lion-killer. He looked hard at him. Barthuiset, in all the actions and at every hour of his life, resembled a fat Dutchman digesting a first-rate lunch. This phlegmatic attitude in the midst of the general excitement rather pleased M Delafosse than otherwise. He tapped Barthuiset on the shoulder and said, simply: 

‘My dear M Barthuiset, if you don’t kill that pithecanthrope, I’m a dead man myself.’ 

Barthuiset replied, with a wink of his left eye: 

‘Show me your pithecanthrope, that’s all I ask. There will be time enough to make your will afterwards.’ 

These words did not comfort the prefect of police particularly: 

‘You can’t be sure of your shot,’ he said. 

‘If it were a lion, I should never forgive you for saying that, monsieur le préfet de police. But I have never killed a pithecanthrope. There’s no harm in trying. There’s a first time for everything.’ 

The prefect, therefore, brought him with him, but took care also to bring Coriolis. 

The little band entered the Square Saint-Jacques, amid the silence of the throng, bravely, at the risk of being crushed by a projectile broken from the historic pile. Balaoo had not given a sign of life that morning; but people were wary and no one had yet ventured to approach the scaffolding. 

When they were within ten yards of the tower, M Mathieu Delafosse said to Coriolis, who seemed to be wool-gathering and quite daft: 

‘Call him.’ 

‘What for?’ asked Coriolis, looking more stupid than ever. 

‘To parley with him! . . . Understand, we sha’n’t kill your pithecanthrope except in the last extremity,’ explained the prefect, ‘though he’s led us no end of a dance. As you say that he listens to reason, speak to him, coax him, say something to him, show us that he is not quite a savage.’ 

Coriolis allowed himself to be taken in by these words. For, as the prefect guessed, the terrible thing was that, in spite of Balaoo’s crimes and Madeleine’s abduction, Coriolis instinctively wished to save Balaoo. His hails on the roofs of the Hôtel-de-Ville were, above all, warnings, entreaties to fly! 

The moment that it was no longer a question of killing Balaoo, Coriolis would call to him in different terms; and, in fact, he ceased to address him with a man’s shout and cried, in monkey language: 

‘Tourôô! Tourôô! Tourôô! . . . Gooot! . . . Woop!’ (‘All right! All right! All right! . . . Come! . . .Please)

Then and there, the monster was seen to put his head cautiously between two planks of the scaffolding and anxiously to look down upon that numberless and, for the moment, silent crowd. 

This silence, after the late tumult, seemed to surprise and alarm him. With a hesitating movement, he screwed his eye-glass into his eye and leant still further forward, bending almost his whole body over the group whence came the friendly words of his native tongue: 

‘Tourôô! . . . Gooot! . . . Woop!’ 

And bang! The shot was fired, the shot from the rifle with the explosive bullets of Barthuiset the lion-killer. 

An immense, prodigious and prolonged shout, made up of thousands and thousands of cries, rose up from the town, from the streets of the delivered capital. 

The pithecanthrope had toppled over and, in his turn, fell at the foot of those walls of which he had been the terror. But he fell upon a mound of soft earth and did not succumb for the first few minutes. And the citizens of Paris were able to hear the dying agony of the monkey, of the great anthropoid ape, of the great ancestor, as it is heard in the depths of the equatorial forests and as it lingers in the expiring bodies of our mysterious brothers the animals, even among those which are not exactly pithecanthropes. 

The citizens heard that despairing wail, of which Louis Jacolliot, the traveller, has written: 

‘At the supreme moment of death, the terrible brute gives forth sounds that are very nearly human. . . . Its last wail gives you the impression of something higher in the scale of nature; and you feel as though you had committed a murder.’ 

Coriolis, as that shot rang out, felt his heart break; and it was, for a moment, as though he himself had been shot dead. He saw the great body spin through the air, he rushed forward as if to catch it in his arms. Fortunately, the creature crashed to the ground beside him, without touching him. Coriolis flung himself upon those dying remains that lay groaning like a man. 

He bent over the body. . . and, suddenly, he rose to his feet, with a mad yell of triumph: it was not Balaoo! 

 

No, that big dead monkey, dressed as a man and wearing an eye-glass like Balaoo, was not Balaoo. A few hours later, it was known that he was Gabriel, the big Java ape from the Jardin des Plantes. As he had played many a prank in his time and repeatedly shown signs of temper, his formidable vagary was easily explained: he had made his escape by taking advantage of the boozy negligence of the keeper, who was always slipping away to the wine-shop round the corner. 

Was there any reason to be surprised that, with his ‘All right! All right! All right! Come! Please!’ irresistible instinct for mimicry and assimilation, he had prigged a suit of clothes and put them on? No, from this point of view, we need be astonished at nothing, in monkeys. 

Gabriel’s cage, like many others at the Jardin des Plantes, was a double cage, with a railed open-air compartment and another railed compartment inside the lion-house. The communicating-door was usually left open, so that Gabriel could seek sun or shade according to the temperature and the time of day. As the keeper or the visitor can see only one compartment at a time, each must have thought that Gabriel was in the second when he was looking into the first and vice versa. And this explained how Gabriel was able, for several days and nights, to scour the roofs of the capital and frighten the town with his sinister exploits before his absence from the Jardin des Plantes was discovered. 

But then where was the famous pithecanthrope, the monster, half man and half brute, who spoke the language of men? What had become of Coriolis’ invention? 

The police were much too glad to be rid of one monster to saddle themselves with another. They declared, without delay, that Coriolis’ invention was a figment of that diseased brain, treated the professor as a monomaniac and asked him to go and cloister his monomania in his house in the Rue de Jussieu, holding himself meanwhile at the disposal of the police. 

The day that saw the deliverance of Paris saw also that of the missing girls. They were discovered by the greatest of accidents, at a moment when people were despairing of ever learning what Gabriel had done with them. 

Maddened by the hue and cry, the great ape had ended by carrying the poor things to the roof of the Louvre and had managed to fling them more dead than alive into an attic, where he locked them up. They were all found safe and sound, though obviously very ill. Nevertheless, the ape had done them no harm. 

The books written by travellers in the equatorial forests furnish us with examples of this kind of rape in which the ‘wild men of the woods’ take a futile and childish pleasure and which can only be compared with the passion of the thieving magpie for collecting objects which it accumulates in hiding-places known to itself alone. 

The girls owed their life to the scientific and naval curiosity of a certain M Benezecque, a schoolmaster in a small parish not far from Montauban; for they would all have died of hunger and thirst in their sequestered attic, if M Benezecque, driven by a wish to inspect some models of ships, had not climbed to the top floor of our famous old palace, where a long series of dull blows informed him that some one was calling for help, blows struck against a door near the thirteenth-century gallery which you can see to this day, between the hours of eleven and four, on Mondays, Wednesdays and Sundays. 

But what of Balaoo? 

In truth he had already begun the journey back to the forest of Bandong from whence he had come. There he hoped to begin again the life he had once known long before he had fallen into the hands of the Human Race. 




THE GOLEM 




by Chayim Bloch


The .youthful German cinema industry gave audiences the second important monster film in The Golem, first made in 1914, and then brilliantly re-filmed in 1920. This story of a giant man, created from clay and given life by a Jewish Rabbi named Judah Loew, was based on a four-hundred-year-old legend from Prague which told of the Golem’s creation in order to protect the city’s Jews from persecution. The legend caught the attention of Chayim Bloch (1881–1935), a folkiorist, who in 1914 published a fictionalised version of the story entitled Der Golem in the weekly newspaper, the Oesterreichischen Wochenschrift. Though Bloch embroidered his text with dialogue, it was based on extensive research and was welcomed by scholars and the general public alike. 

One of the readers of this serial was the German actor, Paul Wegener, who had just filmed the classic fantasy story The Student Of Prague, and was on the way to becoming, after Mèliés, the second film-maker to specialise in the supernatural. The story fascinated him not only because he had recently visited Prague and learned a little of the legend, but also because his massive figure and commanding presence made him an ideal person to play the Golem on film. With the help of the scriptwriter Henrik Galeen, Wegener adapted Bloch’s story for the cinema and found backing for the movie from the German company, Bioscop. Wegener was outfitted with an enormous wig, an oversized coat and three-inch platform boots, which made him look even more impressive, especially in scenes with his small friend Henrik Galeen, who played the part of his ‘creator’, Rabbi Loew. The picture was an immediate success in Europe and looked set to achieve similar acclaim in America, where it was retitled The Monster Of Fate. However, it unfortunately opened the same week that the USA broke off diplomatic relations with Germany, because of the war that had erupted in Europe, and was rapidly withdrawn. 

In 1917, Wegener made a sequel, The Golem And The Dancing Girl, all copies of which have now disappeared; and then in 1920 he took the original story and directed for the German UFA Company a second and more ambitious version, which is an undisputed masterpiece. Again, Wegener collaborated on the script with Henrik Galeen, utilising the sections of Chayim Bloch’s story which are reprinted here. This time, though, Albert Steinriick played the monster’s creator and Lyda Salmonova the role of the Rabbi’s daughter with whom the Golem falls hopelessly in love, an element added to the legend by Wegener. There were many benchmark moments in the picture: the monster’s first uncertain movements as he came to life, his shambling walk, and a confrontation with a little child who, quite unafraid, offers him an apple – all of which were to reappear in later monster movies. 

Karl Freund, who photographed the 1920 Golem, was later to leave Germany for Hollywood, where he would work on Dracula with Bela Lugosi (1931) and then direct another of my selections, The Mummy. 

Wegener and his team had, in effect, created the prototype monster movie and its influence remains undiminished to this day. 


* * *


 


THE GOLEM



by Chayim Bloch


In the year 1580, in the city of Prague, a fanatical priest named Thaddeus was attempting to bring mischievous charges against the Jews. Besides incitatory sermons, he was restlessly seeking, together with others of his frame of mind, to spread accusations of ritual murder and to mislead Jewish girls in order to influence them into accepting the Christian belief. 

Learning of this, the Rabbi Judah Loew prayed to Heaven, asking to be counselled as to the manner and means wherewith to combat this wicked foe. 

He received the following answer in words in alphabetical order: 

Ato Bra Golem Devuk Hakhomer V’tigzar Zedim Chevel Torfe Yisroel. 

‘Make a Golem of clay and you will destroy the entire Jewbaiting company.’ 

Rabbi Loew arranged these words in accordance with the Zirufim (formulas) laid down in the Sefer Yezirath (Book of Creation), with the result that he was filled with the conviction that he would be able, with the help of the letters revealed to him from Heaven, to make a living body out of clay. 

He sent for his son-in-law, Isaac ben Simson, who was a Kohen (priest), and for his pupil, Jacob ben Chayim Sasson, who was a Levi (Levite), and confided to them the mysterious manner in which he hoped to be able to make the Golem. 

Rabbi Loew said: ‘I wish to make a Golem, and I bespeak your collaboration because for this creative act the four elements, Aysch, Majim, Ruach, Aphar (fire, water, air and earth) are necessary. Thou, Isaac, art the element of fire; thou, Jacob, art the element of water; I, myself, am air; working together, we shall make out of the fourth element, earth, a Golem.’ 

Rabbi Loew, thereupon, gave them the minutest instructions how they must before all, through deep, earnest penitence, sanctify and purify themselves, in order to be prepared for the exalted work of creating a being of stone. He also pointed out to them the danger in which the three of them might be placed if, by reason of incomplete inner sanctification, the attempt would fail, for they would then have used the Holy name in vain, or desecrated it. 

On the second day of the month of Adar, after midnight, the three men betook themselves to the Mikveh (the ritual bath of the Jews), immersed themselves this time with special reverence, then repaired to Rabbi Loew’s house where they chanted the Haoth, the midnight lament for Jerusalem, and in deepest devotion recited the appropriate Psalms. They then took out the Sefer Yezirah, from which Rabbi Loew read several chapters aloud. Finally, they wended their way to the outskirts of the city, to the banks of the Moldau. There, they sought and found a clay-bed and at once set to work. 

By torch-light and amidst the chanting of Psalms, the work was begun with feverish haste. 

They formed out of clay the figure of a person, three ells in length, and with all members. And the Golem lay before them with his face turned toward heaven. 

The three men then placed themselves at its feet, so that they could gaze fully into its face. 

It lay there like a dead body, without any movement. 

Then, Rabbi Loew bade the Kohen walk seven times around the clay body, from right to left, confiding to him the Zirufim (charms) which he was to recite while doing this. 

When this was done, the clay body became red, like fire. 

Then Rabbi Loew bade the Levite walk the same number of times, from left to right, and taught him also the formulas suitable to his element. As he completed his task, the fire-redness was extinguished, and water flowed through the clay body; hair sprouted on its head, and nails appeared on the fingers and toes. 

Then Rabbi Loew himself walked once around the figure, placed in its mouth a piece of parchment inscribed with the Schem (the name of God); and, bowing to the East and the West, the South and the North, all three recited together: ‘And he breathed into his nostrils the breath of life; and man became a living soul.’ (Genesis ii, 7.) 

And the three elements, Fire, Water, and Air, brought it about that the fourth element, Earth, became living. The Golem opened his eyes and looked, astonished, about him. 

And Rabbi Loew said to him: ‘Stand up!’ And he stood up. Then they dressed him in the garments of a Shammes (sexton) and he was soon, to all appearances, an ordinary person; only the faculty of speech was lacking to him, for those words which Heaven had confided to him did not possess the power to control those Zirufzm which could have endowed the Golem with speech. And that was really an advantage. God knows what could have happened if a Golem had been given the faculty of speech also! 

At daybreak, four men went homeward. 

On the way, Rabbi Loew thus addressed the Golem: ‘Know thou that we have formed thee from a clod of earth. It will be thy task to protect the Jews from persecution. Thou shalt be called Joseph and thou shalt lodge in the home of the Rabbi. Thou, Joseph, must obey my commands, when and whither I may send thee – in fire and water; or if I command you to jump from the housetop, or if I send thee to the bed of the sea!’ 

Joseph nodded in token of assent. 

Arrived home, Rabbi Loew told how he had found the dumb stranger upon the street, that he had compassion upon him and had engaged him as rabbinical bodyservant. But Rabbi Judah forbade the members of his household to send the Golem upon private or secular errands. 

 

The wife of Rabbi Loew could not, however, understand why her husband had forbidden the use of the Golem for private purposes. And when, just before Passover, she was short of help she allowed herself to give the Golem orders to fill the two large water kegs which stood in the kitchen which was all prepared for the holiday. She thought also that a service in preparation for the Passover feast did not come under the head of secular purposes. 

But she had a very unpleasant experience. 

The Golem took the pails and ran swiftly to the brook. 

Several hours later the courtyard of the house of the Rabbi was flooded with water, and people were crying: ‘Water! Water!’ The secret source from which this water was flowing was sought. But it was not found until the Golem was seen patiently obeying his orders by continuing to pour water into the kegs which had been filled a long time before. This explained the flood and there was much laughter over the Golem’s mistake. 

Rabbi Loew said to his wife jestingly: ‘You have certainly found an excellent water carrier for the holidays. If you had only explained to him that he should stop when the kegs were full!’ 

The Golem, however, entirely unconcerned by the episode, continued his work and went again to the brook to get water. Then Rabbi Loew exclaimed, ‘Enough! Enough water!’ and the Golem at once put down the pails. 

Since that time the people took care not to give the Golem any profane work to do. To this very day in Prague people say to an unskilled artisan: ‘You are as competent for this work as was Joseph Golem as water carrier!’ 

 

Once before the New Year holidays, Rabbi Loew himself was compelled to make use of the Golem for private purposes. 

It was during a terrible storm. A veritable hurricane was blowing, and the rain was coming down in torrents. It was therefore impossible for fishermen to go out for their catch, and in the entire city of Prague not a single fish was to be had. 

Rabbi Loew, however, did not wish to be without fish on the holiday and decided to send the Golern fishing, because he knew that the stormy weather would be no hindrance to him. 

As there was no suitable basket handy, the Golem was given a grain sack. Rabbi Loew instructed him how to use the net and how to put the fish that were caught into the sack, and told him to come home soon. 

The Golem at once repaired to the river, entirely unconcerned by the weather. As to the meaning of the word ‘soon’ he had not the slightest idea. 

In the meantime, a man from a neighbouring village brought the Rabbi a very fine fish, so that the Golem and his errand were entirely forgotten. 

It was, however, Rabbi Loew’s custom on the afternoon preceding the Sabbath or a festival, to give the Golem instructions as to what he was to do during the rest day. When, therefore, he asked that the Golem be sent to him he was reminded that the Golem had been ordered to go fishing in the morning. 

Rabbi Loew at once sent the aged Shammes, Abraham Chayim, to call the Golem home. He told him that, in case the Golem would show him that he had not yet caught any fish, he was to say to him: ‘The Rabbi doesn’t care for the fish and wants you to come home at once!’ Quickly the Shammes went to the river and there found the Golem standing right in the raging current of water just on the point of sinking the net again. 

Abraham Chayim called to him: ‘The Rabbi wants you to come home at once!’ 

But the Golem showed him by raising the sack that this was not yet full. 

Then Abraham Chayim shouted: ‘Joseph, the Rabbi said that he doesn’t care for your fish and that you can come home without any!’ 

When the Golem heard this, he quickly shook the fish out of the bag into the water and ran home. 

When Rabbi Loew was told about this he laughed and said to his people: ‘Now I see that the Golem is fit only for sacred purposes and should not be employed to do profane things.’ 

Since that time people were even more careful than before not to send the Golem upon ordinary errands. 

 

From this time on, Rabbi Loew utilised the services of the Golem only in such cases as involved the clearing up of some threatened accusation against Judaism. Whenever he entrusted him with a mission which was likely to be dangerous, Rabbi Loew would provide the Golem with an amulet which made him invisible. 

In this condition the Golem went among the Jewbaiters and listened to their conversations. If he learned of any evil designs, he would come quickly to Rabbi Loew and the peril that threatened would be averted in time. 

From year to year, in the time between Purim and Passover, when blood accusations against the Jews were frequently made, the Golem, in the costume of a Christian porter, used to loiter about, night after night, in the streets of the ghetto. As soon as he perceived any suspicious figure, especially if he carried a bundle or was driving a wagon, the Golem would quickly approach and make a thorough investigation. If the suspicious person was found to have a dead child in his possession, the Golem would drag him by force to the authorities and, after calling attention to the culprit by means of various gestures, disappear. 

In this way the Golem became the terror of the enemies of the Jews. Some regarded him as a spectre of Rabbi Loew. 

 

At about this time, there lived in Prague the famous philanthropist and communal leader, Mordecai Meisel. A Christian butcher by the name of Havlicek owed him five thousand gulden, for which Meisel was compelled to sue him. Havlicek thought of a means for having Meisel put into prison, knowing that there Meisel would forget his demands. 

The time of the Passover feast arrived. Havlicek decided to smuggle the corpse of a child into the house of Mordecai Meisel, and then to report to the authorities that Meisel was implicated in the murder of a child. 

In those days, the slaughter house was situated on the other side of the Jews’ street, so that Christian butchers also used it as a thoroughfare. 

Havlicek went about his work in the following manner: He opened the grave of a child who had but recently died, took the corpse with him into the slaughter house, where, in a remote corner, he made an incision in its throat to make it appear that the child had been ‘ritually’ slaughtered, covered it with a small prayer shawl, and placed it inside a slaughtered pig. 

It was a dreadfully dark night, as if God had poured blackness over everything in the world. About midnight Havlicek placed the pig upon a waggon and, driving noiselessly toward the Jewish quarter, was on the point of throwing the corpse of the child cautiously through the cellar window of the house of Mordecai Meisel, but ‘behold, He that keepeth Israel does neither slumber nor sleep.’ (Psalms cxxi, 4.) 

After the Golem had, faithful to the command of his master, peered into the darkness of the night, watching out for suspicious persons, he caught sight of a waggon, upon the box of which a man was driving. A waggon. . .? In a wink, he was there, making a thorough search. When he came upon the bundle in the carcass of the slaughtered pig, he quickly took the reins and bound Havlicek fast to the driver’s seat. The latter, himself a man of athletic build, tried with all the strength of a desperate man to defend himself and struggled with his assailant. When, however, the latter had given him several hard blows so that he began to bleed, the desire to fight abandoned him, and, like an animal caught in a trap, he left off struggling. Thereupon the Golem became driver and rode at a rapid pace directly to the office of the city magistrate. Aroused by the rumbling of a waggon and the groans of Havlicek, the sheriffs hurried out and freed the victim, Havlicek speechless and bewildered. By the light of torches, the waggon was searched to find out what the nocturnal prowler had stolen from his victim, and in this way the corpse of the child wrapped up in a prayer shawl was found. When Havlicek finally recovered from his terror, he truthfully answered questions put to him and swore that he had not murdered the child. 

The Golem, however, had long since disappeared. 

On the following morning the story of the singular detective spread rapidly through the entire city. 

This episode served to increase the antagonistic attitude of the Priest Thaddeus against Rabbi Loew. He guessed that Rabbi Loew had had a hand in the occurrence and had employed mysterious powers. He therefore spread the rumour that Rabbi Loew was a sorcerer. 

 

It was Erev Pesach in the year 5344 (1584). As Rabbi Loew, in the Altneu Synagogue of Prague, was intoning the prayers which usher in the Feast of Deliverance, he made an error. Instead of reading umachalif es hazmanim (and He changes the seasons) he read umachamitz es hazmanim, (and He sours the seasons). Rabbi Loew was frightened by this error. ‘Stop!’ he thought to himself, ‘This must signify something special, perhaps an attack upon us!’ 

He broke off praying and, turning to the congregation, said: 

‘I must leave off praying, but you may go on, but no one must leave this place until I give the word.’ 

He then called the old shammas, Abraham Chayim, and ordered him to go to all the other synagogues and tell the worshipers not to complete the service and not to leave until he would send word. 

To the Golem, Rabbi Loew said: ‘Go quickly to my house and bring here one of the ordinary matzoth and one of the special (mitzvah) matzoth.’ 

In a few minutes the Golem returned, his errand performed. Rabbi Loew asked him to taste first a piece of the ordinary matzah and then a piece of the matzah shemurah (special matah used for the Seder ceremony, and throughout Passover by the very pious). 

When he tasted the first matzah, the Golem indicated that it tasted good, but upon his biting into the matzah shel mitzvah, he became deathly pale, and indicated that he felt pain. 

Rabbi Loew’s countenance showed profound concern, and the congregation were filled with fear. 

The face of the Golem became more and more distorted, he groaned and moaned, and Rabbi Loew felt compelled to relieve his pain by placing his hand on the Golem’s body. The services of the supernatural creature were urgently needed. 

The officials of the congregation stormed Rabbi Loew with questions, but he gave no hint, but tried to allay their fears by saying: ‘Be of good cheer, brothers, God’s help comes speedily, and He will save us from destruction.’ He then called the shammes and said: ‘Go into all the synagogues and, in my name, say that the matzoth which were baked in Prague (in those days, matzoth were also furnished to the citydwellers by neighbouring places) are to be regarded as chometz (leavened, ritually unfit) until I shall be able to satisfy my doubts as to their character. No one is even to touch one of these matzoth, especially children and sick persons. It is a matter of life and death!’ 

The Rabbi then called together all the men and women who had been connected with the preparation of the matzoth and asked if any non-Jew had worked with them. From them he learned that on the last day of the baking, fearing that the work would not be completed in time, they had called in two non-Jewish baker’s apprentices, but that these had been busy entirely with the rodling (making the lines in the matzoth with a rodel, a toothed wheel). The names of the two men were not known, although they were well known in the Jewish quarter, where they were often employed to do miscellaneous work. They were generally referred to as ‘the red-beards.’ 

Rabbi Loew, thereupon, gave instructions that only those matzoth which were baked on the previous day were under the ban, and that all others could be freely partaken of, on condition that they should be equitably divided, so that those whose matzothc belonged to the forbidden batch should have a supply. He then ordered that the services should be resumed and that each person should, upon their conclusion, go home and celebrate the Seder, without any more ado. 

Rabbi Loew also went home but he did not sit down at the table. Again, he called the Golem, instructed him to go to the domicile of the ‘red-beards’ and to look for any suspicious vials of liquid or packages of powder. He supplied the Golem with an amulet which rendered him invisible. 

In a very short time, the Golem returned. He had not found either of the apprentices at home, and had had no difficulty in his search. In a drawer, he had come upon a little box of powder which he had brought back with him. When the Rabbi smelled the powder he noticed that it had the same odour as the matzoth shel mitzvah, but to a more concentrated degree. He then ordered the Golem to return at once to the apprentices’ abode and to replace the box, exactly as he had found it. Accompanied by the shammas, Rabbi Loew then wended his way to the office of the prefect of police. On the way, the Rabbi and his companion met the ‘red-beards’ who could not conceal their surprise at the encounter. They greeted the Jews with a ‘Gut Yomtov,’ being familiar with Jewish customs and expressions, and, after the rabbi and the shammas passed them, they remained standing, for some minutes, watching them. 

Rabbi Loew had difficulty in controlling himself, when, upon the inquiry of the chief of police as to what had brought him to the prefecture at so unusual an hour, he explained his errand. The chief listened, with rapt attention, to the Rabbi’s recital, and agreed with him that the finger of suspicion pointed to the two apprentices. He expressed his willingness personally to conduct an investigation without delay. Accompanied by two of his most skilled detectives, he proceeded to the home of the two suspects. Rabbi Loew, in the meantime, returned home in order to celebrate the Seder. It was already past midnight. Almost all the members of the congregation, who had completed the Seder, were assembled at his house, hoping to learn from him what had happened. 

When the chief of police arrived at the abode of the apprentices, he did not find them at home. Hardly had the search begun when the detectives came upon the box of powder, more than half empty. The chief knew at once that it was poison, and it was clear to him that the two criminals must have mixed some of the powder in the flour used for matzoth. He at once sent the two detectives to seek the ‘red-beards’, declaring that he would not leave the house until they were brought to him. 

About an hour later, the detectives returned with the culprits, who wore handcuffs. The officers reported that the two miscreants had resisted arrest. 

When the chief began to examine them, asking where they had procured the powder and what they had done with the portion missing from the box, the ‘red-beards’ remained dumb, though their eyes showed that they were terrified. 

The chief stamped his feet and said: 

‘If you confess the truth your punishment will be a mild one; if not, you may be put to death!’ 

The two exchanged looks, but remained silent. 

Then the chief shouted in a tone which penetrated to the very marrow of their bones, and one of them felt compelled to make the following statement: 

‘We have been at home in the houses of Jews for a number of years. They have been very good to us. But some time ago, we were sent for by the monk, Thaddeus, who said to us: “It is quite probable that the Jews will need you as Pesach-goyim and that they will give you work. Well, do you wish to do something for which many will be very thankful to you?” We answered: “Yes, we would be glad to do such a good deed.” Thereupon, he gave us a little vial containing a liquid and said: “When you will be employed by the wine-seller Berger, try to pour into each barrel of wine a few drops of this liquid.” We said: “We are not permitted to come near the wine.” Then he said: “We must be through with the Jews once and for all, because their faith, their false faith is harmful. Therefore, you must do your very best to try to secure work in the matzoth-baking, and, if you do, be sure to drop this powder into the flour, especially in the flour which is being used for the matzoth of the Rabbi, who is a terrible sorcerer.” Saying this, he gave us the box of powder, promising us a large sum of money as a reward. So we asked the matzoth bakers to give us work, but they refused to do so until the day before the eve of the Passover when they sent for us. And, at a moment when we were unobserved, we threw part of the powder into the flour, but only part, because we were sorry to cause the death of so many people who had given us employment and the means of a livelihood for so many years.’ 

It was dawn before the chief of police finished putting into writing this confession, which both miscreants were willing to sign. Rabbi Loew was then requested to instruct those Jews who had received the poisoned matzoth to bring these to the authorities who would need them as corpora delicti. During the morning services on the first day of Passover, an announcement was made that all matoth which had been baked on the day before Erev Pesach were to be delivered to the office of the chief of police. The Jews received this announcement with anxiety, as they could not understand what connection the authorities had with the matzoth. 

In the meantime, police officers called upon the monk, Thaddeus, and examined him in an attempt to verify and confirm the statement of the apprentices. But Thaddeus denied the entire story, declared that he knew nothing about it, and offered to take an oath to that effect. Although they suspected him, the officers could not arrest Thaddeus, because they had no evidence besides the confession of the apprentices. These two, however, were each sentenced to five years imprisonment. 

Since that day, the Jews of Prague have been careful never to let a ‘red-beard’ come into their homes, and the proverb is to this day current among them, ‘Beware of a red beard!’ 

 

As all know, there were a number of Jewish families from Spain and refugees from Italy, who had come to Prague and settled there. In the course of time, many had met again the members of their families from whom they had been separated amid heartrending cries of woe. 

Even before Rabbi Loew came to Prague, it happened once that in one of those families a brother had married his own sister. Only years afterwards – the couple had already been blessed with several children – the close relationship was revealed, through a hereditary wart concealed on a part of the body. 

Rabbi Loew and his Rabbinical Council held a consultation at once, when the case was brought to his knowledge, and that same day the legal separation of the couple was effected. 

Although Rabbi Loew had it announced that there was no blame attached to the couple and that their marriage was a decree of fate, which it is beyond the power of man to control, and in spite of the fact the family was one of the foremost in Prague and was related to the most distinguished native Prague Jewish families, still there remained a blot on the couple. Their honorable name ‘Nadler’ was converted into a nickname, and the word ‘wart’, in vulgar tongue of the time, came to be designated by the word ‘Nadler’. 

This abusive word spread over all Prague, so that when one wished to insult another, he called him ‘Nadler’. Rabbi Loew was enraged when he became aware that that demoralising abusive word was being circulated, because, on one hand, the blameless family were being deeply offended, and, on the other hand, it had a very harmful effect on the morals of the children, as the nickname penetrated even the children’s school. 

After preliminary exchange of opinion in writing with the greatest Rabbinical authorities, Rabbi Loew, together with his Rabbinical Council, had, at the blow of a horn and in the presence of two burning black candles, pronounced a ban against any one who would use the word ‘Nadler’ as a nickname or epithet. The ban had its effect, and people took care not to use the word any more. 

Still there were in Prague some people who disregarded the prohibition, and who, as formerly, in cases of insults in controversy, would resort to the word ‘Nadler’. Rabbi Loew said of them that they were possessed by the spirit of Korah. (Numbers xvii, 1.) 

When Rabbi Loew was informed of this, he sent his servant Abraham Chayim to the leader of those people, a porter, to serve a summons on him to appear before the Rabbinate. But the man retorted boldly: ‘I will come when I am at leisure.’ Rabbi Loew became very angry when he heard this. He had Joseph Golem come to him and he ordered him to bring the porter to the Rabbi’s house. The Golem betook himself straightaway to the house of the porter, grasped him by the back of his neck, and carried him, like a slaughtered little lamb, through the city to the Rabbi Loew’s house. The latter had got a few strong men ready, to administer the lashing due to the perverse fellow. After the punishment was administered, the man had to appear before Rabbi Loew, barefoot, to ask his forgiveness, and to make a vow from then on never to use the word ‘Nadler’. 

The porter swore vengeance against the people who had administered the blows to him. His anger was directed in particular against the Golem, and he made up his mind to get even with him. 

When the man returned home, he held counsel with his friends as to attacking the Golem and killing him. A favourable opportunity soon presented itself for them to that end. 

It was a custom with Rabbi Loew to have fresh cold water brought to him from a neighbouring very deep well every week at the close of the Sabbath. When, on the following Saturday evening, the Golem, as usual, appeared at the well and, in order to pull up the water, lowered the wellbucket with the long wooden well-pole, these men fell upon him from behind, seized him, and, before he could ward off their grasp, threw him, head down, into the well. 

It was a freezing, cold night. If the Golem had been an ordinary human, he would have met death instantly. But to him it did not mean very much. He dived several times in the ice-cold water and attempted to climb up the walls. But the men threw stones into the well, inflicting wounds on his nose and his right eye, after which they ran away. The Golem, who was not able to climb upon the smooth walls, swam back and forth and stayed on the surface of the water. 

In the meantime, at the house of Rabbi Loew, the people were waiting for the Golem to return. As a few hours passed by, and he had not yet returned, Rabbi Loew sent the old servant Abraham Chayim, who accompanied by two other men, betook himself to the well with a lantern in his hands. When the Golem saw the light of the lantern, he began to clap with his hands. Quickly they lowered the wooden wellpole with the bucket, the Golem stepped into it and was thus pulled up. Bleeding and exhausted, he was led to Rabbi Loew, who ordered that the Golem be undressed and placed near the warm stove. Only on Tuesday, the Golem appeared again before Rabbi Loew, who, through signs, questioned him about his experience. The Golem wrote the answer on paper, and at once asked permission to take revenge on the man who had attempted to kill him. But Rabbi Loew did not grant permission, and said: ‘The culprits will receive their punishment from Heaven.’ And so it was. For, all at once, there was formed on the hand of the porter a black wart. It was removed by surgical operation, but it grew back immediately. Then the carrier saw that that was imposed upon him as a punishment of God, because he did not regard the ban of Rabbi Loew. He sent his wife and child to Rabbi Loew, to ask his forgiveness, but the Rabbi did not even let them come near him. He said: ‘May death be his punishment!’ A few days later, the man died. 

After the death of their leader, his associates came to Rabbi Loew and confessed their wicked deed; they defended themselves, however, by saying that the man who had just died had persuaded them to do it. Rabbi Loew punished them by imposing a fine on them for the benefit of the Talmud school; in addition, he commanded them to observe forty fasts every year and read 150 psalms every Sabbath all their lives long. 

 

As mentioned before, Rabbi Loew made it a custom, every Friday afternoon, to assign for the Golem a sort of programme, a plan for the day’s work, for on the Sabbath he spoke to him only in extremely urgent cases. Generally, Rabbi Loew used to order him to do nothing else on Sabbath but be on guard and serve as a watcher. 

One Friday afternoon, Rabbi Loew forgot to give him the order for the next day, and the Golem had nothing to do. 

The day had barely drawn to a close and the people were getting ready for the ushering in of the Sabbath, when the Golem, like one mad, began running about in the Jewish section of the city, threatening to destroy everything. The want of employment made him awkward and wild. When the people saw this, they ran from him and cried: ‘Joseph Golem has gone mad!’ 

The people were greatly terrified, and a report of the panic soon reached the Altneu Synagogue where Rabbi Loew was praying. 

The Sabbath had already been ushered in through the Song for the Sabbath day (Psalms xcii). What could be done? Rabbi Loew reflected on the evil consequences that might follow if the Golem should be running about thus uncontrolled. But to restore him to peace would be a profanation of the Sabbath. 

In his confusion, he forgot that it was a question of danger to human life and that in such cases the law permits, nay, commands the profanation of the Sabbath in order that the people exposed to danger might be saved. 

Rabbi Loew rushed out and, without seeing the Golem, called out into space: ‘Joseph, stop where you are!’ 

And the people saw the Golem at the place where he happened to find himself that moment, remain standing, like a post. In a single instant, he had overcome the violence of his fury. 

Rabbi Loew was soon informed where the Golem stood, and he betook himself to him. He whispered into his ear: ‘Go home and to bed.’ And the Golem obeyed him as willingly as a child. 

Then Rabbi Loew went back to the House of Prayer and ordered that the Sabbath Song be repeated. 

After that Friday, Rabbi Loew never again forgot to give the Golem orders for the Sabbath on a Friday afternoon. 

To his confidential friends he said: ‘The Golem could have laid waste all Prague, if I had not calmed him down in time.’ 

 

After a long time had passed when the community was no longer molested by blood accusations, Rabbi Loew sent for his son-in-law, Rabbi Jizchak, the Priest, and his disciple, Jacob Sasson, the Levite – those who had participated in the creation of the Golem – and he said to them: ‘Now the Golem has become superfluous, for a blood impeachment can by this time no longer occur in any country. This wrong needs no longer be feared. We will therefore destroy the Golem.’ 

It was on Lag-B’Omer of the year 5353 (1593). Rabbi Loew ordered the Golem not to sleep that night in the Rabbinical house, but to take his bed over to the garret of the Altneu Synagogue and to sleep there. That was done in private, as it was about midnight. 

When two o’clock came that night, there arrived at Rabbi Loew’s house, his son-in-law Rabbi Jizchak, the Priest, and his disciple, Jacob Sasson the Levite, and Rabbi Loew put the question to them as to whether a dead body, like the Golem, would constitute an object of impurity like unto any other dead body. [To touch the body of a dead person renders one unclean, according to Jewish law. See Numbers xix, 14.] The question was significant, because, if the answer were ‘yes,’ the Priest would not have been able to participate in the act of destroying the Golem. [In the Bible, the Priest is forbidden to become unclean. Lev. xxi, 1.] 

Rabbi Loew decided that this case was different, and that the Priest was able to participate in the destruction of the work. 

They ascended to the garret of the Altneu Synagogue, the assistant, Abraham Chayim, walking in advance with two burning candles. 

The three men began their work of destruction, the annihilation of the Golem. 

Fundamentally, they did everything in the reverse order to that followed in creating the Golem. If, at the creation, they had stood at the feet of the Golem, opposite his head, they now stood at his head opposite his feet. Similarly, the words from the Book of Creation were read backwards. 

After this task was accomplished, the Golem was transformed again into a clod of clay, as he had been before life was instilled into him. 

Rabbi Loew called the sexton Abraham Chayim, took the candles from him and ordered him to undress the Golem to his shirt. 

He was then covered with old prayer robes and remains of Hebrew books, which, according to the Jewish custom, were stored in the garret of the synagogue. 

Abraham Chayim burned the Golem’s clothing, inconspicuously, following the orders of Rabbi Loew. 

In the morning, news spread in the Jewish ghetto that Joseph Golem had disappeared from the town during the night. Only a few individuals, ‘men of a higher station,’ knew the truth. 

Rabbi Loew had it announced in all Synagogues and Houses of Prayer that it was strictly forbidden for anybody to mount to the garret of the Altneu Synagogue. Furthermore, the remains of torn prayer books and other sacred things were no longer to be stored there. 


AFTERWORD



The following legend was, until now, almost unknown. According to it, the remains of the Golem do not lie, as is popularly believed, in the garret of the Altneu Synagogue, but on the gallows-hill outside the city. The legend upon which this conclusion is based is as follows: 

The sexton, Abraham Chayim, had long been going about with the idea of imitating Rabbi Loew and making a Golem of his own. He had been present on the bank of the Moldau River when the Rabbi had made the Golem and had taken note of the Schem (Name) which had given the Golem the breath of life. He too would, by the use of this Name, create such a man. His son-in-law, Ascher Balbierer, who spent much time poring over the Kabbala could, if need be, help in the execution of the plan. Now that the Golem lay lifeless, the will to awaken him and put him to uses of his own surged up strongly in the breast of Abraham Chayim. 

One night he was on the point of mounting to the garret in order to look upon the Golem. But he was terrified and his heart became weak. He initiated his brother-in-law, Abraham ben Secharja, the sexton of the Pinkas Synagogue, into the secret. On the following night both men climbed up to the garret of the Altneu Synagogue, took hold of the lump of clay which had at one time been the Golem, and carried it over to the nearby Pinkas Synagogue, where they concealed it behind the Almemor (reading desk). To Ascher Balbierer, the son-in-law of Abraham Chayim, was assigned the task of finding out the Schem, with the help of which the Golem could be called to life. When Ascher after several days stated that he believed that he had come upon the mystic alphabetical formula in the Sepher Jezirah (the book of creation), the three men carried the Golem, in the dead of night, from the synagogue in the Pinkas Gasse through various solitary streets and alleys, into the cellar of a house in the Zeikerl, also known as Zigeuner Gasse, which partly belonged to Ascher and in which he lived. Down in the cellar, they tried one night after another to follow the process of Rabbi Loew and his disciples, according to the remembrance of Abraham Chayim. But these attempts were all absolutely without result. 

At about this time, there broke out in Prague an epidemic, in the course of which twelve hundred persons died. Two of the five children of Ascher Balbierer were also snatched away, although there was no case of the plague in any other house in that street. The wife of Ascher had from the beginning strenuously resisted the bringing of the Golem into her house, because she feared that in case the action were discovered, her father would lose his position as sexton in the Altneu Synagogue, while her husband and her uncle would be punished for violating the command of the rabbinical council against anyone going up to the garret in which the remains of the Golem had been placed. Besides that, she noticed with considerable concern that, because of his nocturnal exertions, her husband had neglected his business. Now that the children were stricken, she cried that the misfortune had visited them because the Golem had been brought to the house, and when the children died her protestations could not be resisted. 

After the two corpses had been washed and placed in their coffins, one of them was taken out of his and placed together with the other. The remains of the Golem were then placed in the empty coffin. A waggon was hired and the coffins were taken at nightfall to the cemetery for victims of the plague, outside of the city. Here Abraham Chayim and Abraham Secharja took the coffin with the Golem in it and carried it up to the Gallows Hill, which lies one mile and two hundred yards from the Neistaedter Gate on the Vienna state road, and placed it on that side of the hill which is turned toward the city. 

There, it is said, the Golem was later buried, and there he lies to this day.




THE BEETLE 




by Richard Marsh


In the early years of the British film industry very few fantasy films were produced, there being a preference for comedy, love stories and murder mysteries. Indeed, only one of the pioneer studios, Barker Motion Photography, seemed to sense the potential popularity of the horror film. The company had been founded by a former photographer, W G Barker, who took over an old mansion with extensive grounds at Ealing Green in London and there built three studio stages, largely of glass, with a little auxiliary lighting. To make his films, Barker employed a permanent staff of just two carpenters, two scene painters, two electricians, a prop man, a cameraman, and an assistant, Jack W Smith, who served as producer on most of the pictures. Barker was, though, an adventurous film-maker, never content simply to follow in the footsteps of his rivals, and it was quite a gamble when he decided in 1919 to bring a popular horror novel, The Beetle, to the screen. His boldness resulted in the first feature-length British horror movie, which is still regarded as a minor classic today. 

The Beetle had been written by Richard Marsh (1857–1915) in 1897, the year in which Bram Stoker’s Dracula first appeared, and at least one critic considered it a superior tale. The Academy’s reviewer said, ‘Dracula by Mr Bram Stoker was creepy, but Mr Marsh goes one, oh! many more than one, better.’ The book, a tale of sorcery about a High Priestess able to transform herself into a horrific, giant beetle, quickly ran into several editions. Although the prolffic author went on to write many more sensational novels, like with Bram Stoker and Dracula he was to remain forever associated with The Beetle. 

When W G Barker decided to film The Beetle as a five-reel movie, he employed one of his regular scriptwriters, Helen Blizzard, to adapt Marsh’s novel, and she based the subsequent picture on the activities of dashing Paul Lessingham who has unwittingly fallen into the clutches of the demonic High Priestess. Indeed, the essence of the film lies in the passages of the book, here included, where Lessingham reveals his plight to a detective called Augustus Champnell. 

To direct The Beetle, Barker hired American-born Alexander Butler, a silent melodrama specialist who had once been an actor himself under the name André Beaulieu, and had already made some successful thrillers, including The Anarchist’s Doom (1913) and The Sorrows Of Satan (1917). The hero, Paul Lessingham, was played by Hebden Foster, while the central role of the girl who can transmogrify into a huge insect was taken by Leal Douglas. This dark-haired beauty, with sinister good looks and the most beguiling eyes, deserves the accolade ‘Britain’s first horror movie star’, for afier The Beetle she also gave memorably chilling performances in Belphegor The Mountebank (1921) and The Uninvited Guest (1923). It is many years now since I saw a faded print of The Beetle, but her transformation into the creature of the title was one of those unforgettable cinematic tours de force that helped develop my growing interest in the horror genre in both books and films. I am therefore delighted to be including the extract that follows.


* * *


On the afternoon of Friday, June 2, 18–, I was entering in my case-book some memoranda having reference to the very curious matter of the Duchess of Datchet’s Deed-box. It was about two o’clock. Andrews came in and laid a card upon my desk. On it was inscribed ‘Mr Paul Lessingham.’ 

‘Show Mr Lessingham in.’ 

Andrews showed him in. I was, of course, familiar with Mr Lessingham’s appearance, but it was the first time I had had with him any personal communication. He held out his hand to me. 

‘You are Mr Champnell?’ 

‘I am.’ 

‘I believe that I have not had the honour of meeting you before, Mr Champnell, but with your father, the Earl of Glenlivet, I have the pleasure of some acquaintance.’ 

I bowed. He looked at me, fixedly, as if he were trying to make out what sort of man I was. 

‘You are very young, Mr Champnell.’ 

‘I have been told that an eminent offender in that respect once asserted that youth is not of necessity a crime.’ 

‘And you have chosen a singular profession – one in which one hardly looks for juvenility.’ 

‘You yourself, Mr Lessingham, are not old. In a statesman one expects grey hairs – I trust that I am sufficiently ancient to be able to do you service.’ 

He smiled. 

‘I think it possible. I have heard of you more than once, Mr Champnell, always to your advantage. My friend, Sir John Seymour, was telling me, only the other day, that you have recently conducted for him some business, of a very delicate nature, with much skill and tact; and he warmly advised me, if ever I found myself in a predicament, to come to you. I find myself in a predicament now.’ 

Again I bowed. 

‘A predicament, I fancy, of an altogether unparalleled sort. I take it that anything I may say to you will be as though it were said to a father confessor.’ 

‘You may rest assured of that.’ 

‘Good. Then, to make the matter clear to you I must begin by telling you a story – if I may trespass on your patience to that extent. I will endeavour not to be more verbose than the occasion requires.’ 

I offered him a chair, placing it in such a position that the light from the window would have shone full upon his face. With the calmest possible air, as if unconscious of my design, he carried the chair to the other side of my desk, twisting it right round before he sat on it – so that now the light was at his back and on my face. Crossing his legs, clasping his hands about his knee, he sat in silence for some moments, as if turning something over in his mind. He glanced round the room. 

‘I suppose, Mr Champnell, that some singular tales have been told in here.’ 

‘Some very singular tales indeed. I am never appalled by singularity. It is my normal atmosphere.’ 

‘And yet I should be disposed to wager that you have never listened to so strange a story as that which I am about to tell you now. So astonishing, indeed, is the chapter in my life which I am about to open out to you, that I have more than once had to take myself to task, and fit the incidents together with mathematical accuracy in order to assure myself of its perfect truth.’ 

He paused. There was about his demeanour that suggestion of reluctance which I not uncommonly discover in individuals who are about to take the skeletons from their cupboards and parade them before my eyes. His next remark seemed to point to the fact that he perceived what was passing through my thoughts. 

‘My position is not rendered easier by the circumstance that I am not of a communicative nature. I am not in sympathy with the spirit of the age which craves for personal advertisement. I hold that the private life even of a public man should be held inviolate. I resent, with peculiar bitterness, the attempts of prying eyes to peer into matters which, as it seems to me, concern myself alone. You must, therefore, bear with me, Mr Champnell, if I seem awkward in disclosing to you certain incidents in my career which I had hoped would continue locked in the secret depository of my own bosom, at any rate till I was carried to the grave. I am sure you will suffer me to stand excused if I frankly admit that it is only an irresistible chain of incidents which has constrained me to make of you a confidant.’ 

‘My experience tells me, Mr Lessingham, that no one ever does come to me until they are compelled. In that respect I am regarded as something worse even than a medical man.’ 

A wintry smile flitted across his features – it was clear that he regarded me as a good deal worse than a medical man. Presently he began to tell me one of the most remarkable tales which even I had heard. As he proceeded I understood how strong, and how natural, had been his desire for reticence. On the mere score of credibility he must have greatly preferred to have kept his own counsel. For my part I own, unreservedly, that I should have deemed the tale incredible had it been told me by Tom, Dick, or Harry, instead of by Paul Lessingham. 

 

He began in accents which halted not a little. By degrees his voice grew firmer. Words came from him with greater fluency. 

‘I am not yet forty. So when I tell you that twenty years ago I was a mere youth I am stating what is a sufficiently obvious truth. It is twenty years ago since the events of which I am going to speak transpired. 

‘I lost both my parents when I was quite a lad, and by their death I was left in a position in which I was, to an unusual extent in one so young, my own master. I was ever of a rambling turn of mind, and when, at the mature age of eighteen, I left school, I decided that I should learn more from travel than from sojourn at a university. So, since there was no one to say me nay, instead of going either to Oxford or Cambridge, I went abroad. After a few months I found myself in Egypt – I was down with fever at Shepheard’s Hotel in Cairo. I had caught it by drinking polluted water during an excursion with some Bedouins to Palmyra. 

‘When the fever had left me I went out one night into the town in search of amusement. I went, unaccompanied, into the native quarter, not a wise thing to do, especially at night, but at eighteen one is not always wise, and I was weary of the monotony of the sick-room, and eager for something which had in it a spice of adventure. I found myself in a street which I have reason to believe is no longer existing. It had a French name, and was called the Rue de Rabagas – I saw the name on the corner as I turned into it, and it has left an impress on the tablets of my memory which is never likely to be obliterated. 

‘It was a narrow street, and, of course, a dirty one, ill-lit, and, apparently, at the moment of my appearance, deserted. I had gone, perhaps, half-way down its tortuous length, blundering more than once into the kennel, wondering what fantastic whim had brought me into such unsavoury quarters, and what would happen to me if, as seemed extremely possible, I lost my way. On a sudden my ears were saluted by sounds which proceeded from a house which I was passing – sounds of music and of singing. 

‘I paused. I stood awhile to listen. 

‘There was an open window on my right, which was screened by latticed blinds. From the room which was behind these blinds the sounds were coming. Someone was singing, accompanied by an instrument resembling a guitar – singing uncommonly well.’ 

Mr Lessingham stopped. A stream of recollection seemed to come flooding over him. A dreamy look came into his eyes. 

‘I remember it all as clearly as if it were yesterday. How it all comes back – the dirty street, the evil smells, the imperfect light, the girl’s voice filling all at once the air. It was a girl’s voice – full, and round, and sweet; an organ seldom met with, especially in such a place as that. She sang a little chansonnette, which, just then, half Europe was humming–it occurred in an opera which they were acting at one of the Boulevard theatres – “La P’tite Voyageuse.” The effect, coming so unexpectedly, was startling. I stood and heard her to an end. 

‘Inspired by I know not what impulse of curiosity, when the song was finished, I moved one of the lattice blinds a little aside, so as to enable me to get a glimpse of the singer. I found myself looking into what seemed to be a sort of café – one of those places which are found all over the Continent, in which women sing in order to attract custom. There was a low platform at one end of the room, and on it were seated three women. One of them had evidently just been accompanying her own song – she still had an instrument of music in her hands, and was striking a few idle notes. The other two had been acting as audience. They were attired in the fantastic apparel which the women who are found in such places generally wear. An old woman was sitting knitting in a corner, whom I took to be the inevitable patronne. With the exception of these four the place was empty. 

‘They must have heard me touch the lattice, or seen it moving, for no sooner did I glance within than the three pairs of eyes on the platform were raised and fixed on mine. The old woman in the corner alone showed no consciousness of my neighbourhood. We eyed one another in silence for a second or two. Then the girl with the harp – the instrument she was manipulating proved to be fashioned more like a harp than a guitar – called out to me, 

“Entree, monsieur! – Soyez. le bienvenu!” 

‘I was a little tired. Rather curious as to whereabouts I was – the place struck me, even at that first momentary glimpse, as hardly in the ordinary line of that kind of thing. And not unwilling to listen to a repetition of the former song, or to another sung by the same singer. 

“On condition,” I replied, “that you sing me another song.” 

“Ah, monsieur, with the greatest pleasure in the world I will sing you twenty.” 

‘She was almost, if not quite, as good as her word. She entertained me with song after song. I may safely say that I have seldom if ever heard melody more enchanting. All languages seemed to be the same to her. She sang in French and Italian, German and English – in tongues with which I was unfamiliar. It was in these Eastern harmonies that she was most successful. They were indescribably weird and thrilling, and she delivered them with a verve and sweetness which was amazing. I sat at one of the little tables with which the room was dotted, listening entranced. 

‘Time passed more rapidly than I supposed. While she sang I sipped the liquor with which the old woman had supplied me. So enthralled was I by the display of the girl’s astonishing gifts that I did not notice what it was I was drinking. Looking back I can only surmise that it was some poisonous concoction of the creature’s own. That one small glass had on me the strangest effect. I was still weak from the fever which I had only just succeeded in shaking off, and that, no doubt, had something to do with the result. But, as I continued to sit, I was conscious that I was sinking into a lethargic condition, against which I was incapable of struggling. 

‘After a while the original performer ceased her efforts, and, her companions taking her place, she came and joined me at the little table. Looking at my watch I was surprised to perceive the lateness of the hour. I rose to leave. She caught me by the wrist. 

“Do not go,” she said – she spoke English of a sort, and with the queerest accent. “All is well with you. Rest awhile.” 

‘You will smile – I should smile, perhaps, were I the listener instead of you, but it is the simple truth that her touch had on me what I can only describe as a magnetic influence. As her fingers closed upon my wrist, I felt as powerless in her grasp as if she held me with bands of steel. What seemed an invitation was virtually a command. I had to stay whether I would or wouldn’t. She called for more liquor, and at what again was really her command I drank of t. I do not think that after she touched my wrist I uttered a word. She did all the talking. And, while she talked, she kept her eyes fixed on my face. Those eyes of hers! They were a devil’s. I can positively affirm that they had on me a diabolical effect. They robbed me of my consciousness, of my power of volition, of my capacity to think – they made me as wax in her hands. My last recollection of that fatal night is of her sitting in front of me, bending over the table, stroking my wrist with her extended fingers, staring at me with her awful eyes. After that, a curtain seems to descend. There comes a period of oblivion.’ 

Mr Lessingham ceased. His manner was calm and self- contained enough; but, in spite of that I could see that the mere recollection of the things which he told me moved his nature to its foundations. There was eloquence in the drawn lines about his mouth, and in the strained expression of his eyes. 

So far his tale was sufficiently commonplace. Places such as the one which he described abound in the Cairo of today; and many are the Englishmen who have entered them to their exceeding bitter cost. With that keen intuition which has done him yeoman’s service in the political arena, Mr Lessingham at once perceived the direction my thoughts were taking. 

‘You have heard this tale before, no doubt. And often. The traps are many, and the fools and the unwary are not a few. The singularity of my experience is still to come. You must forgive me if I seem to stumble in the telling. I am anxious to present my case as baldly, and with as little appearance of exaggeration as possible. I say with as little appearance, for some appearance of exaggeration I fear is unavoidable. My case is so unique, and so out of the common run of our everyday experience, that the plainest possible statement must smack of the sensational. 

‘As, I fancy, you have guessed, when understanding returned to me, I found myself in an apartment with which I was unfamiliar. I was lying, undressed, on a heap of rugs in a corner of a low-pitched room which was furnished in a fashion which, when I grasped the details, filled me with amazement. By my side knelt the Woman of the Songs. Leaning over, she wooed my mouth with kisses. I cannot describe to you the sense of horror and of loathing with which the contact of her lips oppressed me. There was about her something so unnatural, so inhuman, that I believe even then I could have destroyed her with as little sense of moral turpitude as if she had been some noxious insect. 

“Where am I?” I exclaimed. 

“You are with the children of Isis,” she replied. What she meant I did not know, and do not to this hour. “You are in the hands of the great goddess – of the mother of men.” 

“How did I come here?” 

“By the loving kindness of the great mother.” 

‘I do not, of course, pretend to give you the exact text of her words, but they were to that effect. 

‘Half raising myself on the heap of rugs, I gazed about me – and was astounded at what I saw. 

‘The place in which I was, though the reverse of lofty, was of considerable size – I could not conceive whereabouts it could be. The walls and roof were of bare stone – as though the whole had been hewed out of the solid rock. It seemed to be some sort of temple, and was redolent with the most extraordinary odour. An altar stood about the centre, fashioned out of a single block of stone. On it a fire burned with a faint blue flame – the fumes which rose from it were no doubt chiefly responsible for the prevailing perfumes. Behind it was a huge bronze figure, more than life size. It was in a sitting posture, and represented a woman. Although it resembled no portrayal of her I have seen either before or since, I came afterwards to understand that it was meant for Isis. On the idol’s brow was poised a beetle. That the creature was alive seemed clear, for, as I looked at it, it opened and shut its wings. 

‘If the one on the forehead of the goddess was the only live beetle which the place contained, it was not the only representation. It was modelled in the solid stone of the roof, and depicted in flaming colours on hangings which here and there were hung against the walls. Wherever the eye turned it rested on a scarab. The effect was bewildering. It was as though one saw things through the distorted glamour of a nightmare. I 

asked myself if I were not still dreaming; if my appearance of consciousness were not after all a mere delusion; if I had really regained my senses. 

‘And, here, Mr Champnell, I wish to point out, and to emphasise the fact, that I am not prepared positively to affirm what portion of my adventures in that extraordinary, and horrible place, was actuality, and what the product of a feverish imagination. Had I been persuaded that all I thought I saw, I really did see, I should have opened my lips long ago, let the consequences to myself have been what they might. But there is the crux. The happenings were of such an incredible character, and my condition was such an abnormal one – I was never really myself from the first moment to the last – that I have hesitated, and still do hesitate, to assert where, precisely, fiction ended and fact began. 

‘With some misty notion of testing my actual condition I endeavoured to get off the heap of rugs on which I reclined. As I did so the woman at my side laid her hand against my chest, lightly. But, had her gentle pressure been the equivalent of a ton of iron, it could not have been more effectual. I collapsed, sank back upon the rugs, and lay there, panting for breath, wondering if I had crossed the border line which divides madness from sanity. 

“Let me get up! Let me go!” I gasped. 

“Nay,” she murmured, “stay with me yet awhile, 0 my beloved.” 

‘And again she kissed me.’ 

Once more Mr Lessingham paused. An involuntary shudder went all over him. In spite of the evidently great effort which he was making to retain his self-control his features were contorted by an anguished spasm. For some seconds he seemed at a loss to find words to enable him to continue. 

When he did go on, his voice was harsh and strained. 

‘I am altogether incapable of even hinting to you the nauseous nature of that woman’s kisses. They filled me with an indescribable repulsion. I look back at them with a feeling of physical, mental, and moral horror, across an interval of twenty years. The most dreadful part of it was that I was wholly incapable of offering even the faintest resistance to her caresses. I lay there like a log. She did with me as she would, and in dumb agony I endured.’ 

He took his handkerchief from his pocket, and, although the day was cool, with it he wiped the perspiration from his brow. 

‘To dwell in detail on what occurred during my involuntary sojourn in that fearful place is beyond my power. I cannot even venture to attempt it. The attempt, were it made, would be futile, and, to me, painful beyond measure. I seem to have seen all that happened as in a glass darkly – with about it all an element of unreality. As I have already remarked, the things which revealed themselves, dimly, to my perception, seemed too bizarre, too hideous, to be true. 

‘It was only afterwards, when I was in a position to compare dates, that I was enabled to determine what had been the length of my imprisonment. It appears that I was in that horrible den more than two months – two unspeakable months. And the whole time there were comings and goings, a phantasmagoric array of eerie figures continually passed to and fro before my hazy eyes. What I judge to have been religious services took place; in which the altar, the bronze image, and the beetle on its brow, figure largely. Not only were they conducted with a bewildering confusion of mysterious rites, but, if my memory is in the least degree trustworthy, they were orgies of nameless horrors. I seem to have seen things take place at them at the mere thought of which the brain reels and trembles. 

‘Indeed it is in connection with the cult of the obscene deity to whom these wretched creatures paid their scandalous vows that my most awful memories seem to have been associated. It may have been – I hope it was, a mirage born of my half delirious state, but it seemed to me that they offered human sacrifices.’ 

When Mr Lessingham said this, I pricked up my ears. For reasons of my own, which will immediately transpire, I had been wondering if he would make any reference to a human sacrifice. He noted my display of interest – but misapprehended the cause. 

‘I see you start, I do not wonder. But I repeat that unless I was the victim of some extraordinary species of double sight– in which case the whole business would resolve itself into the fabric of a dream, and I should indeed thank God! – I saw, on more than one occasion, a human sacrifice offered on that stone altar, presumably to the grim image which looked down on it. And, unless I err, in each case the sacrificial object was a woman, stripped to the skin, as white as you or I – and before they burned her they subjected her to every variety of outrage of which even the minds of demons could conceive. More than once since then I have seemed to hear the shrieks of the victims ringing through the air, mingled with the triumphant cries of her frenzied murderers, and the music of their harps. 

‘It was the cumulative horrors of such a scene which gave me the strength, or the courage, or the madness, I know not which it was, to burst the bonds which bound me, and which, even in the bursting, made of me, even to this hour, a haunted man. 

‘There had been a sacrifice – unless, as I have repeatedly observed, the whole was nothing but a dream. A woman – a young and lovely Englishwoman, if I could believe the evidence of my own eyes, had been outraged, and burnt alive, while I lay there helpless, looking on. The business was concluded. The ashes of the victim had been consumed by the participants. The worshippers had departed. I was left alone with the woman of the songs, who apparently acted as the guardian of that worse than slaughterhouse. She was, as usual after such an orgie, rather a devil than a human being, drunk with an insensate frenzy, delirious with inhuman longings. As she approached to offer to me her loathed caresses, I was on a sudden conscious of something which I had not felt before when in her company. It was as though something had slipped away from me – some weight which had oppressed me, some bond by which I had been bound. I was aroused, all at once, to a sense of freedom; to a knowledge that the blood which coursed through my veins was after all my own, that I was master of my own honour. 

‘I can only suppose that through all those weeks she had kept me there in a state of mesmeric stupor. That, taking advantage of the weakness which the fever had left behind, by the exercise of her diabolical arts, she had not allowed me to pass out of a condition of hypnotic trance. Now, for some reason, the cord was loosed. Possibly her absorption in her religious duties had caused her to forget to tighten it. Anyhow, as she approached me, she approached a man, and one who, for the first time for many a day, was his own man. She herself seemed wholly unconscious of anything of the kind. As she drew nearer to me, and nearer, she appeared to be entirely oblivious of the fact that I was anything but the fibreless, emasculated creature which, up to that moment, she had made of me. 

‘But she knew it when she touched me – when she stooped to press her lips to mine. At that instant, the accumulating rage which had been smouldering in my breast through all those leaden torturing hours, sprang into flame. Leaping off my couch of rugs, I flung my hands about her throat – and then she knew I was awake. Then she strove to tighten the cord which she had suffered to become unduly loose. Her baleful eyes were fixed on mine. I knew that she was putting out her utmost force to trick me of my manhood. But I fought with her like one possessed, and I conquered in a fashion. I compressed her throat with my two hands as with an iron vice. I knew that I was struggling for more than life, that the odds were all against me, that I was staking my all upon the casting of a die – I stuck at nothing which could make me victor. 

‘Tighter and tigher my pressure grew – I did not stay to think if I was killing her – till on a sudden–’ 

Mr Lessingham stopped. He stared with fixed, glassy eyes, as if the whole was being re-enacted in front of him. His voice faltered. I thought he would break down. But, with an effort, he continued. 

‘On a sudden, I felt her slipping from between my fingers. Without the slightest warning, in an instant she had vanished, and where, not a moment before, she herself had been, I found myself confronting a monstrous beetle – a huge, writhing creation of some wild nightmare. 

‘At first the creature stood as high as I did. But, as I stared at it, in stupefied amazement – as you may easily imagine – the thing dwindled while I gazed. I did not stop to see how far the process of dwindling continued – a stark raving madman for the moment, I fled as if all the fiends in hell were at my heels.’




THE MUMMY




by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle


 

Although the early monster movies made by Georges Mêliês and Paul Wegener – and, to a lesser extent, W G Barker – began to develop the public taste for horror pictures, it was Hollywood that really established the genre in the year 1931 when Universal Pictures decided to film the two classic novels, Dracula and Frankenstein. The rest, of course, is history. Dracula, released somewhat inappropriately, one might think, on Valentine’s Day, 1931, made Bela Lugosi a star; while Frankenstein did exactly the same for Boris Karloff, who played the shambling monster. 

Though both are outstanding films which can be watched over and over again, The Mummy, which Universal made a year later, also with Boris Karloff, is arguably just as good and certainly more sophisticated. After repeated viewings it is the only one of the trio that still gives me shivers up my spine! This, of course, has much to do with Karloff’s superb playing of the four-thousand-year-old mummy, Im-hotep, searching for the reincarnation of an Egyptian princess. Without doubt, it is the film that consolidated his reputation as the greatest actor of monster roles, against whom all other performers must be judged. Credit for the gripping atmosphere of the picture should also go to the aforementioned Karl Freund, who was making what must rank as one of the most impressive directing debuts in Hollywood. 

However, though The Mummy was credited as being the work of John L Balderston (who, incidentally, had also written the script for Dracula), ‘based on a story by Nina Wilcox Putnam and Richard Schayer’, the primary source was undoubtedly the following tale, known as “The Ring of Thoth” and written in 1890 by the creator of Sherlock Holmes, Sir Arthur Conan Doyle (1859–1930). This is an opinion shared by several experts, including that doyen of English film researchers, Leslie Halliwell, who declared in his book, The Dead That Walk (1986), ‘Although the main titles credit a story by Nina Wilcox Putnam and Richard Schayer, there seems little doubt that the real author was the recently deceased Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, as all the principal elements and attitudes of “The Ring of Thoth” are present, except that the ring itself has become a scroll.’ Halliwell considers the film’s lack of credit given to the story ‘is quite shameful.’ During his lifetime, Conan Doyle had in fact been a keen Egyptologist and written about mummies in both fact and fiction. This particular story was actually inspired by a visit to the Louvre in Paris, where he saw several Egyptian mummies on display. 

Despite this controversy, The Mummy remains an outstanding movie, which has in its turn inspired numerous similar pictures, including the Hammer Films version bearing the same title made in 1959, which assured the fame of co-stars Peter Gushing and Christopher Lee who played the mumny. These two foremost British actors in the horror genre had, of course, first come to prominence two years earlier in the same company’s remake of the Frankenstein story, which was retitled The Curse Of Frankenstein.


* * *


Mr John Vansittart Smith, FRS, of 147A Gower Street, was a man whose energy of purpose and clearness of thought might have placed him in the very first rank of scientific observers. He was the victim, however, of a universal ambition which prompted him to aim at distinction in many subjects rather than pre-eminence in one. In his early days he had shown an aptitude for zoology and for botany which caused his friends to look upon him as a second Darwin, but when a professorship was almost within his reach he had suddenly discontinued his studies and turned his whole attention to chemistry. Here his researches upon the spectra of the metals had won him his fellowship in the Royal Society; but again he played the coquette with his subject, and after a year’s absence from the laboratory he joined the Oriental Society, and delivered a paper on the Hieroglyphic and Demotic inscriptions of El Kab, thus giving a crowning example both of the versatility and of the inconstancy of his talents. 

The most fickle of wooers, however, is apt to be caught at last, and so it was with John Vansittart Smith. The more he burrowed his way into Egyptology the more impressed he became by the vast field which it opened to the inquirer, and by the extreme importance of a subject which promised to throw a light upon the first germs of human civilisation and the origin of the greater part of our arts and sciences. So struck was Mr Smith that he straight away married an Egyptological young lady who had written upon the sixth dynasty, and having thus secured a sound base of operations he set himself to collect materials for a work which should unite the research of Lepsius and the ingenuity of Champollion. The preparation of this magnum opus entailed many hurried visits to the magnificent Egyptian collections of the Louvre, upon the last of which, no longer ago than the middle of last October, he became involved in a most strange and noteworthy adventure. 

The trains had been slow and the Channel had been rough, so that the student arrived in Paris in a somewhat befogged and feverish condition. On reaching the Hotel de France, in the Rue Laffitte, he had thrown himself upon a sofa for a couple of hours, but finding that he was unable to sleep, he determined, in spite of his fatigue, to make his way to the Louvre, settle the point which he had come to decide, and take the evening train back to Dieppe. Having come to his conclusion, he donned his greatcoat, for it was a raw rainy day, and made his way across the Boulevard des Italiens and down the Avenue de l’Opéra. Once in the Louvre he was on familiar ground, and he speedily made his way to the collection of papyri which it was his intention to consult. 

The warmest admirers of John Vansittart Smith could hardly claim for him that he was a handsome man. His high-beaked nose and prominent chin had something of the same acute and incisive character which distinguished his intellect. He held his head in a birdlike fashion, and birdlike, too, was the pecking motion with which, in conversation, he threw out his objections and retorts. As he stood, with the high collar of his greatcoat raised to his ears, he might have seen from the reflection in the glass-case before him that his appearance was a singular one. Yet it came upon him as a sudden jar when an English voice behind him exclaimed in very audible tones, ‘What a queer-looking mortal!’ 

The student had a large amount of petty vanity in his composition which manifested itself by an ostentatious and overdone disregard of all personal considerations. He straightened his lips and looked rigidly at the roll of papyrus, while his heart filled with bitterness against the whole race of travelling Britons. 

‘Yes,’ said another voice, ‘he really is an extraordinary fellow.’ 

‘Do you know,’ said the first speaker, ‘one could almost believe that by the continual contemplation of mummies the chap has become half a mummy himself?’ 

‘He has certainly an Egyptian cast of countenance,’ said the other. 

John Vansittart Smith spun round upon his heel with the intention of shaming his countrymen by a corrosive remark or two. To his surprise and relief, the two young fellows who had been conversing had their shoulders turned towards him, and were gazing at one of the Louvre attendants who was polishing some brass-work at the other side of the room. 

‘Carter will be waiting for us at the Palais Royal,’ said one tourist to the other, glancing at his watch, and they chattered away, leaving the student to his labours. 

‘I wonder what these chatterers call an Egyptian cast of countenance,’ thought John Vansittart Smith, and he moved his position slightly in order to catch a glimpse of the man’s face. He started as his eyes fell upon it. It was indeed the very face with which his studies had made him familiar. The regular statuesque features, broad brow, well-rounded chin, and dusky complexion were the exact counterpart of the innumerable statues, mummy-cases, and pictures which adorned the walls of the apartment. The thing was beyond all coincidence. The man must be an Egyptian. The national angularity of the shoulders and narrowness of the hips were alone sufficient to identify him. 

John Vansittart Smith shuffled towards the attendant with some intention of addressing him. He was not light of touch in conversation, and found it difficult to strike the happy mean between the brusqueness of the superior and the geniality of the equal. As he came nearer, the man presented his side face to him, but kept his gaze still bent upon his work. Vansittart Smith, fixing his eyes upon the fellow’s skin, was conscious of a sudden impression that there was something inhuman and preternatural about its appearance. Over the temple and cheek-bone it was as glazed and as shiny as varnished parchment. There was no suggestion of pores. One could not fancy a drop of moisture upon that arid surface. From brow to chin, however, it was cross-hatched by a million delicate wrinkles, which shot and interlaced as though Nature in some Maori mood had tried how wild and intricate a pattern she could devise. 

‘On est la collection de Memphis?’ asked the student, with the awkward air of a man who is devising a question merely for the purpose of opening a conversation. 

‘C’est là,’ replied the man brusquely, nodding his head at the other side of the room. 

‘Vous étes un Egyptien, n’est-ce pas?’ asked the Englishman. 

The attendant looked up and turned his strange dark eyes upon his questioner. They were vitreous, with a misty dry shininess, such as Smith had never seen in a human head before. As he gazed into them he saw some strong emotion gather in their depths, which rose and deepened until it broke into a look of something akin both to horror and to hatred. 

‘Non, monsieur; je suis francais.’ The man turned abruptly and bent low over his polishing. The student gazed at him for a moment in astonishment, and then turning to a chair in a retired corner behind one of the doors he proceeded to make notes of his researches among the papyri. His thoughts, however, refused to return into their natural groove. They would run upon the enigmatical attendant with the sphinx-like face and the parchment skin. 

‘Where have I seen such eyes?’ said Vansittart Smith to himself. ‘There is something saurian about them, something reptilian. There’s the membrana nictitans of the snakes,’ he mused, bethinking himself of his zoological studies. ‘It gives a shiny effect. But there was something more here. There was a sense of power, of wisdom – so I read them – and of weariness, utter weariness, and ineffable despair. It may be all imagination, but I never had so strong an impression. By Jove, I must have another look at them!’ He rose and paced round the Egyptian rooms, but the man who had excited his curiosity had disappeared. 

The student sat down again in his quiet corner, and continued to work at his notes. He had gained the information which he required from the papyri, and it only remained to write it down while it was still fresh in his memory. For a time his pencil travelled rapidly over the paper, but soon the lines became less level, the words more blurred, and finally the pencil tinkled down upon the floor, and the head of the student dropped heavily forward upon his chest. Tired out by his journey, he slept so soundly in his lonely post behind the door that neither the clanking civil guard, nor the footsteps of sightseers, nor even the loud hoarse bell which gives the signal for closing, were sufficient to arouse him. 

Twilight deepened into darkness, the bustle from the Rue de Rivoli waxed and then waned, distant Notre Dame clanged out the hour of midnight, and still the dark and lonely figure sat silently in the shadow. It was not until close upon one in the morning that, with a sudden gasp and an intaking of the breath, Vansittart Smith returned to consciousness. For a moment it flashed upon him that he had dropped asleep in his study-chair at home. The moon was shining fitfully through the unshuttered window, however, and as his eye ran along the lines of mummies and the endless array of polished cases, he remembered clearly where he was and how he came there. The student was not a nervous man. He possessed that love of a novel situation which is peculiar to his race. Stretching out his cramped limbs, he looked at his watch, and burst into a chuckle as he observed the hour. The episode would make an admirable anecdote to be introduced into his next paper as a relief to the graver and heavier speculations. He was a little cold, but wide awake and much refreshed. It was no wonder that the guardians had overlooked him, for the door threw its heavy black shadow right across him. 

The complete silence was impressive. Neither outside nor inside was there a creak or a murmur. He was alone with the dead men of a dead civilisation. What though the outer city reeked of the garish nineteenth century! In all this chamber there was scarce an article, from the shrivelled ear of wheat to the pigment-box of the painter, which had not held its own against four thousand years. Here was the flotsam and jetsam washed up by the great ocean of time from that far-off empire. From stately Thebes, from lordly Luxor, from the great temples of Heliopolis, from a hundred rifled tombs, these relics had been brought. The student glanced round at the long-silent figures who flickered vaguely up through the gloom, at the busy toilers who were now so restful, and he fell into a reverent and thoughtful mood. An unwonted sense of his own youth and insignificance came over him. Leaning back in his chair, he gazed dreamily down the long vista of rooms, all silvery with the moonshine, which extended through the whole wing of the widespread building. His eyes fell upon the yellow glare of a distant lamp. 

John Vansittart Smith sat up on his chair with his nerves all on edge. The light was advancing slowly towards him, pausing from time to time, and then coming jerkily onwards. The bearer moved noiselessly. In the utter silence there was no suspicion of the pad of a footfall. An idea of robbers entered the Englishman’s head. He snuggled up farther into the corner. The light was two rooms off. Now it was in the next chamber, and still there was no sound. With something approaching to a thrill of fear the student observed a face, floating in the air as it were, behind the flare of the lamp. The figure was wrapped in shadow, but the light fell full upon the strange, eager face. There was no mistaking the metallic, glistening eyes and the cadaverous skin. It was the attendant with whom he had conversed. 

Vansittart Smith’s first impulse was to come forward and address him. A few words of explanation would set the matter clear, and lead doubtless to his being conducted to some side-door from which he might make his way to his hotel. As the man entered the chamber, however, there was something so stealthy in his movements, and so furtive in his expression, that the Englishman altered his intention. This was clearly no ordinary official walking the rounds. The fellow wore felt-soled slippers, stepped with a rising chest, and glanced quickly from left to right, while his hurried, gasping breathing thrilled the flame of his lamp. Vansittart Smith crouched silently back into the corner and watched him keenly, convinced that his errand was one of secret and probably sinister import. 

There was no hesitation in the other’s movements. He stepped lightly and swiftly across to one of the great cases, and, drawing a key from his pocket, he unlocked it. From the upper shelf he pulled down a mummy, which he bore away with him, and laid it with much care and solicitude upon the ground. By it he placed his lamp, and then squatting down beside it in Eastern fashion he began with long, quivering fingers to undo the cerecloths and bandages which girt it round. As the crackling rolls of linen peeled off one after the other, a strong aromatic odour filled the chamber, and fragments of scented wood and of spices pattered down upon the marble floor. 

It was clear to John Vansittart Smith that this mummy had never been unswathed before. The operation interested him keenly. He thrilled all over with curiosity, and his bird-like head protruded farther and farther from behind the door. When, however, the last roll had been removed from the four-thousand- year-old head, it was all that he could do to stifle an outcry of amazement. First, a cascade of long, black, glossy tresses poured over the workman’s hands and arms. A second turn of the bandage revealed a low, white forehead, with a pair of delicately arched eyebrows. A third uncovered a pair of bright, deeply fringed eyes, and a straight, well-cut nose, while a fourth and last showed a sweet, full, sensitive mouth, and a beautifully curved chin. The whole face was one of extraordinary loveliness, save for the one blemish that in the centre of the forehead there was a single irregular, coffee-coloured splotch. It was a triumph of the embalmer’s art. Vansittart Smith’s eyes grew larger and larger as he gazed upon it, and he chirruped in his throat with satisfaction. 

Its effect upon the Egyptologist was as nothing, however, compared with that which it produced upon the strange attendant. He threw his hands up into the air, burst into a harsh clatter of words, and then, hurling himself down upon the ground beside the mummy, he threw his arms round her, and kissed her repeatedly upon the lips and brow. ‘Ma petite!’ he groaned in French. ‘Ma pauvre petite!’ His voice broke with emotion, and his innumerable wrinkles quivered and writhed, 

but the student observed in the lamp-light that his shining eyes were still dry and tearless as two beads of steel. For some minutes he lay, with a twitching face, crooning and moaning over the beautiful head. Then he broke into a sudden smile, said some words in an unknown tongue, and sprang to his feet with the vigorous air of one who has braced himself for an effort. 

In the centre of the room there was a large, circular case which contained, as the student had frequently remarked, a magnificent collection of early Egyptian rings and precious stones. To this the attendant strode, and, unlocking it, threw it open. On the ledge at the side he placed his lamp, and beside it a small, earthenware jar which he had drawn from his pocket. He then took a handful of rings from the case, and with a most serious and anxious face he proceeded to smear each in turn with some liquid substance from the earthen pot, holding them to the light as he did so. He was clearly disappointed with the first lot, for he threw them petulantly back into the case and drew out some more. One of these, a massive ring with a large crystal set in it, he seized and eagerly tested with the contents of the jar. Instantly he uttered a cry of joy, and threw out his arms in a wild gesture which upset the pot and set the liquid streaming across the floor to the very feet of the Englishman. The attendant drew a red handkerchief from his bosom, and, mopping up the mess, he followed it into the corner, where in a moment he found himself face to face with his observer. 

‘Excuse me,’ said John Vansittart Smith, with all imaginable politeness; ‘I have been unfortunate enough to fall asleep behind this door.’ 

‘And you have been watching me?’ the other asked in English, with a most venomous look on his corpse-like face. 

The student was a man of veracity. ‘I confess,’ said he, ‘that I have noticed your movements, and that they have aroused my curiosity and interest in the highest degree.’ 

The man drew a long, flamboyant-bladed knife from his bosom. ‘You have had a narrow escape,’ he said; ‘had I seen you ten minutes ago, I should have driven this through your heart. As it is, if you touch me or interfere with me in any way you are a dead man.’ 

‘I have no wish to interfere with you,’ the student answered. 

‘My presence here is entirely accidental. All I ask is that you will have the extreme kindness to show me out through some side-door.’ He spoke with great suavity, for the man was still pressing the tip of his dagger against the palm of his left hand, as though to assure himself of its sharpness, while his face preserved its malignant expression. 

‘If I thought–’ said he. ‘But no, perhaps it is as well. What is your name?’ 

The Englishman gave it. 

‘Vansittart Smith,’ the other repeated. ‘Are you the same Vansittart Smith who gave a paper in London upon El Kab? I saw a report of it. Your knowledge of the subject is contemptible.’ 

‘Sir!’ cried the Egyptologist. 

‘Yet it is superior to that of many who make even greater pretensions. The whole keystone of our old life in Egypt was not the inscriptions or monuments of which you make so much, but was our hermetic philosophy and mystic knowledge of which you say little or nothing.’ 

‘Our old life!’ repeated the scholar, wide-eyed; and then suddenly, ‘Good God, look at the mummy’s face!’ 

The strange man turned and flashed his light upon the dead woman, uttering a long, doleful cry as he did so. The action of the air had already undone all the art of the embalmer. The skin had fallen away, the eyes had sunk inwards, the discoloured lips had writhed away from the yellow teeth, and the brown mark upon the forehead alone showed that it was indeed the same face which had shown such youth and beauty a few short minutes before. 

The man flapped his hands together in grief and horror. Then mastering himself by a strong effort he turned his hard eyes once more upon the Englishman. 

‘It does not matter,’ he said, in a shaking voice. ‘It does not really matter. I came here tonight with the fixed determination to do something. It is now done. All else is as nothing. I have found my quest. The old curse is broken. I can rejoin her. What matter about her inanimate shell so long as her spirit is awaiting me at the other side of the veil!’ 

‘These are wild words,’ said Vansittart Smith. He was becoming more and more convinced that he had to do with a madman. 

‘Time presses, and I must go,’ continued the other. ‘The moment is at hand for which I have waited this weary time. But I must show you out first. Come with me.’ 

Taking up the lamp, he turned from the disordered chamber, and led the student swiftly through the long series of the Egyptian, Assyrian, and Persian apartments. At the end of the latter he pushed open a small door let into the wall and descended a winding, stone stair. The Englishman felt the cold, fresh air of the night upon his brow. There was a door opposite him which appeared to communicate with the street. To the right of this another door stood ajar, throwing a spurt of yellow light across the passage. ‘Come in here!’ said the attendant shortly. 

Vansittart Smith hesitated. He had hoped that he had come to the end of his adventure. Yet his curiosity was strong within him. He could not leave the matter unsolved, so he followed his strange companion into the lighted chamber. 

It was a small room, such as is devoted to a concierge. A wood fire sparkled in the grate. At one side stood a truckle bed, and at the other a coarse, wooden chair, with a round table in the centre, which bore the remains of a meal. As the visitor’s eye glanced round he could not but remark with an ever-recurring thrill that all the small details of the room were of the most quaint design and antique workmanship. The candlesticks, the vases upon the chimney-piece, the fire-irons, the ornaments upon the walls, were all such as he had been wont to associate with the remote past. The gnarled, heavy- eyed man sat himself down upon the edge of the bed, and motioned his guest into the chair. 

‘There may be design in this,’ he said, still speaking excellent English. ‘It may be decreed that I should leave some account behind as a warning to all rash mortals who would set their wits up against workings of Nature. I leave it with you. Make such use as you will of it. I speak to you now with my feet upon the threshold of the other world. 

‘I am, as you surmised, an Egyptian – not one of the downtrodden race of slaves who now inhabit the Delta of the Nile, but a survivor of that fiercer and harder people who tamed the Hebrew, drove the Ethiopian back into the southern deserts, and built those mighty works which have been the envy and the wonder of all after generations. It was in the reign of Tuthmosis, sixteen hundred years before the birth of Christ, that I first saw the light. You shrink away from me. Wait, and you will see that I am more to be pitied than to be feared. 

‘My name was Sosra. My father had been the chief priest of Osiris in the great temple of Abaris, which stood in those days upon the Bubastic branch of the Nile. I was brought up in the temple and was trained in all those mystic arts which are spoken of in your own Bible. I was an apt pupil. Before I was sixteen I had learned all which the wisest priest could teach me. From that time on I studied Nature’s secrets for myself, and shared my knowledge with no man. 

‘Of all the questions which attracted me there were none over which I laboured so long as over those which concern themselves with the nature of life. I probed deeply into the vital principle. The aim of medicine had been to drive away disease when it appeared. It seemed to me that a method might be devised which should so fortify the body as to prevent weakness or death from ever taking hold of it. It is useless that I should recount my researches. You would scarce comprehend them if I did. They were carried out partly upon animals, partly upon slaves, and partly on myself. Suffice it that their result was to furnish me with a substance which, when injected into the blood, would endow the body with strength to resist the effects of time, of violence, or of disease. It would not indeed confer immortality, but its potency would endure for many thousands of years. I used it upon a cat, and afterwards drugged the creature with the most deadly poisons. That cat is alive in Lower Egypt at the present moment. There was nothing of mystery or magic in the matter. It was simply a chemical discovery, which may well be made again. 

‘Love of life runs high in the young. It seemed to me that I had broken away from all human care now that I had abolished pain and driven death to such a distance. With a light heart I poured the accursed stuff into my veins. Then I looked round for someone whom I could benefit. There was a young priest of Thoth, Parmes by name, who had won my goodwill by his earnest nature and his devotion to his studies. To him I whispered my secret, and at his request I injected him with my elixir. I should now, I reflected, never be without a companion of the same age as myself. 

‘After this grand discovery I relaxed my studies to some extent, but Parmes continued his with redoubled energy. Every day I could see him working with his flasks and his distiller in the Temple of Thoth, but he said little to me as to the result of his labours. For my own part, I used to walk through the city and look around me with exultation as I reflected that all this was destined to pass away, and that only I should remain. The people would bow to me as they passed me, for the fame of my knowledge had gone abroad. 

‘There was war at this time, and the Great King had sent down his soldiers to the eastern boundary to drive away the Hyksos. A Governor, too, was sent to Abaris, that he might hold it for the King. I had heard much of the beauty of the daughter of this Governor, but one day as I walked out with Parmes we met her, borne upon the shoulders of her slaves. I was struck with love as with lightning. My heart went out from me. I could have thrown myself beneath the feet of her bearers. This was my woman. Life without her was impossible. I swore by the head of Horus that she should be mine. I swore it to the Priest of Thoth. He turned away from me with a brow which was as black as midnight. 

‘There is no need to tell you of our wooing. She came to love me even as I loved her. I learned that Parmes had seen her before I did, and had shown her that he, too, loved her, but I could smile at his passion, for I knew that her heart was mine. The white plague had come upon the city and many were stricken, but I laid my hands upon the sick and nursed them without fear or scathe. She marvelled at my daring. Then I told her my secret, and begged her that she would let me use my art upon her. 

“Your flower shall then be unwithered, Atma,” I said. “Other things may pass away, but you and I, and our great love for each other, shall outlive the tomb of King Chefru.” 

‘But she was full of timid, maidenly objections. “Was it right?” she asked, “was it not a thwarting of the will of the gods? If the great Osiris had wished that our years should be so long, would he not himself have brought it about?” 

‘With fond and loving words I overcame her doubts, and yet she hesitated. It was a great question, she said. She would think it over for this one night. In the morning I should know of her resolution. Surely one night was not too much to ask. She wished to pray to Isis for help in her decision. 

‘With a sinking heart and a sad forboding of evil I left her with her tirewomen. In the morning, when the early sacrifice was over, I hurried to her house. A frightened slave met me upon the steps. Her mistress was ill, she said, very ill. In a frenzy I broke my way through the attendants, and rushed through hall and corridor to my Atma’s chamber. She lay upon her couch, her head high upon the pillow, with a pallid face and a glazed eye. On her forehead there blazed a single angry, purple patch. I knew that hell-mark of old. It was the scar of the white plague, the sign-manual of death. 

‘Why should I speak of that terrible time? For months I was mad, fevered, delirious, and yet I could not die. Never did an Arab thirst after the sweet wells as I longed after death. Could poison or steel have shortened the thread of my existence, I should soon have rejoined my love in the land with the narrow portal. I tried, but it was of no avail. The accursed influence was too strong upon me. One night as I lay upon my couch, weak and weary, Parmes,the priest of Thoth, came to my chamber. He stood in the circle of the lamplight, and he looked down upon me with eyes which were bright with a mad joy. 

“Why did you let the maiden die?” he asked; “why did you not strengthen her as you strengthened me?” 

“I was too late,” I answered. “But I had forgot. You also loved her. You are my fellow in misfortune. Is it not terrible to think of the centuries which must pass ere we look upon her again? Fools, fools, that we were to take death to be our enemy!” 

“You may say that,” he cried with a wild laugh; “the words come well from your lips. For me they have no meaning.” 

“What mean you?” I cried, raising myself upon my elbow. 

“Surely, friend, this grief has turned your brain.” His face was aflame with joy, and he writhed and shook like one who hath a devil. 

“Do you know whither I go?” he asked. 

“Nay,” I answered, “I cannot tell.” 

“I go to her,” said he. “She lies embalmed in the farther tomb by the double palm-tree beyond the city wall.” 

“Why do you go there?” I asked. 

“To die!” he shrieked, “to die! I am not bound by earthen fetters.” 

“But the elixir is in your blood,” I cried. 

“I can defy it,” said he; “I have found a stronger principle which will destroy it. It is working in my veins at this moment, and in an hour I shall be a dead man. I shall join her, and you shall remain behind.” 

‘As I looked upon him I could see that he spoke words of truth. The light in his eye told me that he was indeed beyond the power of the elixir. 

“You will teach me!” I cried. 

“Never!” he answered. 

“I implore you, by the wisdom of Thoth, by the majesty of Anubis!” 

“It is useless,” he said coldly. 

“Then I will find it out,” I cried. 

“You cannot,” he answered; “it came to me by chance. There is one ingredient which you can never get. Save that which is in the ring of Thoth, none will ever more be made.” 

“In the ring of Thoth!” I repeated, “where then is the ring of Thoth?” 

“That also you shall never know,” he answered. “You won her love. Who has won in the end? I leave you to your sordid earth life. My chains are broken. I must go!” He turned upon his heel and fled from the chamber. In the morning came the news that the Priest of Thoth was dead. 

‘My days after that were spent in study. I must find this subtle poison which was strong enough to undo the elixir. From early dawn to midnight I bent over the test-tube and the furnace. Above all, I collected the papyri and the chemical flasks of the Priest of Thoth. Alas! they taught me little. Here and there some hint or stray expression would raise hope in my bosom, but no good ever came of it. Still, month after month, I struggled on. When my heart grew faint I would make my way to the tomb by the palm-trees. There, standing by the dead casket from which the jewel had been rifled, I would feel her sweet presence, and would whisper to her that I would rejoin her if mortal wit could solve the riddle. 

‘Parmes had said that his discovery was connected with the ring of Thoth. I had some remembrance of the trinket. It was a large and weighty circlet, made, not of gold, but of a rarer and heavier metal brought from the mines of Mount Harbal. Platinum, you call it. The ring had, I remembered, a hollow crystal set in it, in which some few drops of liquid might be stored. Now, the secret of Parmes could not have to do with the metal alone, for there were many rings of that metal in the Temple. Was it not more likely that he had stored his precious poison within the cavity of the crystal? I had scarce come to this conclusion before, in hunting through his papers, I came upon one which told me that it was indeed so, and that there was still some of the liquid unused. 

‘But how to find the ring? It was not upon him when he was stripped for the embalmer. Of that I made sure. Neither was it among his private effects. In vain I searched every room that he had entered, every box and vase and chattel that he had owned. I sifted the very sand of the desert in the places where he had been wont to walk; but, do what I would, I could come upon no traces of the ring of Thoth. Yet it may be that my labours would have overcome all obstacles had it not been for a new and unlooked-for misfortune. 

‘A great war had been waged against the Hyksos, and the Captains of the Great King had been cut off in the desert, with all their bowmen and horsemen. The shepherd tribes were upon us like the locusts in a dry year. From the wilderness of Shur to the great, bitter lake there was blood by day and fire by night. Abaris was the bulwark of Egypt, but we could not keep the savages back. The city fell. The Governor and the soldiers were put to the sword, and I, with many more, was led away into captivity. 

‘For years and years I tended cattle in the great plains by the Euphrates. My master died, and his son grew old, but I was still as far from death as ever. At last I escaped upon a swift camel, and made my way back to Egypt. The Hyksos had settled in the land which they had conquered, and their own King ruled over the country. Abaris had been torn down, the city had been burned, and of the great Temple there was nothing left save an unsightly mound. Everywhere the tombs had been rifled and the monuments destroyed. Of my Atma’s grave no sign was left. It was buried in the sands of the desert, and the palm-trees which marked the spot had long disappeared. The papers of Parmes and the remains of the Temple of Thoth were either destroyed or scattered far and wide over the deserts of Syria. All search after them was vain. 

‘From that time I gave up all hope of ever finding the ring or discovering the subtle drug. I set myself to live as patiently as might be until the effect of the elixir should wear away. How can you understand how terrible a thing time is, you who have experience only of the narrow course which lies between the cradle and the grave! I know it to my cost, I who have floated down the whole stream of history. I was old when Ilium fell. I was very old when Herodotus came to Memphis. I was bowed down with years when the new gospel came upon earth. Yet you see me much as other men are, with the cursed elixir still sweetening my blood, and guarding me against that which I would court. Now, at last, at last I have come to the end of it! 

‘I have travelled in all lands and I have dwelt with all nations. Every tongue is the same to me. I learned them all to help pass the weary time. I need not tell you how slowly they drifted by, the long dawn of modern civilisation, the dreary middle years, the dark times of barbarism. They are all behind me now. I have never looked with the eyes of love upon another woman. Atma knows that I have been constant to her. 

‘It was my custom to read all that the scholars had to say upon Ancient Egypt. I have been in many positions, sometimes affluent, sometimes poor, but I have always found enough to enable me to buy the journals which deal with such matters. Some nine months ago I was in San Francisco, when I read an account of some discoveries made in the neighbourhood of Abaris. My heart leapt into my mouth as I read it. It said that the excavator had busied himself in exploring some tombs recently unearthed. In one there had been found an unopened mummy with an inscription upon the outer case setting forth that it contained the body of the daughter of the Governor of the city in the days of Tuthmosis. It added that on removing the outer case there had been exposed a large platinum ring set with a crystal, which had been laid upon the breast of the embalmed woman. This, then, was where Parmes had hid the ring of Thoth. He might well say that it was safe, for no Egyptian would ever stain his soul by moving even the outer case of a buried friend. 

‘That very night I set off from San Francisco, and in a few weeks I found myself once more at Abaris, if a few sand-heaps and crumbling walls may retain the name of the great city. I hurried to the Frenchmen who were digging there and asked them for the ring. They replied that both the ring and the mummy had been sent to the Boulak Museum at Cairo. To Boulak I went, but only to be told that Mariette Bey had claimed them and had shipped them to the Louvre. I followed them, and there, at last, in the Egyptian chamber, I came, after close upon four thousand years, upon the remains of my Atma, and upon the ring for which I had sought so long. 

‘But how was I to lay hands upon them? How was I to have them for my very own? It chanced that the office of attendant was vacant. I went to the Director. I convinced him that I knew much about Egypt. In my eagerness I said too much. He remarked that a Professor’s chair would suit me better than a seat in the conciergerie. I knew more, he said, than he did. It was only by blundering, and letting him think that he had overestimated my knowledge, that I prevailed upon him to let me move the few effects which I have retained into this chamber. It is my first and my last night here. 

‘Such is my story, Mr Vansittart Smith. I need not say more to a man of your perception. By a strange chance you have this night looked upon the face of the woman whom I loved in those far-off days. There were many rings with crystals in the case, and I had to test for the platinum to be sure of the one which I wanted. A glance at the crystal has shown me that the liquid is indeed within it, and that I shall at last be able to shake off that accursed health which has been worse to me than the foulest disease. I have nothing more to say to you. I have unburdened myself. You may tell my story or you may withhold it at your pleasure. The choice rests with you. I owe you some amends, for you have had a narrow escape of your life this night. I was a desperate man, and not to be baulked in my purpose. Had I seen you before the thing was done, I might have put it beyond your power to oppose me or to raise an alarm. This is the door. It leads into the Rue de Rivoli. Good night.’ 

The Englishman glanced back. For a moment the lean figure of Sosra the Egyptian stood framed in the narrow doorway. The next the door had slammed, and the heavy rasping of a bolt broke on the silent night. 

It was on the second day after his return to London that Mr John Vansittart Smith saw the following concise narrative in the Paris correspondence of The Times: 

‘Curious Occurrence in the Louvre – Yesterday morning a strange discovery was made in the principal Eastern chamber. The ouvriers who are employed to clean out the rooms in the morning found one of the attendants lying dead upon the floor with his arms round one of the mummies. So close was his embrace that it was only with the utmost difficulty that they were separated. One of the cases containing valuable rings had been opened and rifled. The authorities are of opinion that the man was bearing away the mummy with some idea of selling it to a private collector, but that he was struck down in the very act by long-standing disease of the heart. It is said that he was a man of uncertain age and eccentric habits, without any living relations to mourn over his dramatic and untimely end.’




KING KONG




by Edgar Wallace & Draycot M Dell


The year 1933 saw the appearance of what is still the most famous of all monster movies, King Kong. The giant gorilla of the title is undoubtedly a triumph of special effects, and the fact that it can startle even the most sophisticated audiences today affirms the very special qualities of the RKO Radio production. Even the lavish Paramount re-make of the story in 1976, aided by all manner of superior technology, is nothing like its equal. As film historian Carlos Clarens has written in his History Of The Horror Film (1967), ‘It took exactly a year to complete the original King Kong at a cost of $650,000, an impressive sum for those days, and most of the money went into the special effects – to this day unsurpassed. . . The picture was an utterly preposterous, utterly enthralling piece of showmanship’ 

The basis of the story of the giant gorilla, ‘the eighth wonder of the world’, captured in the jungle and brought to New York where it plunges the city into terror and destruction, was conceived by the American documentary film-maker Merian C Cooper while on location in Africa. This outline was then turned into a screen story by Edgar Wallace (1875–1932), the famous English thriller writer then working in Hollywood under contract to RKO. The stop-motion animation, a brilliant technique devised by Willis H O’Brien, brought the monster amazingly alive on the screen. Despite impressive performances by Robert Armstrong, and Fay Wray as the blonde heroine who attracts Kong s affections, it was the colossal ape who stole all the honours in the film. He has since proved to be just the first in a long line of such monsters who have outshone their human co-stars! 

Though Merian Cooper’s knowledge of gorilla behaviour contributed a large part to its overall success, it was Edgar Wallace who provided the film with its most dramatic moments and helped produce a milestone in cinema history as important as the “Beauty And The Beast” story in literature. Tragically, though, this prolific writer and larger-than-life character was to die of pneumonia before the picture was completed, and was therefore deprived of the chance – which he would certainly have taken – of novelising the film. As it was, the tale was turned into a novella by one of Wallace’s friends, Draycot M Dell (1880–1936), already a successful adapter of films. Like Wallace, Draycot Dell was a former reporter who had worked on the Daily Mail, later becoming a full-time writer of adventure and thriller books. It was while on the staff of the Mail that Dell met Wallace and, as both men shared a passion for horse racing, they formed a friendship which lasted until Wallace’s death in Hollywood. When King Kong opened in London, it seemed somehow only appropriate that Dell should adapt his late friend’s work and this he did for Cinema Weekly of 28 October 1933. Its inclusion in this anthology marks the first republication of the story in over fifly years, and its very first appearance in book form. 


* * *


A dank sea mist enveloped the ss Venture, as she nosed through the grey waters like a baffled hound, seeking some elusive prey. To the men who peered expectantly over the rail, fantastic, swirling shapes seemed to appear out of the ghostly white vapour. Men asked each other why Captain Engiehorn did not heave-to until the fog cleared: but even as they asked the question they knew the answer – knew that Englehorn was kept going by Carl Denham, the movie-picture man who headed the expedition. 

Denham stood beside the skipper, his whole body tense, his keen ears strained to catch any sound. Somewhere in that mist lay an island, an island of mystery – if the story he had heard long ago were true. 

‘Can you hear anything?’ he asked Englehorn. 

‘Nothing,’ came from the skipper. 

He was listening for the sound of breakers which would tell him he was nearing the reef that surrounded Denham’s mystery island. Only the thump of the engines, however, and the lapping of the water broke the ominous and threatening silence. Still Englehorn kept on. 

The tension on board increased. Men seemed to lose control of themselves. Jack Driscoll, the young mate, stood at the rail, his knuckles showing white as he gripped the metal work. Suddenly, he started away as he heard the skipper’s voice boom through the fog. 

‘Let go!’ Englehorn bellowed, and there came the rattle of the anchor chain running out. Englehorn dared not go on now, for there came to him out of the cloying fog a sound as of breakers. Breakers he knew must mean the reef– and beyond the reef lay – what? 

‘That’s not only breakers!’ Denham jerked out, staring into the mist. ‘That’s drums!’ 

But Englehorn refused to up-anchor yet, despite all the movie man’s arguing. The drumming increased, and it held a note of mystery and impending danger. Tense and pent, Denham was not afraid, however, even when his trained ears told him that the voice of the drums was angry. Were it not for the confounded fog, he would have landed to make a celluloid record of whatever was going on over there. 

Suddenly the tension broke. The mist was lifting, Englehorn, gazing through his glasses, flung out an order for the anchor to be weighed. He was going to take a chance at last, and Denham, like a caged lion, could scarcely contain himself. 

He, too, could see through the mist now; and what he saw confirmed the story told him, years before, by a Norwegian skipper. It was a story of a strange island, held in terror by some awful Thing that no white man had ever seen – something that the natives called – Kong. 

‘Can you see anybody on shore?’ he snapped at the skipper. 

‘Not a thing!’ was the answer. 

‘Funny they haven’t spotted us,’ Denham said. ‘I’d have thought the whole population would be on the beach.’ 

Before them the island showed a dark mass against the spectral grey-white of the mist. Gradually, above the island, loomed a huge sinister shape. It was a towering mountain formed, by some upheaval of nature, like a gigantic skull, adding to the sense of foreboding evil that was produced by the weird, nerve-racking throbbing of native drums. 

‘Come on, let’s go!’ shouted Denham. 

Englehorn issued tense orders and the vessel moved cautiously forward, while he stood on his bridge, looking for the opening in the reef. Cruel, jagged rocks seemed to be greedy for the ship, but the captain found the open channel and skilfully steered into the calm waters beyond the reef. 

Eager now, the men sprang to lower the boats, and within a few minutes were rowing madly towards the island, not a man of them but wondering what lay ahead of them. As they sprang ashore, almost before the boats beached, Denham rasped an order to one of the men. 

‘Watch your step, Briggs,’ he said. ‘There’s enough trichioride in that case you’ve got to put a herd of hippos to sleep!’ 

‘Sure,’ said Briggs, knowing the case contained gas bombs, though only Denham, the skipper and Driscoll knew why they had been brought. 

Denham gathered the men together, and set off towards the village, Driscoll marched steadily beside Ann Darrow, the young actress brought out by Denham, who looked eager and keen. Driscoll was worried about her. It seemed that, with all this air of impending peril, Denham ought never to have brought a woman to the island. 

At last they came to the edge of the village, and Denham peered through tall grasses. For a moment he stood there, silent and tense. Then, he turned, and spoke over his shoulder. 

‘Holy mackerel, come and have a look at this, skipper!’ he breathed. 

Wonderingly, Englehorn moved up to him. What he saw almost took away his breath. In a wide space, a large number of men dressed in gorilla skins were dancing with barbaric abandon to the thrum of the drums. In the centre was a young native girl, being decked with flowers. Flaring torches, held by scores of natives cast a lurid light on the wild scene. A great double-gateway was built into a massive wall on top of which stood a tremendous metal gong. All eyes were turned towards the gate, while the natives chanted ceaselessly, monotonously. From the fearful din the white men clearly heard one word 

‘Kong! Kong! Kong!’ 

‘Hear that?’ Denham breathed at the captain, who nodded slowly. Englehorn knew that Denham’s fantastic story of something mysterious was true after all. But what was the mystery? What lay beyond the wall? 

‘It sounds something like the language of the Nias Islanders,’ he muttered, listening intently to the shouted words. ‘I think–’ 

He stopped. Denham followed his gaze and saw a tall native, obviously a chief, marching down some steps from the wall towards the terror-stricken girl. Suddenly, Denham called in a hoarse whisper. 

‘Hey, you with the camera, come here!’ In the excitement of watching things, he had forgotten his all-important work. Now he grabbed the camera to set it up, but at that moment the native chief stopped, leant forward and shouted in a loud voice. Only Englehorn, of all those white men knew what he said and he interpreted it for Denham. 

‘Stop! Strangers have come!’ 

Instantly the drums ceased, the dancers came to a standstill, and all natives looked in the direction in which the chief was pointing. 

‘Too late, I guess!’ growled Denham. ‘They’ve seen us! No use trying to hide. Come out, everybody!’ 

When the whites emerged from the tall grass curtain, the attitude of the natives was fierce and menacing. Englehorn stepped boldly forward, however, and addressed the chief. 

‘Greetings!’ he shouted. ‘We are friends . . . friends.’ 

‘We want no friends,’ the chief flung back at him. ‘Go!’ 

‘Talk him out of that,’ Denham said. ‘Ask him what’s going on, and what that girl’s doing?’ 

Englehorn jerked out his questions. When he translated the reply, Denham stared incredulously. 

‘He says, the girl is a sacrifice to Kong!’ Englehorn whispered. 

At that moment, a native decorated with the grisly ornaments of a witch-doctor, leapt up to the chief. He shouted and waved his hands fiercely at the whites. 

‘He says the thing’s finished, Denham,’ Englehorn said, ‘because strangers have seen it and–’ 

He broke off. The Chief, his eyes gleaming, suddenly pointed with his staff to where Ann Darrow stood, her golden hair gleaming in the firelight. 

‘He says he wants to buy the Golden Woman!’ the skipper announced. ‘Says she’s a – a gift for Kong!’ 

‘Great Uncle Sam!’ Denham gasped. 

Things were getting fierce now, the natives were shuffling menacingly towards the white men. At the first hostile move, Jack Driscoll grabbed Ann and started off with her for the beach. Even Denham, foolhardy though he was, saw the wisdom of beating a retreat. He rapped out orders and the little company set off, Denham striding in their wake. He walked jauntily whistling gaily, and turning and laughing at the natives who were following. 

Suddenly, the chief barked an order and the pursuit stopped, much to the movie man’s relief. But – Carl Denham had no idea what was in the mind of that crafty savage! 

 

Denham’s appetite was whetted by what had happened. The story of the Norwegian skipper had received some confirmation. There was a mysterious Thing called Kong, to whom human sacrifices were apparently made. And Denham meant to get a film of that ceremony if it was humanly possible. 

For the rest of the day and well into the night he sat with the captain and the mate, working out a plan to placate the natives next morning. Englehorn was mildly critical; Driscoll was definitely antagonistic; but in the end Denham won. It was past midnight, when he yawned and got up to look out of the chart-room window. From the dark blot that was the island, he saw lights flickering, as from hundreds of torches. 

‘Wonder what’s up!’ he said. ‘Wish I could take pictures by firelight. I’d sneak ashore and get a scene!’ 

‘We’re lucky to be all safe on board tonight,’ Englehorn growled, and at that moment a cry went up. 

‘All hands on deck – everybody on deck.’ 

The three rushed from the chart-room, and cannoned into Charlie the Chinese cook. He was yelling excitedly, and in his hand he held a bracelet. 

‘Look, sir, me find on deck,’ he chattered at the skipper. 

It was a native bracelet! That meant some of the natives had been on board! Driscoll, remembering the chief’s offer to buy the Golden Woman, grasped the sinister meaning of it all, and rushed to Ann’s cabin. It was empty and although a hurried search was made of the ship, there was no trace of Ann. 

It could mean only one thing – she had been abducted by the natives! Englehorn rasped out orders; rifles were issued to the men, boats were lowered and within a few minutes the greater part of the company was rowing feverishly to the island. The insistent throbbing of drums became louder and louder, and the lights were moving and bobbing about like huge will-o’-the-wisps. 

The men sprang from the boats almost before they grounded, and tore towards the village, dreading what they would find. In ape-like costumes savages danced wildly as others dragged Ann towards the great gateway in the wall. It was open now and just outside it stood an altar. Despite all her struggles the natives got Ann to the altar and lashed her to it. At a sign from the chief standing on the great wall beside the enormous gong, the natives fell silent, the drums ceased. 

‘We call thee, Kong!’ the chief’s great voice boomed into the darkness, beyond the wall. ‘Oh, Mighty One, great Kong! Thy gift is here!’ 

Ann understood the meaning, if not the actual words and she screamed. Her cries were drowned in the great boom-boom of the gong as natives struck it, calling the mysterious Kong to come and accept his gift! 

And Kong came! He loomed out of the darkness, roaring terrifically, and beating his great chest. Ann flung a horrified look at the gates as she heard the dreadful sounds, and she saw that they were closing. 

Bereft of even the power to scream, Ann stared at Kong. He was a monstrous gorilla, towering fully fifty feet, dwarfing the trees and huts. He walked erect, stopping now and then to beat his enormous bare chest with mighty paws, and roar through awful gleaming teeth. He tore down trees, trod tall grasses underfoot as he made steadily towards the altar. When he reached it he stood, neither man nor beast, looking puzzled at the sacrifice set for him. 

Suddenly, he tore away the ropes that held Ann, and took her in one of his paws, holding her as an ordinary man would hold a fragile china doll. He looked up at the torch-carrying 

natives on the wall and roaring at them, then turned to go away; and Jack Driscoll shouted madly. 

He had just reached a window in the wall, having outdistanced his companions in the rush through the village. The natives, intent on their ceremony, had taken no heed of the white men. It was only when the sailors rushed to unbar the gate, that their presence was realised. The bar was drawn out and the gates opened. Driscoll rushed through with Denham and half their force at their heels. 

By this time, however, Kong had disappeared. But the anxious little band pressed into the jungle following the broad path made by the passage of the tremendous lumbering gorilla. None but Driscoll knew what Monstrous Thing they were pursuing. 

 

Dawn came and the little band of white men had not caught up with Kong. That they were on the right trail, however, was verified by the sudden, startled exclamation of one of the sailors. 

‘Get a load of that foot!’ he breathed. 

The others crowded round him and gazed in silent wonder at the huge imprint to which he pointed. 

‘Yeah, that’s his track all right,’ Denham muttered at last. ‘Look at the size of it. Come on, fellows, and keep those guns cocked!’ 

On and on they went, following the enormous footprints until they came in sight of a mist-enshrouded swamp. Suddenly a harsh, ear-shattering roar brought the whole party to a halt. Had they overtaken Kong? Denham peered through the steamy atmosphere, then whispered hoarsely. 

‘Keep quiet! Give me one of those bombs!’ 

Then it was that the rest of the men saw what he had found. Right across their path was an enormous three-horned dinosaurus, and its tremendous body, ending in a spiked tail, was covered with horny scales. The brute scented them as Denham took the bomb. Like some nightmare demon the monster charged, and in sheer panic, the men fired, while Denham hurled the gas bomb. 

It exploded right at the feet of the beast, which dropped ponderously to the swampy ground. The men, taking no chances, poured in another fusillade, but the brute was tenacious of life. It roared, rose up, tried to make for them, and Denham planted the death-shot in its head. 

Once more the intrepid party pressed on to the swamp, filled with unknown and unnameable terrors. To traverse the swamp seemed impossible, until Driscoll, seeing a great many fallen trees, set the men to work making a raft. 

Precious time was lost, but at last they were able to pole off. Hardly had the shore disappeared from view when they heard a strange, terrifying roar on their left. Startled they peered into the fog – and their horrified eyes saw a hideous head raising from the water, towering on top of a tall column that they knew was the neck of some other monster. 

Denham knew what it was, but before he could tell his companions that it was a brontosaurus, they had fired. Whether they hit the brute or not they could not tell, for, with water pouring from its mouth like twin fountains, it curved its neck downwards and disappeared. A moment later, the raft rose into the air as if lifted by giant hands, Every man on board hurtled into the water, screaming as they went, fear clutching at their hearts. 

It was every man for himself. None knew what happened to his companions, except those who saw the brontosaurus pick up another man here and there in its mouth and crush out his life. Some of the men found shallower water and floundered through it on to dry land. Denham and Driscoll were there and, weaponless, except for a revolver or two, they had no alternative but to go forward. They dared not risk returning through that awful swamp. 

Driscoll forged ahead, the rest following close on his heels. They crowded up behind him as he came to a halt on the edge of a deep ravine, across which lay an age-old fallen tree. For a moment they hesitated and then Driscoll sprang on to the tree, the rest hard on his heels. Midway across the chasm, however, they stopped, frozen with horror at the sight before them. 

Coming towards them from the other side was – Kong! His hands were empty, but as he lumbered up to them Driscoll heard Ann screaming somewhere behind the gorilla. The terrified men, seeing Kong for the first time, tried to back away. In the panic and confusion some of them were hurled into the depths. Driscoll saw a vine dangling down the side and he leapt for it, a split-second before Kong lifted the trunk and sent it, with its human burden, crashing into the abyss. 

Horrified at the fate of his companions, yet unable to do anything for them, Driscoll sprang into a cave just below the edge of the ravine. He risked a look out and down and as he did so Kong’s arm reached down groping into the cave for him. With fiercely drumming pulses, Driscoll sprang back out of reach. 

Again and again Kong’s great paw sought for him without success. His hand came so close, however, that Driscoll slashed at it with his hunting knife. Kong jerked the paw up and looked at it in surprise and anger. 

At that moment Driscoll saw the vine in front of the cave tauten. Something or someone was coming up from the bottom of the ravine. 

Driscoll thought it might be one of his companions, miraculously saved, and he dared to peer over in case he could help. It was no human being coming up the vine, however, but a gigantic polysauro, a mighty prehistoric reptile, and, at sight of it, Driscoll was almost rendered powerless to move. 

With a supreme effort, however, he leapt back into the cave, as Kong’s paw stabbed down at him. Kong above and the reptile below, he faced death in a horrible form. But he must not be killed. 

He sprang for the vine, braving Kong’s paw. He gripped the vine with one hand and began to saw at it with his knife, moving this way and that to avoid the groping hand of the monster above. After what seemed an eternity, the vine parted. The reptile crashed horribly, terrifyingly, as Driscoll backed into the cave away from Kong. 

To his surprise, however, the giant gorilla’s paw jerked away, and then he heard the heavy tread of the brute as it moved away from the ravine edge. And a new sound made itself heard above Kong’s angry bark, and then came the din of battle. Kong was fighting – but what? 

To Driscoll it seemed a heaven-sent chance to do something for Ann. He began to climb the vine, and, getting near the top, saw Kong and his foe – a prehistoric meat-eater. With teeth and claws they fought, biting, tearing, rending. A mighty blow from the meat-eater’s long, powerful tail floored Kong. The giant ape-man was up in a flash and leapt on its enemy’s back. Together they crashed into the tree, in which Ann had been left. Horror-stricken, Driscoll saw it topple, and heavy-foliaged branches pinned the girl to the ground. 

The two battling brutes were between Driscoll and where Ann lay, and he could only peer at them, waiting for a chance to spring in to her. But the chance did not come. For suddenly Kong, seizing the meat-eater’s jaws, wrenched them apart and let his mighty antagonist’s body fall limply to the ground. 

Kong stood up, beating his chest triumphantly, and looked round for Ann. He saw her, and, heaving away the branches that held her down, took her into his great paw and set off along the trail. 

Driscoll, sick at heart, clawed his way on to the top of the ravine, and as he got there he heard Denham’s voice calling him. A moment later Driscoll saw the movie man on the other side of the ravine. 

‘It didn’t get you, then?’ Driscoll gasped. His body was tense, and he was impatient to be going after Kong. 

‘No, I got to cover, the same as you did,’ Denham panted. ‘Think we’re safe now?’ 

Driscoll did not answer that question. Instead he flung across the ravine the only words that seemed to fit the occasion. 

‘There are only two of us left alive to save the girl, Denham!’ 

‘Well,’ the film man said, after a split-second of silence, ‘I can’t get across to you now, so–’ 

‘Don’t want you to,’ snapped Jack. ‘You’ve got to go back and get some more bombs, while I stay on Kong’s trail!’ 

Driscoll turned and tore down the trail that Kong had taken, while Denham stared helplessly after him. 

Jack Driscoll could never afterwards describe that aweful journey through the jungle. He was haunted by the bellowing of Kong, mingled now and again with the shrill screams of Ann Darrow. After a terrible, nerve-racking pursuit, he crept into a vast cathedral-like cave, moist and hot with steam from a boiling pool; and there he saw Kong with Ann Darrow. 

Ann was on a ledge high up in the side of the cave and Kong was close by, fighting with a huge water snake, fully sixty feet long, coiled about his neck. 

Hope ran high in Driscoll’s heart: it looked as if the snake were going to strangle Kong. But the man-ape held the snake’s head from his throat, and with amazing strength, dragged its coiled length from around his neck. He smashed the snake’s head against a rock, and with a bellow of triumph, flung it from him; next moment he snatched Ann from the ledge and disappeared behind great rocks. 

With wildly beating heart, Driscoll crawled after him, and came at last to another entrance to the cave. Peering out, Driscoll saw Kong squatting on the edge of a cliff, holding Ann in one hand, touching her pale, terror-stricken face with the other, stroking the golden hair. 

Suddenly Kong put her down and looked around suspiciously. Ann screamed in terror as a pterodactyl, a great flying reptile, swooped for her and seized her in its claws. Kong whirled at Ann’s screams, and moving with lightning-like rapidity, snatched the bird as it rose with her. He loosed Ann from its claws, tore the fighting, squawking reptile to bits, and flung the pieces over the cliff. 

At last Driscoll saw his chance. Kong’s back was to him and Ann, and Jack crawled to where the girl lay. She started to scream, but he clapped a hand over her mouth, lifted her to her feet and tore towards the edge of the cliff. He had seen the root-end of a vine there, and he slithered over the edge, seized the rope, took Ann on his shoulder, and a moment later they started sliding down the vine. 

Kong turned to look for Ann. He missed her, and, roaring with fury, looked over the cliff. He saw the girl and, roaring, grabbed the rope and started to haul it up. 

As he felt himself rising, Driscoll did the only thing possible. Below was water, and with a reassuring word to Ann, he let go of the vine. 

Down, down they dropped, seemingly for an eternity. At last, with a terrific impact, they struck water, and sank deep beneath the surface. They came up again in a few moments, to find themselves in a great pool formed by a waterfall, now thundering behind them. Somehow, they managed to reach the land, and Driscoll got Ann out. Then, staggering, panting, they flung themselves into the jungle growth, with the roar of Kong sounding above the thunder of the falling waters. 

 

On top of the great wall of the native village, men from the Venture stood, armed and watching. On the steps leading to the gates sat Denham and Captain Englehorn, waiting for Driscoll and Ann. 

Suddenly, one of the sailors on the wall gave a great shout. 

‘Hey, look!’ he bellowed, and there was a rush to the window. ‘Mr Driscoll and the lady, they’re coming back!’ 

They were there in time to see Driscoll carry Ann to the gates, which were opened, and then the fugitives were through. 

‘Jack, you got her!’ shouted Denham, and as Driscoll set Ann down she collapsed. 

‘We’ll have you back to the ship in no time,’ said the captain. ‘I–’ 

‘Here, wait a minute,’ snapped Denham, as Driscoll was moving away, supporting Ann. ‘What about Kong?’ 

‘What about him?’ Driscoll jerked back. 

‘We’ve got those gas bombs,’ Denham shouted. ‘If we can capture Kong alive–’ 

‘You’re crazy,’ Driscoll flicked the words at him. ‘Besides, he’s on a cliff where a whole army couldn’t get at him!’ 

At that moment, out beyond the wall, there came a sound that struck terror in the hearts of all there: Kong was approaching! He was coming back – for Ann! 

Denham roared the order for the gates to be closed. Some of the sailors rushed to where the great bar lay, ready to be moved into position when the gates were shut. Others bore on the gates themselves. A sailor on the wall brought his rifle-butt down on the great gong there and from the village huts poured a horde of natives.

They raced to the gate and threw their weight upon it, closing it. On the wall, men shouted and fired rifles but Kong came on. He reached the gate, thudded his great fists on it, pressed his weight against it. Even with the bar over, and thehordes of people pushing, the gates swayed inwards to his thrust. 

The bar creaked, splintered, and men and women, white and black, streamed away in terror as the great bulk of Kong stood there between the gates, swinging them back with his vast paws. Then he entered – saw Ann, the Golden Woman. He tore down an obstructing hut and threw the wreckage away. He scooped up scurrying natives and hurled them from him. 

‘Hey, come back with those bombs!’ Denham roared at the man who was carrying them; but Briggs had gone, stampeding with the crowd. 

Kong charged at some natives on a staging, snatched first one, then another, smashed them, flung them away. He brought a great paw down on the staging and it scattered like a burst bundle of firewood. Fallen natives were crushed beneath his feet, and then Kong was off in pursuit of fleeing men and women. 

The whites were swarming into their boats when Kong broke into view. He lumbered down upon them – but came to a coughing, choking halt as Denham hurled a gas-bomb. The bomb went off with a terrific crash at Kong’s feet, and he leant back, as if to escape the rising fumes. Kong swayed as he tried to lift a great rock to hurl it at his tormentors, but he could not move it. He staggered again, tried to save himself, but crashed to the beach. He clawed weakly at the ground, trying to rise. But he failed, slumped heavily at full length, and lay still. 

‘Come on, men,’ Denham shouted. ‘He’ll be out for hours. Send to the ship for anchor-chains and tools.’ 

The wondering men gathered round him and Englehorn asked the wild-looking movie man what he reckoned he was going to do. Denham snapped the answer. He was going to build a raft and float him to the ship. 

‘Why,’ he exclaimed, ‘the whole world will pay to see this! He’s always been King in his world, but we’ll teach him – fear! In a few months it’ll be up in lights on Broadway. Kong, the Eighth Wonder of the World!’ 

 

The incredible had happened. Kong – King Kong – had been subdued, had been brought from the distant South Seas. Thousands of New Yorkers were crowded in the great theatre Denham had rented to exhibit Kong! 

‘Ladies and gentlemen,’ said Denham, standing on the stage. ‘I am here tonight to tell you a very strange story, a story so strange that no one will believe it. But, ladies and gentlemen, seeing is believing, and we, my partners and I, have brought back the living proof of our adventure. I am going to show you the greatest thing you have ever beheld. Look at Kong. . . the Eighth Wonder of the World!’ 

People strained forward as the curtain began to rise. At sight of the Beast, chained to a massive steel beam and straining in his shackles, they gasped, spoke, laughed – and some of them wanted to scream. 

‘Ladies and gentlemen.’ Silence fell at the sound of Denham’s voice. ‘Now I want to introduce you to Miss Ann Darrow, the bravest girl I have ever known.’ He took Ann’s hand as she stepped up to him, eyes troubled, heart fluttering. ‘She has lived through an experience no other woman ever dreamed of. And now I want you to meet a very brave gentleman, Mr John Driscoll!’ 

As a great roar of applause went up, Driscoll stepped beside Ann, and, at a sign from Denham, Press camera-men came on to the stage. This was showmanship: the papers would be mad over this thing – but not madder than Kong was, as he fought against his chains. 

‘Wait a minute,’ Denham cried to the camera-men. ‘Kong thinks you’re attacking the girl.’ 

The warning came too late. Driven to a mighty frenzy by the flashlights, the giant was roaring and struggling, pulling at his shackles. Suddenly, Kong broke one arm loose. With a mighty tug he got the other free, and reached down to tackle the chains at his waist and ankles. The stage cleared as by magic. 

Then Kong was free. It seemed that in all that tumult he had had no eyes for any but Ann. He seemed to know the way she had gone. He lumbered into the wings, and found himself in the great foyer, outside which men and women were milling madly. Syrens were howling, and as Kong stepped out of the building, a car smashed into a pillar, its driver paralysed with fright. With a triumphant roar, King Kong started to climb the face of the building. 

In a room high up the theatre building, Jack Driscoll was trying to comfort Ann. 

‘Now, now, it’s all right. Don’t worry,’ Jack soothed her. ‘I’m going to stay right here with you. Anyhow, you know, they’re bound to get him and– 

Ann Darrow screamed, and Driscoll spun round – to see the face of Kong at the window. A long arm reached in, a great paw opened and shut – and Driscoll, seizing a chair, smashed it down on the paw. The chair broke into a hundred pieces and the paw struck Driscoll down. 

Then it reached for the bed on which Ann was sitting, petrified with horror. It dragged the thing to the window, and Kong snatched the girl up, beginning at once to clamber down. 

At sight of his descending figure the crowd broke and ran screaming. Then Kong reached earth: a king, it seemed, in a deserted kingdom. He was towering above an elevated railway. A train roared past him. He swatted at it, missed it, wrenched up the track in a mad fury. Another train came thundering, its headlight nearly blinding him. It swooped up the shattered track, toppled over, and Kong pounded the steel thing and smashed it, picked it up and hurled it from him, spilling men and women from it in a torrent. 

And, inside a police station, Denham and Driscoll arrived there to consult the police as to what could be done, heard the voice of a radio announcer: 

Kong is climbing the Empire State Building. He is still carrying Ann Darrow. That is all! 

Finality… nothing could be done. Suddenly, however, Driscoll leapt to his feet with a great cry. 

‘Airplanes! If Kong should put Ann down, they might fly close enough to pick him off–’ 

But already the police officer was at the ‘phone. Within a short while, four army ‘planes were zooming around Kong, standing on the dome of the Empire Building. One of the machines swooped down on him, guns spewing leaden death. Uttering his awful, deafening cry Kong swatted at it as if it were a fly. 

He missed and climbed from the flat roof on to the very top of the Dome. He waved his long arms up and out, and took a machine by the wing with one great paw – and then dropped it into the lighted abyss that was New York. 

As the machine crashed to earth, another swooped and a hail of hot lead seared into the great ape’s body. Kong clapped a paw to his wounded chest, took it away, looked at the blood on it, moved round a little and tried to snatch at another ‘plane as it went past; then clapped a paw to his throat as bullets took him. 

His lips curled back with pain. He felt his wounded chest, teetered on unsteady feet. He swayed, tried to save himself, failed, and dropped off the edge, to hit the ground with a crash that came up to the roof of the building as Driscoll opened a door there. 

‘Ann. . . Ann, hold on!’ Driscoll yelled, climbing the ladder leading to the parapet beneath the Dome. Ann was there, on the edge, seeming as if she must roll over. In the nick of time he reached her. 

‘Are you – all – right?’ he gasped. She clung fearfully to his arm and they looked down into the depths into which the Eighth Wonder of the World had found disaster.




THE BRIDE OF FRANKENSTEIN




by Mary Shelley & Guy Preston


Carlos Clarens, the American historian who spoke so highly of King Kong, has similarly praised The Bride Of Frankenstein (1935), the first of the many sequels to Universal’s Frankenstein. In his book, he declares unequivocally, ‘The Bride Of Frankenstein is, along with King Kong, Hollywood’s finest moment of unbridled imagination.’ This matches my own estimation of the movie, which is why it is represented here. 

The sequel to the story of the ‘mad scientist’ Frankenstein and his creation of a monster came about as a direct result of the enormous success of the original. Universal Pictures again called in scriptwriter John L Balderston, to find a way of reviving the creature who had last been seen perishing in a fire in an old mill. He came up with the idea that the monster had actually escaped the flames by falling through the mill floor into a flooded cellar – and it was from there that he arose to start another reign of terror, while trying at the same time to win the heart of the ‘bride’ who had been created in the same manner as himself The beautiful Elsa Lanchester, the wife of Charles Laughton, was an inspired choice for this title part. 

A long with Boris Karloff to play the monster, Universal Pictures also recalled James Whale to reprise his director’s role, and the resulting film not only proved a marvellous work of fantasy, but many critics and audiences voted it better even than the original. The British film historian Denis Gifford, for one, has described it as ‘a sequel that improves on the original’, and writing in his Pictorial History Of Horror Movies (1973), said ‘The Bride Of Frankenstein remains the biggest-budgeted, best-dressed, highest-polished, finest-finished horror film in history.’ Several writers have also pointed out that the sequel film is actually closer than its predecessor to Mary Shelley’s original novel, Frankenstein, Or A Modern Prometheus, which was first published in 1818. 

Not surprisingly, The Bride Of Frankenstein proved yet another box office winner all over the world, and in the immediate aftermath was turned into a novella. (This was followed by a full-length novel – written by Michael Egremont and published in 1936 by The Reader’s Library – which is now a much sought-after collector’s item.) The film was adapted as a novella by Guy Preston in October 1935 for the popular English journal, Pearson’s Weekly, copies of which are now extremely scarce. Preston, about whom very little is known beyond the fact that he was a prolific writer of horror stories for English magazines and is still remembered for two blood-curdlers, “The Inn” (1932) and “The Way He Died” (1933), captured much of the tension and atmosphere of the film in his polished adaptation. In an introduction to his work, Preston expressed his admiration for both the picture and the original creator of the characters, Mary Shelly, which is the reason for the linking of their names beneath the title. In the intervening years, this remarkable monster movie has inspired a considerable number of sequels, the latest being The Bride, which was released in 1985, starring the pop singer, Sting.


* * *


Night was casting her shadows over the little village of Ingolstadt – and the Monster was dead! 

Around the smouldering ruins of the old mill the villagers still shrieked their hate, but mingled with their shouts were cries of joy. At last it would be possible to sleep in peace. The terror had been destroyed. 

At the side of the little hillock topped by the glowing wreckage, an old man and woman were standing. They had been there all day, waiting for the end. Now, his eyes crazed with pain as those of a maddened bull, the old fellow stared dumbly at the Monster’s pyre. 

A charred beam fell with a crash on to the smoking heap. The embers stirred and glowed, and a new flame leaped skyward. The old man’s lips moved, and he shook off the woman’s detaining hand fiercely. 

His words came in a groan of anguish: ‘Maria! My daughter – my little girl! IT killed her!’ 

Tenderly his wife put her arm about him. Her own grief was forgotten in her fear for his reason. 

‘Come home, Hans,’ she urged him. The Monster is dead now. Nothing could live through that furnace. Why stay here longer?’ 

He shook his head. A shower of sparks spat venomously up at the night sky from the crackling beam lying athwart the ruin. Once more his lips parted. 

‘I must see him with my own eyes,’ he muttered, as one who spoke to calm his own soul. ‘If I can but see his blackened bones – I may sleep at night.’ 

Slowly he made his way towards the ruins. 

One by one the villagers were departing, urged homeward by the burgomaster. They went in little groups, for few could summon the courage to walk alone at night so soon after the nightmare had passed. Soon only the woman was left to watch the smouldering pile and the stumbling, halting figure of her good man. 

With faltering footsteps the old fellow made his way to the edge of the burned-out mill. The villagers had done their work well. The heat was terrific. Hans felt the dense smoke slewing on the breeze, prick at his old eyes till the tears came. For his child he could not weep. Some sorrows cut too deep. 

A sudden fear came to the woman on the hillside. 

‘Come back!’ she called. ‘You will be burnt yourself.’ 

For a moment Hans hesitated. Did he hear her? Or was he but searching for a firm foothold? 

Gingerly, he placed one foot on an ashen pile. It seemed safe enough. He leaned his weight upon it and peered for the brute’s remains. 

His wife’s warning scream came too late. 

A pile of blackened bricks fell with a crash beside him, and the ground seemed to open under his feet. With a startled cry the old man flung up his arms and plunged forward – forward and downward! 

A shower of red-hot debris sparked all about him. A rush of cold air raced past his ears. With a mighty splash Hans struck the icy water of the mill’s underground cistern. He was trapped. 

Coughing and spluttering, he came up to the surface and began to swim. If only he could keep up until his wife came or brought help. 

An iron bar projected from the side of the well. He made for it with the heavy deliberate strokes of an ageing man. If he could cling to that. 

A sudden swirl in the water brought his head round with a jerk. It was dark down here. Only the glow of the smoking timbers up above illuminated the dank moss-strewn walls. 

He screwed up his eyes with the effort to see. 

Splash! 

There it was again! Nearer this time. Something slithering in the darkness. Over to his left. He drew himself up by his bar and peered. 

Something was heaving up out of the water beside him. It seemed as though it would never stop. Higher and higher it grew until it loomed gigantic over him. IT turned its head. 

With a shriek he loosed the bar and struck out. The Monster was alive – alive! 

Like a streak a giant hand clamped on the withered neck, thrusting it down – down. There was a feeble struggle, a gurgle, the splash of beating limbs against water – and Hans lay still. Then with a wordless roar of animal fury, Frankenstein’s Monster lifted the drowned body in its arms and hurled it blindly at the wall. 

The skull cracked and the corpse slipped out of sight; and at the same moment from the ruins above there sounded the voice of the dead man’s wife. 

‘Are you there, Hans? Hans, where are you? Hans!’ 

The Monster’s lips parted in a crack of fiendish glee and an unholy light gleamed from behind its loathsome eyes. The red glow from the embers illumined its face as it groped – upward, upward– 

Raising itself still higher it reached a hand through a crack in the ruins. The woman grasped it. 

‘Oh, thank God, Hans!’ she gasped. ‘There you are. Wait, and I’ll pull you up.’ 

 

Back in the Schloss von Frankenstein there was rejoicing. Young Baron Frankenstein had regained consciousness for the first time since the Monster’s murderous assault. 

He looked up with gratitude in his eyes as he saw his wife bending over him, and guessed that it was thanks to her nursing that he was better. 

Elizabeth Frankenstein and Minnie, her maid, guarded him jealously, and soon he was well on the way to recovery. 

Naturally enough, feeling his strength return, he hankered to go on with his experiments. But on one point Elizabeth was firm. There was to be no more ghoulish tampering with the dead. 

‘Forget all that horror,’ she implored him. ‘It was never meant that we should know those things – the secrets of life and death.’ 

Her husband looked at her fondly. Heaven knew that he loved her – that he would do most things in his power to please her. But to abandon research just now, when he had achieved the superhuman? Ah, no, he argued, it was unfair of her to ask. 

‘I dreamed of being the first to give to the world the secret of which God is so jealous,’ he told her, sitting in the great pannelled room which was his favourite. ‘I yearned for the formula for Life.’ A light came into his eyes, and he went on eagerly: ‘Think of the power it gave me – to create a man! And I did it! Who knows, in time I might have trained him to do my will. I could have bred a race!’ 

Gently Elizabeth smoothed his brow, smiling when she saw the wrinkles melt. But there was an undercurrent of fear in her voice as she warned him. 

‘Henry, don’t say those things. Don’t think them – as you love me.’ 

She knew that Frankenstein had ever longed for power. Now that he had achieved the warped ambition on which he had set his heart, she dreaded the overwhelming brilliance of his brain. 

Many times they talked together like this, and frequently she urged Frankenstein to yield to her wish to go abroad far from the scene of his vile creation. 

But late one night, when the wind howled like a thousand tortured devils round the tall battlements of the castle, there came a knock at the heavy oak door which shattered forever the hope that was dawning in Elizabeth’s heart. 

It was Minnie who answered the summons. A queer, tall man smiled down at her. There was that in his glittering eyes which struck terror as she backed involuntarily before him. Somehow she knew instinctively that he had come for no good purpose. 

‘Tell the Baron Frankenstein that Doctor Pretorius is here on a secret matter of grave importance,’ said the stranger, not unmusically. ‘Tell him that I must see him alone – tonight.’ 

Minnie’s scared glance flickered up and down the long black cloak which wrapped the stranger. It reminded her of the pall which had covered her father’s coffin. She shivered. 

‘The master’s a-bed,’ she quavered, flinching despite herself under the tall man’s gaze. ‘That’s where all decent folk should be at this time of night.’ 

‘So?’ Pretorius’ long teeth gleamed wolfishly in the moonlight as he grinned at her discomfiture. ‘Nevertheless he will see me.’ And with a thrust of his hand he was past Minnie and in the hall. 

Pretorius was right. Frankenstein knew him well. He was a Doctor of Philosophy who had been dismissed from his University for dabbling in Black Art. 

He saw him at once. In the world of science in which he moved there were many less creditable persons with whom he had had to do business. 

Pretorius came straight to the point. He knew all about Frankenstein’s monster and complimented him upon its creation. But, he added, he had also succeeded in producing Life – though by a vastly different method. If the Baron would accompany him he would be delighted to show him the results of his experiments. 

‘What is behind all this?’ asked Frankenstein at last. It was plain that the doctor was wrestling with some secret excitement. 

Pretorius’ lips parted in their wolfish grin. 

‘Don’t you see?’ he said. ‘We must work together. Together we may reach a goal undreamed of.’ 

Again he urged him to accompany him back to his laboratory. 

Feebly Frankenstein clung to his promise to Elizabeth. 

‘No, I’m through with it all. I’m going away,’ he said. 

His tone transformed the other. 

Savagely Pretorius clutched him by the arm. The mask came off and he showed himself in his true colours as a threatening blackmailer. 

‘Do you know that your monster is still at large?’ he challenged. ‘That it has already done two more murders since its resurrection?’ 

Frankenstein stared aghast, and the doctor went on: 

‘Luckily, few apart from your wife and myself know that you are responsible for its existence. But there are penalties, I would remind you, for killing people. If I were to tell the law who made this roving instrument of death–’ 

Frankenstein paled and frowned. 

‘Are you threatening me?’ he asked haughtily. 

Again came that wolfish grin. 

‘Ah, no! Don’t put it so crudely. Say rather that I am reminding you it were better that we work – together!’ 

For a moment there was silence, then Frankenstein rose to his feet and rang the bell. To the man who came he gave orders for his carriage to be made ready. Then he turned to Pretorius. 

‘Damn you!’ he muttered. ‘I have no choice. Let us go.’ He soon found that the doctor had not exaggerated. He had produced Life as he had claimed, and in his laboratory were some half-dozen pigmy men and women – all living and imprisoned in flasks. 

‘While you were digging in your graves,’ Pretorius explained, ‘and piecing together dead tissues – I went to the source of Life. I grew my creatures.’ 

‘They are perfect!’ exclaimed Frankenstein, scientifically enthusiastic in spite of himself. ‘But what a pity they are so small.’ 

Pretorius nodded encouragingly. 

‘Ah, there I give you best. You did achieve size. But don’t you agree, my friend, that we should make an astonishing collaboration?’ 

For some tense moments love of science and love for his wife warred within Frankenstein’s breast. Pretorius guessed that the battle needed but one more thrust to turn the way he wanted. 

‘Think,’ he whispered eagerly, ‘our dream is but half realised. Alone you have created a man – now, together we shall make him a mate.’ 

‘You mean–?’ 

Pretorius nodded slowly. 

‘Yes – a woman.’ 

The light of fanaticism gleamed in Frankenstein’s eyes. 

 

Even as they were discussing this unholy partnership the Monster was stumbling over fields and pasture land. It was thirsty and famished. 

Hitherto, Life had shown it only brutality, so that it lived by the code of Fear. If it could frighten, it had soon learned thatit could take what it wanted. If in its turn it could be made to fear – it fled. 

Somehow the blood pumping through the long-dead tissues of its body was bringing back feeling to its nerves. Dully, like a clogged engine, its brain was learning to work – to think. Dimly it realised that it was an outcast – a horror to other men, for the meaning of stray remarks was permeating its befogged mind. 

The sun rose over the hills, lighting the tree-tops with a golden sheen. The monster, weary, paused in its path. It needed drink. The sound of sheep bleating floated towards it, and it ambled slowly in the direction of the sound. There was blood in the bodies of sheep. 

Suddenly, rounding a bend, it saw her – a woman-thing. She was standing on a rock by the side of a stream and about her her sheep were scattered. A stream! Water! The creature quickened its pace. 

The shepherdess did not see the Monster until it was almost upon her. Her first intimation of its presence was the strange snarl which served it for speech. She turned – then, aghast at the horrid spectacle mowing and posturing before her, she screamed in abject terror and fainted dead away. 

How could she tell that the queer noises it made was a pathetic attempt to reassure her? 

Angrily the Monster bent over her. This faint was something it had not seen before. It did not understand it. It struck irritably at the innate girl . 

Crack! 

From the distance came the sound of a shot. The Monster uttered a growl of pain and clasped its arm. Then, drawing back its taut skin above its yellow fangs, it roared its fury. 

The two huntsmen who had seen it strike the girl conferred hastily. Again a gun was raised. Instinct or intelligence was awakening in the Monster. It ducked and fled incontinent into a nearby wood. 

 

‘Well, well, what is it?’ 

The burgomaster looked up irritably from his desk as a man, panting and dishevelled, burst unceremoniously into his room. Behind him, mouthing startled protests, stood the burgomaster’s servant. 

The intruder gulped for breath. He swayed, exhausted with his long run. 

‘The Monster!’ he gasped, clutching blindly at a chair for support. ‘He’s in the woods. A friend and I were out shooting – we saw him attacking a girl. My friend fired. I think he hit him.’ 

‘The Monster, you say? Excellent!’ It was the moment for which the pompous old burgomaster had been waiting. For years he had been longing to show the good people of Ingolstadt the kind of stuff of which he was made. He turned to his servant. 

‘Stop gibbering, man! Get out the bloodhounds. Raise all the men you can. Lock the women indoors and wait for me.’ Fuming, he reached for his gun on the wall. 

Outside the house he could hear his servant shouting the news. In a minute the narrow street was packed with a jostling throng of excited villagers, all armed haphazard with guns, pitchforks, crow-bars and anything else to which they could lay their hands. 

Headed by the burgomaster, they trooped out of the village. They came to the spot where the other huntsman stood supporting the frightened shepherdess in his arms. 

‘Which way did he go?’ 

Even before he could answer the burgomaster’s question the bloodhounds were baying and straining at the leash. 

‘That way. Hurry!’ 

Howling threats, the rabble plunged into a neighbouring thicket. 

The hounds nosed the ground, their breath coming in quick, eager sniffs. They moved silently, swiftly, leading the mob off the rough cart track and up a steep, pine-covered slope. 

Suddenly from the ranks of the crowd there came a cry. 

‘There he is!’ 

‘Faster, faster!’ 

The burgomaster shaded his eyes. Ahead, just breasting the top of the hill, a vast, misshapen figure was loping. It ran awkwardly, as though its man-made limbs were unequal to the task. They moved ponderously like primitive metal pistons. 

In a trice the hounds had reached it, and stood round baying while the rest of the human pack came up. 

Snarling, the great creature faced them, its pallid lips drawn back above huge yellow fangs. It lunged out savagely, grunting and squealing like a tormented pig. Foetid green froth dripped from its gaping mouth. 

But there were too many this time for Frankenstein’s creation to tackle. Someone slipped behind it. A thwack from an iron bar struck it on the head. It screamed with the pain. A well-aimed stone brought it to its knees. 

One, more daring than the rest, stepping forward from the throng, slipped a rope about its neck. Striking, stabbing, kicking, the crowd closed in. The memory of murdered wives and children banished all pity. 

‘Bind him securely!’ bellowed the burgomaster from a safe distance. ‘Tie his feet first – then lash him to a pole. There are plenty of fallen pines about here.’ 

Groaning and writhing, the Monster was subdued, lashed to a fallen tree and carried down the hill. There he was thrust into a farm wagon and brought back in triumph to Ingolstadt. 

 

In the dungeon of the prison a small gang of men had stayed to make the place proof against the Monster’s gargantuan strength. A gigantic chair had been prepared with rings of iron, into which its feet and hands were now thrust. An immense iron collar was wielded about its neck, and a steel chain twisted about its body secured it to staples driven into the wall. 

At last the burgomaster stepped back satisfied. 

‘That will hold him. What a pity I can’t act further without orders from my superiors!’ He looked round for his secretary. ‘Heinrich! Where the devil’s he got to?’ The man came forward. ‘Ah, I want you to take a letter to Geneva.’ 

With a smirk of triumph the burgomaster went out. Behind him he heard the shock of the heavy bolts of the dungeon thudding into place. 

Each side of the metal-studded door two guards stationed themselves. Both were armed. 

The burgomaster smirked again. Yes, it was a clever capture It should mean the mayoral chain for him – that is, if these fool villagers had any gratitude! 

Scarcely had he begun to dictate his letter, however, when a terrific uproar in the street outside called him to the window. He called down angrily: 

‘Ungrateful wretches! What is it now?’ 

A fusillade of shots scattered the crowd before they could answer him, and a screaming woman fell wounded in the roadway. The burgomaster thrust his head farther out and withdrew it hurriedly. 

Down the centre of the road, roaring with shrill animal fury, came the Monster. About its neck, wrists and ankles were rough abrasions where the shackles had clasped its flesh. Its eyes glared wildly and its teeth gnashed as it raced after the scared villagers who had so lately been its captors. 

Stooping, it swooped upon the prostrate woman, snapping her spine in its two hands as easily as a man might break a twig. It shook the body venomously before flinging it brutally down on to the cobbles. The skull split open and the Monster trampled viciously upon the dead white face until its leaden boots were spattered with vivid gouts of blood. 

‘Shoot!’ screamed the burgomaster helplessly from his window. The red-tape which had prevented him from having the creature killed on sight vanished. With it fled his hopes of the mayoralty. His natural pomposity was forgotten in the sudden wave of horror which overcame him. Cursing, he ran to the wall where he had just replaced his gun. 

When he returned it was in time to see the Monster lumbering over the fields beyond the village, and in a corner of the street a little group huddled over the still body of a child. 

Terror was loose again! 

One by one from outlying hamlets reports came in. There was Frau Neumann wantonly and horribly murdered. A gipsy family completely wiped out. The burgomaster railed at his guards and called on Heaven, but to no purpose. No bonds could have held a creature possessing such colossal strength; and now few could be found with the courage to go after it again. Perhaps, they argued, somewhat belatedly, if they left it alone it would leave them in peace. 

It was after its third murder that the Monster, wounded by a random shot and exhausted by the chase, came to a tiny hut set in the heart of a coppice. 

Night was falling, and the earthy smell of the dew-drenched bracken beckoned the creature to rest awhile. 

Furtively, for it had learned to fear all men, the Monster moved towards the lighted window of the hut. Then it paused, startled. 

From within the little dwelling came a strange, sweet sound. Another. And another. Someone was playing a violin. 

Music was a new sensation to the Monster. It was pleasant. It drew near, fascinated. 

Within the hut a hermit, who was blind and old, played on unaware of the hideous face pressed close to the pane. For fully a minute the Monster watched. Then it saw the old man turn – turn and stare mildly at him through sightless eyes that saw not the watcher’s aspect and were, consequently, unafraid. 

The Monster moaned faintly. It was nearly spent. 

The playing ceased. As often happens when one sense is lost, another develops acutely. So it was with the blind man. The sound the Monster made struck loudly on his ears. He went to the door. 

‘Who is there?’ he called, gently. 

For a space Monster and man faced each other. The moment was tense with foreboding. What would the Monster do? 

Slayer of innocents, would it strike down the helpless blind figure before it, or would it mistake the violin in his hand for an instrument of destruction and stagger away into the darkness? 

The hermit came closer. He could sense where the other was standing. Gently he spoke. 

‘You are welcome, my friend, whoever you are. Forgive me, but I cannot see you. I am blind.’ 

Slowly he stretched out a hand and touched the Monster. A tense growl caused him to start back in alarm, then a sticky sensation at the tips of his fingers made him utter a low cry of concern. Blood! The stranger was wounded! 

Blind and unafraid, he slipped an arm about the creature and guided it into the hut. And there he tended the Monster’s hurts. 

That night the hermit prayed. He had long wanted a companion in his loneliness. 

‘Dear Father, I thank Thee,’ he murmured, ‘that out of the silence of the night Thou hast brought two of Thy lonely children together and sent me a friend to be a light to mine eyes and a comfort in time of trouble. Amen.’ 

From then onward, a strange friendship sprung up between them. The hermit believed the Monster to be dumb, and the affliction gave them a mutual bond. Blindness and dumbness – each could supply a want to the other. 

And the Monster? No longer hounded, stoned and treated as an outcast, it responded to the hermit’s kindness with the gratitude and devotion of an injured animal. 

It learned to speak. 

Painfully, it struggled with the sounds the hermit taught it. ‘Bread – drink – good!’ These words were pleasant, happy words. They were words which brought comfort and helped to supply bodily needs. But the greatest word of all, the word which sowed the seed of a soul in the Monster’s vast carcase was ‘friend.’ 

‘Friend,’ it repeated over and over again, touching the hermit’s sleeve with grateful humility. ‘Friend – good!’ 

And here it might have stayed harmlessly for ever but for a certain happening. 

There had been peace in the countryside for some months now and people were beginning to venture abroad again. The Monster was supposed to be dead. Some even claimed to have seen its giant body lying at the foot of a precipice. A great cloud seemed to have been rolled back from above the village of Ingolstadt. 

One night, two strangers called at the hut. They had been out after wild duck and lost their way in the wood. With his usual courtesy, the hermit asked them in to rest and eat. They entered. 

Suddenly one of them uttered a low cry and pointed to a huge shape that sat hunched in a corner. 

‘Look!’ he gasped. ‘It’s the Monster!’ 

With an oath the other leaped to his feet and raised his gun. But he was not quick enough. 

Association with the hermit had sharpened the Monster’s intelligence. Though as yet it could talk but little, it understood all that was said. And it knew that the word ‘Monster’ was never applied to it by a ‘friend.’ 

With a hideous cry it sprang, wresting the gun from the startled man and hurling him back against the wall. The next instant it had sent the weapon flying through the window. 

Bewildered, the poor hermit raised his voice. 

‘What are you doing?’ he cried anxiously. ‘This is my friend.’ 

The men turned on him furiously. 

‘Friend? Why this is the fiend which has been murdering half the countryside. Good Heavens, can’t you see?’ 

Then, looking closer, they realised what had happened. The hermit was blind. He did not know. 

But there was no time now for explanations. The Monster, roused from its feeling of security, meant to remove the two strangers who had blundered out the truth in the only way it understood. Lifting the table as easily as a matchbox, it flung it savagely across the hut. 

It caught the second man as he was shifting his gun from his shoulder, knocking him back against the door. The impact brought the swinging lamp down from its staple in the roof and a wave of flame shot up. In three seconds the hut was ablaze. 

Both men tugged at the hermit, dragging him out of harm’s way. Then they, too, leaped for the open door. Within the hut the Monster battled frenziedly with the flames, hurling himself again and again at the wall in the attempt to break it down – anything to get out of the furnace which was raging all about it. 

At last with a crash the board gave. Another and another. Screaming with pain and fury, the creature plunged through the opening and out into the wood. The hunt was on again. 

 

A black shape stood silent by the gaping mouth of a tomb. It was tall and gaunt, and the pallid moonlight shining from above, gleamed on a row of yellow teeth set in a wolfish grin. 

All about it, like stark fingers pointing to the sky, rose countless headstones, while here and there a monument to some noble family towered grimly remindful above its neighbours. It amused Doctor Pretorius to think that even in death there was snobbery. 

The graveyard was deserted, as a graveyard should be at dead of night, save for this solitary figure who waited motionless beside the crypt. 

Somewhere an owl hooted. The Doctor turned his head, then his lips snapped with an exclamation of annoyance as he noted the glimer of a light moving over the graves. Of what use all this sccrecy when the fools gave their presence away in this idiotic manner? 

Cupping his hands, he uttered an answering hoot and waited until the two men came up. 

‘Put out that light,’ he hissed, as they stood together awkwardly before him. ‘We want no witnesses for what we have to do. 

Reluctantly, for the men hehad hired were superstitious pheasants, they obeyed him. One of them blew out the lantern and the three figures stood listening intently.

No sound, however, fell upon their ears, save the moan of the night breeze in the tall trees fringing the cemetery and the occasional creak of their branches. 

Satisfied at last that they were unobserved, Doctor Pretorius led the way down the narrow stone steps to the bowels of the crypt. 

Tonight was an important one for Pretorius. He had threatened, wrangled, cajoled and pleaded with Frankenstein for his co-operation in the experiment which was to make a woman fit to mate with the Monster. But it had all been to no purpose. Just when he had believed that Frankenstein was ready to yield, that his enthusiasm and love of science would compel him to throw in his lot with him, Elizabeth had entered the room. 

The few words that she had heard as she entered the door had been sufficient to enlighten her as to what was proceeding, and she had immediately forbidden her husband to countenance the thought of another such experiment. What was more – she had shown the Doctor the door and given orders for the Schloss to be closed while she and Frankenstein undertook a long trip abroad together. 

It was necessary, therefore, that Pretorius should conduct his experiment alone, and it was to procure a suitable body for the attempt that he was here in this crypt tonight. 

At the foot of the steps he paused and relit the lantern. The pale light flickered fitfully, dimmed and glowed. Like a great crow, draped in his long black cloak, Pretorius lifted the lantern on high and sniffed. The rank earthy smell of the grave assailed his nostrils. He grinned appreciatively. He was in his element. 

He looked about him. Behind him his assistants shivered apprehensively. 

The coffins were arranged in tiers. Some of them were incredibly old. Mildewed and rotting, they had warped with the damp, and where they had warped they gaped, disclosing yellow bones or torn and fibrous shrouds. 

Into one of these Pretorius thrust his hand. When he withdrew it, it clasped a woman’s skull. 

He chuckled softly, patting the bony cheek with insolent familiarity. Then he tossed it playfully at the shrinking men, deriding their horror as it smashed to pieces like an egg on the cold stone floor. 

‘She’s no use to me,’ he muttered, tearing down a huge festoon of cobwebs which hung from the ceiling with his bare hands. ‘Too old. Too small.’ 

A fat spider scuttled across his foot. He stamped upon it. It squelched, and he wrinkled his nose with distaste as he thrust its remains aside with his boot. 

‘I want someone young,’ he continued, peering at the inscriptions on the coffin lids. ‘A girl – beautiful, supple, recently dead – and unmarked from any injury.’ 

The two men stirred uneasily. 

Taking a wall each, they began to inspect the coffins. Presently one of them called out, his voice booming strangely beneath the vaulted ceiling. 

‘Will she do?’ 

Pretorius hurried to his side. 

‘Read the inscription. How old was she?’ Stooping, the man began to read. 

‘Madeline Ernestine, beloved daughter of–’ 

‘Skip that,’ Pretorius’ voice was sharp. ‘How old was she?’ 

‘Aged nineteen years and three months.’ 

‘Good! That’s the one. Break open the coffin.’ 

The two men hesitated and glanced at each other. A sudden glint came into the Doctor’s eyes. It was a glint akin to madness. His fingers worked. 

‘Well, what are you waiting for?’ he asked in a dangerously soft tone. 

The two men shivered and crossed themselves. Their fear was abject. Pretorius grinned wickedly. 

‘Do you want me to send you to the gallows – where you belong?’ he reminded gently. ‘Do not forget that I know who murdered Julius Steinberg.’ 

The hold he had over them had its effect. Muttering, they bent over the girl’s coffin, hacking and prising, until a few moments later with a rending sound the lid came away. 

Gloating, Pretorius leaned over the still form within. ‘Pretty little thing,’ he chuckled, cutting the winding sheets from about her face. ‘I hope her bones are firm.’ 

Caressingly he ran his fingers over the dead limbs. 

The two men picked up their tools, and, at a sign from the Doctor, made their way out of this abode of death. The lantern they left burning on the bottom step. It was enough for them to breathe once more the pure fresh air of the world above, and with all haste they flitted gratefully across the graveyard, leaving their erstwhile employer with the corpse. 

Alone, Pretorius seated himself upon the coffin, while he raised the slender body in his arms. She was not heavy, despite her dead weight. He propped her up against a wall while he lit a cigar and awaited the arrival of his own servant. Between them they would convey the corpse to his laboratory. There was half an hour at least to wait. 

The lantern burned lower. 

Pretorius was alone now, save for the silent occupants of the shelves about him. His isolation did not trouble him in the least. Cynical, indifferent to life and death, he was enthusiastic only in the matter of research. This subject, however, whipped his imagination to the point of madness, and he was entirely at a loss to understand how it was that Frankenstein, who had succeeded so far, could fail to pursue his crazy dream to the limit. 

If only he could think of a way to force his hand! 

Musing, Pretorius puffed out dense volumes of cigar smoke. They assumed strange shapes in the failing light. 

‘Alone – I am still a pioneer,’ he muttered to the corpse that faced him. ‘I may fail at any turn. But with Frankenstein, whose creature still walks somewhere on this earth, to help me, ah, my pretty morsel, what a nuptial I could arrange for you!’ 

As though it heard and understood, the head of the corpse dropped forward. The Doctor’s eyes narrowed, then he laughed softly as he noted the cause. 

A giant rat falling with a soft plop from the ceiling had struck the body on the shoulder in its passage, slightly dislodging it. Glancing malevolently at the Doctor with beady eyes, it scuttled across the flagged floor and disappeared. 

Chuckling to himself, Doctor Pretorius sat back and blew another smoke-ring. Then he delved into his pocket for his watch. What a devil of a time the fellow was in coming, to be sure! 

A creak sounded at the far end of the crypt. Surely that was he? 

Pretorius prepared to rise, when suddenly it dawned upon him that the noise emanated from that part of the crypt farthest from the entrance. It could not, therefore, be his servant. It must be someone else! 

For a moment his heart leaped, and a thousand superstitious fears inherited through the ages came to plague him. The next instant reason conquered, and he was his emotionless self again. 

The sound was repeated. It was louder this time. To the Doctor’s straining ears it sounded like a heavy weight being cautiously lowered to the floor. It dragged slightly. 

Slowly he turned his head. Then, with an exclamation of complete surprise, he sprang to his feet. 

There, close behind him, its body almost completely out of a coffin, was the Monster. It had obviously lain hidden there all the time the two men had been working in the crypt. Slowly it swayed to its feet and lurched towards the Doctor. 

It was to Pretorius’ credit that, after the first shock of surprise was over, he was unafraid. He regarded the creature coolly but warily. Indeed, a certain studied insolence crept into his voice as he addressed it. 

‘Oh, I thought I was alone,’ he said airily. ‘Good evening.’ The flickering light from the dying lantern picked out the bones on the creature’s face. They gleamed yellow-white under the taut skin. Pretorius watched it guardedly as it drew a step nearer. For weeks it had been missing – who knew what subtle changes may have taken place in the man-made creature. Its next action sent the hair rising up on the Doctor’s prosaic head. It spoke. 

‘Friend?’ asked the Monster. Its voice was harsh and sepulchral. 

Pretorius took a grip on himself. After all, it was all perfectly normal. The Monster had been in the world some while now. It was natural that it should have learned to imitate human speech. 

‘Indeed, I hope so,’ responded the Doctor, his brain beginning to work rapidly. He indicated a seat beside him. ‘Have some refreshment?’ 

Avidly the Monster swallowed the wine and food that Pretorius had brought for himself. It was a wise move on the Doctor’s part. It put the creature in a good humour. 

Peering about it with curiosity, its gaze lighted on the corpse of the girl. It turned to Pretorius. 

‘You make man, like me?’ it asked. There was a pathetic eagerness in its harsh notes. 

Pretorius shook his head. 

‘No,’ he replied, playing up. ‘Woman – friend for you.’ 

The Monster nodded, gratified. 

‘Woman? Friend? I want friend, like me,’ it said. 

The idea which had been simmering in the Doctor’s brain from the moment he set eyes on the Monster and learned that it could speak, suddenly fructified. Stroking his chin, he rose to his feet. 

‘I think you can be very useful, my friend,’ he smiled. ‘You can add a little force to my argument, if necessary.’ 

For a moment he hesitated, then: ‘Do you know who Henry Frankenstein is?’ he asked. ‘And who you are?’ 

The Monster nodded. 

‘Made me – from dead. I love dead – hate living.’ 

Pretorius chuckled. 

‘You are wise in your generation,’ he answered. ‘Well, we must have a long talk, you and I. And then I have an important call to make. Perhaps Baron Frankenstein will not, after all, be so selfish as to refuse my request – when he sees you face to face.’ 

There and then in the blackness of the tomb – for the light had gone out long before they finished – Pretorius told the Monster about his plan to make it a mate, emphasising Frankenstein’s refusal and appealing for the creature’s co-operation. And when at last he stumbled up the steps into the graveyard above, it was with the knowledge that the Monster understood its part in his plan and could be relied upon to do its share well. 

 

Immediately Pretorius made his way to the Schloss von Frankenstein. Despite the lateness of the hour, Minnie was awake. 

‘I must see the Baron,’ declared the Doctor, pacing the hail. ‘Immediately.’ 

Protesting that her master and mistress were unable to see anybody, Minnie left him. But the clangour of the great door bell had alarmed Frankenstein. 

‘What is it?’ he called from the library. 

‘It’s that Doctor Pretorius again. He wants to see you,’ Minnie answered. 

Frankenstein groaned and turned to his wife. 

‘Then I knew it. Shall I never have any peace from the man?’ He went to the door and addressed Minnie. ‘Send him away. I won’t see him.’ 

Minnie turned, then she gasped. Silently the Doctor had come up behind her. 

‘Good evening, Baron,’ he said pleasantly. 

For a moment Frankenstein was too aghast at the man’s effrontery to say anything. His wife took command. 

‘Dr Pretorius,’ she said icily. ‘I don’t know what your business at this time of night may be – but whatever it is it will have to wait. My husband and I are leaving almost immediately.’ 

Pretorius refused to be ruffled. He bowed with mock courtesy and turned to Frankenstein. 

‘I think you know why I have come, Henry,’ he said with meaning. ‘If the Baroness will leave us a moment–’ 

Elizabeth and Frankenstein exchanged glances. He nodded and she gathered her wrap about her. 

‘I will await you in my room,’ she told him, then beckoned to the waiting maid. ‘Come, Minnie.’ 

Alone, the two men faced each other. 

‘I have completed by my method a perfect human brain,’ announced the Doctor. ‘It is living, but dormant. Everything is ready – for its.’ 

Frankenstein shook his head. 

‘No!’ he said. ‘I won’t do it – that’s my final word!’ Pretorius smiled. Again there was a hint of the wolf in his expression. Slowly he crossed the library to the french window and beckoned. 

‘I expected this,’ he said. ‘So I have brought my other assistant, who may persuade you to change your mind. 

As if hypnotised, Frankenstein stared at the french window, which was gradually opening. Then, with a cry of fear, he fell back, hands outstretched. 

The Monster, hideous creature of his own making, stood before him. With one massive hand it pointed to a chair. Its harsh voice filled the room. 

‘Frankenstein – sit down!’ it said. 

Pretorius began to chuckle. 

‘Yes, there have been developments, you see. He can talk.’ 

Something in the creature’s malevolent leer as it gazed at him chilled the man who had made it. He called out piteously. 

‘What do you want?’ 

The Monster came closer. 

‘You know,’ it said. 

Pretorius intervened. 

‘He wants a woman – a friend – a mate. You’ll help us make one now, won’t you, Frankenstein?’ 

Dumbly the scientist shook his head. The Monster growled. 

It advanced threateningly. 

‘Yes – must!’ it ordered. 

Frankenstein cowered under the upraised fist. To think that he had made this Thing – which was now commanding him as if It were master! 

He appealed to Pretorius. 

‘Get him out!’ he cried. ‘I won’t even discuss it till he’s gone. 

Ponderously the Monster turned its head until it looked squarely at the Doctor. Back in the recesses of its brain it knew that there was something it had to do – something pre-arranged between them. Pretorius gave the sign. Stiffly the creature turned and marched back the way it had come. The french window swung wide as it passed through into the moonlight, its tattered rags flapping in the breeze – and with it went the stench of the tomb. 

Ashen pale, Frankenstein wiped the sweat from his brow. 

‘Now,’ said Pretorius with a grin, ‘let me explain my method and benefit from your experience.’ 

Frankenstein sat as though carved in stone, while the Doctor talked. Elizabeth meant more to him than anything in the world, and she had extracted his promise. If he agreed to this devilish proposal he knew that he might be loosing yet another murderer upon the world – who knew, if not in time – a race of murderers? Yet if he refused? 

Pretorius was speaking. 

‘I have, my friend,’ he was saying, ‘an excellent laboratory installed within a ruined tower high on a hill. It is not far from here. There we can conduct our mutual experiment in seclusion. I can assure you there will be no dearth of fresh bodies, for I have in my employ–’ 

He broke off, and his mouth slowly widened into that terribly wolfish grin. From somewhere above them a terrible scream had rung out. It reverberated down the castle corridor. 

It came again. And again. 

Frankenstein leaped to his feet, his face suddenly grey. 

‘My God!’ he muttered. ‘That’s Elizabeth’s voice.’ 

The next instant he was racing up the great stone stairs. 

At the head of the stairs he met Minnie. She was shaking with terror. Fear glared from her eyes and for a moment she could not speak. He seized her roughly. 

‘What’s happened! Quickly! Tell me!’ 

The grip of his fingers brought back her courage, and she moistened her frozen lips. Then: 

‘My lady!’ she moaned. ‘Oh, my lady – the Monster’s got her!’ With a trembling finger she pointed out of the window. 

They crowded round it. 

Scaling the wall of the courtyard as easily as if it were a ditch was the Monster. Even as they watched, it began to lope down the hill. The light of the moon threw its grotesque shadow after it like some great black demon dancing with fiendish glee. And from Frankenstein’s throat there rasped a despairing cry as the moon showed something else across the Monster’s shoulder – the body of a woman, slender and white and limp – the body of Elizabeth, his wife! 

‘Now, perhaps, you will do what he asks,’ whispered Pretorius in his ear. ‘It is the only way to save her.’ 

 

It was true – and Frankenstein knew it. The only way to save Elizabeth was to throw in his lot with Pretorius and accede to the Monster’s demands. 

The Monster wanted a mate. Very well, it should have one. 

There was but one thing for which Frankenstein stipulated before he set to work, and that was to hear his wife’s voice that he might know she was safe and unharmed. To this Pretorius agreed. 

Together they went to the ruined tower on the hill where the doctor had his laboratory. There Frankenstein was allowed to speak to his wife by means of a kind of telephone. 

‘Elizabeth,’ he cried eagerly into the mouthpiece. ‘Are you safe?’ 

He could scarcely speak for the relief when he recognised her beloved voice answering him. 

‘Henry! Yes, darling I’m quite safe – but oh! the dark and this dreadful–’ 

There was a noise at the other end of the wire. Frankenstein held his breath, straining his ears to listen. Her voice came again. 

‘I’m quite near – in a cave. Come for me–’ 

It broke off with a gasp. Then, shrilling in his ear he heard the words: ‘Oh, God, it’s here! It’s here! Henry!’ Silence followed. 

Distracted, Frankenstein shouted down the instrument. There was no reply. Impotent to do anything, he looked up and found Doctor Pretorius smiling sardonically at him. 

‘My dear friend,’ murmured the doctor, ‘you surely did not believe Elizabeth’s gaoler would be so foolish as to permit her to betray her whereabouts? But rest assured, so long as you do what is asked of you she will come to no harm.’ 

 

Frankenstein knew when he was beaten. Subdued at last, he bent himself to his task. 

It was not long before the scientist in him rose uppermost and he was working day and night at a bench littered with strange apparatus. Test-tubes, retorts, queer metallic globes and intricate dials, all had their part in fashioning what was to be the heart of this man-made woman. 

And over him all the time, urging, encouraging threatening, stood the Monster. 

A queer place was this ruined tower where Pretorius had his laboratory. It was shaped like a tall cone some hundred and fifty feet in height. 

The laboratory itself occupied the ground floor, and the hollow tube of the tower leading to the starlit vault overhead formed a kind of lift-shaft. Strange and complicated machinery hung suspended from beams in the wall, or stretched trellis-like up to the castellated top of the building. The only lights were flares or arc-lamps. 

Came the time when the current was applied and the mechanical heart began to beat. Pretorius bent his head exulting over the glass container, watching while the blood pumped steadily up and out. Suddenly, the heart fluttered and stopped. 

With a curse, Frankenstein flung the contents of a bubbling crucible on to the stone floor and slumped into a chair. 

‘We need another heart!’ he cried. ‘A human heart. It must be sound and young. Where can we get it?’ 

The Doctor and the Monster exchanged glances, then Pretorius went to the door. 

‘Karl!’ he called. 

A loutish misshapen brute appeared. Frankenstein recognised him as the Doctor’s most trusted servant. He began to explain. 

‘What we need is a female victim of sudden death. Can you do it? There are always accidental deaths occurring.’ 

For a moment Karl hesitated, then the Doctor spoke and there was that in his eyes which made his meaning clear. 

‘Yes, Karl,’ he nodded. ‘There are always accidental deaths occurring.’ 

The man withdrew. 

And that night a youth was mourning his sweetheart and a new heart – a human heart – beat strongly in Frankenstein’s glass container. 

For nine hours the small heart beat with the regularity of the normal. Excitement ran high. Taking it in turns, Pretorius and Frankenstein watched the indicator rising and falling; saw the blood begin to flow simply and easily through the valves. 

At last it was decided that the time had come to transfer the organ to the waiting corpse. The vital stages of the experiment had arrived. 

It was an occasion when the slightest slip might mean the undoing of all their work. The Monster had served its purpose. It had kept Frankenstein from prowling in search of his wife. It was now in danger of becoming something of a nuisance. Accordingly Pretorius drugged the creature and left it lying on its great straw bed. 

What was needed for the successful completion of their task was a terrible thunderstorm. Then, claimed Frankenstein, the air would be full of electricity, which could be imparted to the corpse by means of a wire attached to two kites and passing through an electrical diffuser. 

Pretorius looking out of the window noted with satisfaction that such a storm was brewing this night. 

‘We must work quickly!’ he cried, wheeling the stiff body under the bright lights of the arcs. Together they bent over it, cutting away the surgical bandages which swathed the entire figure. Soon it was ready to receive the heart. 

Poising a scalpel above the breast the doctor made a swift incision and, his fingers working with all the deft skill of which he was capable, Frankenstein inserted the beating organ. 

They worked in a tense silence until the deed was finished. The atmosphere grew clammy. 

‘The storm is almost overhead,’ announced Pretorius presently, peering out of the window. ‘It will break soon.’ He turned almost affectionately to the figure lying still upon the operating table. ‘To think that within that skull,’ he murmured, ‘is an artificially developed human brain – each cell waiting for the life that is to come.’ 

A low rumble of thunder brought his sentence to a close. He glanced up the funnel of the high tower. 

‘Are the kites ready?’ called Frankenstein. 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Then send them up as soon as the wind rises. They must reach their zenith before they are struck.’ 

For some minutes longer they worked together, connecting the wires of the cosmic diffuser to the body on the table. Up on the battlements of the high tower, their shadows dancing grotesquely in the light of the paraffin flares, two men wrestled with the giant windlass which was to hold the kites when they cast off. A blue wave of lightning flickered over the mountain ridge to the south. Thicker and thicker grew the atmosphere. It felt like an immense blanket pressing down upon the world beneath. 

Then came the first assault of the storm. A terrific clap of thunder which shook the valley. A vivid fork played wildly up and down the sky, and at the same time the rain began to fall. 

Up the dark funnel of the hollow tower glared the white face of Frankenstein. Faintly his voice reached the men above the din of the storm. 

‘Stand by the kites! – Are you ready? – Let go!’ 

Guessing his meaning more by his gestures than by his words, they let the wires run out. The kite streamed steadily up in the wind which had mysteriously arisen to whip the raindrops fiercely into their faces. 

Crash! 

With a hideous crackle the lightening struck the kites. A beam of fire zipped down the wires holding them, down the eerie funnel of the tower to the cosmic diffuser suspended above the body. A shower of sparks played over the long- dead face and the hands of a dial began to jig rapidly. 

With eyes glued to this dial Frankenstein waited while the storm raged louder and fiercer overhead. Pretorius joined him, rubbing his thin hands together nervously. He was grey with excitement, sweat dripped from his forehead, and his queer, pale eyes glinted malevolently. 

Shock after shock passed through the diffuser and entered the body. The indicator on the dial rose. Forty – fifty – sixty. 

Overhead the white faces of the waiting men peered down the shaft. Both had had their orders. 

Suddenly Frankenstein stepped back and touched a lever. 

‘Ready?’ he yelled. ‘Stand back! It’s coming up.’ 

There came a steady thumping from the floor below. It was the hydraulic lift at work. The table maintaining the body lurched, steadied and began to rise. Higher. And higher. 

It reached the top of the tower. 

Like a thousand demons let loose the storm concentrated its fury upon it. It seemed to be lit by a constant stream of lightning. Great flashes of combustible gas illuminated the shaft, jagging the darkness with flickering light. 

Suddenly from one of the men on the battlements came a yell of terror. 

‘The Monster! It’s loose! It’s after me!’ 

Together Pretorius and Frankenstein peered upward. A gigantic shape loomed over the narrow opening far above. It picked up the screaming man, shaking him as if he had been a rat and threw him bodily over the parapet. Maddened by the sound of the storm it was running amok high up there in the battlements. 

The sound of its roars reached them far below. There was no mistaking it. 

‘How much drug did you give him?’ shouted Frankenstein in the Doctor’s ear. 

‘Enough to keep ten men under for a couple of hours more.’ 

Frankenstein groaned. 

‘Damnation! He’ll ruin everything!’ 

But even as he spoke, a faint luminosity began to spread over the table containing the corpse above. Both noticed it together. 

‘Thank Heaven! We’re in time, Pretorius. Pull over that switch.’ 

The doctor obeyed, and with a strange hissing sound the whole devilish contraption descended. 

Together they stared at the still swathed body on the table. Forgotten now was the raging Monster overhead. They were grimed with dirt and exhausted with their efforts, but their greatest moment was yet to come. Had the experiment been a success? 

Slowly, almost awfully, Frankenstein bent over the corpse. With shaking fingers he loosened the bandages covering its face. He took them off. Then he fell back gasping. 

A pair of vivid blue eyes looked up at him. Strange eyes. Eyes that had in them the questing wonder of a child’s and yet were filled with terror. 

He turned to Pretorius. 

‘She lives!’ he cried, triumphant. ‘She lives! She lives!’ 

It was the culmination of the wildest dream. A mate had been made for the Monster. 

As Pretorius and Frankenstein watched the slender figure of the girl they had created move gracefully, if a little unsteadily, across the floor of their laboratory they envisaged all that this triumph might mean. 

A new race of creatures to be born in the world. Offspring of once-dead bodies. What would they be like? It was a staggering speculation. 

Unlike the Monster, this girl was nearly perfect in appearance. The Monster had been the pioneer creation. It was crude and unprepossessng. All that Frankenstein had learned while making it had been utilised to this second creature’s benefit. As yet, of course, she could not speak. Moaning faintly, and staring about her in terror like one barely awakened from a nightmare, she sat on a ledge by the wall of the laboratory, enduring the critical glances of her creators. 

Suddenly with a queer little jerky gesture, she threw up her head and a shrill cry escaped her lips. 

Following the direction of her gaze, Frankenstein gave vent to a low exclamation. 

The Monster was standing in the doorway. Its face was cracked in a hideous grimace which the scientist recognised was meant to be a smile. In spite of himself, Frankenstein shuddered. 

Pretorius gripped his arm. 

‘Sh! my friend. Watch!’ 

Ponderously the Monster heaved its huge bulk down the steps and into the room. Its mouth worked spasmodically. It walked straight to the staring girl. 

‘Friend,’ it said. 

The staring blue eyes grew wider. She shrank back. The two scientists watching could see fear make way for panic in the small, drawn face. 

A note of anger crept into the Monster’s voice. 

‘Friend?’ it said again, reaching for the girl’s hand with one gigantic hand. There was a note of command in the voice. 

Something about this ghastly travesty of love sickened Frankenstein. 

‘Stop!’ he cried. 

The Monster turned with a snarl and caught the girl fiercely to him. Her mouth snapped wide and a high metallic scream rang forth. It maddened the Monster. It began to croon reassuringly to the girl, but its harsh notes only terrified her the more. She screamed again. 

Swiftly Frankenstein crossed the room and took her from him. A bellow of fury escaped it. 

‘She hate me – like others!’ mouthed the Monster. Once more it made for the girl. 

At that moment there came an interruption. The door of the laboratory was flung wide and Elizabeth appeared. Finding herself unguarded, she had managed to escape. 

‘Henry!’ she called. 

Frankenstein motioned her back. 

‘Get out,’ he cried, ‘as you value your life!’ He knew, none better, the temper of the Monster when roused. 

She shook her head. 

‘Not without you.’ 

A terrific crash told of the shattering of a trayful of glass apparatus. Smashing its way towards him, the Monster reached out once again for the girl. One hand fell for an instant on the electrical control lever. 

‘The lever! Look out for that lever! You’ll blow us all to atoms!’ shrieked Pretorius, flinging everything within reach at the raging creature. 

The meaning of his words clicked in the Monster’s slow intelligence. With a trumpeting roar of triumph it seized the control with both hands. 

‘Henry,’ screamed Elizabeth again, ‘you must come! I won’t go without you.’ 

For a moment Frankenstein hesitated. 

‘I can’t leave them,’ he stammered. ‘Don’t you see –’ But his hesitation gave the Monster the chance it had sought. Like a flash one huge hand shot out and seized the girl from the scientist’s arms. Then it gestured savagely towards the door. 

‘You live!’ it cried. ‘Go! Go!’ 

Frankenstein waited no longer. And as the door slammed behind him and his wife, and the Monster saw them running madly down the hill, it caught the shrieking girl in a close embrace and threw itself flat across the lever. 

‘We – belong – dead!’ it cried as the first shudder shook the building. 

And the white, gibbering face of Dr Pretorius was the last thing it saw, before there came a blinding flash, a terrific explosion, and the whole tower thundered down in ruins.




DRACULA’S DAUGHTER




by Bram Stoker


In just the same way that The Bride Of Frankenstein is considered by maiy people to be better than its precursor, so Dracula’s Daughter (1936) has many admirers who believe it to be superior to the Bela Lugosi original. Foremost among these is Donald Glut, the leading American vampire historian, who wrote in his painstakingly researched work, The Dracula Book (1975). ‘Unlike most sequel films, Dracula’s Daughter proved that a second film in a series could be better than the original. The camera now moved and the acting was more restrained, especially in the title role. The Dracula film had come a long way in five years.’ 

The shift to a female vampire in the starring role came about through Bela Lugosi’s reluctance to reprise the role for fear of becoming typecast – a decision he later regretted when it became evident that his heavy accent and rather wooden style of acting would only secure him vampire-type roles. So, in his absence, Universal Pictures brought in scriptwriter Garrett Fort to adapt for the screen the short story “Dracula’s Guest” by Bram Stoker (1847–1912), which had originally been intended as a chapter in the famous novel, but was deleted by the author at his publishers’ insistence that the work was otherwise too lengthy. 

Fort renamed the Countess Dolingen of the story Countess Marya Zaleska, and made her – in the words of the subsequent movie poster – ‘More sensational than her unforgettable father!’ The Countess was played by the darkly beautiful London-born actress, Gloria Holden, who whetted the appetites of cinemagoers everywhere when, after reading the script, she was reported as having commented: ‘The author has made me a ruthless vampire, a beast in human form. I don’t believe any woman has ever been asked to play such a poisonous role before! He’s made me an insatiable fiend. I would just like to meet the man who wrote such an inhuman role for me. He must be a monstrous, horrible person!’ 

Despite such apparent reservations, Gloria Holden gave a memorable performance as Dracula’s daughter and was well supported by Edward Van Sloan, who had no qualms about appearing again as the vampire’s nemesis, Dr Van Helsing. An early scene where the Countess burns the corpse of her father, Dracula, on a funeral pyre, set the tone of the picture and came very close to being banned when viewed by the British censor. The ‘body’ was, in fact, a wax model with features identical to Bela Lugosi’s! 

The picture was enthusiastically reviewed and fared extremely well at the box office, making doubly-sure that the Dracula legend would endure. In the fullness of time, the picture also inspired a number of other movies, including Blood And Roses (1959) starring Annette Vadim, wife of the French director Roger Vadim; Countess Dracula (1970) with Ingrid Pitt; and, most recently, Catherine Binet’s The Games Of The Countess Dolingen Of Gratz (1981), probably the most faithful adaptation of Bram Stoker’s original tale, which follows here.


* * *


When we started for our drive the sun was shining brightly on Munich, and the air was full of the joyousness of early summer. Just as we were about to depart, Herr Delbrück (the maître d’hôtel of the Quatre Saisons, where I was staying) came down, bareheaded, to the carriage and, after wishing me a pleasant drive, said to the coachman, still holding his hand on the handle of the carriage door: 

‘Remember you are back by nightfall. The sky looks bright but there is a shiver in the north wind that says there may be a sudden storm. But I am sure you will not be late.’ Here he smiled, and added, ‘for you know what night it is.’ 

Johann answered with an emphatic, ‘Ja, mein Herr,’ and, touching his hat, drove off quickly. When we had cleared the town, I said, after signalling to him to stop: 

‘Tell me, Johann, what is tonight?’ 

He crossed himself, as he answered laconically: 

‘Walpurgis nacht.’ Then he took out his watch, a great, old-fashioned German silver thing as big as a turnip, and looked at it, with his eyebrows gathered together and a little impatient shrug of his shoulders. I realised that this was his way of respectfully protesting against the unnecessary delay, and sank back in the carriage, merely motioning him to proceed. He started off rapidly, as if to make up for lost time. Every now and then the horses seemed to throw up their heads and sniffed the air suspiciously. On such occasions I often looked round in alarm. The road was pretty bleak, for we were traversing a sort of high, wind-swept plateau. As we drove, I saw a road that looked but little used, and which seemed to dip through a little, winding valley. It looked so inviting that, even at the risk of offending him, I called Johann to stop – and when he had pulled up, I told him I would like to drive down that road. He made all sorts of excuses, and frequently crossed himself as he spoke. This somewhat piqued my curiosity, so I asked him various questions. He answered fencingly, and repeatedly looked at his watch in protest. Finally I said: 

‘Well, Johann, I want to go down this road. I shall not ask you to come unless you like; but tell me why you do not like to go, that is all I ask.’ 

For answer he seemed to throw himself off the box, so quickly did he reach the ground. Then he stretched out his hands appealingly to me, and implored me not to go. There was just enough of English mixed with the German for me to understand the drift of his talk. He seemed always just about to tell me something – the very idea of which evidently frightened him; but each time he pulled himself up, saying, as he crossed himself: 

‘Walpurgis nacht!’ 

I tried to argue with him, but it was difficult to argue with a man when I did not know his language. The advantage certainly rested with him, for although he began to speak in English, of a very crude and broken kind, he always got excited and broke into his native tongue – and every time he did so, he looked at his watch. Then the horses became restless and sniffed the air. At this he grew very pale, and, looking around in a frightened way, he suddenly jumped forward, took them by the bridles and led them on some twenty feet. I followed, and asked why he had done this. For answer he crossed himself, pointed to the spot we had left and drew his carriage in the direction of the other road, indicating a cross, and said, first in German, then in English: 

‘Buried him – him what killed themselves.’ 

I remembered the old custom of burying suicides at cross-roads: ‘Ah! I see, a suicide. How interesting!’ But for the life of me I could not make out why the horses were frightened. 

Whilst we were talking, we heard a sort of sound between a yelp and a bark. It was far away; but the horses got very restless, and it took Johann all his time to quiet them. He was pale, and said: ‘It sounds like a wolf– but yet there are no wolves here now.’ 

‘No?’ I said, questioning him; ‘isn’t it long since the wolves were so near the city?’ 

‘Long, long,’ he answered, ‘in the spring and summer; but with the snow the wolves have been here not so long.’ 

Whilst he was petting the horses and trying to quiet them, dark clouds drifted rapidly across the sky. The sunshine passed away, and a breath of cold wind seemed to drift past us. It was only a breath, however, and more in the nature of a warning than a fact, for the sun came out brightly again. Johann looked under his lifted hand at the horizon and said: 

‘The storm of snow, he comes before long time.’ Then he looked at his watch again, and, straightway holding his reins firmly – for the horses were still pawing the ground restlessly and shaking their heads – he climbed to his box as though the time had come for proceeding on our journey. 

I felt a little obstinate and did not at once get into the carriage. 

‘Tell me,’ I said, ‘about this place where the road leads,’ and I pointed down. 

Again he crossed himself and mumbled a prayer, before he answered: ‘It is unholy.’ 

‘What is unholy?’ I enquired. 

‘The village.’ 

‘Then there is a village?’ 

‘No, no. No one lives there hundreds of years.’ My curiosity was piqued: ‘But you said there was a village.’ 

‘There was.’ 

‘Where is it now?’ 

Whereupon he burst out into a long story in German and English, so mixed up that I could not quite understand exactly what he said, but roughly I gathered that long ago, hundreds of years, men had died there and been buried in their graves; and sounds were heard under the clay, and when the graves were opened, men and women were found rosy with life, and their mouths red with blood. And so, in haste to save their lives (aye, and their souls! – and here he crossed himself), those who were left fled away to other places, where the living lived, and the dead were dead and not – not something. He was evidently afraid to speak the last words. As he proceeded with his narration, he grew more and more excited. It seemed as if his imagination had got hold of him, and he ended in a perfect paroxysm of fear – white-faced, perspiring, trembling and looking round him, as if expecting that some dreadful presence would manifest itself there in the bright sunshine on the open plain. Finally, in an agony of desperation, he cried: 

‘Walpurgis nacht!’ and pointed to the carriage for me to get in. All my English blood rose at this, and, standing back, I said: 

‘You are afraid, Johann – you are afraid. Go home; I shall return alone; the walk will do me good.’ The carriage door was open. I took from the seat my oak walking-stick – which I always carry on my holiday excursions – and closed the door, pointing back to Munich, and said, ‘Go home, Johann – Walpurgis nacht doesn’t concern Englishmen.’ 

The horses were now more restive than ever, and Johann was trying to hold them in, while excitedly imploring me not to do anything so foolish. I pitied the poor fellow, he was so deeply in earnest; but all the same I could not help laughing. His English was quite gone now. In his anxiety he had forgotten that his only means of making me understand was to talk my language, so he jabbered away in his native German. It began to be a little tedious. After giving the direction, ‘Home!’ I turned to go down the cross-road into the valley. 

With a despairing gesture, Johann turned his horses towards Munich. I leaned on my stick and looked after him. He went slowly along the road for a while; then there came over the crest of the hill a man tall and thin. I could see so much in the distance. When he drew near the horses, they began to jump and kick about, then to scream with terror. Johann could not hold them in; they bolted down the road, 

running away madly. I watched them out of sight, then looked for the stranger, but I found that he, too, was gone. 

With a light heart I turned down the side road through the deepening valley to which Johann had objected. There was not the slightest reason, that I could see for his objection; and I daresay I tramped for a couple of hours without thinking of time or distance, and certainly without seeing a person or a house. So far as the place was concerned, it was desolation itself. But I did not notice this particularly till, on turning a bend in the road, I came upon a scattered fringe of wood; then I recognised that I had been impressed unconsciously by the desolation of the region through which I had passed. 

I sat down to rest myself, and began to look around. It struck me that it was considerably colder than it had been at the commencement of my walk – a sort of sighing sound seemed to be around me, with, now and then, high overhead, a sort of muffled roar. Looking upwards I noticed that great thick clouds were drifting rapidly across the sky from North to South at a great height. There were signs of coming storm in some lofty stratum of the air. I was a little chilly, and, thinking that it was the sitting still after the exercise of walking, I resumed my journey. 

The ground I passed over was now much more picturesque. There were no striking objects that the eye might single out; but in all there was a charm of beauty. I took little heed of time and it was only when the deepening twilight forced itself upon me that I began to think of how I should find my way home. The brightness of the day had gone. The air was cold, and the drifting of clouds high overhead was more marked. They were accompanied by a sort of far-away rushing sound, through which seemed to come at intervals that mysterious cry which the driver had said came from a wolf. For a while I hesitated. I had said I would see the deserted village, so on I went, and presently came on a wide stretch of open country, shut in by hills all around. Their sides were covered with trees which spread down to the plain, dotting, in clumps, the gentler slopes and hollows which showed here and there. I followed with my eye the winding of the road, and saw that it curved close to one of the densest of these clumps and was lost behind it. 

As I looked there came a cold shiver in the air, and the snow began to fall. I thought of the miles and miles of bleak country I had passed, and then hurried on to seek the shelter of the wood in front. Darker and darker grew the sky, and faster and heavier fell the snow, till the earth before and around me was a glistening white carpet the further edge of which was lost in misty vagueness. The road was here but crude, and when on the level its boundaries were not so marked, as when it passed through the cuttings; and in a little while I found that I must have strayed from it, for I missed underfoot the hard surface, and my feet sank deeper in the grass and moss. Then the wind grew stronger and blew with ever increasing force, till I was fain to run before it. The air became icy-cold, and in spite of my exercise I began to suffer. The snow was now falling so thickly and whirling around me in such rapid eddies that I could hardly keep my eyes open. Every now and then the heavens were torn asunder by vivid lightning, and in the flashes I could see ahead of me a great mass of trees, chiefly yew and cypress all heavily coated with snow. 

I was soon amongst the shelter of the trees, and there, in comparative silence, I could hear the rush of the wind high overhead. Presently the blackness of the storm had become merged in the darkness of the night. By-and-by the storm seemed to be passing away: it now only came in fierce puffs or blasts. At such moments the weird sound of the wolf appeared to be echoed by many similar sounds around me. 

Now and again, through the black mass of drifting cloud, came a straggling ray of moonlight, which lit up the expanse, and showed me that I was at the edge of a dense mass of cypress and yew trees. As the snow had ceased to fall, I walked out from the shelter and began to investigate more closely. It appeared to me that, amongst so many old foundations as I had passed, there might be still standing a house in which, though in ruins, I could find some sort of shelter for a while. As I skirted the edge of the copse, I found that a low wall encircled it, and following this I presently found an opening. Here the cypresses formed an alley leading up to a square mass of some kind of building. Just as I caught sight of this, however, the drifting clouds obscured the moon, and I passed up the path in darkness. The wind must have grown colder, for I felt myself shiver as I walked; but there was hope of shelter, and I groped my way blindly on. 

I stopped, for there was a sudden stillness. The storm had passed; and, perhaps in sympathy with nature’s silence, my heart seemed to cease to beat. But this was only momentarily; for suddenly the moonlight broke through the clouds, showing me that I was in a graveyard, and that the square object before me was a great massive tomb of marble, as white as the snow that lay on and all around it. With the moonlight there came a fierce sigh of the storm, which appeared to resume its course with a long, low howl as of many dogs or wolves. I was awed and shocked, and felt the cold perceptibly grow upon me till it seemed to grip me by the heart. Then while the flood of moonlight still fell on the marble tomb, the storm gave further evidence of renewing, as though it was returning on its track. Impelled by some sort of fascination, I approached the sepulchre to see what it was, and why such a thing stood alone in such a place. I walked around it, and read, over the Done door, in German– 


COUNTESS DOLINGEN OF GRATZ



IN STYRIA



SOUGHT AND FOUND DEATH.



1801.


On top of the tomb, seemingly driven through the solid marble – for the structure was composed of a few vast blocks of stone – was a great iron spike or stake. On going to the back I saw, graven in great Russian letters: 


‘The dead travel fast.’


There was something so weird and uncanny about the whole thing that it gave me a turn and made me feel quite faint. I began to wish, for the first time, that I had taken Johann’s advice. Here a thought struck me, which came under almost mysterious circumstances and with a terrible shock. This was Walpurgis Night! 

Walpurgis Night, when, according to the belief of millions of people, the devil was abroad – when the graves were opened and the dead came forth and walked. When all evil things of earth and air and water held revel. This very place the driver had specially shunned. This was the depopulated village of centuries ago. This was where the suicide lay; and this was the place where I was alone – unmanned, shivering with cold in a shroud of snow with a wild storm gathering again upon me! It took all my philosophy, all the religion I had been taught, all my courage, not to collapse in a paroxysm of fright. 

And now a perfect tornado burst upon me. The ground shook as though thousands of horses thundered across it; and this time the storm bore on its icy wings, not snow, but great hailstones which drove with such violence that they might have come from the thongs of Balearic slingers – hailstones that beat down leaf and branch and made the shelter of the cypresses of no more avail than though their stems were standing corn. At the first I had rushed to the nearest tree; but I was soon fain to leave it and seek the only spot that seemed to afford refuge, the deep Doric doorway of the marble tomb. There, crouching against the massive bronze-door, I gained a certain amount of protection from the beating of the hail- stones, for now they only drove against me as they ricochetted from the ground and the side of the marble. 

As I leaned against the door, it moved slightly and opened inwards. The shelter of even a tomb was welcome in that pitiless tempest, and I was about to enter it when there came a flash of forked-lightning that lit up the whole expanse of the heavens. In the instant, as I am a living man, I saw, as my eyes were turned into the darkness of the tomb, a beautiful woman, with rounded cheeks and red lips, seemingly sleeping on a bier. As the thunder broke overhead, I was grasped as by the hand of a giant and hurled out into the storm. The whole thing was so sudden that, before I could realize the shock, moral as well as physical, I found the hailstones beating me down. At the same time I had a strange, dominating feeling that I was not alone. I looked towards the tomb. Just then there came another blinding flash, which seemed to strike the iron stake that surmounted the tomb and to pour through to the earth, blasting and crumbling the marble, as in a burst of flame. The dead woman rose for a moment of agony, while she was lapped in the flame, and her bitter scream of pain was drowned in the thundercrash. The last thing I heard was this mingling of dreadful sound, as again I was seized in the giant-grasp and dragged away, while the hailstones beat on me, and the air around seemed reverberant with the howling of wolves. The last sight that I remembered was a vague, white, moving mass, as if all the graves around me had sent out the phantoms of their sheeted-dead, and that they were closing in on me through the white cloudiness of the driving hail. 

 

Gradually there came a sort of vague beginning of consciousness; then a sense of weariness that was dreadful. For a time I remembered nothing; but slowly my senses returned. My feet seemed positively racked with pain, yet I could not move them. They seemed to be numbed. There was an icy feeling at the back of my neck and all down my spine, and my ears, like my feet, were dead, yet in torment; but there was in my breast a sense of warmth which was, by comparison, delicious. It was a nightmare – a physical nightmare, if one may use such an expression; for some heavy weight on my chest made it difficult for me to breathe. 

This period of semi-lethargy seemed to remain a long time, and as it faded away I must have slept or swooned. Then came a sort of loathing, like the first stage of sea-sickness, and a wild desire to be free from something – I knew not what. A vast stillness enveloped me, as though all the world were asleep or dead – only broken by the low panting as of some animal close to me. I felt a warm rasping at my throat, then came a consciousness of the awful truth, which chilled me to the heart and sent the blood surging up through my brain. Some great animal was lying on me and now licking my throat. I feared to stir, for some instinct of prudence bade me lie still; but the brute seemed to realize that there was now some change in me, for it raised its head. Through my eyelashes I saw above me the two great flaming eyes of a gigantic wolf. Its sharp white teeth gleamed in the gaping red mouth, and I could feel its hot breath fierce and acrid upon me. 

For another spell of time I remembered no more. Then I became conscious of a low growl, followed by a yelp, renewed again and again. Then, seemingly very far away, I heard a ‘Holloa! holloa!’ as of many voices calling in unison. Cautiously I raised my head and looked in the direction whence the sound came; but the cemetery blocked my view. The wolf still continued to yelp in a strange way, and a red glare began to move round the grove of cypresses, as though following the sound. As the voices drew closer, the wolf yelped faster and louder. I feared to make either sound or motion. Nearer came the red glow, over the white pall which stretched into the darkness around me. Then all at once from beyond the trees there came at a trot a troop of horsemen bearing torches. The wolf rose from my breast and made for the cemetery. I saw one of the horsemen (soldiers by their caps and their long military cloaks) raise his carbine and take aim. A companion knocked up his arm, and I heard the ball whizz over my head. He had evidently taken my body for that of the wolf. Another sighted the animal as it slunk away, and a shot followed. Then, at a gallop, the troop rode forward – some towards me, others following the wolf as it disappeared amongst the snow-clad cypresses. 

As they drew nearer I tried to move, but was powerless, although I could see and hear all that went on around me. Two or three of the soldiers jumped from their horses and knelt beside me. One of them raised my head, and placed his hand over my heart. 

‘Good news, comrades!’ he cried. ‘His heart still beats.’ 

Then some brandy was poured down my throat; it put vigour into me, and I was able to open my eyes fully and look around. Lights and shadows were moving among the trees, and I heard men call to one another. They drew together, uttering frightened exclamations; and the lights flashed as the others came pouring out of the cemetery pell-mell, like men possessed. When the further ones came close to us, those who were around me asked them eagerly: 

‘Well, have you found him?’ 

The reply rang out hurriedly: 

‘No! no! Come away quick – quick! This is no place to stay, and on this of all nights!’ 

‘What was it?’ was the question, asked in all manner of keys. The answer came variously and all indefinitely as though the men were moved by some common impulse to speak, yet were restrained by some common fear from giving their thoughts. 

‘It – it – indeed!’ gibbered one, whose wits had plainly given out for the moment. 

‘A wolf– and yet not a wolf!’ another put in shudderingly. 

‘No use trying for him without the sacred bullet,’ a third remarked in a more ordinary manner. 

‘Serve us right for coming out on this night! Truly we have earned our thousand marks!’ were the ejaculations of a fourth. 

‘There was blood on the broken marble,’ another said after a pause – ‘the lightning never brought that there. And for him – is he safe? Look at his throat! See, comrades, the wolf has been lying on him and keeping his blood warm.’ The officer looked at my throat and replied: 

‘He is all right; the skin is not pierced. What does it all mean? We should never have found him but for the yelping of the wolf.’ 

‘What became of it?’ asked the man who was holding up my head, and who seemed the least panic-stricken of the party, for his hands were steady and without tremor. On his sleeve was the chevron of a petty officer. 

‘It went to its home,’ answered the man, whose long face was pallid, and who actually shook with terror as he glanced around him fearfully. ‘There are graves enough there in which it may lie. Come, comrades – come quickly! Let us leave this cursed spot.’ 

The officer raised me to a sitting posture, as he uttered a word of command; then several men placed me upon a horse. He sprang to the saddle behind me, took me in his arms, gave the word to advance; and, turning our faces away from the cypresses, we rode away in swift, military order. 

As yet my tongue refused its office, and I was perforce silent. I must have fallen asleep; for the next thing I remembered was finding myself standing up, supported by a soldier on each side of me. It was almost broad daylight, and to the north a red streak of sunlight was reflected, like a path of blood, over the waste of snow. The officer was telling the men to say nothing of what they had seen, except that they found an English stranger, guarded by a large dog. 

‘Dog! that was no dog,’ cut in the man who had exhibited such fear. ‘I think I know a wolf when I see one.’ 

The young officer answered calmly: ‘I said a dog.’ 

‘Dog!’ reiterated the other ironically. It was evident that his courage was rising with the sun; and, pointing to me, he said, ‘Look at his throat. Is that the work of a dog, master?’ 

Instinctively I raised my hand to my throat, and as I touched it I cried out in pain. The men crowded round to look, some stooping down from their saddles; and again their came the calm voice of the young officer: 

‘A dog, as I said. If aught else were said, we should only be laughed at.’ 

I was then mounted behind a trooper, and we rode on into the suburbs of Munich. Here we came across a stray carriage, into which I was lifted, and it was driven off to the Quatre Saisons – the young officer accompanying me, whilst a trooper followed with his horse, and the others rode off to their barracks. 

When we arrived, Herr Delbrück rushed so quickly down the steps to meet me, that it was apparent he had been watching within. Taking me by both hands he solicitously led me in. The officer saluted me and was turning to withdraw, when I recognized his purpose, and insisted that he should come to my rooms. Over a glass of wine I warmly thanked him and his brave comrades for saving me. He replied simply that he was more than glad, and that Herr Delbrück had at the first taken steps to make all the searching party pleased; at which ambiguous utterance the maître d’hotel smiled, while the officer pleaded duty and withdrew. 

‘But Herr Delbrück, I enquired, ‘how and why was it that the soldiers searched for me?’ 

He shrugged his shoulders, as if in depreciation of his own deed, as he replied: 

‘I was so fortunate as to obtain leave from the commander of the regiment in which I served, to ask for volunteers.’ 

‘But how did you know I was lost?’ I asked. 

‘The driver came hither with the remains of his carriage, which had been upset when the horses ran away.’ 

‘But surely you would not send a search-party of soldiers merely on this account?’ 

‘Oh, no!’ he answered; ‘but even before the coachman arrived, I had this telegram from the Boyar whose guest you are,’ and he took from his pocket a telegram which he handed to me, and I read: 


BISTRITZ. 


‘Be careful of my guest – his safety is most precious to me. Should aught happen to him, or if he be missed, spare nothing to find him and ensure his safety. He is English and therefore adventurous. There are often dangers from snow and wolves and night. Lose not a moment if you suspect harm to him. I answer your zeal with my fortune. – Dracula.’ 

As I held the telegram in my hand, the room seemed to whirl around me; and, if the attentive maître d’hotel had not caught me, I think I should have fallen. There was something so strange in all this, something so weird and impossible to imagine, that there grew on me a sense of my being in some way the sport of opposite forces – the mere vague idea of which seemed in a way to paralyse me. I was certainly under some form of mysterious protection. From a distant country had come, in the very nick of time, a message that took me out of the danger of the snow-sleep and the jaws of the wolf.




THE WAR OF THE WORLDS




by H G Wells


It was as a teenager in the fifties that I really began my love affair with movie monsters. The year 1953 saw the arrival of Paramount Pictures’ lavish two million dollar version of another fantasy classic, H G Wells’s The War Of The Worlds (1898), featuring sleek and deadly war machines and, even more unforgettably, a one-eyed Martian creature. Produced by the inventive George Pal and directed by Byron Haskin, the film offered viewers a monster – with a grotesque head and scaly arms – that was unlike anything that had been seen in the cinema before: a triumph of make-up that caused Philip Strick in his book, Science Fiction Movies (1976), to declare, ‘War Of The Worlds is superlatively well made and deserves to be remade many times. But the Pal/ Haskin version deserves to be remembered with affection.’ 

The original creator, Herbert George Wells (1866–1946), is, of course, widely regarded as one of the founding fathers of science fiction, and over the years a number of his books and short stories have been brought to the screen. None, though, are so well remembered or have been as influential as this American version, despite the fact that the scriptwriter, Barré Lyndon, took serious liberties with Wells’s story, which included changing the locality from England to Calfornia and adding a ‘love interest’, it was the credibility of the war machines and the sole Martian that was actually seen which kept audiences on the edge of their seats. I remember this clearly, because I was among one of those audiences, and just as glad as Gene Barry and Ann Robinson, the two stars, when the common cold germ put paid to the threatened Martian holocaust. 

The filmic possibilities of H G Wells’s books had been appreciated as early as 1909, when another of the great French cinema pioneers, Charles Pathé, made The Invisible Thief, which was losely based on “The invisible Man.” Following this, in 1914 Pathé signed a contract with Wells to film several more of his stories, but the advent of World War I put a stop to this project. Then, in 1919, Pathé’s great rival in England, Leon Gaumont, stole a march by making The First Men In The Moon. Directed byJ L V Leigh and starring Lionel D’Arragan and Heather Thatcher, this picture took even greater liberties with Wells’s story than Barré Lyndon was to commit thirty years later –for the scientific elements were almost completely abandoned in favour of turning it into a love story! 

However, even before the film was released, Wells was busy with plans for what he hoped would be the next film, The War Of The Worlds. He even prepared a specially abridged version of his novel on which the script could be based. But The First Men In The Moon was no great success at the box office, his plans were shelved, and Wells had to content himself by publishing his precis in The Strand Magazine of February 1920. Though the author did not live to see his dream of The War Of The Worlds reaching the screen, the abridgement he prepared has survived, and I am sure that the uncanny similarity between it and the 1953 film will be immediately obvious to all who have seen the movie.


* * *


The first star was seen early in the morning rushing over Winchester eastward, high in the atmosphere. Hundreds must have seen it, and taken it for an ordinary falling star. For in those days no one gave a thought to the outer worlds of space as sources of human danger. At most, terrestrial men fancied there might be other men upon Mars, perhaps inferior to themselves and ready to welcome a missionary enterprise. Yet across the gulf of space, minds that are to our minds as ours are to the beasts that perish, intellects vast and cool and unsympathetic, regarded this earth with envious eyes, and slowly and surely drew their plans against us. 

No one seems to have troubled to look for the fallen thing that night. But early in the morning it was found, almost entirely buried in the sand, among the scattered splinters of a fir-tree on the common between Horsell, Woking, and Ottershaw. The uncovered part had the appearance of a huge cylinder, caked over, and its outline softened, by a thick, scaly, dun-coloured incrustation. It had a diameter of about thirty yards. A stirring noise within the cylinder was ascribed at first to the unequal cooling of its surface, for at that time it did not occur to anyone that it might be hollow. 

When, about sunset, I joined the crowd at the edge of the pit the thing had dug by its impact with the soil, the end of the cylinder was being screwed out from within. Nearly two feet of shining screw projected. Somebody blundered against me, and I narrowly missed being pitched on the top of the screw. As I turned to avoid the fall the lid of the cylinder fell upon the gravel with a ringing concussion. For a moment the cavity seemed perfectly black, for I had the sunset in my eyes. 

I think everyone expected to see a man emerge – possibly something a little unlike us terrestrial men, but in all essentials a man. I know I did. But, looking, I presently saw something stirring within the shadow – greyish, billowy movements, one above another, and then two luminous discs- like eyes. Then something resembling a little grey snake, about the thickness of a walking stick, coiled up out of the writhing middle and wriggled in the air towards me, and then another. 

A big, greyish, rounded bulk, the size, perhaps, of a bear, was rising slowly and painfully out of the cylinder. As it bulged up and caught the light, it glistened like wet leather. Two large, dark-coloured eyes were regarding me steadfastly. It was rounded, and had, one might say, a face. There was a mouth under the eyes, the lipless brim of which quivered and panted, and dropped saliva. The body heaved and pulsated convulsively. A lank, tentacular appendage gripped the edge of the cylinder, another swayed in the air. 

Those who have never seen a living Martian can scarcely imagine the strange horror of their appearance. The peculiar V-shaped mouth with its pointed upper lip, the absence of brow ridges, the absence of a chin beneath the wedge-like lower lip, the incessant quivering of this mouth, the Gorgon groups of tentacles, the tumultuous breathing of the lungs in a strange atmosphere, the evident heaviness and painfulness of movement, due to the greater gravitational energy of the earth – above all, the extraordinary intensity of the immense eyes – culminated in an effect akin to nausea. There was something fungoid in the oily brown skin, something in the clumsy deliberation of their tedious movements unspeakably terrible. Even at this first encounter, this first glimpse, I was overcome with disgust and dread. 

Suddenly the monster vanished. It had toppled over the brim of the cylinder, and fallen into the pit with a thud like the fall of a great mass of leather. I heard it give a peculiar thick cry, and forthwith another of these creatures appeared darkly in the deep shadow of the aperture. 

At that my rigour of terror passed away. I turned, and, running madly, made for the first group of trees, perhaps a hundred yards away; but I ran slantingly and stumbling, for I could not avert my face from these things. There, among some young pine trees and furze bushes, I stopped, panting, and waited further developments. Once a leash of thin black whips, like the arms of an octopus, flashed across the sunset, and was immediately withdrawn, and afterwards a thin rod rose up, joint by joint, bearing at its apex a circular disc that spun with a wobbling motion. 

Suddenly there was a flash of light, and a quantity of luminous greenish smoke came out of the pit in three distinct puffs, which drove up, one after the other, straight into the still air. At the same time a faint hissing sound became audible. Beyond the pit stood a little wedge of people, a little knot of small vertical black shapes upon the black ground. As the green smoke rose their faces flashed out pallid green, and faded again as it vanished. 

Then slowly the hissing passed into humming, into a long, loud droning noise. Slowly a humped shape rose out of the pit, and the ghost of a beam of light seemed to flicker out of it. Forthwith, flashes of actual flame, a bright glare leaping from one to another, sprang from the scattered group of men. It was as if some invisible jet impinged upon them and flashed into white flame. It was as if each man were suddenly and momentarily turned to fire. 

Then, by the light of their own destruction, I saw them staggering and falling, and their supporters turning to run. 

I stood staring, not as yet realizing that this was death leaping from man to man in that little distant crowd. All I felt was that it was something strange. An almost noiseless and blinding flash of light, and a man fell headlong and lay still, and as the unseen shaft of heat passed over them, pine trees burst into fire, and every dry furze-bush became with one dull thud a mass of flames. It is still a matter of wonder how the Martians are able to slay men so swiftly and so silently. Many think that in some way they are able to generate an intense heat in a chamber of practically absolute non-conductivity. This intense heat they project in a parallel beam against any object they choose by means of a polished parabolic mirror of unknown composition – much as the parabolic mirror of a lighthouse projects a beam of light. But no one has absolutely proved these details. However it was done, it is certain that a beam of heat is the essence of the matter – heat, and invisible, instead of visible, light. Whatever is combustible flashes into flame at its touch, lead runs like water, it softens iron, cracks and melts glass, and when it falls upon water incontinently that explodes into steam. 

That night nearly forty people lay under the starlight about the pit, charred and distorted beyond recognition, and all night long the common from Horsell to Maybury was deserted, and brightly ablaze. 

It was in a storm that I first saw the Martians at large, on the night of the third falling star. How can I describe the thing I saw? A monstrous tripod, higher than many houses, striding over the young pine trees, and smashing them aside in its career; a walking engine of glittering metal, striding now across the heather, articulate ropes of steel dangling from it, and clattering tumult of its passage mingling with the riot of the thunder. A flash, and it came out vividly, heeling over one way with two feet in the air, to vanish, and reappear almost instantly, as it seemed, with the next flash, a hundred yards nearer. Can you imagine a milking-stool tilted and bowled violently along the ground? That was the impression those instant flashes gave. But instead of a milking-stool, imagine it a great body of machinery on a tripod stand. 

Seen nearer, the thing was incredibly strange, for it was no mere insensate machine driving on its way. Machine it was, with. a ringing metallic pace, and long flexible glittering 

tentacles (one of which gripped a young pine tree) swinging and rattling about its strange body. It picked its road as it went striding along, and the brazen hood that surmounted it moved to and fro with the inevitable suggestion of a head looking about it. Behind the main body was a huge thing of white metal like a gigantic fisherman’s basket, and puffs of green smoke squirted out from the joints of the limbs as the monster swept by me. 

All that night the creatures were busy – communicating, I suppose, and maturing their plans. It was not until the next morning that our resistance began. The fighting I saw took place at Shepperton Wey, where a crowd of fugitives were waiting their turn to cross the river by the ferry. 

Suddenly we saw a rush of smoke far away up the river, a puff of smoke that jerked up into the air, and hung; and forthwith the ground heaved under foot, and a heavy explosion shook the air smashing two or three windows in the houses near, and leaving us astonished. 

Quickly, one after the other, one, two, three, four of the armoured Martians appeared, far away over the little trees, across the flat meadows that stretch towards Chertsey, and striding hurriedly towards the river. Little cowled figures they seemed at first, going with a rolling motion and as fast as flying birds. 

Then, advancing obliquely towards us, came a fifth. Their armoured bodies glittered in the sun as they swept swiftly forward upon the guns, growing rapidly larger as they drew nearer. One on the extreme left – the remotest, that is – flourished a huge case high in the air, and the ghostly terrible heat-ray I had already seen on Friday night smote towards Chertsey, and struck the town. 

‘Get under water!’ I shouted, unheeded. And, as the first Martian towered overhead scarcely a couple of hundred feet away, I flung myself under the surface. 

When I raised my head, it was on the bank, and, in a stride, wading halfway across. The knees of its foremost legs bent at the further bank, and in another moment it had raised itself to its full height again, close to the village of Shepperton. Forthwith the six guns, which, unknown to anyone on the right bank, had been hidden behind the outskirts of that village, fired simultaneously. The sudden near concussions, the last close upon the first, made my heart jump. The monster was already raising the case generating the heat-ray as the first shell burst six yards above the hood. 

Simultaneously two other shells burst in the air near the body as the hood twisted round in time to receive, but not in time to dodge, the fourth shell. 

The shell burst clean in the face of the thing. The hood bulged, flashed, was whirled off in a dozen tattered fragments of red flesh and glittering metal. 

‘Hit!’ shouted I, with something between a scream and a cheer. 

I heard answering shouts from the people in the water about me. I could have leapt out of the water with that momentary exultation. 

The decapitated colossus reeled like a drunken giant, but it did not fall over. It recovered its balance by a miracle, and, no longer heeding its steps, and with the camera that fired the heat-ray now rigidly upheld, it reeled swiftly upon Shepperton. The living intelligence, the Martian within the hood, was slain and splashed to the four winds of heaven, and the thing was now but a mere intricate device of metal whirling to destruction. It drove along in a straight line, incapable of guidance. It struck the tower of Shepperton church, smashing it down as the impact of a battering-ram might have done, swerved aside, blundered on, and collapsed with a tremendous impact into the river out of my sight. 

A violent explosion shook the air, and a spout of water steam, mud, and shattered metal shot far up into the sky. As the camera of the heat-ray hit the water, the latter had incontinently flashed into steam. In another moment a huge wave, like a muddy tidal bore, but almost scalding hot, came sweeping round the bend upstream. I saw people struggling shorewards, and heard their screaming faintly above the seething and roar of the Martian’s collapse. 

Then again I ducked, for the other Martians were advancing. When for a moment I raised my head to take breath and throw the water from my eyes, the steam was rising in a whirling white fog that at first hid the Martians altogether. The noise was deafening. Then I saw them dimly, colossal figures of grey, magnified by the mist. They had passed by me, and two were stooping over the tumultuous ruins of their comrade. 

The third and fourth stood beside him in the water, one perhaps two hundred yards from me, the other towards Laleham. The generators of the heat-rays waved high, and the hissing beams smote down this way and that. 

The air was full of sound, a deafening and confusing conflict of noises, the clangorous din of the Martians, the crash of falling houses, the thud of trees, fences, sheds, flashing into flame, and the crackling and roaring of fire. Dense black smoke was leaping up to mingle with the steam from the river, and as the heat-ray went to and fro over Weybridge, its impact was marked by flashes of incandescent white, that gave place at once to a smoky dance of lurid flames. 

For a moment, perhaps, I stood there, breast-high in the almost boiling water, dumbfounded at my position, hopeless of escape. Through the reek I could see the people who had been with me in the river scrambling out of the water through the reeds, like little frogs hurrying through grass from the advance of a man, or running to and fro in utter dismay on the towing-path. 

Then suddenly the white flashes of the heat-ray came leaping towards me. The houses caved in as they dissolved at its touch, and darted out flames; the trees changed to fire with a roar. It flickered up and down the towing-path, licking off the people who ran this way and that, and came down to the water’s edge not fifty yards from where I stood. It swept across the river to Shepperton, and the water in its track rose in a boiling wheal crested with steam. I turned shoreward. 

In another moment the huge wave, well-nigh at the boiling point, had rushed upon me. I screamed aloud, and, scalded, half-blinded, agonized, I staggered through the leaping, hissing water towards the shore. Had my feet stumbled, it would have been the end. I fell helplessly, in full sight of the Martians, upon the broad, bare gravelly spit that runs down to mark the angle of the Wey and Thames. I expected nothing but death. I have a dim memory of the foot of a Martian coming down within a score of feet of my head, driving straight into the loose gravel, whirling it this way and that, and lifting again; of a long suspense, and then of the four carrying the debris of their comrade between them, now clear, and then presently faint, through a veil of smoke, receding interminably, as it seemed to me, across a vast space of river and meadow. And then, very slowly, I realized that by a miracle I had escaped. 

But it was not on the heat-ray that the Martians chiefly relied in their march on London. The monsters I saw that evening as I fled were armed with tubes which they discharged like guns. There was no flash, no smoke, simply that loaded detonation. Every minute I expected the fire of some hidden battery to spring upon them, but the evening calm was unbroken. Their figures grew smaller as they receded, and presently the gathering night had swallowed them up. Only towards Sunbury was a dark appearance, as though a conical hill had suddenly come into being there, and remoter across the river, towards Walton, I saw another such summit. They grew lower and broader even as I stared, These, as I knew later, were the black smoke. It was heavy, this vapour, heavier than the densest smoke, so that, after the first tumultuous uprush and outflow of its impact, it sank down through the air and poured over the ground in a manner rather liquid than gaseous, abandoning the hills, and streaming into the valleys and ditches and watercourses, even as I have heard the carbonic acid gas that pours from volcanic clefts is wont to do. And the touch of that vapour, the inhaling of its pungent wisps, was death to all that breathes. 

One has to imagine the fate of those batteries towards Esher, waiting so tensely in the twilight, as well as one may. Survivors there were none. One may picture the orderly expectation, the officers alert and watchful, the gunners ready, the ammunition piled to hand, the limber gunners with their horses and wagons, the groups of civilian spectators standing as near as they were permitted, the evening stillness, the ambulances and hospital tents, with the burnt and wounded from Weybridge; then the dull resonance of the shots the Martians fired, and the clumsy projectile whirling over the trees and houses, and smashing amidst the neighbouring fields. 

One may picture, too, the sudden shifting of the attention, the swiftly spreading coils and bellyings, of that blackness advancing headlong, towering heavenward, turning the twilight to a palpable darkness, a strange and horrible antagonist of vapour striding upon its victims, men and horses near it seen dimly running, shrieking, falling headlong, shouts of dismay, the guns suddenly abandoned, men choking and writhing on the ground, and the swift broadening out of the opaque cone of smoke. And then, night and extinction – nothing but a silent mass of impenetrable vapour hiding its dead. 

So you understand the roaring wave of fear that swept through the greatest city in the world just as Monday was dawning – the stream of flight rising swiftly to a torrent, lashing in a foaming tumult round the railway stations, banked up into a horrible struggle about the shipping in the Thames, and hurrying by every available channel northward and eastward. By ten o’clock the police organisations, and by midday even the railway organisations, were losing coherency, losing shape and efficiency, guttering, softening, running at last in that swift liquefacation of the social body. 

All the railway lines north of the Thames and the South-Eastern people at Cannon Street had been warned by midnight on Sunday, and trains were being filled, people were fighting savagely for standing-room in the carriages, even at two o’clock. By three people were being trampled and crushed even in Bishopsgate Street; a couple of hundred yards or more from Liverpool Street station revolvers were fired, people stabbed, and the policemen who had been sent to direct the traffic, exhausted and infuriated, were breaking the heads of the people they were called out to protect. 

And as the day advanced the engine-drivers and stokers refused to return to London, the pressure of the flight drove the people in an ever-thickening multitude away from the stations and along the northward-running roads. By midday a Martian had been seen at Barnes, and a cloud of slowly sinking black vapour drove along the Thames and across the flats of Lambeth, cutting off all escape over the bridges in its advance. 

If one could have hung that June morning in a balloon in the blazing blue above London, every northward and eastward road running out of the infinite tangle of streets would have seemed stippled black with the streaming fugitives, each dot a human agony of terror and physical distress. 

Directly below him the balloonist would have seen the network of streets far and wide, houses, churches, squares, crescents, gardens – already derelict – spread out like a huge map, and in the southward blotted. Over Ealing, Richmond, Wimbledon, it would have seemed as if some monstrous pen had flung ink upon the chart. Steadily, incessantly, each black splash grew and spread, shooting out ramifications this way and that, now banking itself against rising ground, now pouring swiftly over a crest into a new-found valley, exactly as a gout of ink would spread itself upon blotting-paper. 

And beyond, over the blue hills that rise southward of the river, the glittering Martians went to and fro, calmly and methodically spreading their poison-cloud over this patch of country, and then over that, laying it again with their steam-jets when it had served its purpose, and taking possession of the conquered country. They do not seem to have aimed at extermination so much as at complete demoralisation and the destruction of any opposition. They exploded any stores of powder they came upon, cut every telegraph, and wrecked the railways here and there. They were hamstringing mankind. They seemed in no hurry to extend the field of operations, and they did not come beyond the central part of London all that day. It is possible that a very considerable number of people in London stuck to their houses through Monday morning. Certain it is that many died at home, suffocated by the black smoke. 

I have not space here to tell you of my adventures during the days that followed – of how I saw men caught for the Martians’ food, of how the third falling star smashed the house where I was resting, and of what I saw while I was hiding there. When I came out into the air again I found about me the landscape, weird and lurid, of another planet. Everywhere spread the red weed, whose seed the Martians had brought with them. All round were red cactus-shaped plants, knee-high, without a solitary terrestrial growth to dispute their footing. The trees near me were dead and brown, but further, a network of red threads scaled the still living stems. I went on my way to Hampstead through scarlet and crimson trees; it was like walking through an avenue of gigantic blood-drops. 

It was near South Kensington that I first heard the howling. It crept almost imperceptibly upon my senses. It was a sobbing alternation of two notes, ‘Ulla, ulla, ulla, ulla,’ keeping on perpetually. I stopped, wondering at this strange, remote wailing. It was as if that mighty desert of houses had found a voice for its fear and solitude. It was not until I emerged from Baker Street that I saw, far away over the trees in the clearness of the sunset, the hood of the Martian giant from which this howling proceeded. I watched him for some time, but he did not move. 

I came upon the wrecked handling machine halfway to St John’s Wood Station. At first I thought a house had fallen across the road. It was only as I clambered among the ruins that I saw, with a start, this mechanical Samson lying, with its tentacles bent and smashed and twisted, among the ruins it had made. The fore part was shattered. It seemed as if it had driven blindly straight at the house, and had been overwhelmed in its overthrow. 

A little beyond the ruins about the smashed handling machine I came upon the red weed again, and found Regent’s Canal a spongy mass of dark red vegetation. 

The dusky houses about me stood faint and tall and dim; the trees towards the park were growing black. All about me the red weed clambered among the ruins, writhing to get about me in the dim. Night, the mother of fear and mystery, was coming upon me. London gazed at me spectrally. The windows in the white houses were like the eye-sockets of skulls. About me my imagination found a thousand noiseless enemies moving. Terror seized me, a horror of my temerity. Far away, I saw a second Martian, motionless as the first, standing in the park towards the Zoological Gardens, and silent. 

An insane resolve possessed me. I would die and end it. And I would save myself even the trouble of killing myself. I marched on recklessly towards this Titan, and then, as I drew nearer and the light grew, I saw that a multitude of black birds was circling and clustering about the hood. At that my heart gave a bound, and I began running along the road. Great mounds had been heaped about the crest of the hill, making a huge redoubt of it. It was the final and largest place the Martians made. And from behind these heaps there rose a thin smoke against the sky. Against the skyline an eager dog ran and disappeared. The thought that had flashed into my mind grew real, grew credible. I felt no fear, only a wild, trembling exultation, as I ran up the hill towards the motionless monster. Out of the hood hung lank shreds of brown at which the hungry birds pecked and tore. 

In another moment I had scrambled up the earthen rampart and stood upon its crest, and the interior of the redoubt was below me. A mighty space it was, with gigantic machines here and there within it, huge mounds of material and strange shelter places. And, scattered about it, some in their overturned war-machines, some in the now rigid handling machines, and a dozen of them stark and silent and laid in a row, were the Martians – dead! – slain by the putrefactive and disease bacateria against which their systems were unprepared; slain as the red weed was being slain; slain, after all man’s devices had failed, by the humblest things that God, in His wisdom, had put upon this earth. 

Already when I watched them they were irrevocably doomed, dying and rotting even as they went to and fro. It was inevitable. By the toll of a billion deaths man has bought his birthright of the earth, and it is his against all comers; it would still be his were the Martians ten times as mighty as they are. For neither do men live nor die in vain.




THE BEAST FROM 20,000 FATHOMS




by Ray Bradbury


The year 1953 proved a real bumper one for monster buffs for it also saw the appearance of the first of a series of pictures featuring reanimated prehistoric creatures. Writing in his authoritative survey, Science Fiction In The Cinema (1970), John Baxter said, ‘The Beast From 20,000 Fathoms was very much a template for those films which followed it, and seeing it today we easily forget that, when it was made, the elements were fresh and novel.’ The film told the story of a giant fifly-foot-tall rhedosaurus, frozen for eons in an Arctic glacier, which is awoken by an atomic test and rampages towards its ancient breeding grounds at the mouth of the Hudson River in New York. 

The impact on audiences of this picture was very largely due to its brilliant special effects and the life-like movements of the monster created by one of Willis O’Brien’s protégés, Ray Harryhausen. Warner Brothers also, surprisingly, chose a former French art director, Eugene Lourie, to make the picture, but his clever use of sinister images and implied horrors invested it with a mood of subtle fear which certainly left an indelible impression on my young mind. There were also scenes where the beast destroyed a lighthouse, and later ran amok in the Coney Island amusement park, which were quite breathtaking. The human co-stars, Paul Christian, Paula Raymond and a youthful Lee Van Cleef, were simply overwhelmed by the monster’s presence. 

The Beast From 20,000 Fathoms derived from a short story by one of the modern masters of fantasy fiction, and a life-long devotee of horror movies, Ray Bradbury (1920– ). In fact, it was one of two of his stories made into films in 1953, and the pair certainly earn him an important ranking among those who have contributed to the development of monster movies. The other picture, It Came From Outer Space, made by Universal, was based on Ray’s original screen story, “The Meteor”. Directed by Jack Arnold and starring Richard Carison and Barbara Rush, the picture was billed as ‘The world’s first 3-D science fiction film.’ 

After such an auspicious start, it remains a mystery to me why many more films have not been made from the rich treasure trove of novels and short stories from Ray’s pen. As it was, other aquatic visitors followed, including The Creature From The Black Lagoon (1954) and It Came From Beneath The Sea (1955), as well as a deluge of Japanese monster movies all stemming from Godzilla, King Of The Monsters (1955), the story of a fire-breathing dinosaur who quite literally became a national hero! As John Baxter commented on this phenomenon, ‘Beginning in the USA, but spreading quickly all over the world, the creature/monster cycle became a major feature of commercial cinema, encouraging every type of producer, from the largest through the most creative down to the sharpest get-rich-quick promoter, to try his hand at the form. In Britain, Germany, Italy, Japan, Spain and France monsters appeared, giant insects ravaged five continents, and the whole SF film field choked to death in a belated, undisciplined spring.’ 


* * *


Out there in the cold water, far from land, we waited every night for the coming of the fog, and it came, and we oiled the brass machinery and lit the fog light up in the stone tower. Feeling like two birds in the grey sky, McDunn and I sent the light touching out, red, then white, then red again, to eye the lonely ships. And if they did not see our light, then there was always our voice, the great deep cry of our Fog Horn shuddering through the rags of mist to startle the gulls away like decks of scattered cards and make the waves turn high and foam. 

‘It’s a lonely life, but you’re used to it now, aren’t you?’ asked McDunn. 

‘Yes,’ I said. ‘You’re a good talker, thank the Lord.’ 

‘Well, it’s your turn on land tomorrow,’ he said, smiling, ‘to dance the ladies and drink gin.’ 

‘What do you think, McDunn, when I leave you out here alone?’ 

‘On the mysteries of the sea.’ McDunn lit his pipe. It was a quarter past seven of a cold November evening, the heat on, the light switching its tail in two hundred directions, the Fog Horn bumbling in the high throat of the tower. There wasn’t a town for a hundred miles down the coast, just a road which came lonely through dead country to the sea, with few cars on it, a stretch of two miles of cold water out to our rock, and rare few ships. 

‘The mysteries of the sea,’ said McDunn thoughtfully. ‘You know, the ocean’s the most confounded big snowflake ever? It rolls and swells a thousand shapes and colours, no two alike. Strange. One night, years ago, I was here alone, when all of the fish of the sea surfaced out there. Something made them swim in and lie in the bay, sort of trembling and staring up at the tower light going red, white, red, white across them so I could see their funny eyes. I turned cold. They were like a big peacock’s tail, moving out there until midnight. Then, without so much as a sound, they slipped away, the million of them was gone. I kind of think maybe, in some sort of way, they came all those miles to worship. Strange. But think how the tower must look to them, standing seventy feet above the water, the God-light flashing out from it, and the tower declaring itself with a monster voice. They never came back, those fish, but don’t you think for a while they thought they were in the Presence?

I shivered. I looked out at the long grey lawn of the sea stretching away into nothing and nowhere. 

‘Oh, the sea’s full.’ McDunn puffed his pipe nervously, blinking. He had been nervous all day and hadn’t said why. ‘For all our engines and so-called submarines, it’ll be ten thousand centuries before we set foot on the real bottom of the sunken lands, in the fairy kingdoms there, and know real terror. Think of it, it’s still the year 300,000 Before Christ down under there. While we’ve paraded around with trumpets, lopping off each other’s countries and heads, they have been living beneath the sea twelve miles deep and cold in a time as old as the beard of a comet.’ 

‘Yes, it’s an old world.’ 

‘Come on. I got something special I been saving up to tell you.’ 

We ascended the eighty steps, talking and taking our time. At the top, McDunn switched off the room lights so there’d be no reflection in the plate glass. The great eye of the light was humming, turning easily in its oiled socket. The Fog Horn was blowing steadily, once every fifteen seconds. 

‘Sounds like an animal, don’t it?’ McDunn nodded to himself. ‘A big lonely animal crying in the night. Sitting here on the edge of ten billion years called out to the Deeps, I’m here, I’m here, I’m here. And the Deeps do answer, yes, they do. You been here now for three months, Johnny, so I better prepare you. About this time of year,’ he said, studying the murk and fog, ‘something comes to visit the lighthouse.’ 

‘The swarms of fish, like you said?’ 

‘No, this is something else. I’ve put off telling you because you might think I’m daft. But tonight’s the latest I can put it off, for if my calendar’s marked right from last year, tonight’s the night it comes. I won’t go into detail, you’ll have to see it for yourself. Just sit down there. If you want, tomorrow you can pack your duffel and take the motorboat in to land and get your car parked there at the dinghy pier on the cape and drive on back to some little inland town and keep your lights burning nights. I won’t question or blame you. It’s happened three years now, and this is the only time anyone’s been here with me to verify it. You wait and watch.’ 

Half an hour passed with only a few whispers between us. When we grew tired of waiting, McDunn began describing some of his ideas to me. He had some theories about the Fog Horn itself. 

‘One day many years ago a man walked along and stood in the sound of the ocean on a cold sunless shore and said, “We need a voice to call across the water, to warn ships; I’ll make one. I’ll make a voice like all of time and all of the fog that ever was. I’ll make a voice that is like an empty bed beside you all night long, and like an empty house when you open the door, and like trees in autumn with no leaves. A sound like the birds flying south, crying, and a sound like November wind and the sea on the hard, cold shore. I’ll make a sound that’s so alone that no one can miss it, that whoever hears it will weep in their souls, and hearths will seem warmer, and being inside will seem better to all who hear it in the distant towns. I’ll make me a sound and an apparatus and they’ll call it a Fog Horn and whoever hears it will know the sadness of eternity and the briefness of life.” 

The Fog Horn blew. 

‘I made up that story,’ said McDunn quietly, ‘to try to explain why this thing keeps coming back to the lighthouse every year. The Fog Horn calls it, I think, and it comes . . .’

‘But –’ I said. 

‘Sssst!’ said McDunn. ‘There!’ He nodded out to the Deeps. 

Something was swimming towards the lighthouse tower. 

It was a cold night, as I have said; the high tower was cold, the light coming and going, and the Fog Horn calling and calling through the ravelling mist. You couldn’t see far and you couldn’t see plain, but there was the deep sea moving on its way about the night earth, flat and quiet, the colour of grey mud, and here were the two of us alone in the high tower, and there, far out at first, was a ripple, followed by a wave, a rising, a bubble, a bit of froth. And then, from the surface of the cold sea came a head, a large head, dark-coloured, with immense eyes, and then a neck, And then – not a body – but more neck and more! The head rose a full forty feet above the water on a slender and beautiful dark neck. Only then did the body, like a little island of black coral and shells and crayfish, drip up from the subterranean. There was a flicker of tail. In all, from head to tip of tail, I estimated the monster at ninety or a hundred feet. 

I don’t know what I said. I said something. 

‘Steady, boy, steady,’ whispered McDunn. 

‘It’s impossible!’ I said. 

‘No, Johnny, we’re impossible. It’s like it always was ten million years ago. It hasn’t changed. It’s us and the land that’ve changed, become impossible. Us!’ 

It swam slowly and with a great dark majesty out in the icy waters, far away. The fog came and went about it, momentarily erasing its shape. One of the monster eyes caught and held and flashed back our immense light, red, white, red, white, like a disc held high and sending a message in primeval code. It was as silent as the fog through which it swam. 

‘It’s a dinosaur of some sort!’ I crouched down, holding to the stair rail. 

‘Yes, one of the tribe.’ 

‘But they died out!’ 

‘No, only hid away in the Deeps. Deep, deep down in the deepest Deeps. Isn’t that a word now, Johnny, a real word, it says so much: the Deeps. There’s all the coldness and darkness and deepness in the world in a word like that.’ 

‘What’ll we do?’ 

‘Do? We got our job, we can’t leave. Besides, we’re safer here than in any boat trying to get to land. That thing’s as big as a destroyer and almost as swift.’ 

‘But here, why does it come here?’ 

The next moment I had my answer. 

The Fog Horn blew. 

And the monster answered. 

A cry came across a million years of water and mist. A cry so anguished and alone that it shuddered in my head and my body. The monster cried out at the tower. The Fog Horn blew. The monster roared again. The Fog Horn blew. The monster opened its great toothed mouth and the sound that came from it was the sound of the Fog Horn itself. Lonely and vast and far away. The sound of isolation, a viewless sea, a cold night, apartness. That was the sound. 

‘Now,’ whispered McDunn, ‘do you know why it comes here?’ 

I nodded. 

‘All year long, Johnny, that poor monster there lying far out, a thousand miles at sea, and twenty miles deep maybe, biding its time, perhaps it’s a million years old, this one creature. Think of it, waiting a million years; could you wait that long? Maybe it’s the last of its kind. I sort of think that’s true. Anyway, here come men on land and build this lighthouse, five years ago. And set up their Fog Horn and sound it and sound it out towards the place where you bury yourself in sleep and sea memories of a world where there were thousands like yourself, but now you’re alone, all alone in a world not made for you, a world where you have to hide. 

‘But the sound of the Fog Horn comes and goes, comes and goes, and you stir from the muddy bottom of the Deeps, and your eyes open like the lenses of two-foot cameras and you move, slow, slow, for you have the ocean sea on your shoulders, heavy. But that Fog Horn comes through a thousand miles of water, faint and familiar, and the furnace in your belly stokes up, and you begin to rise, slow, slow. You feed yourself on great lakes of cod and minnow, on rivers of jellyfish, and you rise slow through the autumn months, through September when the fogs started, through October with more fog and the Horn still calling you on, and then, late in November, after pressurising yourself day by day, a few feet higher every hour, you are near the surface and still alive. You’ve got to go slow; if you surfaced all at once you’d explode. So it takes you all of three months to surface, and then a number of days to swim through the cold waters to the lighthouse. And there you are, out there, in the night, Johnny, the biggest damn monster in creation. And here’s the lighthouse calling to you, with a long neck like your neck sticking way up out of the water, and a body like your body, and, most important of all, a voice like your voice. Do you understand now, Johnny, do you understand?’ 

The Fog Horn blew. 

The monster answered. 

I saw it all, I knew it all – the million years of waiting alone, for someone to come back who never came back. The million years of isolation at the bottom of the sea, the insanity of time there, while the skies cleared of reptile-birds, the swamps dried on the continental lands, the sloths and sabre-tooths had their day and sank in tar pits, and men ran like white ants upon the hills. 

The Fog Horn blew. 

‘Last year,’ said McDunn, ‘that creature swam round and round, round and round, all night. Not coming too near, puzzled, I’d say. Afraid, maybe. And a bit angry after coming all this way. But the next day, unexpectedly, the fog lifted, the sun came out fresh, the sky was as blue as a painting. And the monster swam off away from the heat and the silence and didn’t come back. I suppose it’s been brooding on it for a year now, thinking it over from every which way.’ 

The monster was only a hundred yards off now, it and the Fog Horn crying at each other. As the lights hit them, the monster’s eyes were fire and ice, fire and ice. 

‘That’s life for you,’ said McDunn. ‘Someone always waiting for someone who never comes home. Always someone loving some thing more than that thing loves them. And after a while you want to destroy whatever that thing is, so it can’t hurt you no more.’ 

The monster was rushing at the lighthouse. 

The Fog Horn blew. 

‘Let’s see what happens,’ said McDunn. 

He switched the Fog Horn off. 

The ensuing minute of silence was so intense that we could hear our hearts pounding in the glassed area of the tower, could hear the slow greased turn of the light. 

The monster stopped and froze. Its great lantern eyes blinked. Its mouth gaped. It gave a sort of rumble, like a volcano. It twitched its head this way and that, as if to seek the sounds now dwindled off into the fog. It peered at the lighthouse. It rumbled again. Then its eyes caught fire. It reared up, threshed the water, and rushed at the tower, its eyes filled with angry torment. 

‘McDunn!’ I cried. ‘Switch on the Horn!’ 

McDunn fumbled with the switch. But even as he flicked it on, the monster was rearing up. I had a glimpse of its gigantic paws, fishskin glittering in webs between the fingerlike projections, clawing at the tower. The huge eye on the right side of its anguished head glittered before me like a cauldron into which I might drop, screaming. The tower shook. The Fog Horn cried; the monster cried. It seized the tower and gnashed at the glass, which shattered in upon us. 

McDunn seized my arm. ‘Downstairs!’ 

The tower rocked, trembled, arid started to give. The Fog Horn and the monster roared. We stumbled and half fell down the stairs. ‘Quick!’ 

We reached the bottom as the tower buckled down towards us. We ducked under the stairs into the small stone cellar. There were a thousand concussions, as the rocks rained down; the Fog Horn stopped abruptly. The monster crashed upon the tower. The tower fell. We knelt together, McDunn and I, holding tight, while our world exploded. 

Then it was over, and there was nothing but darkness and the wash of the sea on the raw stones. 

That and the other sound. 

‘Listen, said McDunn quietly. Listen.’ 

We waited a moment. And then I began to hear it. First a great vacuumed sucking of air, and then the lament, the bewilderment, the loneliness of the great monster, folded over and upon us, above us, so that the sickening reek of its body filled the air, a stone’s thickness away from our cellar. The monster gasped and cried. The tower was gone. The light was gone. The thing that had called to it across a million years was gone. And the monster was opening its mouth and sending out great sounds. The sounds of a Fog Horn, again and again. And ships far at sea, not finding the light, not seeing anything, but passing and hearing late that night, must’ve thought: there it is, the lonely sound, the Lonesome Bay Horn. All’s well. We’ve rounded the cape. 

And so it went for the rest of that night. 

 

The sun was hot and yellow the next afternoon when the rescuers came out to dig us from our stoned-under cellar. 

‘It fell apart, is all,’ said Mr McDunn gravely. ‘We had a few bad knocks from the waves and it just crumbled.’ He pinched my arm. 

There was nothing to see. The ocean was calm, the sky blue. The only thing was a great algaic stink from the green matter that covered the fallen tower stones and the shore rocks. Flies buzzed about. The ocean washed empty on the shore. 

The next year they built a new lighthouse, but by that time I had a job in the little town and a wife and a good small warm house that glowed yellow on autumn nights, the doors locked, the chimney puffing smoke. As for McDunn, he was master of the new lighthouse, built to his own specifications, out of steel-reinforced concrete. ‘Just in case,’ he said. 

The new lighthouse was ready in November. I drove down alone one evening late and parked my car and looked across the grey waters and listened to the new Horn sounding, once, twice, three, four times a minute far out there, by itself. 

The monster? 

It never came back. 

‘It’s gone away,’ said McDunn. ‘It’s gone back to the Deeps. It’s learned you can’t love anything too much in this world. It’s gone into the deepest Deeps to wait another million years. Ah, the poor thing! Waiting out there, and waiting out there, while man comes and goes on this pitiful little planet. Waiting and waiting.’ 

I sat in my car, listening. I couldn’t see the lighthouse or the light standing out in Lonesome Bay. I could only hear the Horn, the Horn, the Horn. It sounded like the monster calling. 

I sat there wishing there was something I could say.




THE NIGHT OF THE DEMON




by M R James


Despite John Baxter’s terse comment about the quality of the movie monsters after The Beast From 20,000 Fathoms and its immediate successors, some outstanding pictures were made in the intervening years – the next milestone being The Night Of The Demon filmed in 1958 by Columbia in England, but with an American director and star. The film was based on a short stoly, “The Casting Of The Runes”, written in 1911 by the great modern ghost story author, Montague Rhodes James (1862–1936). The theme of the tale concerns an ancient parchment that can be used to summon up demonic powers, and though the scriptwriter of the movie, Charles Bennett, retained much of the original sense of mounting evil, he also introduced a quite monstrous demon, which had in fact been sensed rather than ‘seen’ in the short story. This monster was designed from some medieval drawings of the Devil, though it has to be said the end result had just a hint of King Kong about it! 

The sheer quality of The Night of the Demon could so easily have been missing had it been put in the hands of a less talented and experienced director than the American, Jacques Tourneur. Now regarded as a master of the horror and fantasy genre, Tourneur had learned his craft as a director while working with the producer Val Lewton in Hollywood in the early 1940s. When he came to Britain, Tourneur’s reputation was already assured with pictures such as Cat People (1942) and I Walked With A Zombie (1943) to his credit. The veteran American actor Dana Andrews also gave a good account of himself as the hero seemingly outwitted at every turn by devil worshippers, and the cast included a number of excellent English actors, including Peggy Cummins, Maurice Denham and Niall MacGinnis, who together moved the audience from initial scepticism to uncertainty and finally to absolute terror. Certainly, one scene of the huge, winged demon swooping down on a night express train is as chilling as anything to be found in horror movies. 

It has been claimed, however, that Jacques Tourneur did not want to show the monster at all in his film – but Columbia insisted on it – and some critics writing about this speculation have suggested that the picture would indeed be more powerful without its appearance. Be that as it may, the movie deserves the accolades it has won; and the cinema historian Alan Franks has, I think, expressed the concensus of opinion in his book, Horror Films (1977), where he writes: ‘Night Of The Demon is a landmark and Tourneur’s most distinguished horror movie since his RKO days.’


* * *



April 15th, 190–


Dear Sir, I am requested by the Council of the – Association to return to you the draft of a paper on The Truth of Alchemy, which you have been good enough to offer to read at our forthcoming meeting, and to inform you that the Council do not see their way to including it in the programme. 


I am, 



Yours faithfully, 



Secretary. 



April 18th. 


Dear Sir, I am sorry to say that my engagements do not permit of my affording you an interview on the subject of your proposed paper. Nor do our laws allow of your discussing the matter with a Committee of our Council, as you suggest. Please allow me to assure you that the fullest consideration was given to the draft which you submitted, and that it was not declined without having been referred to the judgment of a most competent authority. No personal question (it can hardly be necessary for me to add) can have had the slightest influence on the decision of the Council. 


Believe me (ut supra). 



April 20th. 


The Secretary of the Association begs respectfully to inform Mr Karswell that it is impossible for him to communicate the name of any person or persons to whom the draft of Mr Karswell’s paper may have been submitted; and further desires to intimate that he cannot undertake to reply to any further letters on this subject. 

‘And who is Mr Karswell?’ inquired the Secretary’s wife. She had called at his office, and (perhaps unwarrantably) had picked up the last of these three letters, which the typist had just brought in. 

‘Why, my dear, just at present Mr Karswell is a very angry man. But I don’t know much about him otherwise, except that he is a person of wealth, his address is Lufford Abbey, Warwickshire, and he’s an alchemist, apparently, and wants to tell us all about it; and that’s about all – except that I don’t want to meet him for the next week or two. Now, if you’re ready to leave this place, I am.’ 

‘What have you been doing to make him angry?’ asked Mrs Secretary. 

‘The usual thing, my dear, the usual thing; he sent in a draft of a paper he wanted to read at the next meeting, and we referred it to Edward Dunning – almost the only man in England who knows about these things – and he said it was perfectly hopeless, so we declined it. So Karswell has been pelting me with letters ever since. The last thing he wanted was the name of the man we referred his nonsense to; you saw my answer to that. But don’t you say anything about it, for goodness’ sake.’ 

‘I should think not, indeed. Did I ever do such a thing? I do hope, though, he won’t get to know that it was poor Mr Dunning.’ 

‘Poor Mr Dunning? I don’t know why you call him that; he’s a very happy man, is Dunning. Lots of hobbies and a comfortable home, and all his time to himself.’ 

‘I only meant I should be sorry for him if this man got hold of his name and came and bothered him.’ 

‘Oh, ah! yes. I dare say he would be poor Mr Dunning then.’ 

 

The Secretary and his wife were lunching out, and the friends to whose house they were bound were Warwickshire people. So Mrs Secretary had already settled it in her own mind that she would question them judiciously about Mr Karswell. But she was saved the trouble of leading up to the subject, for the hostess said to the host, before many minutes had passed, ‘I saw the Abbot of Lufford this morning.’ The host whistled. ‘Did you? What in the world brings him up to town?’ ‘Goodness knows; he was coming out of the British Museum gate as I drove past.’ It was not unnatural that Mrs Secretary should inquire whether this was a real Abbot who was being spoken of. ‘Oh no, my dear: only a neighbour of ours in the country who bought Lufford Abbey a few years ago. His real name is Karswell.’ ‘Is he a friend of yours?’ asked Mr Secretary, with a private wink to his wife. The question let loose a torrent of declamation. There was really nothing to be said for Mr Karswell. Nobody knew what he did with himself: his servants were a horrible set of people; he had invented a new religion for himself, and practised no one could tell what appalling rites; he was very easily offended, and never forgave anybody: he had a dreadful face (so the lady insisted, her husband somewhat demurring); he never did a kind action, and whatever influence he did exert was mischievous. ‘Do the poor man justice, dear,’ the husband interrupted. ‘You forget the treat he gave the school children.’ ‘Forget it, indeed! But I’m glad you mentioned it, because it gives an idea of the man. Now, Florence, listen to this. The first winter he was at Lufford this delightful neighbour of ours wrote to the clergyman of his parish (he’s not ours, but we know him very well) and offered to show the school children some magic-lantern slides. He said he had some new kinds, which he thought would interest them. Well, the clergyman was rather surprised, because Mr Karswell had shown himself inclined to be unpleasant to the children – complaining of their trespassing, or something of the sort; but of course he accepted, and the evening was fixed, and our friend went himself to see that everything went right. He said he never had been so thankful for anything as that his own children were all prevented from being there: they were at a children’s party at our house, as a matter of fact. Because this Mr Karswell had evidently set out with the intention of frightening these poor village children out of their wits, and I do believe, if he had been allowed to go on, he would actually have done so. He began with some comparatively mild things, Red Riding Hood was one, and even then, Mr Farrer said, the wolf was so dreadful that several of the smaller children had to be taken out: and he said Mr Karswell began the story by producing a noise like a wolf howling in the distance, which was the most gruesome thing he had ever heard. All the slides he showed, Mr Farrer said, were most clever; they were absolutely realistic, and where he had got them or how he worked them he could not imagine. Well, the show went on, and the stories kept on becoming a little more terrifying each time, and the children were mesmerized into complete silence. At last he produced a series which represented a little boy passing through his own park – Lufford, I mean – in the evening. Every child in the room could recognise the place from the pictures. And this poor boy was followed, and at last pursued and overtaken, and either torn in pieces or somehow made away with, by a horrible hopping creature in white, which you saw first dodging about among the trees, and gradually it appeared more and more plainly. Mr Farrer said it gave him one of the worst nightmares he ever remembered, and what it must have meant to the children doesn’t bear thinking of. Of course this was too much, and he spoke very sharply indeed to Mr Karswell, and said it couldn’t go on. All he said was: “Oh, you think it’s time to bring our little show to an end and send them home to their beds? Very well!” And then, if you please, he switched on another slide, which showed a great mass of snakes, centipedes, and disgusting creatures with wings, and somehow or other he made it seem as if they were climbing out of the picture and getting in amongst the audience; and this was accompanied by a sort of dry rustling noise which sent the children nearly mad, and of course they stampeded. A good many of them were rather hurt in getting out of the room, and I don’t suppose one of them closed an eye that night. There was the most dreadful trouble in the village afterwards. Of course the mothers threw a good part of the blame on poor Mr Farrer, and, if they could have got past the gates, I believe the fathers would have broken every window in the Abbey. Well, now, that’s Mr Karswell: that’s the Abbot of Lufford, my dear, and you can imagine how we covet his society.’ 

‘Yes, I think he has all the possibilities of a distinguished criminal, has Karswell,’ said the host. ‘I should be sorry for anyone who got into his bad books.’ 

‘Is he the man, or am I mixing him up with someone else?’ asked the Secretary (who for some minutes had been wearing the frown of the man who is trying to recollect something). ‘Is he the man who brought out a History of Witchcraft some time back – ten years or more?’ 

‘That’s the man; do you remember the reviews of it?’ 

‘Certainly I do; and what’s equally to the point, I knew the author of the most incisive of the lot. So did you: you must remember John Harrington; he was at John’s in our time.’ 

‘Oh, very well indeed, though I don’t think I saw or heard anything of him between the time I went down and the day I read the account of the inquest on him.’ 

‘Inquest?’ said one of the ladies. ‘What has happened to him?’ 

‘Why, what happened was that he fell out of a tree and broke his neck. But the puzzle was, what could have induced him to get up there. It was a mysterious business, I must say. Here was this man – not an athletic fellow, was he? and with no eccentric twist about him that was ever noticed – walking home along a country road late in the evening – no tramps about – well known and liked in the place – and he suddenly begins to run like mad, loses his hat and stick, and finally shins up a tree – quite a difficult tree – growing in the hedgerow: a dead branch gives way, and he comes down with it and breaks his neck, and there he’s found next morning with the most dreadful face of fear on him that could be imagined. It was pretty evident, of course, that he had been chased by something, and people talked of savage dogs, and beasts escaped out of menageries; but there was nothing to be made of that. That was in ‘89, and I believe his brother Henry (whom I remember as well at Cambridge, but you probably don’t) has been trying to get on the track of an explanation ever since. He, of course, insists there was malice in it, but I don’t know. It’s difficult to see how it could have come in.’ 

After a time the talk reverted to the History of Witchcraft. ‘Did you ever look into it?’ asked the host. 

‘Yes, I did,’ said the Secretary. ‘I went so far as to read it.’ 

‘Was it as bad as it was made out to be?’ 

‘Oh, in point of style and form, quite hopeless. It deserved all the pulverizing it got. But, besides that, it was an evil book. The man believed every word of what he was saying, and I’m very much mistaken if he hadn’t tried the greater part of his receipts.’ 

‘Well, I only remember Harrington’s review of it, and I must say if I’d been the author it would have quenched my literary ambition for good. I should never have held up my head again.’ 

‘It hasn’t had that effect in the present case. But come, it’s half-past three; I must be off.’ 

On the way home the Secretary’s wife said, ‘I do hope that horrible man won’t find out that Mr Dunning had anything to do with the rejection of his paper.’ ‘I don’t think there’s much chance of that,’ said the Secretary. ‘Dunning won’t mention it himself, for these matters are confidential, and none of us will for the same reason. Karswell won’t know his name, for Dunning hasn’t published anything on the same subject yet. The only danger is that Karswell might find out, if he was to ask the British Museum people who was in the habit of consulting alchemical manuscripts: I can’t very well tell them not to mention Dunning, can I? It would set them talking at once. Let’s hope it won’t occur to him.’ 

However, Mr Karswell was an astute man. 

 

This much is in the way of prologue. On an evening rather later in the same week, Mr Edward Dunning was returning from the British Museum, where he had been engaged in Research, to the comfortable house in a suburb where he lived alone, tended by two excellent women who had been long with him. There is nothing to be added by way of description of him to what we have heard already. Let us follow him as he takes his sober course homewards. 

A train took him to within a mile or two of his house, and an electric tram a stage farther. The line ended at a point some three hundred yards from his front door. He had had enough of reading when he got into the car, and indeed the light was not such as to allow him to do more than study the advertisements on the panes of glass that faced him as he sat. As was not unnatural, the advertisements in this particular line of cars were objects of his frequent contemplation, and, with the possible exception of the brilliant and convincing dialogue between Mr Lamplough and an eminent K C on the subject of Pyretic Saline, none of them afforded much scope to his imagination. I am wrong: there was one at the corner of the car farthest from him which did not seem familiar. It was in blue letters on a yellow ground, and all that he could read of it was a name –John Harrington – and something like a date. It could be of no interest to him to know more; but for all that, as the car emptied, he was just curious enough to move along the seat until he could read it well. He felt to a slight extent repaid for his trouble; the advertisement was not of the usual type. It ran thus: ‘In memory of John Harrington, FSA, of The Laurels, Ashbrooke. Died Sept 18th, 1889. Three months were allowed.’ 

The car stopped. Mr Dunning, still contemplating the blue letters on the yellow ground, had to be stimulated to rise by a word from the conductor. ‘I beg your pardon,’ he said, ‘I was looking at that advertisement; it’s a very odd one, isn’t it?’ The conductor read it slowly. ‘Well, my word,’ he said, ‘I never see that one before. Well, that is a cure, ain’t it? Someone bin up to their jokes ‘crc, I should think.’ He got out a duster and applied it, not without saliva,to the pane and then to the outside. ‘No,’ he said, returning, ‘that ain’t no transfer; seems to me as if it were reg’lar in the glass, what I mean in the substance, as you may say. Don’t you think so, sir?’ Mr Dunning examined it and rubbed it with his glove, and agreed. ‘Who looks after these advertisements, and gives leave for them to be put up? I wish you would inquire. I will just take a note of the words.’ At this moment there came a call from the driver: ‘Look alive, George, time’s up.’ ‘All right, all right; there’s somethink else what’s up at this end. You come and look at this ‘crc glass.’ ‘What’s gorn with the glass?’ said the driver, approaching. ‘Well, and oo’s ‘Arrington? What’s it all about?’ ‘I was just asking who was responsible for putting the advertisements up in your cars, and saying it 

would be as well to make some inquiry about this one.’ ‘Well, sir, that’s all done at the Company’s orfice, that work is: it’s our Mr Timms, I believe, looks into that. When we put up tonight I’ll leave word, and per’aps I’ll be able to tell you tomorrer if you ‘appen to be coming this way.’ 

This was all that passed that evening. Mr Dunning did just go to the trouble of looking up Ashbrooke, and found that it was in Warwicks hire. 

Next day he went to town again. The car (it was the same car) was too full in the morning to allow of his getting a word with the conductor: he could only be sure that the curious advertisement had been made away with. The close of the day brought a further element of mystery into the transaction. He had missed the tram, or else preferred walking home, but at a rather late hour, while he was at work in his study, one of the maids came to say that two men from the tramways was very anxious to speak to him. This was a reminder of the advertisement, which he had, he says, nearly forgotten. He had the men in – they were the conductor and driver of the car 

– and when the matter of refreshment had been attended to, asked what Mr Timms had had to say about the advertisement. ‘Well, sir, that’s what we took the liberty to step round about,’ said the conductor. ‘Mr Timm’s ‘e give William ‘crc the rough side of his tongue about that: ‘cordin’ to ‘im there warn’t no advertisement of that description sent in, nor ordered, nor paid for, nor put up, nor nothink, let alone not bein’ there, and we was playing the fool takin’ up his time. “Well,” I says “If that’s the case, all I ask of you, Mr Timms,” I says, “is to take a look at it for yourself,” I says, “Of course if it ain’t there,” I says, “you may take and call me what you like.” “Right,” he says, “I will”: and we went straight off. Now, I leave it to you, sir, if that ad, as we term ‘em with ‘Arrington on it warn’t as plain as ever you see anythink – blue letters on yeller glass, and as I says at the time, and you borne me out, reg’lar in the glass, because, if you remember, you recollect of me swabbing it with my duster.’ ‘To be sure I do, quite clearly – well?’ ‘You may say well, I don’t think. Mr Timms he gets in that car with a light – no, he telled William to hold the light outside. “Now,” he says, “where’s your precious ad what we’ve ‘card so much about?’ “Ere it is,” I says, “Mr Timms,” and I laid my ‘and on it.’ The conductor paused. 

‘Well,’ said Mr Dunning, ‘it was gone, I suppose. Broken?’ 

‘Broke! Not it. There warn’t, if you’ll believe me, no more trace of them letters – blue letters they was – on that piece o’ glass, than – well, it’s no good me talkin’. I never see such a thing. I leave it to William here if – but there, as I says, where’s the benefit in me going on about it?’ 

‘And what did Mr Timms say?’ 

‘Why ‘e did what I give ‘im leave to – called us pretty much anythink he liked, and I don’t know as I blame him so much neither. But what we thought, William and me did, was as we seen you take down a bit of a note about that – well, that letterin’–’ 

‘I certainly did that, and I have it now. Did you wish me to speak to Mr Timms myself, and show it to him? Was that what you came in about?’ 

‘There, didn’t I say as much?’ said William. ‘Deal with a gent if you can get on the track of one, that’s my word. Now perhaps, George, you’ll allow as I ain’t took you very far wrong tonight.’ 

‘Very well, William, very well; no need for you to go on as if you’d ‘ad to frog’s-march me ‘ere. I come quiet, didn’t I? All the same for that, we ‘adn’t ought to take up your time this way, sir; but if it so ‘appened you could find time to step round to the Company’s orfice in the morning and tell Mr Timms what you seen for yourself, we should lay under a very ‘igh obligation to you for the trouble. You see it ain’t bein’ called – well, one thing and another, as we mind, but if they got it into their ‘cad at the orfice as we seen things as warn’t there, why, one thing leads to another, and where we should be a twelvemunce ‘ence – well, you can understand what I mean.’ 

Amid further elucidations of the proposition, George, conducted by William, left the room. 

The incredulity of Mr Timms (who had a nodding acquaintance with Mr Dunning) was greatly modified on the following day by what the latter could tell and show him; and any bad mark that might have been attached to the names of William and George was not suffered to remain on the Company’s books; but explanation there was none. 

Mr Dunning’s interest in the matter was kept alive by an incident of the following afternoon. He was walking from his club to the train, and he noticed some way ahead a man with a handful of leaflets such as are distributed to passers-by by agents of enterprising firms. This agent had not chosen a very crowded street for his operations: in fact, Mr Dunning did not see him get rid of a single leaflet before he himself reached the spot. One was thrust into his hand as he passed: the hand that gave it touched his, and he experienced a sort of little shock as it did so. It seemed unnaturally rough and hot. He looked in passing at the giver, but the impression he got was so unclear that, however much he tried to reckon it up subsequently, nothing would come. He was walking quickly, and as he went on glanced at the paper. It was a blue one. The name of Harrington in large capitals caught his eye. He stopped, startled, and felt for his glasses. The next instant the leaflet was twitched out of his hand by a man who hurried past, and was irrecoverably gone. He ran back a few paces, but where was the passer-by? And where the distributor? 

It was in a somewhat pensive frame of mind that Mr Dunning passed on the following day into the Select Manuscript Room of the British Museum, and filled up tickets for Harley 3586, and some other volumes. After a few minutes they were brought to him, and he was settling the one he wanted first upon the desk, when he thought he heard his own name whispered behind him. He turned round hastily, and in doing so, brushed his little portfolio of loose papers on to the floor. He saw no one he recognised except one of the staff in charge of the room, who nodded to him, and he proceeded to pick up his papers. He thought he had them all, and was turning to begin work, when a stout gentleman at the table behind him, who was just rising to leave, and had collected his own belongings, touched him on the shoulder, saying, ‘May I give you this? I think it should be yours,’ and handed him a missing quire. ‘It is mine, thank you,’ said Mr Dunning. In another moment the man had left the room. Upon finishing his work for the afternoon, Mr Dunning had some conversation with the assistant in charge, and took occasion to ask who the stout gentleman was. ‘Oh, he’s a man named Karswell,’ said the assistant; ‘he was asking me a week ago who were the great authorities on alchemy, and of course I told him you were the only one in the country. I’ll see if I can’t catch him: he’d like to meet you, I’m sure.’ 

‘For heaven’s sake don’t dream of it!’ said Mr Dunning, ‘I’m particularly anxious to avoid him.’ 

‘Oh! very well,’ said the assistant, ‘he doesn’t come here often: I dare say you won’t meet him.’ 

More than once on the way home that day Mr Dunning confessed to himself that he did not look forward with his usual cheerfulness to a solitary evening. It seemed to him that something ill-defined and impalpable had stepped in between him and his fellow-men – had taken him in charge, as it were. He wanted to sit close up to his neighbours in the train and in the tram, but as luck would have it both train and car were markedly empty. The conductor George was thoughtful, and appeared to be absorbed in calculations as to the number of passengers. On arriving at his house he found Dr Watson, his medical man, on his doorstep. ‘I’ve had to upset your household arrangements, I’m sorry to say, Dunning. Both your servants hors de combat. In fact, I’ve had to send them to the Nursing Home.’ 

‘Good heavens! What’s the matter?’ 

‘It’s something like ptomaine poisoning, I should think: you’ve not suffered yourself, I can see, or you wouldn’t be walking about. I think they’ll pull through all right.’ 

‘Dear, dear! Have you any idea what brought it on?’ 

‘Well, they tell me they bought some shellfish from a hawker at their dinner-time. It’s odd. I’ve made inquiries, but I can’t find that any hawker has been to other houses in the street. I couldn’t send word to you; they won’t be back for a bit yet. You come and dine with me tonight, anyhow, and we can make arrangements for going on. Eight o’clock. Don’t be too anxious.’ 

The solitary evening was thus obviated; at the expense of some distress and inconvenience, it is true. Mr Dunning spent the time pleasantly enough with the doctor (a rather recent settler), and returned to his lonely home at about 11.30. The night he passed is not one on which he looks back with any satisfaction. He was in bed and the light was out. He was wondering if the charwoman would come early enough to get him hot water next morning, when he heard the unmistakable sound of his study door opening. No step followed it on the passage floor, but the sound must mean mischief, for he knew that he had shut the door that evening after putting his papers away in his desk. It was rather shame than courage that induced him to slip out into the passage and lean over the banister in his nightgown, listening. No light was visible; no further sound came: only a gust of warm, or even hot air played for an instant round his shins. He went back and decided to lock himself into his room. There was more unpleasantness, however. Either an economical suburban company had decided that their light would not be required in the small hours, and had stopped working, or else something was wrong with the meter; the effect was in any case that the electric light was off. The obvious course was to find a match, and also to consult his watch: he might as well know how many hours of discomfort awaited him. So he put his hand into the well-known nook under the pillow: only, it did not get so far. What he touched was, according to his account, a mouth, with teeth, and with hair about it, and, he declares, not the mouth of a human being. I do not think it is any use to guess what he said or did; but he was in a spare room with the door locked and his ear to it before he was clearly conscious again. And there he spent the rest of a most miserable night, looking every moment for some fumbling at the door: but nothing came. 

The venturing back to his own room in the morning was attended with many listenings and quiverings. The door stood open, fortunately, and the blinds were up (the servants had been out of the house before the hour of drawing them down); there was, to be short, no trace of an inhabitant. The watch, too, was in its usual place; nothing was disturbed, only the wardrobe door had swung open in accordance with its confirmed habit. A ring at the back door now announced the charwoman, who had been ordered the night before, and nerved Mr Dunning, after letting her in, to continue his search in other parts of the house. It was equally fruitless. 

The day thus begun went on dismally enough. He dared not go to the Museum: in spite of what the assistant had said, Karswell might turn up there, and Dunning felt he could not cope with a probably hostile stranger. His own house was odious; he hated sponging on the doctor. He spent some little time in a call at the Nursing Home, where he was slightly cheered by a good report of his housekeeper and maid. Towards lunch-time he betook himself to his club, again experiencing a gleam of satisfaction at seeing the Secretary of the Association. At luncheon Dunning told his friend the more material of his woes, but could not bring himself to speak of those that weighed most heavily on his spirits. ‘My poor dear man,’ said the Secretary, ‘what an upset! Look here: we’re alone at home, absolutely. You must put up with us. Yes! no excuse: send your things in this afternoon.’ Dunning was unable to stand out: he was, in truth, becoming acutely anxious, as the hours went on, as to what that night might have waiting for him. He was almost happy as he hurried home to pack up. 

His friends, when they had time to take stock of him, were rather shocked at his lorn appearance, and did their best to keep him up to the mark. Not altogether without success: but, when the two men were smoking alone later, Dunning became dull again. Suddenly he said, ‘Gayton, I believe that alchemist man knows it was I who got his paper rejected.’ Gayton whistled. ‘What makes you think that?’ he said. Dunning told of his conversation with the Museum assistant, and Gayton could only agree that the guess seemed likely to be correct. ‘Not that I care much,’ Dunning went on, ‘only it might be a nuisance if we were to meet. He’s a bad-tempered party, I imagine.’ Conversation dropped again; Gayton became more and more strongly impressed with the desolateness that came over Dunning’s face and bearing, and finally – though with a considerable effort – he asked him point-blank whether something serious was not bothering him. Dunning gave an exclamation of relief. ‘I was perishing to get it off my mind,’ he said. ‘Do you know anything about a man named John Harrington?’ Gayton was thoroughly startled, and at the moment could only ask why. Then the complete story of Dunning’s experience came out – what had happened in the tramcar, in his own house, and in the street, the troubling of spirit that had crept over him, and still held him: and he ended with the question he had begun with. Gayton was at a loss how to answer him. To tell the story of Harrington’s end would perhaps be right; only, Dunning was in a nervous state, the story was a grim one, and he could not help asking himself whether there were not a connecting link between these two cases, in the person of Karswell. It was a difficult concession for a scientific man, but it could be eased by the phrase ‘hypnotic suggestion.’ In the end he decided that his answer tonight should be guarded; he would talk the situation over with his wife. So he said that he had known Harrington at Cambridge, and believed he had died suddenly in 1889, adding a few details about the man and his published work. He did talk over the matter with Mrs Gayton, and, as he had anticipated, she leapt at once to the conclusion which had been hovering before him. It was she who reminded him of the surviving brother, Henry Harrington, and she also who suggested that he might be got hold of by means of their hosts of the day before. ‘He might be a hopeless crank,’ objected Gayton. ‘That could be ascertained from the Bennetts, who knew him,’ Mrs Gayton retorted; and she undertook to see the Bennetts the very next day. 

 

It is not necessary to tell in further detail the steps by which Henry Harrington and Dunning were brought together. 

 

The next scene that does require to be narrated is a conversation that took place between the two. Dunning had told Harrington of the strange ways in which the dead man’s name had been brought before him, and had said something, besides, of his own subsequent experiences. Then he had asked if Harrington was disposed, in return, to recall any of the circumstances connected with his brother’s death. Harrington’s surprise at what he heard can be imagined: but his reply was readily given. 

‘John,’ he said, ‘was in a very odd state, undeniably, from time to time, during some weeks before, though not immediately before, the catastrophe. There were several things; the principal notion he had was that he thought he was being followed. No doubt he was an impressionable man, but he never had had such fancies as this before. I cannot get it out of my mind that there was ill-will at work, and what you tell me about yourself reminds me very much of my brother. Can you think of any possible connecting link?’ 

‘There is just one that has been taking shape vaguely in my mind. I’ve been told that your brother reviewed a book very severely not long before he died, and just lately I have happened to cross the path of the man who wrote that book in a way he would resent.’ 

‘Don’t tell me the man was called Karswell.’ 

‘Why not? that is exactly his name.’ 

Henry Harrington leant back. ‘That is final to my mind. Now I must explain further. From something he said, I feel sure that my brother John was beginning to believe – very much against his will – that Karswell was at the bottom of his trouble. I want to tell you what seems to me to have a bearing on the situation. My brother was a great musician, and used to run up to concerts in town. He came back, three months before he died, from one of these, and gave me his programme to look at – an analytical programme: he always kept them. “I nearly missed this one,” he said. “I suppose I must have dropped it: anyhow, I was looking for it under my seat and in my pockets and so on, and my neighbour offered me his: said ‘might he give it me, he had no further use for it,’ and he went away just afterwards. I don’t know who he was – a stout, clean-shaven man. I should have been sorry to miss it; of course I could have bought another, but this cost me nothing.” At another time he told me that he had been very uncomfortable both on the way to his hotel and during the night. I piece things together now in thinking it over. Then, not very long after, he was going over these programmes, putting them in order to have them bound up, and in this particular one (which by the way I had hardly glanced at), he found quite near the beginning a strip of paper with some very odd writing on it in red and black – most carefully done – it looked to me more like Runic letters than anything else. “Why,” he said, “this must belong to my fat neighbour. It looks as if it might be worth returning to him; it may be a copy of something; evidently someone has taken trouble over it. How can I find his address?” We talked it over for a little and agreed that it wasn’t worth advertising about, and that my brother had better look out for the man at the next concert, to which he was going very soon. The paper was lying on the book and we were both by the fire; it was a cold, windy summer evening. I suppose the door flew open, though I didn’t notice it: at any rate a gust – a warm gust it was – came quite suddenly between us, took the paper and blew it straight into the fire: it was light, thin paper, and flared and went up the chimney in a single ash. “Well,” I said, “you can’t give it back now.” He said nothing for a minute: then rather crossly, “No, I can’t; but why you should keep on saying so I don’t know.” I remarked that I didn’t say it more than once. “Not more than four times, you mean,” was all he said. I remember all that very clearly, without any good reason; and now to come to the point. I don’t know if you looked at that book of Karswell’s which my unfortunate brother reviewed. It’s not likely that you should: but I did, both before his death and after it. The first time we made game of it together. It was written in no style at all – split infinitives, and every sort of thing that makes an Oxford gorge rise. Then there was nothing that the man didn’t swallow: mixing up classical myths, and stories out of the Golden Legend with reports of savage customs of today – all very proper, no doubt, if you know how to use them, but he didn’t: he seemed to put the Golden Legend and the Golden Bough exactly on a par, and to believe both: a pitiable exhibition, in short. Well, after the misfortune, I looked over the book again. It was no better than before, but the impression which it left this time on my mind was different. I suspected – as I told you – that Karswell had borne ill-will to my brother, even that he was in some way responsible for what had happened; and now his book seemed to me to be a very sinister performance indeed. One chapter in particular struck me, in which he spoke of “casting the Runes” on people, either for the purpose of gaining their affection or of getting them out of the way – perhaps more especially the latter: he spoke of all this in a way that really seemed to me to imply actual knowledge. I’ve not time to go into details, but the upshot is that I am pretty sure from information received that the civil man at the concert was Karswell: I suspect – I more than suspect – that the paper was of importance: and I do believe that if my brother had been able to give it back, he might have been alive now. Therefore, it occurs to me to ask you whether you have anything to put beside what I have told you.’ 

By way of answer, Dunning had the episode in the Manuscript Room at the British Museum to relate. ‘Then he did actually hand you some papers; have you examined them? No? Because we must, if you’ll allow it, look at them at once, and very carefully.’ They went to the still empty house – empty, for the two servants were not yet able to return to work. Dunning’s portfolio of papers was gathering dust on the writing-table. In it were the quires of small-sized scribbling paper which he used for his transcripts: and from one of these, as he took it up, there slipped and fluttered out into the room with uncanny quickness, a strip of thin light paper. The window was open, but Harrington slammed it to, just in time to intercept the 

paper, which he caught. ‘I thought so,’ he said; ‘it might be the identical thing that was given to my brother. You’ll have to look out, Dunning; this may mean something quite serious for you.’ 

A long consultation took place. The paper was narrowly examined. As Harrington had said, the characters on it were more like Runes than anything else, but not decipherable by either man, and both hesitated to copy them, for fear, as they confessed, of perpetuating whatever evil purpose they might conceal. So it has remained impossible (if I may anticipate a little) to ascertain what was conveyed in this curious message or commission. Both Dunning and Harrington are firmly convinced that it had the effect of bringing its possessors into very undesirable company. That it must be returned to the source whence it came they were agreed, and further, that the only safe and certain way was that of personal service; and here contrivance would be necessary, for Dunning was known by sight to Karswell. He must, for one thing, alter his appearance by shaving his beard. But then might not the blow fall first? Harrington thought they could time it. He knew the date of the concert at which the ‘black spot’ had been put on his brother: it was June 18th. The death had followed on September 18th. Dunning reminded him that three months had been mentioned on the inscription on the car window. ‘Perhaps,’ he added, with a cheerless laugh, ‘mine may be a bill at three months too. I believe I can fix it by my diary. Yes, April 23rd was the day at the museum; that brings us to July 23rd. Now, you know, it becomes extremely important to me to know anything you will tell me about the progress of your brother’s trouble, if it is possible for you to speak of it.’ ‘Of course. Well, the sense of being watched whenever he was alone was the most distressing thing to him. After a time I took to sleeping in his room, and he was the better for that: still, he talked a great deal in his sleep. What about? Is it wise to dwell on that, at least before things are straightened out? I think not, but I can tell you this: two things came for him by post during those weeks, both with a London postmark, and addressed in a commercial hand. One was a woodcut of Bewick’s, roughly torn out of the page: one which shows a moonlit road and a man walking along it, followed by an awful demon creature. Under it were written the lines out of the “Ancient Mariner” (which I suppose the cut illustrates) about one who, having once looked round– 


‘walks on,



And turns no more his head,



Because he knows a frightful fiend



Doth close behind him tread.’


The other was a calendar, such as tradesmen often send. My brother paid no attention to this, but I looked at it after his death, and found that everything after September 18th had been torn out. You may be surprised at his having gone out alone the evening he was killed, but the fact is that during the last ten days or so of his life he had been quite free from the sense of being followed or watched.’ 

The end of the consultation was this. Harrington, who knew a neighbour of Karswell’s, thought he saw a way of keeping a watch on his movements. It would be Dunning’s part to be in readiness to try to cross Karswell’s path at any moment, to keep the paper safe and in a place of ready access. 

They parted. The next weeks were no doubt a severe strain upon Dunning’s nerves: the intangible barrier which had seemed to rise about him on the day when he received the paper, gradually developed into a brooding blackness that cut him off from the means of escape to which one might have thought he might resort. No one was at hand who was likely to suggest them to him, and he seemed robbed of all initiative. He waited with inexpressible anxiety as May, June, and early July passed on, for a mandate from Harrington. But all this time Karswell remained immovable at Lufford. 

At last, in less than a week before the date he had come to look upon as the end of his earthly activities, came a telegram: 

‘Leaves Victoria by boat train Thursday night. Do not miss. I come to you tonight. Harrington.’ 

He arrived accordingly, and they concocted plans. The train left Victoria at nine and its last stop before Dover was Croydon West. Harrington would mark down Karswell at Victoria, and look out for Dunning at Croydon, calling to him if need were by a name agreed upon. Dunning, disguised as far as might be, was to have no label or initials on any hand luggage, and must at all costs have the paper with him. 

Dunning’s suspense as he waited on the Croydon platform I need not attempt to describe. His sense of danger during the last days had only been sharpened by the fact that the cloud about him had perceptibly been lighter; but relief was an ominous symptom, and, if Karswell eluded him now, hope was gone: and there were so many chances of that. The rumour of the journey might be itself a device. The twenty minutes in which he paced the platform and persecuted every porter with inquiries as to the boat train were as bitter as any he had spent. Still, the train came, and Harrington was at the window. It was important, of course, that there should be no recognition: so Dunning got in at the farther end of the corridor carriage, and only gradually made his way to the compartment where Harrington and Karswell were. He was pleased, on the whole, to see that the train was far from full. 

Karswell was on the alert, but gave no sign of recognition. Dunning took the seat not immediately facing him, and attempted, vainly at first, then with increasing command of his faculties, to reckon the possibilities of making the desired transfer. Opposite to Karswell, and next to Dunning, was a heap of Karswell’s coats on the seat. It would be of no use to slip the paper into these – he would not be safe, or would not feel so, unless in some way it could be proffered by him and accepted by the other. There was a handbag, open, and with papers in it. Could he manage to conceal this (so that perhaps Karswell might leave the carriage without it), and then find and give it to him? This was the plan that suggested itself. If he could only have counselled with Harrington! But that could not be. The minutes went on. More than once Karswell rose and went out into the corridor. The second time Dunning was on the point of attempting to make the bag fall off the seat, but he caught Harrington’s eye, and read in it a warning. Karswell, from the corridor, was watching: probably to see if the two men recognised each other. He returned, but was evidently restless: and, when he rose the third time, hope dawned, for something did slip off his seat and fall with hardly a sound to the floor. Karswell went out once more, and passed out of range of the corridor window. Dunning picked up what had fallen, and saw that the key was in his hands in the form of one of Cook’s ticket- cases, with tickets in it. These cases have a pocket in the cover, and within very few seconds the paper of which we have heard was in the pocket of this one. To make the operation more secure, Harrington stood in the doorway of the compartment and fiddled with the blind. It was done, and done at the right time, for the train was now slowing down towards Dover. 

In a moment more Karswell re-entered the compartment. As he did so, Dunning, managing, he knew not how, to suppress the tremble in his voice, handed him the ticket-case, saying, ‘May I give you this, sir? I believe it is yours.’ After a brief glance at the ticket inside, Karswell uttered the hoped-for response, ‘Yes, it is; much obliged to you, sir,’ and he placed it in his breast pocket. 

Even in the few moments that remained – moments of tense anxiety, for they knew not to what a premature finding of the paper might lead – both men noticed that the carriage seemed to darken about them and to grow warmer; that Karswell was fidgety and oppressed; that he drew the heap of loose coats near to him and cast it back as if it repelled him; and that he then sat upright and glanced anxiously at both. They, with sickening anxiety, busied themselves in collecting their belongings; but they both thought that Karswell was on the point of speaking when the train stopped at Dover Town. It was natural that in the short space between town and pier they should both go into the corridor. 

At the pier they got out, but so empty was the train that they were forced to linger on the platform until Karswell should have passed ahead of them with his porter on the way to the boat, and only then was it safe for them to exchange a pressure of the hand and a word of concentrated congratulation. The effect upon Dunning was to make him almost faint. Harrington made him lean up against the wall, while he himself went forward a few yards within sight of the gangway to the boat, at which Karswell had now arrived. The man at the head of it examined his ticket, and, laden with coats, he passed down into the boat. Suddenly the official called after him, ‘You, sir, beg pardon, did the other gentleman show his ticket?’ ‘What the devil do you mean by the other gentleman?’ Karswell’s snarling voice called back from the deck. The man bent over and looked at him. ‘The devil? Well, I don’t know, I’m sure,’ Harrington heard him say to himself, and then aloud, ‘My mistake, sir; must have been your rugs! Ask your pardon.’ And then, to a subordinate near him, “Ad he got a dog with him or what? Funny thing: I could ‘a’ swore ‘e wasn’t alone. Well, whatever it was, they’ll ‘ave to see to it aboard. She’s off now. Another week and we shall be gettin’ the ‘oliday customers.’ In five minutes more there was nothing but the lessening lights of the boat, the long line of the Dover lamps, the night breeze, and the moon. 

Long and long the two sat in their room at the ‘Lord Warden.’ In spite of the removal of their greatest anxiety, they were oppressed with a doubt, not of the lightest. Had they been justified in sending a man to his death, as they believed 

they had? Ought they not to warn him, at least? ‘No,’ said Harrington; ‘if he is the murderer I think him, we have done no more than is just. Still, if you think it better– but how and where can you warn him?’ ‘He was booked to Abbeville only,’ said Dunning. ‘I saw that. If I wired to the hotels there in Joanne’s Guide, “Examine your ticket-case, Dunning,” I should feel happier. This is the 21st: he will have a day. But I am afraid he has gone into the dark.’ So telegrams were left at the hotel office. 

It is not clear whether these reached their destination, or whether, if they did, they were understood. All that is known is that, on the afternoon of the 23rd, an English traveller, examining the front of St Wuifram’s Church at Abbeville, then under extensive repair, was struck on the head and instantly killed by a stone falling from the scaffold erected round the north-western tower, there being, as was clearly proved, no workman on the scaffold at that moment: and the traveller’s papers identified him as Mr Karswell. 

Only one detail shall be added. At Karswell’s sale a set of Bewick, sold with all faults, was acquired by Harrington. The page with the woodcut of the traveller and the demon was, as he had expected, mutilated. Also, after a judicious interval, Harrington repeated to Dunning something of what he had heard his brother say in his sleep: but it was not long before Dunning stopped him.




THE FLY




by George Langelaan


The Fly, which was produced by Twentieth Century Fox in 1958, has been described as the first horror movie to create an authentic science fiction monster. Certainly, it is another landmark film in the history of monster movies, and, although budgeted as a relatively minor production at $350,000, was so successful at the box office – making over three million dollars in the first two years of its release – that it has, to date, inspired two sequels and one complete re-make. 

The story concerns a scientist, working on the transmission of atoms from one place to another, who decides to pursue final confirmation of his theory by trying the experiment on himself. However, he is unaware that a small fly has got into his machine with him – and the results are a hideous travesty of nature: a man with the head and foreleg of a fly, and a fly with the corresponding human features! The impact of the movie, starring Al Hedison as the experimenter, Patricia Owens as his wife and Vincent Price as another scientist, was heightened by Cinemascope and colour. The screenplay also marked the writing debut of a man destined to become a leading director and then later a best-selling international novelist: James Clavell. 

The basis of The Fly was a short story written by George Langelaan (1910–1979), a French-born English writer who had led an adventurous life of travel up to the time of World War II, at which point he was engaged on various espionage missions in occupied Europe. For this work he underwent facial plastic surgery; and it was this experience that gave him the germ of the idea for his short story, which first appeared in Argosy magazine in 1957. 

Predictably, the success of The Fly as a movie put Twentieth Century Fox in something of a quandary: how could they make a sequel to a picture at the end of which both the fly and the unfortunate scientist with the insect’s head had been destroyed? Their answer: Vincent Price, as the scientist who had watched his predecessor’s experiments, would carry them on himself in The Return Of The Fly. Although this 1959 sequel, scripted and directed by Edward L Bernds, was not as outstandingly successful as the first picture, Twentieth Century Fox nevertheless embarked on a third movie, The Curse Of The Fly, which Harry Spalding scripted and Don Sharp directed in 1965. Sadly, Brian Donlevy came across as a rather less convincing meddler with the powers of nature, and this effectively brought the series to an end. 

The fame of the original movie remained undiminished, however, and in 1986 the same company decided to re-make it, taking advantage of all the advances in studio technology to create even more spectacular special effects. In fact, the picture far outshone its predecessor in terms of pure horror, and the gradual transformation of Jeff Goldblum, the scientist, from man into fly tested even the strongest nerves. Here, though, for all those who have never read it, is the excellent story which gave birth to the saga of The Fly.


* * *


Telephones and telephone bells have always made me uneasy. Years ago, when they were mostly wall fixtures, I disliked them, but nowadays, when they slither round into every nook and corner, they are a downright intrusion. 

At the office, the sudden ringing of the telephone annoys me. It means that, no matter what I am doing, in spite of the switchboard operator, in spite of my secretary, in spite of doors and walls, some unknown person is coming into the room to talk right into my very ear, confidentially – and that whether I like it or not. At home, the feeling is still more disagreeable, but the worst is when the telephone rings in the dead of night. 

The truth is that I am struggling against panic, fighting down a feeling that a stranger has broken into the house, and is in my bedroom. By the time I manage to grab the receiver and say, ‘Ici Monsieur Delambre. Je vous écoute,’ I am outwardly calm, but I only get back to a more normal state when I recognise the voice at the other end and when I know what is wanted of me. 

This effort at dominating a purely animal reaction and fear has become so effective that when my sister-in-law telephoned me at two in the morning, asking me to come to her, but first to warn the police that she had just killed my brother, I asked her quietly how and why she had killed André. 

‘But, Francois. . . I can’t explain on the telephone. Please call the police and come quickly.’ 

‘I think I had better see you first, Hélène.’ 

‘No, call the police first; otherwise they will start asking you awkward questions. They’ll have enough trouble as it is to believe that I did it alone. And you ought to tell them that André 

– André’s body – is down at the factory. They may want to go there first.’ 

‘Did you say that André is at the factory?’ 

‘Yes . . . under the steam-hammer.’ 

‘Under what?’ 

‘Don’t ask so many questions. Come quickly, François. Please understand that I am afraid. . . that my nerves won’t stand it much longer.’ 

It was only after hanging up that I realised I also was afraid. This was the very thing I had somehow always feared whenever the telephone rang, and now at last it had happened. I had listened to and answered the call much as I would have any other business call. It was only now, after hanging up, that I was beginning to realise the full impact of all I had heard. 

Throwing away the cigarette I must have lit mechanically while talking to Hélêne, and perspiring freely, I fumbled with trembling fingers to dial the number of the local Commissariat of police. 

Have you ever tried to explain to a sleepy police officer that your sister-in-law has telephoned to say that she has killed your brother? 

I repeated my explanation, but he would not let me. 

‘Oui, monsieur, oui, I hear. . . but who are you? What is your name? Where do you live? I said, where do you live?’ 

It was then that Commissaire Charas took over the line. He at least seemed to understand everything. Would I wait for him? Yes, he would pick me up and take me to my brother’s house. When? In five or ten minutes. 

I had just managed to pull on my trousers, wriggle into a sweater, and grab a hat and coat, when a black police-car, headlights blazing, pulled up at the door. 

‘You have a night-watchman at your factory, Monsieur Delambre? Has he phoned you?’ asked Commissaire Charas, letting in the clutch, as I sat down beside him and slammed the door of the car. 

‘Yes . . . No . . . That’s odd! Though of course my brother could have entered the factory through his laboratory where he often works late at night... all night sometimes.’ 

‘Is Professor Delambre’s work connected with your business?’ 

‘No, my brother is, or was, doing research work for the Ministère de l’Air. As he wanted to be away from Paris and yet within reach of skilled workmen who could fix up or make gadgets big and small for his experiments, I offered him one of the old workshops of the factory, and he came to live in the first house built by our grandfather on the top of the hill at the back of the factory.’ 

‘Yes, I see. Did he talk about his work? What kind of research was it?’ 

‘He rarely talked of it. I suppose the Air Ministry could tell you. I only know that he was about to carry out a number of experiments he had been preparing for some months, something to do with the disintegration of matter, he told me.’ 

Barely slowing down, the Commissaire swung the car off the road, slid it through the open factory gate, and pulled up sharp by an agent who was apparently expecting him. 

I did not need to hear the policeman’s confirmation. I knew now that my brother was dead, it seemed that I had been told years ago. Shaking like a leaf, I scrambled out after the Commissaire. 

Another policeman stepped out of a doorway and led us towards one of the shops where all the lights had been turned on. More policemen were standing by the hammer, watching two men setting up a camera. It was tilted downwards, and I made an effort to look. 

It was far less horrid than I had expected. 

Though I had never seen my brother drunk, he looked just as if he was sleeping off a terrific binge, flat on his stomach across the narrow line on which the white-hot slabs of metal were rolled up to the hammer. I saw at a glance that his head and arm could only be a flattened mess, but that seemed quite impossible; it looked as if he had somehow pushed his head and arm right into the metallic mass of the hammer. 

Having talked to his colleagues, the Commissaire turned towards me. ‘How can we raise the hammer, Monsieur Delambre?’ 

‘I’ll raise it for you.’ 

‘Would you like us to get one of your men over?’ 

‘No, I’ll be all right. The switchboard is here. It was originally a steam-hammer, but everything is worked electrically now. Look, Commissaire, the hammer has been set at fifty tons, and its impact at zero.’ 

‘At zero?’ 

‘Yes, level with the ground, if you prefer. It is also set for single strokes, which means that it has to be raised after each blow. I don’t know what Héléne, my sister-in-law, will have to say about all this, but one thing I am sure of: she certainly did not know how to set and operate the hammer.’ 

‘Perhaps it was set that way last night when work stopped?’ 

‘Certainly not. The drop is never left at zero, Monsieur le Commissaire.’ 

‘I see. Can it be raised gently?’ 

‘No. The speed of the upstroke cannot be regulated. But in any case it is not very fast when the hammer is set for single strokes.’ 

‘Right. Will you show me what to do? It won’t be very nice to watch, you know.’ 

‘No, no, Monsieur le Commissaire. I’ll be all right.’ 

‘All set?’ asked the Commissaire of the others. ‘All right then, Monsieur Delambre. Whenever you like.’ 

Watching my brother’s back, I slowly but firmly pushed the upstroke button. 

The unusual silence of the factory was broken by the sigh of compressed air rushing into the cylinders, a sigh that always makes me think of a giant taking a deep breath before solemnly socking another giant. The steel mass of the hammer shuddered and then rose swiftly. I heard the sucking sound as it left the metal base, and thought I was going to panic when I saw André’s body heave forward as a sickly gush of blood poured all over the ghastly mess bared by the hammer. 

‘No danger of it coming down again, Monsieur Delambre?’ 

‘No, none whatever,’ I mumbled as I threw the safety switch and, turning round, I was violently sick in front of a young green-faced policeman. 

For weeks after, Commissaire Charas worked on the case, listening, questioning, making out reports, telegraphing and telephoning right and left. Later, we became quite friendly and he told me that he had for a long time considered me as suspect number one, but had finally given up that idea because not only was there no clue of any sort, but there was not even a motive. 

Hélêne, my sister-in-law, was so calm throughout the whole business that the doctors finally confirmed what I had long considered the only possible solution: she was mad. 

My brother’s wife never tried to defend herself in any way and even got quite annoyed when she realised that people thought her mad. This, of course, was considered proof that she was indeed insane. She owned up to the murder of her husband, and proved easily that she knew how to handle the hammer; but she would never say why, exactly how, or in what circumstances she had killed my brother. 

The night-watchman had heard the hammer all right; he had even heard it twice, he claimed. This was very strange, and the stroke-counter, which was always set back to nought after a job, seemed to prove him right since it showed the figure two. Also, the foreman in charge of the hammer confirmed that after cleaning up the day before the murder, he had as usual turned the stroke-counter back to nought. In spite of this, Hélène maintained that she had used the hammer once only, and this seemed just another proof of her insanity. 

A guard had been put on André’s laboratory, and the next day half a dozen officials came down from the Air Ministry. They went through all his papers and took away some of his instruments, but before leaving they told the Commissaire that the most interesting documents and instruments had been destroyed. 

The Lyons police laboratory, one of the most famous in the world, reported that André’s head had been wrapped up in a piece of velvet when it was crushed by the hammer, the brown velvet cloth on which his meals were served in his laboratory when he could not leave his work. 

After only a very few days in prison, Héléne had been transferred to a nearby asylum, one of the three in France where insane criminals are taken care of. 

My nephew Henri, a boy of six, the very image of his father, was entrusted to me, and eventually all legal arrangements were made for me to become his guardian and tutor. 

Héléne, one of the quietest patients in the asylum, was allowed visitors, and I went to see her on Sundays. Once or twice the Commissaire accompanied me and, later, I learnt that he had also visited Hélène alone. But we were never able to obtain any information from my sister-in-law who seemed to have become utterly indifferent. 

She rarely answered my questions and hardly ever those of the Commissaire. She spent a lot of her time sewing, but her favourite pastime seemed to be catching flies which she invariably released unharmed after examining them carefully. 

Hélène had only one fit of raving – more like a nervous break-down than a fit, said the doctor who had administered morphia to quieten her. It occurred when she saw a nurse swatting flies. 

The day after, Commissaire Charas came to see me. 

‘I have a strange feeling that there lies the key to the whole business, Monsieur Delambre,’ he said. 

‘I do not follow you, Commissaire.’ 

‘Do you believe she is really mad?’ he asked. 

‘My dear Commissaire, I don’t see how there can be any doubt. Do you?’ 

‘I don’t know. In spite of all the doctors say, I have the impression that Madame Delambre has a very clear brain. 

even when catching flies. Do you know if your brother ever experimented with them?’ 

‘I really don’t know, but I shouldn’t think so. Have you asked the Air Ministry people? They knew all about his work.’ 

‘Yes, and they laughed at me.’ 

‘I can understand that.’ 

‘You are very fortunate to understand anything, Monsieur Delambre. I do not, but I hope to some day.’ 

‘Tell me, Uncle, do flies live a long time?’ 

We were just finishing our lunch and, following an established tradition between us, I was pouring a drop of wine into Henri’s glass for him to dip a biscuit in. 

Had Henri not been staring at his glass gradually being filled to the brim, something in my look might have frightened him. 

Like most children of his age, Henri had a knack – almost a genius – for asking the very questions that no one could answer. 

This was the first time he had ever mentioned flies, and I shuddered at the thought that Commissaire Charas might quite easily have been present. I could almost hear him saying, I don’t know, Henri. Why do you ask? 

‘Because I have again seen the fly that Maman was looking for.’ 

And it was only after drinking off Henri’s own glass of wine that I realised he had answered my unspoken thought. 

‘I did not know that your mother was looking for a fly.’ 

‘Yes, she was. It has grown quite a lot, but I recognised it all right.’ 

‘Where did you see this fly, Henri, and – how did you recognise it?’ 

‘This morning on your desk, Uncle François. Its head is white instead of black, and it has a funny sort of leg.’ 

Trying to look unconcerned, I went on, ‘And when did you see this fly for the first time?’ 

‘The day that Papa went away. I had caught it, but Maman made me let it go. And then after, she wanted me to find it again. She’d changed her mind,’ and shrugging his shoulders just as my brother used to, he added, ‘you know what women are.’ 

‘I think that fly must have died long ago, and you must be mistaken, Henri,’ I said, getting up and walking to the door. 

But as soon as I was out of the dining-room, I ran up the stairs to my study. There was no fly anywhere to be seen. 

I was bothered, far more than I cared to admit. 

For the first time I wondered if Charas knew much more than he divulged. For the first time also, I wondered about Héléne. Was she really insane? A strange, horrid feeling was growing in me, and the more I thought about it, the more I felt that, somehow, Charas was right: Hélêne was getting away with it. 

The thought that my sister-in-law had perhaps deliberately and calmly killed my brother – her own husband – in such a cruel, abominable way, made me feel sick. 

What could possibly have been the reason for such a monstrous crime? What had led up to it? Just what had happened? 

Refined, well bred and well read, Charas was more than just an intelligent police official. He was a keen psychologist and had an amazing way of smelling out a fib or an erroneous statement. I knew that he had accepted as true the few answers Hélène had given him. But then there had been all those questions which she had never answered: the most direct and important ones. 

And from the beginning, Hélène had adopted a very simple system. ‘I cannot answer that question,’ she would say in her low, quiet voice. And that was that! The repetition of the same question never seemed to annoy her. She would simply say, ‘I cannot answer that question,’ as though it was the very first time that particular question had been asked. 

Hélène had shown the Commissaire that she knew how to set and operate the steam-hammer. 

‘Why are you prepared to show us how you killed your husband, and yet so reluctant to give us a reason? You have not even tried to invent one. After all, can you prove that you killed Professor Delambre?’ Charas had asked her the morning after my brother’s death. 

Hélène then showed the Commissaire a girder which she claimed to have gripped with her left hand as she manipulated the switchboard buttons with her right hand. 

‘I think your experts will find my fingerprints there easily enough,’ said Hélène. 

They did. 

Charas could find only one fact which did not agree with Hélêne’s statements: the fact that the hammer had been used twice. This flaw in Hélène’s defence seemed a crack which the Commissaire might possibly enlarge. But my sister-in-law finally cemented it by saying ‘All right, I lied to you. I did use the hammer twice. But do not ask me why, because I cannot tell you.’ 

The horror I had felt at my brother’s death had so far been purely passive; now that I suspected Héléne of pretending to be insane, it seemed to become active and to focus on her. 

I now thought of calling on the Commissaire, but the knowledge that he would inevitably start questioning Henri made me hesitate. Another reason also made me hesitate, a vague sort of fear that he would look for and find the fly Henri had talked of. 

You must work this out alone, I kept repeating to myself as I thought of all the detective stories I had ever read. No matter how complicated the intrigue, the unravelling of the clues, detective stories have some sort of basic logic. Here, nothing was logical; there was a clue all right, but no culprit to unmask. Hélène had killed her husband and proved it beyond all possible doubt. But why? 

My brother was certainly the most level-headed of all the scientists I had met at different times at his house. I do not think he ever made a guess or allowed himself to jump to conclusions in his research work. If one successful experiment seemed to prove something, he would never allow himself to think more than ‘Maybe,’ and would go stolidly on with more experiments. 

It seemed there were only two possible explanations of André’s death. Either he had gone mad, or else he had a reason for letting his wife kill him in such a strange and terrible way. 

Having finally decided not to tell Charas about my nephew’s innocent revelations, I thought I would try to question Hélêne. 

On my next visit to her, I sat for a while tracing vague designs on the floor with the end of my umbrella, searching for the right way to broach the subject of André’s death. 

‘Francois, I want to ask you something,’ said Hélne after a while. 

‘Anything I can do for you, Hélène?’ 

‘No,just something I want to know. Do flies live very long?’ Staring at her, I was about to say that her boy had asked the very same question a few hours earlier, when I suddenly realised that here was the opening I had been searching for, and perhaps even the possibility of striking a blow powerful enough to shatter her stonewall defence, be it sane or insane. 

Watching her carefully, I replied, ‘I don’t really know, Hélène; but the fly you were looking for was in my study this morning.’ 

No doubt about it, I had struck a shattering blow. She swung her head round with such force that I heard the bones crack in her neck. She opened her mouth, but said not a word; only her eyes seemed to be screaming with fear. 

Yes, it was evident that I had crashed through something, but what? Undoubtedly, the Commissaire would have known what to do with such an advantage; I did not. All I knew was that he would never have given her time to think, to recuperate, but all I could do, and even that was a strain, was to maintain my best poker-face, hoping against hope that Hélêne’s defences would go on crumbling. 

‘François . . . Did you kill it?’ she whispered, her eyes no longer fixed, but searching every inch of my face. 

‘No.’ 

‘You have it, then. You have it on you. Give it me!’ she almost shouted, touching me with both her hands, and I knew that had she felt strong enough, she would have tried to search me. 

‘No, Hélène, I haven’t got it.’ 

‘But you know now. You have guessed, haven’t you?’ 

‘No, Hélène. I know only one thing – you are not insane. But I mean to know all, and, somehow, I am going to find out. You can choose: either you tell me everything, and I’ll see what is to be done, or–’ 

‘Or what? Say it!’ 

‘Or I assure you that the Commissaire will have the fly first thing tomorrow morning.’ 

She remained quite still, looking down at the palms of her hands on her lap and, although it was getting chilly, her forehead and hands were moist. 

‘If I tell you. . . will you promise to destroy that fly before doing anything else?’ 

‘No, Hélène. I can make no such promise before knowing.’ 

‘But, François, you must understand. I promised André that fly would be destroyed. That promise must be kept, and I can say nothing until it is.’ 

I could sense the deadlock ahead. I was not yet losing ground, but I was losing the initiative. I tried a shot in the dark. ‘Hélène, of course you realise that as soon as the police examine the fly, they will know that you are not insane, and then . . 

‘Francois, no! For Henri’s sake! Don’t you see? I was expecting that fly; I thought it would find me in the end. But I suppose it couldn’t, and so it went to you.’ 

Was she really mad, or was she pretending again? But mad or not, she was cornered. I said very quietly, ‘Tell me all, Héléne. I can then protect your boy.’ 

‘Protect my boy from what? Don’t you understand that I am here merely so that Henri won’t be the son of a woman who was guillotined for having murdered his father? Don’t you realise that I would by far prefer the guillotine to the living death of this lunatic asylum?’ 

‘I understand, Hélène, and I’ll do my best for the boy whether you tell me or not. If you refuse to tell me, I’ll still do the best I can to protect Henri, but the game will be out of my hands, because Commissaire Charas will have the fly. I must and will know how and why my brother died, Hélène.’ 

‘All right. I’ll give you what your Commissaire would call my confession.’ 

‘Do you mean to say that you have written it?’ 

‘Yes. It was not really meant for you, but more likely for your friend, the Commissaire. I had foreseen that, sooner or later, he would get too close to the truth.’ 

‘You have no objection to his reading it?’ 

‘You will act as you think fit, Francois. Wait for me.’ 

Leaving me at’the door of the parlour, Héléne ran upstairs to her room. 

In a few minutes she returned carrying a large brown envelope. 

‘Francois, all I ask is that you read this alone. After that, you may do as you wish.’ 

‘That I promise you, Hélène,’ I said, taking the precious envelope. ‘I’ll read it tonight and, although tomorrow is not a visiting day, I’ll come to see you.’ 

‘Just as you like.’ Without even saying goodbye, she went back upstairs. 

It was only on reaching home, as I walked from the garage to the house, that I read the inscription on the envelope: 


To whom it may concern



–probably Corninissaire Charas


Having told the servants that I would have only a light supper to be served immediately in my study and that I was not to be disturbed afterwards, I ran upstairs. 

I threw Hélène’s envelope on my desk, and made another careful search of the room before closing the shutters and drawing the curtains. All I could find was a long-since-dead mosquito stuck to the wall near the ceiling. 

Asking the servant to put her tray down on a table by the fireplace, I poured myself a glass of wine, and then locked the door behind her. I disconnected the telephone – I always did this now at night – and turned out all the lights except the lamp on my desk. 

Slitting open Hélène’s fat envelope, I extracted a thick wad of closely-written pages. 

I read the following lines which were neatly centred in the middle of the top page: 

This is not a confession because, although I killed my husband, I am not a murderess. I vey faithfully carried out his last wish by crushing his head and right arm under the steam-hammer of his brother’s factory. 


Without even touching the glass of wine by my elbow, I turned the page and started reading. 

For very nearly a year before his death, my husband had told me about some of his experiments. He knew full well that his colleagues at the Air Ministry would have forbidden some of them as too dangerous, but he was keen to obtain positive results before reporting his discovery. 

Whereas sound and pictures had been, so far, transmitted through space by radio and television, André claimed to have discovered a way of transmitting matter. Matter, any solid object, placed in his transmitter was disintegrated instantly, and then reintegrated in a special receiving set. 

André considered his discovery as perhaps the most important since that of the wheel sawn off the end of a tree trunk. He reckoned that the transmission of matter by instantaneous ‘disintegration-reintegration’ would completely change life as we had known it so far. It would mean the end of all means of transport, not only of goods including food but also of human beings. André, the practical scientist who never allowed theories or daydreams to get the better of him, already foresaw the time when there would no longer be any aeroplanes, ships, trains, or cars, and, therefore, no longer any roads or railway lines, ports, or airports. Transmitting and receiving stations would replace all these. Travellers and goods would be placed in a special apparatus and, at a given signal, would disappear, to reappear almost immediately at the chosen receiving station. 

André’s receiving set was only a few feet away from his transmitter, in a room adjoining his laboratory. His first successful experiment was carried out with an ash-tray taken from his desk. 

I had no idea what he was talking about the day he came dashing into the house and threw the ash-tray in my lap. 

‘Hélne, look! For a fraction of a second, a bare ten-millionth of a second, that ash-tray has been completely disintegrated. For one little moment it no longer existed. Gone! Nothing left, absolutely nothing. Only atoms travelling through space at the speed of light. And the moment after, the atoms were once more gathered together in the shape of an ash-tray!’ 

‘André, please.. . please! What on earth are you raving about?’ 

It was then that he first told me of his discovery and, as I still did not seem to understand, he started sketching all over a letter I had been writing. He laughed at my wry face, swept all my letters off the table, and said, ‘You don’t understand? Right. Let’s start all over again. Hélêne, do you remember I once read you an article about mysterious flying stones that seem to come from nowhere in particular, and which are said to fall occasionally in certain houses in India? They fly in as though thrown from outside, in spite of closed doors and windows.’ 

‘Yes, I remember. I also remember that your friend, Professor Augier, remarked that if there was no trickery about it, the only possible explanation was that the stones had been disintegrated after being thrown from outside, had come through the walls, and then been reintegrated before hitting the floor or the opposite walls.’ 

‘That’s right. And I added that there was, of course, one other possibility, namely the momentary and partial disintegration of the walls as the stone or stones came through.’ 

‘Yes, André, I remember. And I suppose you remember, too, that I failed to understand, and that you got quite annoyed. Well, I still do not understand why and how disintegrated stones are able to come through a wall or a closed door.’ 

‘But it is possible, Hélène, because the atoms that go to make up matter are not close together like the bricks of a wall. They are separated by relative immensities of space.’ 

‘How can there be immensities of space between the atoms of an ordinary door?’ 

‘The space between the atoms is immense in relation to their size, Hélène. You, for instance, with your fifty-five kilos, and one metre sixty of very agreeable womanhood – if all the atoms of which you are composed were to be packed tightly together without any space between them, you would still weigh fifty-five kilos, but you would make a little heap that would easily sit on the head of a pin.’ 

‘So, if I understand you correctly, you claim to have reduced that ash-tray to the size of a pin?’ 

‘No, Hélène. To start with, that ash-tray, which only weighs a few hundred grammes, would be barely visible under a high-powered microscope if its atoms were packed together. And, in any case, my explanation was only a picture to help you understand. However, it is true that, once disintegrated, this ash-tray can quite easily be projected through a wall or a door, or even through you.’ 

‘Do you mean to say that you have disintegrated that ashtray, transmitted it, and then put it together again?’ 

‘Precisely, Hélène. I projected it through the wall that separates my transmitter from my receiving set.’ 

‘And would it be foolish to ask how humanity is to benefit from ash-trays that can go through walls?’ 

André seemed quite offended, but he soon saw that I was only teasing and, again waxing enthusiastic, he told me of some of the possibilities of his discovery. 

‘Isn’t it wonderful, Héléne?’ he finally gasped, out of breath. 

‘Yes, André. But I hope you won’t ever transmit me; I’d be too much afraid of coming out at the other end like your ashtray.’ 

‘What do you mean?’ 

‘Do you remember what was written under that ash-tray?’ 

‘Yes, of course: Made in Japan.’ 

‘The words are still there, André, but – look!’ 

He took the ash-tray out of my hands, frowned, and walked over to the window. Then he went quite pale. 

The three words were still there, but reversed, and reading: napaJ ni edaM. 

Without a word, having completely forgotten me, André rushed off to his laboratory. I saw him again next morning, tired and unshaven after a whole night’s work. 

A few days later André had a new setback, which made him irritable for several weeks. I stood it patiently for a while, but being myself bad-tempered one evening, I reproached him for his moroseness. 

‘I’m sorry, chérie. I’ve been working my way through a maze of problems. You see, my very first experiment with a live animal proved a complete fiasco.’ 

‘André! You tried that experiment with Dandelo, didn’t you?’ 

‘Yes. How did you guess?’ he answered sheepishly. ‘He disintegrated perfectly, but he never reappeared in the receiving set.’ 

‘Oh, André! What became of him then?’ 

‘Nothing. There is just no more Dandelo; only the dispersed atoms of a cat wandering somewhere in the universe.’ 

I saw little of André during the next few weeks. He had most of his meals sent down to the laboratory, and I would often wake up in the morning and find his bed untouched or, if he had come in very late, the room would have that storm-swept aspect which only a man can give a bedroom when getting up very early and fumbling around in the dark. 

One evening he came home to dinner all smiles, and I knew that his troubles were over. 

‘At last everything is perfect, and I want you to be the first to see the miracle,’ he announced. 

I ran down to the kitchen and told the cook that she had exactly ten minutes in which to prepare a celebration dinner. 

‘An excellent idea, Héléne,’ said my husband when the maid appeared with the champagne after our candle-lit dinner. ‘We’ll celebrate with reintegrated champagne!’ Taking the tray from the maid’s hands, he led the way down to the laboratory. 

‘Do you think it will be as good as before its disintegration?’ I asked, holding the tray while he opened the door and switched on the lights. 

‘Have no fear. You’ll see. Just bring it here, will you,’ he said opening the door of a telephone call-box which had been transformed into what he called a transmitter. ‘Put it down on that, now,’ he added, putting a stool inside the box. 

Having carefully closed the door, he took me to the other end of the room and handed me a pair of very dark sunglasses. He put on another pair and walked back to a switchboard by the transmitter. 

‘Ready, Hélène?’ he said, turning out all the lights. ‘Don’t take off your glasses until I give you the word.’ 

‘I won’t budge, André. Go on,’ I told him, my eyes fixed on the tray which I could just see in a greenish, shimmering light through the glass-panelled door of the telephone booth. 

‘Right,’ said André, throwing a switch. 

The whole room was brilliantly illuminated by an orange flash. I saw inside the booth a crackling ball of fire and I felt its heat on my face, neck, and hands. The whole thing lasted only the fraction of a second, and I found myself blinking at green-edged, black holes like those one sees after staring at the sun. 

‘Et voilá! You can take off your glasses, Hélène.’ 

A little theatrically perhaps, my husband opened the door of the booth, and though I expected it, I was astonished to find that the champagne, glasses, tray, and stool were no longer there. 

André ceremoniously led me by the hand into the next room, in a corner of which stood a second telephone booth. Opening the door wide he lifted the champagne tray off the stool. 

‘Sure it’s not dangerous to drink?’ I asked him as the cork popped. 

‘Absolutely sure, Hélène,’ he said, handing me a glass. ‘But that was nothing. Drink this off and I’ll show you something much more astounding.’ 

We went back into the other room. 

‘Oh, André! Remember poor Dandelo!’ 

‘This is only a guinea-pig, Hélêne. But I am certain it will go through all right.’ 

He set the furry little beast down on the green-enamelled floor of the booth and quickly closed the door. Again I put on my dark spectacles, and saw and felt the vivid crackling flash. 

Without waiting for André to open the door, I rushed into the next room where the lights were still on, and looked into the receiving booth. 

‘Oh, André! He’s there all right!’ I shouted excitedly, watching the little animal trotting round and round. ‘It’s wonderful, André. It works. You’ve succeeded.’ 

‘I hope so, but I must be patient. I’ll know for certain in a few weeks’ time.’ 

‘What do you mean? Look! He’s as full of life as when you put him in the other booth.’ 

‘Yes, he seems so. If that little beast is still full of life in a month, we can then consider the experiment a success.’ 

I begged André to let me take care of the guinea-pig. 

‘All right, but don’t kill it by overfeeding,’ he agreed, with a grin for my enthusiasm. 

That month of waiting for success seemed a year. 

I now expected that my husband would invite some of his colleagues and Air Ministry specialists to come down. He usually did this when he had finished a research job and, before handing them long, detailed reports which he always typed himself, he would carry out an experiment or two for them. But this time, he just went on working. 

I was occasionally asked down to the laboratory to witness some new experiment, but I never went unless André invited me, and only talked about his work if he broached the subject first. Of course, it didn’t occur to me that he would, at that stage at least, try an experiment with a human being; though, had I thought about it – and knowing André – it should have been obvious that he would never allow anyone into the transmitter before he had been through to test it first. It was only after the accident that I discovered he had duplicated all the switches inside the disintegration booth, so that he could try it out himself. 

The morning André tried this terrible experiment, he did not show up for lunch. I sent the maid down with a tray, but she brought it back with a note she had found pinned outside the laboratory door: ‘Do not disturb me, I am working.’ 

He did occasionally pin such notes on his door and, though I noticed it, I paid no particular attention to the unusually large handwriting of this note. 

It was just after, as I was drinking my coffee, that Henri came bouncing into the room saying that he had caught a fly, and would I like to see it. Refusing even to look at his closed fist, I ordered him to let it go immediately. 

‘But, Maman, it has such a funny white head!’ 

Marching the boy over to the window, I told him to release the fly, which he did. I knew that Henri had caught the fly merely because he thought it looked curious or 

different from other flies, but I also knew that his father would never stand for any form of cruelty. 

At dinnertime that evening, André had still not appeared and, a little worried, I ran to the laboratory and knocked at the door. 

He did not answer my knock, but I heard him moving around and he slipped a note under the door. It was typewritten. 

HELENE, I AM HAVING TROUBLE. PUT THE BOY TO BED AND COME BACK IN AN HOUR’S TIME. A. 

Frightened, I knocked and called, but André did not seem to pay any attention and, vaguely reassured by the familiar noise of his typewriter, I went back to the house. 

Having put Henri to bed, I returned to the laboratory where I found another note slipped under the door. My hand shook as I picked it up because I knew by then that something must be radically wrong. I read: 

HELENE, FIRST OF ALL I COUNT ON YOU NOT TO LOSE YOUR NERVE OR DO ANYTHING RASH, BECAUSE YOU ALONE CAN HELP ME. I HAVE HAD A SERIOUS ACCIDENT. I AM NOT IN ANY PARTICULAR DANGER FOR THE TIME BEING, THOUGH IT IS A MATTER OF LIFE AND DEATH. IT IS USELESS CALLING TO ME OR SAYING ANYTHING. I CANNOT ANSWER, I CANNOT SPEAK. I WANT YOU TO DO EXACTLY AND VERY CAREFULLY ALL THAT I ASK. AFTER KNOCKING THREE TIMES TO SHOW THAT YOU UNDERSTAND AND AGREE, FETCH ME A BOWL OF MILK IN WHICH YOU CAN POUR A STIFF GLASS OF RUM. I HAVE HAD NOTHING ALL DAY AND CAN DO WITH IT. 

Shaking with fear, not knowing what to think, and repressing a desperate desire to call André and bang away until he opened, I knocked three times as requested and ran all the way home to fetch what he wanted. In less than five minutes I was back. 

Another note had been slipped under the door. 

HELENE, FOLLOW THESE INSTRUCTIONS CAREFULLY. WHEN YOU KNOCK I’LL OPEN THE DOOR. YOU ARE TO WALK OVER TO MY DESK AND PUT DOWN THE BOWL OF MILK. YOU WILL THEN GO INTO THE OTHER ROOM WHERE THE RECEIVER IS. LOOK CAREFULLY AND TRY TO FIND A FLY WHICH OUGHT TO BE THERE BUT WHICH I AM UNABLE TO FIND. UNFORTUNATELY, I CANNOT SEE SMALL THINGS VERY EASILY. BEFORE YOU COME IN YOU MUST PROMISE TO OBEY ME IMPLICITLY. DO NOT LOOK AT ME, AND REMEMBER THAT TALKING IS QUITE USELESS. I CANNOT ANSWER. KNOCK AGAIN THREE TIMES AND THAT WILL MEAN I HAVE YOUR PROMISE. MY LIFE DEPENDS ENTIRELY ON THE HELP YOU CAN GIVE ME. 

I had to wait a while to pull myself together, and then I knocked slowly three times. I heard André shuffling behind the door, his hand fumbling with the lock, and the door opened. 

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw that he was standing behind the door, but without looking round, I carried the bowl of milk to his desk. He was evidently watching me and I had at all costs to appear calm and collected. 

‘Chéri, you can count on me,’ I said gently, and putting the bowl down under his desk lamp, the only one alight, I walked into the next room where all the lights were blazing. 

My first impression was that some sort of hurricane must have blown out of the receiving booth. Papers were scattered in every direction, a row of test-tubes lay smashed in a corner, chairs and stools were upset, and one of the window curtains hung half torn from its bent rod. In a large enamel basin on the floor a heap of burnt documents was still smouldering. 

I knew that I would not find the fly André wanted me to look for. Women know by intuition things that men only deduce by reasoning; I already knew that the fly André wanted was the one which Henri had caught and which I had made him release. 

I heard André shuffling around in the next room, and then a strange gurgling and sucking as though he had trouble in drinking his milk. 

‘André, there is no fly here. Can you give me any sort of indication that might help? If you can’t speak, rap on something – you know: one for yes, twice for no.’ 

I had tried to control my voice and speak as though perfectly calm, and I had to choke down a sob when he rapped twice for no. 

‘May I come to you, André? I don’t know what can have happened, but whatever it is, I can bear it.’ 

After a moment of silent hesitation, he tapped once on his desk. 

At the door I stopped aghast at the sight of André standing with his head and shoulders covered by the brown velvet cloth he had taken from a table by his desk, the table where he usually ate when he did not want to leave his work. Suppressing a laugh that might easily have turned to tears, I said, ‘André, we’ll search thoroughly tomorrow, by daylight. Why don’t you go to bed? I’ll lead you to the guest-room if you like, and won’t let anyone see you.’ 

His left hand tapped the desk twice. 

‘Do you need a doctor, André?’ 

‘No,’ he rapped. 

‘Would you like me to call up Professor Augier? He might be of more help . . 

Twice he rapped ‘No,’ sharply. 

I did not know what to do or say. And then I told him, ‘Henri caught a fly this morning which he wanted to show me, but I made him release it. Could it have been the one you are looking for? I didn’t see it, but the boy said its head was white.’ 

André emitted a strange metallic sigh, and I bit my fingers fiercely in order not to scream. He had let his right arm drop, and instead of his long-fingered muscular hand, a grey stick with little buds on it like the branch of a tree hung out of his sleeve almost down to his knee. 

‘André, mon chéri, tell me what happened. I might be of more help to you if I knew. André. . .‘ I sobbed, unable to control myself. 

Having rapped once for ‘Yes,’ he pointed to the door with his left hand. 

I stepped out and sank down crying as he locked the door behind me. He was typing again and I waited. At last he shuffled to the door and slid a sheet of paper under it. 

HELENE, COME BACK IN THE MORNING. I MUST THINK, AND WILL TYPE OUT AN EXPLANATION FOR YOU. TAKE ONE OF MY SLEEPING TABLETS AND GO STRAIGHT TO BED. I SHALL NEED YOU TOMORROW, DARLING. A. 

‘Do you want anything for the night, André?’ I shouted through the door. 

He knocked twice for ‘No,’ and a little later I heard the typewriter again. 

The sun full on my face woke me up with a start. I had set the alarm clock for five, but had not heard it, probably because of the sleeping tablet. 

I had indeed slept like a log, without a dream. Now I was back in my living nightmare, and crying like a child, I sprang out of bed. It was just seven! 

Rushing into the kitchen, without a word for the startled servants, I rapidly prepared a trayload ofcoffee, bread, and butter with which I ran down to the laboratory. 

André opened the door as soon as I knocked, and closed it again as I carried the tray to his desk. His head was still covered, but I saw from his crumpled suit and his open camp-bed that he must have at least tried to rest. 

On his desk lay a typewritten sheet for me which I picked up. André opened the other door, and, taking this to mean that he wanted to be left alone, I walked into the next room. 

He pushed the door to and I heard him pouring out the coffee as I read: 

DO YOU REMEMBER THE ASH-TRAY EXPERIMENT? I HAVE HAD A SIMILAR ACCIDENT. I TRANSMITTED MYSELF SUCCESSFULLY THE NIGHT BEFORE LAST. DURING A SECOND EXPERIMENT YESTERDAY A FLY WHICH I DID NOT SEE MUST HAVE GOT INTO THE DISINTEGRATOR. MY ONLY HOPE IS TO FIND THAT FLY AND GO THROUGH AGAIN WITH IT. PLEASE SEARCH FOR IT CAREFULLY SINCE, IF IT IS NOT FOUND, I SHALL HAVE TO FIND A WAY OF PUTTING AN END TO ALL THIS. 

I shuddered at the thought that he must be terribly disfigured and then cried softly as I imagined his face inside-out, or perhaps his eyes in place of his ears, or his mouth at the back of his neck. 

Pulling myself together, I said, ‘André, may I come in?’ 

He opened the door. 

‘André, don’t despair; I am going to find that fly. It is no longer in the laboratory, but it cannot be far away. Even if you’re disfigured, perhaps terribly so, there can be no question of putting an end to all this, as you say in your note; that I will never agree to. If necessary, if you do not wish to be seen, I’ll make you a mask or a cowl so that you can go on with your work until you get well again. If you cannot work, I’ll call Professor Augier, and he and your friends will save you, André.’ 

Again I heard that curious metallic sigh as he rapped violently on his desk. 

‘André, don’t be annoyed; please be calm. I won’t do anything without first consulting you, but you must rely on me, have faith in me, and let me help you as best I can. Dare you let me see your face? I won’t be afraid . . . I am your wife, you know.’ 

But my husband again rapped a decisive ‘No.’ 

‘All right. I am going to search for the fly now, but promise me you won’t do anything foolish; promise you won’t do anything rash or dangerous without first letting me know all about it!’ 

He extended his left hand, and I knew I had his promise. 

I shall never forget that ceaseless day-long hunt. Back home, I turned the house inside-out and made all the servants join in the search. I told them that a fly had escaped from the Professor’s laboratory and it must be captured alive, but it was evident they thought me crazy. They said so to the police later, and that day’s hunt for a fly most probably saved me from the guillotine. 

I questioned Henri and as he failed to understand at once what I was talking about, I shook him and slapped him, and made him cry in front of the round-eyed maids. Yes, he remembered, he had found the fly just by the kitchen window; yes, he had released it immediately as he had been told. 

Even in summer we had very few flies because our house is on the top of a hill and the slightest breeze coming across the valley blows round it. In spite of that, I managed to catch dozens of flies that day. On all the window sills and all over the garden I had put saucers of milk, sugar, jam, meat – all the things likely to attract flies. Of all those we caught, and many others which we failed to catch but which I saw, none resembled the one Henri had caught the day before. One by one, with a magnifying glass, I examined every unusual fly, but none had a white head. 

At lunchtime, I ran down to André with some milk and mashed potatoes. I also took some of the flies we had caught, but he gave me to understand that they could be of no possible use to him. 

‘If that fly has not been found tonight, André, we’ll have to see what is to be done. And this is what I propose: I’ll sit in the next room. When you can’t answer by the yes-no method of rapping, you’ll type out whatever you want to say and then slip it under the door. Agreed?’ 

‘Yes,’ rapped André. 

By nightfall we had still not found the fly. At dinnertime, as I prepared André’s tray, I broke down and sobbed in the kitchen in front of the silent servants. My maid thought that I had had a row with my husband about the vanished fly, but I learnt later that the cook was already quite sure that I was out of my mind. 

Without a word, I picked up the tray, and then put it down again as I stopped by the telephone. That this was really a matter of life and death for André, I had no doubt. Neither did I doubt that he fully intended committing suicide, unless I could make him change his mind. Would I be strong enough? He would never forgive me for not keeping a promise. But in the circumstances, did that really matter? Having made up my mind, I looked up and dialled Professor Augier’s number. 

‘The Professor is away and will not be back before the end of the week,’ said a polite neutral voice at the other end of the line. 

Then I knew I would have to fight alone, and fight I would to save André, come what might. 

All my nervousness had disappeared as André let me in, and after putting the tray of food down on his desk, I went into the other room, as agreed. 

‘The first thing I want to know,’ I said, as he closed the door behind me, ‘is exactly what happened. Can you tell me, André?’ 

I waited patiently while he typed an answer which he pushed under the door a little later. 

HELENE, I WOULD RATHER NOT TELL YOU. I WOULD RATHER THAT YOU SHOULD REMEMBER ME AS I WAS BEFORE. I MUST DESTROY MYSELF IN SUCH A WAY THAT NO ONE CAN POSSIBLY KNOW WHAT HAS HAPPENED TO ME. I HAVE OF COURSE THOUGHT OF DISINTEGRATING MYSELF IN MY TRANSMITTER, BUT I HAD BETTER NOT BECAUSE, SOONER OR LATER, I MIGHT FIND MYSELF REINTEGRATED. I HAVE THEREFORE THOUGHT OF A WAY WHICH IS NEITHER SIMPLE NOR EASY, BUT YOU CAN AND WILL HELP ME. 

For several minutes I wondered if André had gone raving mad. 

‘André,’ I said at last, ‘whatever you may have chosen or thought of, I can never accept such a cowardly solution. No matter how terrible the result of your experiment, you are alive, you are a man, a brain, and you have a soul. You have no right to destroy yourself. You know that!’ 

The answer was soon typed and pushed under the door. 

I AM ALIVE ALL RIGHT, BUT ALREADY I AM NO LONGER A MAN. AS TO MY BRAIN OR INTELLIGENCE, IT MAY DISAPPEAR AT ANY MOMENT. 

‘Then you must tell the other scientists about your discovery before it is too late. They will help you and save you, André!’ 

I staggered back frightened as he angrily thumped the door twice. 

‘André, why? Why do you refuse the aid you know they would give you?’ 

A dozen furious knocks shook the door and made me understand that my husband would never accept such a solution. I had to find other arguments. 

For hours it seemed, I talked to him about our boy, about me – his wife his family, his duty to us, and to the rest of humanity. He was evidently listening, but made no reply of any sort. At last I cried, ‘André . . . do you hear me?’ 

‘Yes,’ he knocked, very gently. 

‘Well listen, then. I have another idea. You remember your first experiment with the ash-tray? Well, do you think that if you had put it through again a second time, it might possibly have come out with the letters turned back the right way?’ 

Before I had finished speaking, André was busily typing and a moment later I read his answer: 

I HAVE ALREADY THOUGHT OF THAT. AND THAT WAS WHY I NEEDED THE FLY. IT MUST GO THROUGH WITH ME. THERE IS NO HOPE OTHERWISE. 

‘Try all the same, André.’ 

I HAVE TRIED SEVEN TIMES ALREADY, was the typewritten reply. 

‘André, try again, please!’ 

The answer this time gave me a flutter of hope. 

I DEEPLY ADMIRE YOUR DELICIOUS FEMININE LOGIC. WE COULD GO ON DOING THIS EXPERIMENT UNTIL DOOMSDAY. HOWEVER, JUST TO GIVE YOU PLEASURE, PROBABLY THE VERY LAST I SHALL EVER BE ABLE TO GIVE YOU, I WILL TRY ONCE MORE. IF YOU CANNOT FIND THE DARK GLASSES, TURN YOUR BACK TO THE MACHINE AND PRESS YOUR HANDS OVER YOUR EYES. LET ME KNOW WHEN YOU ARE READY. 

‘Ready, André!’ I shouted, without even looking for the glasses. 

I heard him move around and then open and closed the door of his disintegrator. After what seemed a very long wait, but was probably not more than a minute or so, I heard a violent crackling noise and perceived a bright flash through my eyelids and fingers. 

I turned round as the cabinet door opened. 

His head and shoulders still covered with the brown velvet cloth, André was stepping carefully out of it. 

‘How do you feel, André? Any difference?’ I asked touching his arm. 

He tried to step away from me and caught his foot in one of the stools which I had not troubled to pick up. He made a violent effort to regain his balance, and the velvet cloth slowly slid off his shoulders and head as he fell heavily backwards. 

The horror was too much for me. 

Trying to stifle my screams I pushed both hands into my mouth. I screamed again and again until my fingers bled. I could not take my eyes off him, I could not even close them, and yet I knew that if I looked at the horror much longer, I would go on screaming for the rest of my life. 

Slowly, the monster, the thing that had been my husband, covered its head, got up, and groped its way to the door. Though still screaming, I was able to close my eyes. 

I who have ever been a true Catholic, who believe in God and another, better life hereafter, have today but one hope: that when I die, I really die, and that there may be no after-life for me, because, if there is, then I shall never forget! Day and night, awake or asleep, I see it. 

Until I am totally extinct, nothing can, nothing will ever make me forget that dreadful white hairy head with its low flat skull and its two pointed ears. Pink and moist, the nose was also that of a huge cat. Where the eyes should have been were two brown bumps. Instead of a mouth, animal or human, was a long hairy vertical slit from which hung a black quivering trunk that widened at the end, trumpet-like, and from which saliva kept dripping. 

I must have fainted, because I found myself flat on my stomach on the cold cement floor of the laboratory, staring at the closed door through which I could hear the noise of André’s typewriter. 

Numb, numb and empty, I must have looked as people do immediately after a terrible accident, before they fully understand what has happened. I could only think of a man I had once seen on the platform of a railway station, quite conscious, and looking stupidly at his leg still on the line where the train had just passed. 

The noise of the typewriter suddenly stopped and I felt I was going to scream again as something touched the door and a sheet ofpaper slid under it. 

Shivering with fear and disgust, I crawled over to where I could read it without touching it: 

MY POOR HELENE, NOW YOU UNDERSTAND. THAT LAST EXPERIMENT WAS A NEW DISASTER. WHEN I WENT INTO THE DISINTEGRATOR JUST NOW, MY HEAD WAS THAT OF A FLY. I NOW HAVE ITS EYES AND MOUTH LEFT. THE REST HAS BEEN REPLACED BY PARTS OF THE CAT’S HEAD. POOR DANDELO, WHOSE ATOMS HAD NEVER COME TOGETHER. YOU SEE NOW THAT THERE CAN BE ONLY ONE POSSIBLE SOLUTION, DON’T YOU? I MUST DISAPPEAR. KNOCK ON THE DOOR WHEN YOU ARE READY AND I SHALL EXPLAIN WHAT YOU HAVE TO DO. 

Of course he was right, and it had been wrong and cruel of me to insist on a new experiment. And I knew that there was now no possible hope. 

Getting up, dazed, I went to the door and tried to speak, but no sound came out of my throat, so I knocked once. 

You can, of course, guess the rest. He explained his plan in short typewritten notes, and I agreed, I agreed to everything! 

My head on fire, but shivering with cold, like an automaton I followed him into the silent factory. In my hand was a full page of explanations. 

Without stopping or looking back, he pointed to the switchboard that controlled the steam-hammer as he passed it. I went no farther and watched him come to a halt before the terrible instrument. 

He knelt down, carefully wrapped the cloth round his head, and then stretched out flat on the ground. 

It was not difficult. I was not killing my husband. André, poor André, had gone long ago, years ago, it seemed. I was carrying out his last wish . . . and mine. 

Without hesitating, my eyes on the long, still body, I firmly pushed the ‘stroke’ button right in. The great metallic mass seemed to drop slowly. It was not so much the resounding clang of the hammer that made me jump, as the sharp cracking which I distinctly heard at the same time. My hus – the thing’s body shook a second, and then lay still. 

It was then I noticed that he had forgotten to put his right arm, his fly-leg, under the hammer. The police would never understand, but the scientists would, and they must not! That had been André’s last wish, 

I had to do it, and quickly; the night-watchman must have heard the hammer and would be round at any moment. I pushed the other button and the hammer slowly rose. Seeing, but trying not to look, I ran up, leaned down, lifted, and moved forward the right arm which seemed terribly light. Back at the switchboard, again I pushed the red button, and down came the hammer a second time. Then I ran home. 

You know the rest and can now do whatever you think right. 

The following day I telephoned Commissaire Charas to invite him to dinner. 

‘With pleasure, Monsieur Delambre. Allow me, however, to ask, is it the Commissaire you are inviting, or just Monsieur Charas?’ 

‘Have you any preference?’ 

‘No, not at the present moment.’ 

‘Well then, make it whichever you like. Will eight o’clock suit you?’ 

Although it was raining, the Commissaire arrived on foot. ‘Since you did not come tearing up to the door in your black police car, I take it you have opted for Monsieur Charas, off duty?’ 

‘I left the car up a side street,’ mumbled the Commissaire. ‘Merci,’ he said a minute later, as I handed him a glass of Pernod into which he tipped a few drops of water, watching it turn the golden amber liquid to pale blue milk. 

‘You heard about my poor sister-in-law?’ 

‘Yes, shortly after you telephoned me this morning. I am sorry, but perhaps it was all for the best. Being already in charge of your brother’s case, the inquiry automatically comes to me.’ 

‘I suppose it was suicide.’ 

‘Without a doubt. Cyanide, the doctors say, quite rightly; I found a second tablet in the hem of her dress.’ 

‘I should like to show you a very curious document afterwards, Charas.’ 

‘Ah yes. I heard that Madame Delambre had been writing a lot, but we could find nothing beyond the short note informing us that she was committing suicide.’ 

During our tête-à-tête dinner, we talked politics, books, and films, and the local football club of which the Commissaire was a keen supporter. After dinner, I took him up to my study where a bright fire was burning. 

‘I would like you to read this, Charas; first, because it was partly intended for you and, secondly, because it will interest you. If you think that Commissaire Charas has no objection, I would like to burn it after that.’ 

Without a word, he took the wad of sheets Hélène had given me the day before and settled down to read them. 

‘What do you think of it all?’ I asked some twenty minutes later as he carefully folded Hélène’s manuscript, slipped it into the brown envelope, and put it into the fire. 

He watched the flames licking the envelope from which wisps of grey smoke were escaping. It was only when it burst into flame that he said, slowly raising his eyes to mine, ‘I think it proves very definitely that Madame Delambre was quite insane.’ 

For a long time we watched the fire eating up Hélène’s confession. 

‘A strange thing happened this morning, Charas. I was visiting the cemetery where my brother is buried. It was quite empty and I was alone.’ 

‘Not quite, Monsieur Delambre. I was there, very close to you, but I did not want to intrude.’ 

‘Then you saw me. . .’

‘Yes. I saw you bury a matchbox.’ 

‘Do you know what was in it?’ 

‘A fly, I suppose.’ 

‘Yes. I had found it early this morning, caught in a spider’s web in the garden.’ 

‘Was it dead?’ 

‘No, not quite. I crushed it. . . between two stones. Its head was . . . white . . . all white.’




THE THING




by John W Campbell Jnr


If I was forced to name my favourite monster movie, it would probably have to be this final selection, The Thing. But then I would be faced with a further djfficulty in deciding whether I preferred the classic black-and-white RKO Radio version made in 1951 by the great Howard Hawks, or the brilliant, full-colour re-make produced thirty years later for Universal Pictures by perhaps the most talented of today’s horror film directors, John Carpenter. Both men, in fact, have remained strikingly faithful to the superb novella which inspired the story entitled “Who Goes There?”, written in 1938 by John W Campbell Jnr (1910–1971), the influential American science fiction writer and magazine editor. The story recounts with reveling effect how an Antarctic research station, locked in snow and ice, is menaced by a shape- changing alien of awesome power. 

Although The Thing From Another World (to give it its full title), the first film version of Campbell’s story, was credited as being directed by Christian Nyby, an assistant of Howard Hawks, it is now generally acknowledged that the project was very much Hawk’s idea and that the style and quality of the movie bear all his hallmarks. The leading roles were played by Kenneth Tobey and Margaret Sheridan, with a hulking, 29-year-old bit player named James Arness as the alien. Nothing like it had been seen on the screen before and The Thing became one of the biggest succcesses of the day, hailed by one critic, Chris Steinb runner, as ‘a gripping classic in the cinema of terror, a starkly real set-piece of man’s struggle against the nonhuman, portrayed with mounting, knuckle-whitening suspense. ‘John Baxter went even further: 

‘Not materially different from Frankenstein in plot or ambience, The Thing is the furthest beachhead ever established by Germanic horror on the body politic of American technology.’ 

Howard Hawks, on the other hand, said he hoped the picture would not be confused with the Frankenstein type of film, ‘an out-and-out horror thriller based on that which is impossible.’ He maintained that The Thing was based on ‘that which is unknown but is given credibility by the use of scientific facts which parallel that which the viewer is asked to believe.’ What he had undoubtedly achieved was a milestone in the history of the cinema of the fantastic: an intelligent, literate and realistic film which set standards for all future monster films. 

It was perhaps these very standards which made other film-makers nervous about attempting a sequel, or even re-filming the original tale, as studio technology and special effects developed at an ever-increasing pace in the ensuing years. Not until 1981 did John Carpenter, who as a youngster had sat spellbound before the Howard Hawks’ original, decide to re-make the story. Like its predecessor, the new version of The Thing conjured up with bone-chilling effect the life of the American scientists gripped in the Antarctic cold; and once again,for much of the movie, the terrfjing alien presence was suggested by sounds off and sights just beyond the eye of the camera. Indeed, the special effects created by Albert Whitlock finely complemented Kurt Russell’s playing of the central character and the result was a second classic film from a classic story. It is with this that I satisfyingly close my selection of favourite films.


* * *


The place stank. A queer, mingled stench that only the ice- buried cabins of an Antarctic camp know, compounded of reeking human sweat, and the heavy, fish-oil stench of melted seal blubber. An overtone of liniment combatted the musty smell of sweat-and-snow-drenched furs. The acrid odour of burnt cooking fat, and the animal, not-unpleasant smell of dogs, diluted by time, hung in the air. 

Lingering odours of machine oil contrasted sharply with the taint of harness dressing and leather. Yet, somehow, through all that reek of human beings and their associates – dogs, machines, and cooking – came another taint. It was a queer, neck-ruffling thing, a faintest suggestion of an odour alien among the smells of industry and life. And it was a life-smell. But it came from the thing that lay bound with cord and tarpaulin on the table, dripping slowly, methodically onto the heavy planks, dank and gaunt under the unshielded glare of the electric light. 

Blair, the little bald-pated biologist of the expedition, twitched nervously at the wrappings, exposing clear, dark ice beneath and then pulled the tarpaulin back into place restlessly. His little birdlike motions of suppressed eagerness danced his shadow across the fringe of dingy grey underwear hanging from the low ceiling, the equatorial fringe of stiff, greying hair around his naked skull a comical halo about the shadow’s head. 

Commander Garry brushed aside the lax legs of a suit of underwear, and stepped toward the table. Slowly his eyes traced around the rings of men sardined into the Administration Building. His tall, stiff body straightened finally, and he nodded. ‘Thirty-seven. All here.’ His voice was low, yet carried the clear authority of the commander by nature, as well as by title. 

‘You know the outline of the story back of that find of the Secondary Pole Expedition. I have been conferring with Second-in-Command McReady, and Norris, as well as Blair and Dr Copper. There is a difference of opinion, and because it involves the entire group, it is only just that the entire Expedition personnel act on it. 

‘I am going to ask McReady to give you the details of the story, because each of you has been too busy with his own work to follow closely the endeavours of the others. McReady?’ 

Moving from the smoke-blued background, McReady was a figure from some forgotten myth, a looming, bronze statue that held life, and walked. Six-feet-four-inches he stood as he halted beside the table, and with a characteristic glance upward to assure himself of room under the low ceiling beams, straightened. His rough, dashingly orange windproof jacket he still had on, yet on his huge frame it did not seem misplaced. Even here, four feet beneath the drift-wind that droned across the antarctic waste above the ceiling, the cold of the frozen continent leaked in, and gave meaning to the harshenss of the man. And he was bronze – his great red-bronze beard, the heavy hair that matched it. The gnarled, corded hands gripping, relaxing, gripping and relaxing on the table planks were bronze. Even the deep-sunken eyes beneath heavy brows were bronzed. 

Age-resisting endurance of the metal spoke in the cragged heavy outlines of his face, and the mellow tones of the heavy voice. ‘Norris and Blair agree on one thing; that animal we found was not . . . terrestrial in origin. Norris fears there may be danger in that; Blair says there is none. 

‘But I’ll go back to how, and why we found it. From all that was known before we came here, it appeared that this point was exactly over the South Magnetic Pole of Earth. The compass does point straight down here, as you all know. The more delicate instruments of the physicists, instruments especially designed for this expedition and its study of the magnetic pole, detected a secondary effect, a secondary, less powerful magnetic influence about 80 miles south-west of here. 

‘The Secondary Magnetic Expedition went out to investigate it. There is no need for details. We found it, but it was not the huge meteorite or magnetic mountain Norris had expected to find. Iron ore is magnetic, of course; iron more so – and certain special steels even more magnetic. From the surface indications, the secondary pole we found was small, so small that the magnetic effect it had was preposterous. No magnetic material conceivable could have that effect. Soundings through the ice indicated it was within one hundred feet of the glacier surface. 

‘I think you should know the structure of the place. There is a broad plateau, a level sweep that runs more than 150 miles due south from the Secondary station, Van Wall says. He didn’t have time or fuel to fly farther, but it was running smoothly due south then. Right there, where that buried thing was, there is an ice-drowned mountain ridge, a granite wall of unshakable strength that has dammed back the ice creeping from the south. 

‘And four hundred miles due south is the South Polar Plateau. You have asked me at various times why it gets warmer here when the wind rises, and most of you know. As a meteorologist I’d have staked my word that no wind could blow at –70 degrees; that no more than a 5-mile wind could blow at –50, without causing warming due to friction with ground, snow and ice and the air itself. 

‘We camped there on the lip of that ice-drowned mountain range for twelve days. We dug our camp into the blue ice that formed the surface, and escaped most of it. But for twelve consecutive days the wind blew at 45 miles an hour. It went as high as 48, and fell to 41 at times. The temperature was –63 degrees. It rose to –60 and fell to –68. It was meteorologically impossible, and it went on uninterruptedly for twelve days and twelve nights. 

‘Somewhere to the south, the frozen air of the South Polar Plateau slides down from that 18,000 foot bowl, down a mountain pass, over a glacier, and starts north. There must be a funnelling mountain chain that directs it, and sweeps it away for four hundred miles to hit that bald plateau where we found the secondary pole, and 350 miles farther north reaches the Antarctic Ocean. 

‘It’s been frozen there since Antarctica froze twenty million years ago. There never has been a thaw there. 

‘Twenty million years ago Antarctica was beginning to freeze. We’ve investigated, though, and built speculations. What we believe happened was about like this. 

‘Something came down out of space, a ship. We saw it there in the blue ice, a thing like a submarine without a conning tower or directive vanes, 280 feet long and 45 feet in diameter at its thickest. 

‘Eh, Van Wall? Space? Yes, but I’ll explain that better later.’ McReady’s steady voice went on. 

‘It came down from space, driven and lifted by forces men haven’t discovered yet, and somehow – perhaps something went wrong then – it tangled with Earth’s magnetic field. It came south here, out of control probably, circling the magnetic pole. That’s a savage country there; but when Antarctica was still freezing, it must have been a thousand times more savage. There must have been blizzard snow, as well as drift, new snow falling as the continent glaciated. The swirl there must have been particularly bad, the wind hurling a solid blanket of white over the lip of that now-buried mountain. 

‘The ship struck solid granite head-on, and cracked up. Not every one of the passengers in it was killed, but the ship must have been ruined, her driving mechanism locked. It tangled with Earth’s field, Norris believes. No thing made by intelligent beings can tangle with the dead immensity of a planet’s natural forces and survive. 

‘One of its passengers stepped out. The wind we saw there never fell below 41, and the temperature never rose above –60. Then – the wind must have been stronger. And there was drift falling in a solid sheet. The thing was lost completely in ten paces.’ He paused for a moment, the deep, steady voice giving way to the drone of wind overhead and the uneasy, malicious gurgling in the pipe of the galley-stove. 

Drift – a drift-wind was sweeping by overhead. Right now the snow picked up by the mumbling wind fled in level, blinding lines across the face of the buried camp. If a man stepped out of the tunnels that connected each of the camp buildings beneath the surface, he’d be lost in ten paces. Out there, the slim, black finger of the radio mast lifted 300 feet into the air, and at its peak was the clear night sky. A sky of thin, whining wind rushing steadily from beyond to another beyond under the licking, curling mantle of the aurora. And off north, the horizon flamed with queer, angry colours of the midnight twilight. That was Spring 300 feet above Antarctica. 

At the surface – it was white death. Death of a needle-fingered cold driven before the wind, sucking heat from any warm thing. Cold – and white mist of endless, everlasting drift, the fine, fine particles of licking snow that obscured all things. 

Kinner, the little, scar-faced cook, winced. Five days ago he had stepped out to the surface to reach a cache of frozen beef. He had reached it, started back – and the drift-wind leapt out of the south. Cold, white death that streamed across the ground blinded him in twenty seconds. He stumbled on wildly in circles. It was half an hour before rope-guided men from below found him in the impenetrable murk. 

It was easy for man – or thing – to get lost in ten paces. 

‘And the drift-wind then was probably more impenetrable than we know.’ McReady’s voice snapped Kinner’s mind back. Back to the welcome, dank warmth of the Ad Building. ‘The passenger of the ship wasn’t prepared either, it appears. It froze within ten feet of the ship. 

‘We dug down to find the ship, and our tunnel happened to find the frozen animal. Barclay’s ice-axe struck its skull. 

‘When we saw what it was, Barclay went back to the tractor, started the fire up and when the steam pressure built, sent a call for Blair and Dr Copper. Barclay himself was sick then. Stayed sick for three days, as a matter of fact. 

‘When Blair and Copper came, we cut out the animal in a block of ice, as you see, wrapped it and loaded it on the tractor for return here. We wanted to get into that ship. 

‘We reached the side and found the metal was something we didn’t know. Our beryllium-bronze, non-magnetic tools wouldn’t touch it. Barclay had some tool-steel on the tractor, and that wouldn’t scratch it either. We made reasonable tests – even tried some acid from the batteries with rio results. 

‘They must have had a passivating process to make magnesium metal resist acid that way, and the alloy must have been at least 95% magnesium. But we had no way of guessing that, so when we spotted the barely-opened lock door, we cut around it. There was clear, hard ice inside the lock, where we couldn’t reach it. Through the little crack we could look in and see that only metal and tools were in there, so we decided to loosen the ice with a bomb. 

‘We had decanite bombs and thermite. Thermite is the ice- softener; decanite might have shattered valuable things, where the thermite’s heat would just loosen the ice. Dr Copper, Norris and I placed a 25-pound thermite bomb, wired it, and took the connector up the tunnel to the surface, where Blair had the steam tractor waiting. A hundred yards the other side of that granite wall we set off the thermite bomb. 

‘The magnesium metal of the ship caught, of course. The glow of the bomb flared and died, then it began to flare again. We ran back to the tractor, and gradually the glare built up. From where we were we could see the whole ice-field illuminated from beneath with an unbearable light; the ship’s shadow was a great, dark cone reaching off toward the north, where the twilight was just about gone. For a moment it lasted, and we counted three other shadow-things that might have been other – passengers – frozen there. Then the ice was crashing down and against the ship. 

‘That’s why I told you about that place. The wind sweeping down from the Pole was at our backs. Steam and hydrogen flame were torn away in white ice-fog; the flaming heat under the ice there was yanked away toward the Antarctic Ocean before it touched us. Otherwise we wouldn’t have come back, even with the shelter of that granite ridge that stopped the light. 

‘Somehow in the blinding inferno we could see great hunched things – black bulks. They shed even the furious incandescence of the magnesium for a time. Those must have been the engines, we knew. Secrets going in blazing glory – secrets that might have given Man the planets. Mysterious things that could lift and hurl that ship – and had soaked in the force of the Earth’s magnetic field. I saw Norris’s mouth move, and ducked. I couldn’t hear him. 

‘Insulation – something – gave way. All Earth’s field they’d soaked up twenty million years before broke loose. The aurora in the sky above licked down, and the whole plateau there was bathed in cold fire that blanketed vision. The ice-axe in my hand got red hot, and hissed on the ice. Metal buttons on my clothes burned into me. And a flash of electric blue seared upward from beyond the granite wall. 

‘Then the walls of ice crashed down on it. For an instant it squealed the way dry-ice does when it’s pressed between metal. 

‘We were blind and groping in the dark for hours while our eyes recovered. We found every coil within a mile was fused rubbish, the dynamo and every radio set, the earphones and speakers. If we hadn’t had the steam tractor, we wouldn’t have got over to the Secondary Camp. 

‘Van Wall flew in from Big Magnet at sun-up, as you know. We came home as soon as possible. That is the history of. that.’ McReady’s great bronze beard gestured toward the thing on the table. 

 

Blair stirred uneasily, his little, bony fingers wriggling under the harsh light. Little brown freckles on his knuckles slid back and forth as the tendons under the skin twitched. He pulled aside a bit of the tarpaulin and looked impatiently at the dark ice-bound thing inside. 

McReady’s big body straightened somewhat. He’d ridden the rocking, jarring steam tractor forty miles that day, pushing on to Big Magnet here. Even his calm will had been pressed by the anxiety to mix again with humans. It was lone and quiet out there in Secondary Camp, where a wolf-wind howled down from the Pole. Wolf-wind howling in his sleep – winds droning and the evil, unspeakable face of that monster leering up as he’d first seen it through clear, blue ice, with a bronze ice-axe buried in its skull. 

The giant meteorologist spoke again. ‘The problem is this. Blair wants to examine the thing. Thaw it out and make micro slides of its tissues and so forth. Morris doesn’t believe that is safe, and Blair does. Dr Copper agrees pretty much with Blair. Norris is a phsysicist, of course, not a biologist. But he makes a point I think we should all hear. Blair has described the microscopic life-forms biologists find living, even in this cold and inhospitable place. They freeze every winter, and thaw every summer – for three months – and live. 

‘The point Norris makes is – they thaw, and live again. There must have been microscopic life associated with this creature. There is with every living thing we know. And Norris is afraid that we may release a plague – some germ disease unknown to Earth – if we thaw those microscopic things that have been frozen there for twenty million years. 

‘Blair admits that such micro life might retain the power of living. Such unorganized things as individual cells can retain life for unknown periods, when solidly frozen. The beast itself is as dead as those frozen mammoths they find in Siberia. Organized, highly developed life-forms can’t stand that treatment. 

‘But micro-life could. Norris suggests that we may release some disease-form that man, never having met it before, will be utterly defenceless against. 

‘Blair’s answer is that there may be such still-living germs, but that Norris has the case reversed. They are utterly non-immune to man. Our life-chemistry probably–’ 

‘Probably!’ The little biologist’s head lifted in a quick, birdlike motion. The halo of grey hair about his bald head ruffled as though angry. ‘Heh, one look–’ 

‘I know,’ McReady acknowledged. ‘The thing is not Earthly. It does not seem likely that it can have a life-chemistry sufficiently like ours to make cross-infection remotely possible. I would say that there is no danger.’ 

McReady looked toward Dr Copper. The physician shook his head slowly. ‘None whatever,’ he asserted confidently. ‘Man cannot infect or be infected by germs that live in such comparatively close relatives as the snakes. And they are, I assure you,’ his clean-shaven face grimaced uneasily, ‘much nearer to us than – that.’ 

Vance Norris moved angrily. He was comparatively short in this gathering of big men, some five-feet-eight, and his stocky, powerful build tended to make him seem shorter. His black hair was crisp and hard, like short, steel wires, and his eyes were the grey of fractured steel. If McReady was a man of bronze, Norris was all steel. His movements, his thoughts, his whole bearing had the quick, hard impulse of a steel spring. His nerves were steel – hard, quick-acting – swift-corroding. 

He was decided on his point now, and he lashed out in its defence with a characteristic quick, clipped flow of words. ‘Different chemistry be damned. That thing may be dead – or, by God, it may not – but I don’t like it. Damn it, Blair, let them see the monstrosity you are petting over there. Let them see the foul thing and decide for themselves whether they want that thing thawed out in this camp. 

‘Thawed out, by the way. That’s got to be thawed out in one of the shacks tonight, if it is thawed out. Somebody – who’s watchman tonight? Magnetic – oh, Connant. Cosmic rays tonight. Well, you get to sit up with that twenty-million-year-old mummy of his. Unwrap it, Blair. How the hell can they tell what they are buying, if they can’t see it? It may have a different chemistry. I don’t care what else it has, but I know it has something I don’t want. If you can judge by the look on its face –it isn’t human so maybe you can’t – it was annoyed when it froze. Annoyed, in fact, is just about as close an approximation of the way it felt, as crazy, mad, insane hatred. Neither one touches the subject. 

‘How the hell can these birds tell what they are voting on? They haven’t seen those three red eyes and that blue hair like crawling worms. Crawling–damn, it’s crawling there in the ice right now! 

‘Nothing Earth ever spawned had the unutterable sublimation of devastating wrath that thing let loose in its face when it looked around its frozen desolation twenty million years ago. Mad? It was mad clear through – searing, blistering mad! 

‘Hell, I’ve had bad dreams ever since I looked at those three red eyes. Nightmares. Dreaming the thing thawed out and came to life – that it wasn’t dead, or even wholly unconscious all those twenty million years, but just slowed, waiting – waiting. You’ll dream, too, while that damned thing that Earth wouldn’t own is dripping, dripping in the Cosmos House tonight. 

‘And, Connant,’ Norris whipped toward the cosmic ray specialist, ‘won’t you have fun sitting up all night in the quiet. Wind whining above – and that thing dripping –‘ He stopped for a moment, and looked around. 

‘I know. That’s not science. But this is, it’s psychology. You’ll have nightmares for a year to come. Every night since I looked at that thing I’ve had ‘em. That’s why I hate it – sure I do – and don’t want it around. Put it back where it came from and let it freeze for another twenty million years. I had some swell nightmares – that it wasn’t made like we are – which is obvious – but of a different kind of flesh that it can really control. That it can change its shape, and look like a man – and wait to kill and eat– 

‘That’s not a logical argument. I know it isn’t. The thing isn’t Earth-logic anyway. 

‘Maybe it has an alien body-chemistry, and maybe its bugs do have a different body-chemistry. A germ might not stand that, but, Blair and Copper, how about a virus? That’s just an enzyme molecule, you’ve said. That wouldn’t need anything but a protein molecule of any body to work on. 

‘And how are you so sure that, of the million varieties of microscopic life it may have, none of them are dangerous. How about diseases like hydrophobia – rabies – that attack any warm-blooded creature, whatever its body-chemistry may be? And parrot fever? Have you a body like a parrot, Blair? And plain rot – gangrene – necrosis, if you want? That isn’t choosy about body chemistry!’ 

Blair looked up from his puttering long enough to meet Norris’s angry, grey eyes for an instant. ‘So far the only thing you have said this thing gave off that was catching was dreams. I’ll go so far as to admit that.’ An impish, slightly malignant grin crossed the little man’s seamed face. ‘I had some too. So. It’s dream-infectious. No doubt an exceedingly dangerous malady. 

‘So far as your other things go, you have a badly mistaken idea about viruses. In the first place, nobody has shown that the enzyme-molecule theory, and that alone, explains them. And in the second place, when you catch tobacco mosaic or wheat rust, let me know. A wheat plant is a lot nearer your body-chemistry than this other-world creature is. 

‘And your rabies is limited, strictly limited. You can’t get it from, nor give it to, a wheat plant or a fish – which is a collateral descendant of a common ancestor of yours. Which this, Norris, is not.’ Blair nodded pleasantly toward the tarpaulined bulk on the table. 

‘Well, thaw the damned thing in a tub of formalin if you must. I’ve suggested that–’ 

‘And I’ve said there would be no sense in it. You can’t compromise. Why did you and Commander Garry come down here to study magnetism? Why weren’t you content to stay at home? There’s magnetic force enough in New York. I could no more study the life this thing once had from a formalin-pickled sample than you could get the information you wanted back in New York. And – if this one is so treated, never in all time to come can there be a duplicate! The race it came from must have passed away in the twenty million years it lay frozen, so that even if it came from Mars then, we’d never find its like. And – the ship is gone. 

‘There’s only one way to do this – and that is the best possible way. It must be thawed slowly, carefully, and not in formalin.’ 

Commander Garry stood forward again, and Norris stepped back muttering angrily. ‘I think Blair is right, gentlemen. What do you say?’ 

Connant grunted. ‘It sounds right to us, I think – only perhaps he ought to stand watch over it while it’s thawing.’ 

He grinned ruefully, brushing a stray lock of ripe-cherry hair back from his forehead. ‘Swell idea, in fact – if he sits up with his jolly little corpse.’ 

Garry smiled slightly. A general chuckle of agreement rippled over the group. ‘I should think any ghost it may have had would have starved to death if it hung around her that long, Connant,’ Garry suggested. ‘And you look capable of taking care of it. “Ironman” Connant ought to be able to take out any opposing players, still.’ 

Connant shook himself uneasily. ‘I’m not worrying about ghosts. Let’s see that thing. I–’ 

Eagerly Blair was stripping back the ropes. A single throw of the tarpaulin revealed the thing. The ice had melted somewhat in the heat of the room, and it was clear and blue as thick, good glass. It shone wet and sleek under the harsh light of the unshielded globe above. 

The room stiffened abruptly. It was face-up there on the plain, greasy planks of the table. The broken Shaft of the bronze ice-axe was still buried in the queer skull. Three mad, hate-filled eyes blazed up with a living fire, bright as fresh-spilled blood, from a face ringed with a writhing, loathsome nest of worms, blue, mobile worms that crawled where hair should grow– 

Van Wall, six feet and 200 pounds of ice-nerved pilot gave a queer, strangled gasp, and butted, stumbled his way out to the corridor. Half the company broke for the doors. The others stumbled away from the table. 

McReady stood at one end of the table watching them, his great body planted solid on his powerful legs. Norris from the opposite end glowered at the thing with smouldering hate. Outside the door, Garry was talking with half a dozen of the men at once. 

Blair had a tack hammer. The ice that cased the thing schiuffed crisply under its steel claw as it peeled from the thing it had cased for twenty thousand thousand years– 

 

‘I know you don’t like the thing, Connant, but it just has to be thawed out right. You say leave it as it is till we get back to civilization. All right, I’ll admit your argument that we could do a better and more complete job there is sound. But – how are we going to get this across the Line? We have to take this through one temperate zone, the equatorial zone, and half way through the other temperate zone before we get it to New York. You don’t want to sit with it one night, but you suggest, then, that I hang its corpse in the freezer with the beef?’ Blair looked up from his cautious chipping, his bald freckled skull nodding triumphantly. 

Kinner, the stocky, scar-faced cook, saved Connant the trouble of answering. ‘Hey, you listen, mister, You put that thing in the box with the meat, and by all the gods there ever were, I’ll put you in to keep it company. You birds have brought everything movable in this camp in onto my mess tables here already, and I had to stand for that. But you go putting things like that in my meat box, or even my meat cache here, and you cook your own damn grub.’ 

‘But, Kinner, this is the only table in Big Magnet that’s big enough to work on,’ Blair objected. ‘Everybody’s explained that.’ 

‘Yeah, and everybody’s brought everything in here. Clark brings his dogs every time there’s a fight and sews them up on that table. Ralsen brings in his sledges. Hell, the only thing you haven’t had on that table is the Boeing. And you’d ‘a’ had that in if you coulda figured a way to get it through the tunnels.’ 

Commander Garry chuckled and grinned at Van Wall, the huge Chief Pilot. Van Wall’s great blond beard twitched suspiciously as he nodded gravely to Kinner. ‘You’re right, Kinner. The aviation department is the only one that treats you right.’ 

‘It does get crowded, Kinner,’ Garry acknowledged. ‘But I’m afraid we all find it that way at times. Not much privacy in an antarctic camp.’ 

‘Privacy? What the hell’s that? You know, the thing that really made me weep, was when I saw Barclay marchin’ through here chantin’ “The last lumber in the camp! The last lumber in the camp!” and carryin’ it out to build that house on his tractor. Damn it, I missed that moon cut in the door he carried out more’n I missed the sun when it set. That wasn’t just the last lumber Barclay was walkin’ off with. He was carryin’ off the last bit of privacy in this blasted place.’ 

A grin rode even on Connant’s heavy face as Kinner’s perennial, good-natured grouch came up again. But it died away quickly as his dark, deep-set eyes turned again to the red-eyed thing Blair was chipping from its cocoon of ice. A big hand ruffed his shoulder-length hair, and tugged at a twisted lock that fell behind his ear in a familiar gesture. ‘I know that cosmic ray shack’s going to be too crowded if I have to sit up with that thing,’ he growled. ‘Why can’t you go on chipping the ice away from around it – you can do that without anybody butting in, I assure you – and then hang the thing up over the power-plant boiler? That’s warm enough. It’ll thaw out a chicken, even a whole side of beef, in a few hours.’ 

‘I know,’ Blair protested, dropping the tack hammer to gesture more effectively with his bony, freckled fingers, his small body tense with eagerness, ‘but this is too important to take any chances. There never was a find like this; there never can be again. It’s the only chance men will ever have, and it has to be done exactly right. 

‘Look, you know how the fish we caught down near the Ross Sea would freeze almost as soon as we got them on deck, and come to life again if we thawed them gently? Low forms of life aren’t killed by quick freezing and slow thawing. We have–’ 

‘Hey, for the love of Heaven – you mean that damned thing will come to life!’ Connant yelled. ‘You get the damned thing – Let me at it! That’s going to be in so many pieces–’ 

‘No! No, you fool–’ Blair jumped in front of Connant to protect his precious find. ‘No. Just low forms of life. For Pete’s sake let me finish. You can’t thaw higher forms of life and have them come to. Wait a moment now – hold it! A fish can come to after freezing because it’s so low a form of life that the individual cells of its body can revive, and that alone is enough to re-establish life. Any higher forms thawed out that way are dead. Though the individual cells revive, they die because there must be organisation and cooperative effort to live. That cooperation cannot be re-established. There is a sort of potential life in any uninjured, quick-frozen animal. But it can’t – can’t under any circumstances – become active life in higher animals. The higher animals are too complex, too delicate. This is an intelligent creature as high in its evolution as we are in ours. Perhaps higher. It is as dead as a frozen man would be.’ 

‘How do you know?’ demanded Connant, hefting the ice-axe he had seized a moment before. 

Commander Garry laid a restraining hand on his heavy shoulder. ‘Wait a minute, Connant. I want to get this straight. I agree that there is going to be no thawing of this thing if there is the remotest chance of its revival. I quite agree it is much too unpleasant to have alive, but I had no idea there was the remotest possibility.’ 

Dr Copper pulled his pipe from between his teeth and heaved his stocky, dark body from the bunk he had been sitting in. ‘Blair’s being technical. That’s dead. As dead as the mammoths they find frozen in Siberia. We have all sorts of proof that things don’t live after being frozen – not even fish, generally speaking – and no proof that higher animal life can under any circumstances. What’s the point, Blair?’ 

The little biologist shook himself. The little ruff of hair standing out around his bald pate waved in righteous anger. ‘The point is,’ he said in an injured tone, ‘that the individual cells might show the characteristics they had in life if it is properly thawed. A man’s muscle cells live many hours after he has died. Just because they live, and a few things like hair and fingernail cells still live, you wouldn’t accuse a corpse of being a Zombie, or something. 

‘Now if I thaw this right, I may have a chance to determine what sort of world it’s native to. We don’t, and can’t know by any other means, whether it came from Earth or Mars or Venus or from beyond the stars. 

‘And just because it looks unlike men, you don’t have to accuse it of being evil, or vicious or something. Maybe that expression on its face is its equivalent to a resignation to fate. White is the colour of mourning to the Chinese. If men can have different customs, why can’t a so-different race have different understandings of facial expressions?’ 

Connant laughed softly, mirthlessly. ‘Peaceful resignation! If that is the best it could do in the way of resignation, I should exceedingly dislike seeing it when it was looking mad. That face was never designed to express peace. It just didn’t have any philosophical thoughts like peace in its make-up. 

‘I know it’s your pet – but be sane about it. That thing grew up on evil, adolesced slowly roasting alive the local equivalent of kittens, and amused itself through maturity on new and ingenious torture.’ 

‘You haven’t the slightest right to say that,’ snapped Blair. ‘How do you know the first thing about the meaning of a facial expression inherently inhuman? It may well have no human equivalent whatever. That is just a different development of Nature, another example of Nature’s wonderful adaptability. Growing on another, perhaps harsher world, it has different form and features. But it is just as much a legitimate child of Nature as you are. You are displaying that childish human weakness of hating the different. On its own world it would probably class you as a fish-belly, white monstrosity with an insufficient number of eyes and a fungoid body pale and bloated with gas. 

‘Just because its nature is different, you haven’t any right to say it’s necessarily evil.’ 

Norris burst out a single, explosive, ‘Haw!’ He looked down at the thing. ‘May be that things from other worlds don’t have to be evil just because they’re different. But that thing was! Child of Nature, eh? Well, it was a hell of an evil Nature.’ 

‘Aw, will you mugs cut crabbing at each other and get the damned thing off my table?’ Kinner growled. ‘And put a canvas over it. It looks indecent.’ 

‘Kinner’s gone modest,’ jeered Connant. 

Kinner slanted his eyes up to the big physicist. The scarred cheek twisted to join the line of his tight lips in a twisted grin. ‘All right, big boy, and what were you grousing about a minute ago? We can set the thing in a chair next to you tonight, if you want.’ 

‘I’m not afraid of its face.’ Connant snapped. ‘I don’t like keeping a wake over its corpse particularly, but I’m going to do it.’ 

Kinner’s grin spread. ‘Uh-huh.’ He went off to the galley stove and shook down ashes vigorously, drowning the brittle chipping of the ice as Blair fell to work again. 

 

‘Cluck,’ reported the cosmic ray counter, ‘cluck-burrrp-cluck.’ Connant started and dropped his pencil. 

‘Damnation.’ The physicist looked toward the far corner, back at the Geiger counter on the table near that corner. And crawled under the desk at which he had been working to retrieve the pencil. He sat down at his work again, trying to make his writing more even. It tended to have jerks and quavers in it, in time with the abrupt proud-hen noises of the Geiger counter. The muted whoosh of the pressure lamp he was using for illumination, the mingled gargles and bugle calls of a dozen men sleeping down the corridor in Paradise House formed the background sounds for the irregular, clucking noises of the counter, the occasional rustle of falling coal in the copper-bellied stove. And a soft steady drip-drip-drip from the thing in the corner. 

Connant jerked a pack of cigarettes from his pocket, snapped it so that a cigarette protruded, and jabbed the cylinder into his mouth. The lighter failed to function, and he pawed angrily through the pile of papers in search of a match. He scratched the wheel of the lighter several times, dropped it with a curse and got up to pluck a hot coal from the stove with the coal-tongs. 

The lighter functioned instantly when he tried it on returning to the desk. The counter ripped out a series of chuckling guffaws as a burst of cosmic rays struck through to it. Connant turned to glower at it, and tried to concentrate on the interpretation of data collected during the past week. The weekly summary– 

He gave up and yielded to curiosity, or nervousness. He lifted the pressure lamp from the desk and carried it over to the table in the corner. Then he returned to the stove and picked up the coal-tongs. The beast had been thawing for nearly eighteen hours now. He poked at it with an unconscious caution; the flesh was no longer hard as armour plate, but had assumed a rubbery texture. It looked like wet, blue rubber glistening under droplets of water like little round jewels in the glare of the gasoline pressure lantern. Connant felt an unreasoning desire to pour the contents of the lamp’s reservoir over the thing in its box and drop the cigarette into it. The three red eyes glared up at him sightiessly, the ruby eyeballs reflecting murky, smoky rays of light. 

He realised vaguely that he had been looking at them for a very long time, even vaguely understood that they were no longer sightless. But it did not seem of importance, of no more importance than the laboured, slow motion of the tentacular things that sprouted from the base of the scrawny, slowly pulsing neck. 

Connant picked up the pressure lamp and returned to his chair. He sat down, staring at the pages of mathematics before him. The clucking of the counter was strangely less disturbing, the rustle of the coals in the stove no longer distracting. 

The creak of the floorboards behind him didn’t interrupt his thoughts as he went about his weekly report in an automatic manner, filling in columns of data and making brief, summarising notes. 

The creak of the floorboards sounded nearer. 

 

Blair came up from the nightmare-haunted depths of sleep abruptly. Connant’s face floated vaguely above him; for a moment it seemed a continuance of the wild horror of the dream. But Connant’s face was angry, and a little frightened. ‘Blair – Blair, you damned log, wake up.’ 

‘Uh-eh?’ the little biologist rubbed his eyes, his bony, freckled finger crooked to a mutilated child-fist. From surrounding bunks other faces lifted to stare down at them. 

Connant straightened up. ‘Get up – and get a lift on. Your damned animal’s escaped.’ 

‘Escaped – what!’ Chief Pilot Van Wall’s bull voice roared out with a volume that shook the walls. Down the communication tunnels other voices yelled suddenly. The dozen inhabitants of Paradise House tumbled in abruptly, Barclay, stocky and bulbous in long wollen underwear, carrying a fire extinguisher. 

‘What the hell’s the matter?’ Barclay demanded. 

‘Your damned beast got loose. I fell asleep about twenty minutes ago, and when I woke up, the thing was gone. Hey, Doc, the hell you say those things can’t come to life. Blair’s blasted potential life developed a hell of a lot of potential and walked out on us.’ 

Copper stared blankly. ‘It wasn’t – Earthly,’ he sighed suddenly. ‘I – I guess Earthly laws don’t apply.’ 

‘Well, it applied for leave of absence and took it. We’ve got to find it and capture it somehow.’ Connant swore bitterly, his deep-set eyes sullen and angry. ‘It’s a wonder the hellish creature didn’t eat me in my sleep.’ 

Blair started back, his pale eyes suddenly fear-struck. ‘Maybe it di – er – uh – we’ll have to find it.’ 

‘You find it. It’s your pet. I’ve had all I want to do with it, sitting there for seven hours with the counter clucking every few seconds, and you birds in here singing night-music. It’s a wonder I got to sleep. I’m going through to the Ad Building.’ 

Commander Garry ducked through the doorway, pulling his belt tight. ‘You won’t have to. Van’s roar sounded like the Boeing taking off down wind. So it wasn’t dead?’ 

‘I didn’t carry it off in my arms, I assure you,’ Connant snapped. ‘The last I saw, the split skull was oozing green goo, like a squashed caterpillar. Doc just said our laws don’t work – it’s unearthly. Well, it’s an unearthly monster, with an unearthly disposition, judging by the face, wandering around with a split skull and brains oozing out.’ Norris and McReady appeared in the doorway, a doorway filling with other shivering men. ‘Has anybody seen it coming over here?’ Norris asked innocently. ‘About four feet tall – three red eyes – brains oozing out. . . Hey, has anybody checked to make sure this isn’t a cracked idea of humour? If it is, I think we’ll unite in tying Blair’s pet around Connant’s neck like the Ancient Mariner’s albatross.’ 

‘It’s no humour,’ Connant shivered. ‘Lord, I wish it were. I’d rather wear–’ He stopped. A wild, weird howl shrieked through the corridors. The men stiffened abruptly, and half turned. 

‘I think it’s been located,’ Connant finished. His dark eyes shifted with a queer unease. He darted back to his bunk in Paradise House, to return almost immediately with a heavy •45 revolver and an ice-axe. He hefted both gently as he started for the corridor toward Dogtown. 

‘It blundered down the wrong corridor – and landed among the huskies. Listen – the dogs have broken their chains . 

The haif-terrorised howl of the dog pack had changed to a wild hunting melee. The voices of the dogs thundered in the narrow corridors, and through them came a low rippling snarl of distilled hate. A shrill of pain, a dozen snarling yelps. 

Connant broke for the door. Close behind him, McReady, then Barclay and Commander Garry came. Other men broke for the Ad Building, and weapons – the sledge house. Pomroy, in charge of Big Magnet’s five cows started down the corridor in the opposite direction – he had a six-foot-handled, longtined pitchfork in mind. 

Barclay slid to a halt, as McReady’s giant bulk turned abruptly away from the tunnel leading to Dogtown, and vanished off at an angle. Uncertainly, the mechanician wavered a moment, the fire extinguisher in his hands, hesitating from one side to the other. Then he was racing after Connant’s broad back. Whatever McReady had in mind, he could be trusted to make it work. 

Connant stopped at the bend in the corridor. His breath hissed suddenly through his throat. ‘Great God –, The revolver exploded thunderously; three numbing, palpable waves of sound crashed through the confined corridors. Two more. The revolver dropped to the hard-packed snow of the trail, and Barclay saw the ice-axe shift into defensive position. Connant’s powerful body blocked his vision, but beyond he heard something mewing, and, insanely, chuckling. The dogs were quieter; there was a deadly seriousness in their low snarls. Taloned feet scratched at hard-packed snow, broken chains were clinking and tangling. 

Connant shifted abruptly, and Barclay could see what lay beyond. For a second he stood frozen, then his breath went out in a gusty curse. The Thing launched itself at Connant, the powerful arms of the man swung the ice-axe flat-side first at what might have been a head. It scrunched horribly, and the tattered flesh, ripped by a half-dozen savage huskies, leapt to its feet again. The red eyes blazed with an unearthly hatred, an unearthly, unkillable vitality. 

Barclay turned the fire extinguisher on it; the blinding blistering stream of chemical spray confused it, baffled it, together with the savage attacks of the huskies, not for long afraid of anything that did, or could live, and held it at bay. 

McReady wedged men out of his way and drove down the narrow corridor packed with men unable to reach the scene. There was a sure fore-planned drive to McReady’s attack. One of the giant blow-torches used in warming the plane’s engines was in his bronzed hands. It roared gustily as he turned the corner and opened the valve. The mad mewing hissed louder. The dogs scrambled back from the three-foot lance of blue-hot flame. 

‘Bar, get a power cable, run it in somehow. And a handle. We can electrocute this – monster, if I don’t incinerate it.’ McReady spoke with an authority of planned action. Barclay turned down the long corridor to the power plant, but already before him Norris and Van Wall were racing down. 

Barclay found the cable in the electrical cache in the tunnel wall. In a half minute he was hacking at it, walking back. Van Wall’s voice rang out a warning shout of ‘Power!’ as the emergency gasoline-powered dynamo thudded into action. Half a dozen other men were down there now; the coal, kindling were going into the firebox of the steam power plant. Norris, cursing in a low, deadly monotone, was working with quick, sure fingers on the other end of Barclay’s cable, splicing a contacter into one of the power leads. 

The dogs had fallen back when Barclay reached the corridor bend, fallen back before a furious monstrosity that glared from baleful red eyes, mewing in trapped hatred. The dogs were a semi-circle of red-dipped muzzles with a fringe of glistening white teeth, whining with a vicious eagerness that near matched the fury of the red eyes. McReady stood confidently alert at the corridor bend, the gustily muttering torch held loose and ready for action in his hands. He stepped aside without moving his eyes from the beast as Barclay came up. There was a slight, tight smile on his lean, bronzed face. 

Norris’s voice called down the corridor, and Barclay stepped forward. The cable was taped to the long handle of a snow-shovel, the two conductors split and held eighteen inches apart by a scrap of lumber lashed at right angles across the far end of the handle. Bare copper conductors, charged with 220 volts, glinted in the light of pressure lamps. The Thing mewed and halted and dodged. McReady advanced to Barclay’s side. The dogs beyond sensed the plan with the almost-telepathic intelligence of trained huskies. Their whining grew shriller, softer, their mincing steps carried them nearer. Abruptly a huge night-black Alaskan leapt onto the trapped thing. It turned squalling, sabre-clawed feet slashing. 

Barclay leapt forward and jabbed. A weird, shrill scream rose and choked out. The smell of burnt flesh in the corridor intensified; greasy smoke curled up. The echoing pound of the gas-electric dynamo down the corridor became a slogging thud. 

The red eyes clouded over in a stiffening, jerking travesty of a face. Armlike, leglike members quivered and jerked. The dogs leapt forward, and Barclay yanked back his shovel-handled weapon. The thing on the snow did not move as gleaming teeth ripped it open. 

 

Garry looked about the crowded room. Thirty-two men, some tensed nervously standing against the wall, some uneasily relaxed, some sitting, most perforce standing as intimate as sardines. Thirty-two, plus the five engaged in sewing up wounded dogs, made thirty-seven, the total personnel. 

Garry started speaking. ‘All right, I guess we’re here. Some of you – three or four at most – saw what happened. All of you have seen that thing on the table, and can get a general idea. Anyone hasn’t, I’ll lift –’ His hand strayed to the tarpaulin bulking over the thing on the table. There was an acrid odour of singed flesh seeping out of it. The men stirred restlessly, hasty denials. 

‘It looks rather as though Charnauk isn’t going to lead any more teams.’ Garry went on. ‘Blair wants to get at this thing, and make some more detailed examination. We want to know what happened, and make sure right now that this is permanently, totally dead. Right?’ 

Connant grinned. ‘Anybody that doesn’t can sit up with it tonight.’ 

‘All right then, Blair, what can you say about it? What was it?’ Garry turned to the little biologist. 

‘I wonder if we ever saw its natural form,’ Blair looked at the covered mass. ‘It may have been imitating the beings that built that ship – but I don’t think it was. I think that was its true form. Those of us who were up near the bend saw the thing in action; the thing on the table is the result. When it got loose, apparently, it started looking around. Antartica still frozen as it was ages ago when the creature first saw it – and froze. From my observations while it was thawing out, and the bits of tissue I cut and hardened then, I think it was native to a hotter planet than Earth. It couldn’t, in its natural form, stand the temperature. There is no life-form on Earth that can live in Antartica during the winter, but the best compromise is the dog. It found the dogs, and somehow got near enough to Charnauk to get him. The others smelled it – heard it – I don’t know – anyway they went wild, and broke chains, and attacked it before it was finished. The thing we found was part Charnauk, queerly only half-dead, part Charnauk half-digested by the jellylike protoplasm of that creature, and part the remains of the thing we originally found, sort of melted down to the basic protoplasm. 

‘When the dogs attacked it, it turned into the best fighting thing it could think of. Some other-world beast apparently.’ 

‘Turned,’ snapped Garry. ‘How?’ 

‘Every living thing is made up of jelly – protoplasm and minute, submicroscopic things called nuclei, which control the bulk, the protoplasm. This thing was just a modification of that same world-wide plan of Nature; cells made up of protoplasm, controlled by infinitely tinier nuclei. You physicists might compare it – an individual cell of any living thing – with an atom; the bulk of the atom, the space-filling part, is made up of the electron orbits, but the character of the thing is determined by the atomic nucleus. 

‘This isn’t wildly beyond what we already know. It’s just a modification we haven’t seen before. It’s as natural as logical, as any other manifestation of life. It obeys exactly the same laws. The cells are made of protoplasm, their character determined by the nucleus. 

‘Only, in this creature, the cell-nuclei can control those cells at will. It digested Charnauk and, as it digested, studied every cell of his tissue, and shaped its own cells to imitate them exactly. Parts of it – parts that had time to finish changing – are dog-cells. But they don’t have dog-cell nuclei.’ Blair lifted a fraction of the tarpaulin. A torn dog’s leg, with stiff grey fur protruded. ‘That, for instance, isn’t dog at all; it’s imitation. Some parts I’m uncertain about; the nucleus was hiding itself, covering up with dog-cell imitation nucleus. In time, not even a microscope would have shown the difference.’ 

‘Suppose,’ asked Norris bitterly, ‘it had had lots of time?’ 

‘Then it would have been a dog. The other dogs would have accepted it. We would have accepted it. I don’t think anything would have distinguished it, not microscope, nor X-ray, nor any other means. This is a member of a supremely intelligent race, a race that has learned the deepest secrets of biology, and turned them to its use.’ 

‘What was it planning to do?’ Barclay looked at the humped tarpaulin. 

Blair grinned unpleasantly. The wavering halo of thin hair round his bald pate wavered in a stir of air. ‘Take over the world, I imagine.’ 

‘Take over the world! Just it, all by itself?’ Connant gasped. ‘Set itself up as a lone dictator?’ 

‘No,’ Blair shook his head. The scalpel he had been fumbling in his bony fingers dropped; he bent to pick it up, so that his face was hidden as he spoke. ‘It would become the population of the world.’ 

‘Become – populate the world? Does it reproduce asexually?’ 

Blair shook his head and gulped. ‘It’s – it doesn’t have to. It weighed eighty-five pounds. Charnauk weighed about ninety. It would have become Charnauk, and had eighty-five pounds left, to become – oh, Jack for instance, or Chinook. It can imitate anything – that is, become anything. If it had reached the Antarctic Sea, it would have become a seal, maybe two seals. They might have attacked a killer whale, and become either killers, or a herd of seals. Or maybe it would have caught an albatross, or a skua gull, and flown to South America.’ 

Norris cursed softly. ‘And every time it digested something, and imitated it–’ 

‘It would have had its original bulk left, to start again,’ Blair finished. ‘Nothing would kill it. It has no natural enemies, because it becomes whatever it wants to. If a killer whale attacked it, it would become a killer whale. If it was an albatross, and an eagle attacked it, it would become an eagle. Lord, it might become a female eagle. Go back – build a nest and lay eggs!’ 

‘Are you sure that thing from hell is dead?’ Dr Copper asked softly. 

‘Yes, thank Heaven,’ the little biologist gasped. ‘After they drove the dogs off, I stood there poking Bar’s electrocution thing into it for five minutes. It’s dead and – cooked.’ 

‘Then we can only give thanks that this is Antarctica, where there is not one, single, solitary, living thing for it to imitate except these animals in camp.’ 

‘Us,’ Blair giggled. ‘It can imitate us. Dogs can’t make 400 miles to the sea; there’s no food. There aren’t any skua gulls to imitate at this season. There aren’t any penguins this far inland. There’s nothing that can reach the sea from this point – except us. We’ve got brains. We can do it. Don’t you see – it’s got to imitate us – it’s got to be one of us – that’s the only way it can fly an airplane –fly a plane for two hours, and rule – be – all Earth’s inhabitants. A world for the taking – if it imitates us! 

‘It didn’t know yet. It hadn’t had a chance to learn. It was rushed – hurried – took the thing nearest its own size. Look – I’m Pandora! I opened the box! And the only hope that can come out is – that nothing can come out. You didn’t see me. I did it. I fixed it. I smashed every magneto. Not a plane can fly. Nothing can fly.’ Blair giggled and lay down on the floor crying. 

Chief Pilot Van Wall made for the door. His feet were fading echoes in the corridors as Dr Copper bent unhurriedly over the little man on the floor. From his office at the end of the room he brought something and injected a solution into Blair’s arm. ‘He might come out of it when he wakes up,’ he sighed, rising. McReady helped him lift the bologist onto a near-by bunk. ‘It all depends on whether we can convince him that thing is dead.’ 

Van Wall ducked into the shack, brushing his heavy blond beard absently. ‘I didn’t think a biologist would do a thing like that up thoroughly. He missed the spares in the second cache. It’s all right. I smashed them.’ 

Commander Garry nodded. ‘I was wondering about the radio.’ 

Dr Copper snorted. ‘You don’t think it can leak out on a radio wave do you? You’d have five rescue attempts in the next three months if you stop the broadcasts. The thing to do is talk loud and not make a sound. Now I wonder–’ 

McReady looked speculatively at the doctor. ‘It might be like an infectious disease. Everything that drank any of its blood–’ 

Copper shook his head. ‘Blair missed something. Imitate it may, but it has, to a certain extent, its own body chemistry, its own metabolism. If it didn’t, it would become a dog– and be a dog and nothing more. It has to be an imitation dog. Therefore you can detect it by serum tests. And its chemistry, since it comes from another world, must be so wholly, radically different that a few cells, such as gained by drops of blood, would be treated as disease germs by the dog, or human body.’ 

‘Blood – would one of those imitations bleed?’ Norris demanded. 

‘Surely. Nothing mystic about blood. Muscle is about 90% water; blood differs only in having a couple per cent more water, and less connective tissue. They’d bleed all right,’ Copper assured him. 

Blair sat up in his bunk suddenly. ‘Connant – where’s Connant?’ 

The physicist moved over toward the little biologist. ‘Here I am. What do you want?’ 

‘Are you?’ giggled Blair. He lapsed back into the bunk contorted with silent laughter. 

Connant looked at him blankly. ‘Huh? Am I what?’ 

‘Are you here?’ Blair burst into gales of laughter. 

‘Are you Connant? The beast wanted to be man – not a dog...’

 

Dr Copper rose wearily from the bunk, and washed the hypodermic carefully. The little tinkles it made seemed loud in the packed room, now that Blair’s gurgling laughter had finally quieted. Copper looked toward Garry and shook his head slowly. ‘Hopeless, I’m afraid. I don’t think we can ever convince him the thing is dead now.’ 

Norris laughed uncertainly. ‘I’m not sure you can convince me. Oh, damn you, McReady.’ 

‘McReady?’ Commander Garry turned to look from Norris to McReady curiously. 

‘The nightmares,’ Norris explained. ‘He had a theory about the nightmares we had at the Secondary Station after finding that thing.’ 

‘And that was?’ Garry looked at McReady levelly. 

Norris answered for him, jerkily, uneasily. ‘That the creature wasn’t dead, had a sort of enormously slowed existence, an existence that permitted it, none the less, to be vaguely aware of the passing of time, of our coming, after endless years. I had a dream it could imitate things.’ 

‘Well,’ Copper grunted, ‘it can.’ 

‘Don’t be an ass,’ Norris snapped. ‘That’s not what’s bothering me. In the dream it could read minds, read thoughts and ideas and mannerisms.’ 

‘What’s so bad about that? It seems to be worrying you more than the thought of the joy we’re going to have with a mad man in an antarctic camp.’ Copper nodded toward Blair’s sleeping form. 

McReady shook his great head slowly. ‘You know that Connant is Connant, because he not merely looks like Connant – which we’re beginning to believe that beast might be able to do – but he thinks like Connant, moves himself around as Connant does. That takes more than merely a body that looks like him; that takes Connant’s own mind, and thoughts and mannerisms. Therefore, though you know that the thing might make itself look like Connant, you aren’t much bothered, because you know it has a mind from another world, a totally inhuman mind, that couldn’t possibly react and think and talk like a man we know, and do it so well as to fool us for a moment. The idea of the creature imitating one of us is fascinating, but unreal, because it is too completely inhuman to deceive us. It doesn’t have a human mind.’ 

‘As I said before,’ Norris repeated, looking steadily at McReady, ‘You can say the damnedest things at the damnedest times. Will you be so good as to finish that thought – one way or the other?’ 

Kinner, the scar-faced expedition cook, had been standing near Connant. Suddenly he moved down the length of the crowded room toward his familiar galley. He shook the ashes from the galley stove noisily. 

‘It would do it no good,’ said Dr Copper, softly as though thinking out loud, ‘merely to look like something it was trying to imitate; it would have to understand its feelings, its reactions. It is inhuman; it has powers of imitation beyond any conception of man. A good actor, by training himself, can imitate another man, another man’s mannerisms, well enough to fool most people. Of course no actor could imitate so perfectly as to deceive men who had been living with the imitated one in the complete lack of privacy of an antarctic camp. That would take a super-human skill.’ 

‘Oh, you’ve got the bug too?’ Norris cursed softly. 

Connant, standing alone at one end of the room, looked about him wildly, his face white. A gentle eddying of the men had crowded them slowly down toward the other end of the room, so that he stood quite alone. ‘My God, will you two Jeremiahs shut up?’ Connant’s voice shook. ‘What am I? Some kind of a microscopic specimen you’re dissecting? Some unpleasant worm you’re discussing in the third person?’ 

McReady looked up at him; his slowly twisting hands stopped for a moment. ‘Having a lovely time. Wish you were here. Signed: Everybody. 

‘Connant, if you think you’re having a hell of a time, just move over on the other end for a while. You’ve got one thing we haven’t; you know what the answer is. I’ll tell you this, right now you’re the most feared and respected man in Big Magnet.’ 

‘Lord, I wish you could see your eyes,’ Connant gasped. ‘Stop staring, will you! What the hell are you going to do?’ 

‘Have you any suggestions, Dr Copper?’ Commander Garry asked steadily. ‘The present situation is impossible.’ 

‘Oh, is it?’ Connant snapped. ‘Come over here and look at that crowd By Heaven, they look exactly like that gang of huskies around the corridor bend. Benning, will you stop hefting that damned ice-axe?’ 

The coppery blade rang on the floor as the aviation mechanic nervously dropped it. He bent over and picked it up instantly, hefting it slowly, turning it in his hands, his brown eyes moving jerkily about the room. 

Cooper sat down on the bunk beside Blair. The wood creaked noisily in the room. Far down a corridor, a dog yelped in pain, and the dog-drivers’ tense voices floated softly back. ‘Microscopic examination,’ said the doctor thoughtfully, ‘would be useless, as Blair pointed out. Considerable time has passed. However, serum tests would be definitive.’ 

‘Serum tests? What do you mean exactly?’ Commander Garry asked. 

‘If I had a rabbit that had been injected with human blood – a poison to rabbits, of course, as is the blood of any animal save that of another rabbit – and the injections continued in increasing doses for some time, the rabbit would be human- immune. If a small quantity of its blood were drawn off, allowed to separate in a test-tube, and to the clear serum, a bit of human blood were added, there would be a visible reaction, proving -the blood was human. If cow, or dog blood were added – or any protein material other than that one thing, human blood – no reaction would take place. That would prove definitely.’ 

‘Can you suggest where I might catch a rabbit for you, Doc?’ Norris asked. ‘That is, nearer than Australia; we don’t want to waste time going that far.’ 

‘I know there aren’t any rabbits in Antarctica,’ Copper nodded, ‘but that is simply the usual animal. Any animal except man will do. A dog for instance. But it will take several days, and due to the greater size of animal, considerable blood. Two of us will have to contribute.’ 

‘Would I do?’ Garry asked. 

‘That will make two,’ Copper nodded. ‘I’ll get to work on it right away.’ 

‘What about Connant in the meantime,’ Kinner demanded. ‘I’m going out that door and head off for the Ross Sea before I cook for him.’ 

‘He may be human –‘ Copper started. 

Connant burst out in a flood of curses. ‘Human! May be human, you damned saw-bones! What in hell do you think I am?’ 

‘A monster,’ Copper snapped sharply. ‘Now shut up and listen.’ Connant’s face drained of colour and he sat down heavily as the indictment was put in words. ‘Until we know – you know as well as we do that we have reason to question the fact, and only you know how that question is to be answered – we may reasonably be expected to lock you up. If you are – inhuman – you’re a lot more dangerous than poor Blair there, and I’m going to see that he’s locked up thoroughly. I expect that his next stage will be a violent desire to kill you, all the dogs, and probably all of us. When he wakes, he will be convinced we’re all inhuman, and nothing on the planet will ever change his conviction. It would be kinder to let him die, but we can’t do that, of course. He’s going in one shack, and you can stay in Cosmos House with your cosmic ray apparatus. Which is about what you’d do anyway. I’ve got to fix up a couple of dogs.’ 

Connant nodded bitterly. ‘I’m human. Hurry that test. Your eyes – Lord, I wish you could see your eyes staring. . .’

Commander Garry watched anxiously as Clark, the dog- handler, held the big brown Alaskan husky, while Copper began the injection treatment. The dog was not anxious to cooperate; the needle was painful, and already he’d experienced considerable needle work that morning. Five stitches held closed a slash that ran from his shoulder, across the ribs, half way down his body. One long fang was broken off short; the missing part was to be found half buried in the shoulder bone of the monstrous thing on the table in the Ad Building. 

‘How long will that take?’ Garry asked, pressing his arm gently. It was sore from the prick of the needle Dr Copper had used to withdraw blood. 

Copper shrugged. ‘I don’t know, to be frank. I know the general method. I’ve used it on rabbits. But I haven’t experimented with dogs. They’re big, clumsy animals to work with; naturally rabbits are preferable, and serve ordinarily. In civilized places you can buy a stock of human-immune rabbits from suppliers, and not many investigators take the trouble to prepare their own.’ 

‘What do they want with them back there?’ Clark asked. 

‘Criminology is one large field. A says he didn’t murder B, but that the blood on his shirt came from killing a chicken. The State makes a test, then it’s up to A to explain how it is the blood reacts on human-immune rabbits, but not on chicken-immunes.’ 

‘What are we going to do with Blair in the meantime?’ Garry asked wearily. ‘It’s all right to let him sleep where he is for a while, but when he wakes up. . 

‘Barclay and Benning are fitting some bolts on the door of Cosmos House,’ Copper replied grimly. ‘Connant’s acting like a gentleman. I think perhaps the way the other men look at him makes him rather want privacy. Lord knows, heretofore we’ve all of us individually prayed for a little privacy.’ 

Clark laughed brittly. ‘Not any more, thank you. The more the merrier.’ 

‘Blair,’ Copper went on, ‘will also have to have privacy – and locks. He’s going to have a pretty definite plan in mind when he wakes up. Ever hear the old story of how to stop hoof-and-mouth disease in cattle?’ 

Clark and Garry shook their heads silently. 

‘If there isn’t any hoof-and-mouth disease, there won’t be any hoof-and-mouth disease,’ Copper explained. ‘You get rid of it by killing every animal that exhibits it, and every animal that’s been near the diseased animal. Blair’s a biologist, and knows that story. He’s afraid of this thing we loosed. The answer is probably pretty clear in his mind now. Kill everybody and everything in this camp before a skua gull or a wandering albatross coming in with the spring chances out this way and – catches the disease.’ 

Clark’s lips curled in a twisted grin. ‘Sounds logical to me. If things get too bad – maybe we’d better let Blair get loose. It would save us committing suicide. We might also make something of a vow that if things get bad, we see that that does happen.’ 

Copper laughed softly. ‘The last man alive in Big Magnet – wouldn’t be a man,’ he pointed out. ‘Somebody’s got to kill those – creatures that don’t desire to kill themselves, you know. We don’t have enough thermite to do it all at once, and the decanite explosive wouldn’t help much. I have an idea that even small pieces of one of those beings would be self-sufficient.’ 

‘If,’ said Garry thoughtfully, ‘they can modify their protoplasm at will, won’t they simply modify themselves to birds and fly away? They can read all about birds, and imitate their structure without even meeting them. Or imitate, perhaps, birds of their home planet.’ 

Copper shook his head, and helped Clark to free the dog. ‘Man studied birds for centuries, trying to learn how to make a machine to fly like them. He never did do the trick; his final success came when he broke away entirely and tried new methods. Knowing the general idea, and knowing the detailed structure of wing and bone and nerve-tissue is something far, far different. And as for other-world birds, perhaps, in fact very probably, the atmospheric conditions here are so vastly different that their birds couldn’t fly. Perhaps, even, the being came from a planet like Mars with such a thin atmosphere that there were no birds.’ 

Barclay came into the building, trailing a length of airplane control cable. ‘It’s finished, Doc. Cosmos House can’t be opened from the inside. Now where do we put Blair?’ 

Copper looked toward Garry. ‘There wasn’t any biology building. I don’t know where we can isolate him.’ 

‘How about East Cache?’ Garry said after a moment’s thought. ‘Will Blair be able to look after himself – or need attention?’ 

‘He’ll be capable enough. We’ll be the ones to watch out,’ Copper assured him grimly. ‘Take a stove, a couple of bags of coal, necessary supplies and a few tools to fix it up. Nobody’s been out there since last fall, have they?’ 

Garry shook his head. ‘If he gets noisy – I thought that might be a good idea.’ 

Barclay hefted the tools he was carrying and looked up at Garry. ‘If the muttering he’s doing now is any sign, he’s going to sing away the night hours. And we won’t like his song.’ 

‘What’s he saying?’ Copper asked. 

Barclay shook his head. ‘I didn’t care to listen much. You can if you want to. But I gathered that the blasted idiot had all the dreams McReady had, and a few more. He slept beside the thing when we stopped on the trail coming in from Secondary Magnetic, remember. He dreamt the thing was alive, and dreamt more details. And – damn his soul – knew it wasn’t all dream, or had reason to. He knew it had telepathic powers that were stirring vaguely, and that it could not only read minds, but project thoughts. They weren’t dreams, you see. They were stray thoughts that thing was broadcasting, the way Blair’s broadcasting his thoughts now – a sort of telepathic muttering in its sleep. That’s why he knew so much about its powers. I guess you and I, Doc, weren’t so sensitive – if you want to believe in telepathy.’ 

‘I have to,’ Copper sighed. ‘Dr Rhine of Duke University has shown that it exists, shown that some are much more sensitive than others.’ 

‘Well, if you want to learn a lot of details, go listen in on Blair’s broadcast. He’s driven most of the boys out of the Ad Building; Kinner’s rattling pans like coal going down a chute. When he can’t rattle a pan, he shakes ashes. 

‘By the way, Commander, what are we going to do this spring, now the planes are out of it?’ 

Garry sighed. ‘I’m afraid our expedition is going to be a loss. We cannot divide our strength now.’ 

‘It won’t be a loss – if we continue to live, and come out of this,’ Copper promised him. ‘The find we’ve made, if we can get it under control, is important enough. The cosmic ray data, magnetic work, and atmospheric work won’t be greatly hindered.’ 

Garry laughed mirthlessly. ‘I was just thinking of the radio broadcasts. Telling half the world about the wonderful results of our exploration flights, trying to fool men like Byrd and Ellsworth back home there that we’re doing something.’ 

Copper nodded gravely. ‘They’ll know something’s wrong. But men like that have judgment enough to know we wouldn’t do tricks without some sort of reason, and will wait for our return to judge us. I think it comes to this: men who know enough to recognise our deception will wait for our return. Men who haven’t discretion and faith enough to wait will not have the experience to detect any fraud. We know enough of the conditions here to put through a good bluff.’ 

‘Just so they don’t send “rescue” expeditions,’ Garry prayed.’When – if– we’re ever ready to come out, we’ll have to send word to Captain Forsythe to bring a stock of magnetos with him when he comes down. But – never mind that.’ 

‘You mean if we don’t come out?’ asked Barclay. ‘I was wondering if a nice running account of an eruption or an earthquake via radio – with a swell windup by using a stick of decanite under the microphone – would help. Nothing, of course, will entirely keep people out. One of those swell, melodramatic “last-man-alive-scenes” might make ‘em go easy though.’ 

Garry smiled with genuine humour. ‘Is everybody in camp trying to figure that out too?’ 

Copper laughed. ‘What do you think, Garry? We’re confident we can win out. But not too easy about it, I guess.’ 

Clark grinned up from the dog he was petting into calmness. ‘Confident, did you say, Doc?’ 

 

Blair moved restlessly around the small shack. His eyes jerked and quivered in vague, fleeting glances at the four men with him; Barclay, six feet tall and weighing over 190 pounds; McReady, a bronze giant of a man; Dr Copper, short, squatly powerful; and Benning, five-feet-ten of wiry strength. 

Blair was huddled up against the far wall of the East Cache cabin, his gear piled in the middle of the floor beside the heating stove, forming an island between him and the four men. His bony hands clenched and fluttered, terrified. His pale eyes wavered uneasily as his bald, freckled head darted about in bird-like motion. 

‘I don’t want anybody coming here. I’ll cook my own food,’ he snapped nervously. ‘Kinner may be human now, but I don’t believe it. I’m going to get out of here, but I’m not going to eat any food you send me. I want cans. Sealed cans.’ 

‘OK, Blair, we’ll bring ‘em tonight,’ Barclay promised. ‘You’ve got coal, and the fire’s started. I’ll make a last –, Barclay started forward. 

Blair instantly scurried to the farthest corner. ‘Get out! Keep away from me, you monster!’ the little biologist shrieked, and tried to claw his way through the wall of the shack. ‘Keep away from me – keep away – I won’t be absorbed – I won’t be–’

Barclay relaxed and moved back. Dr Copper shook his head. ‘Leave him alone, Bar. It’s easier for him to fix the thing himself. We’ll have to fix the door, I think–’ 

The four men let themselves out. Efficiently, Benning and Barclay fell to work. There were no locks in Antartica; there wasn’t enough privacy to make them needed. But powerful screws had been driven in each side of the door frame, and the spare aviation control cable, immensely strong, woven steel wire, was rapidly caught between them and drawn taut. Barclay went to work with a drill and a key-hole saw. Presently he had a trap cut in the door through which goods could be passed without unlashing the entrance. Three powerful hinges from a stock-crate, two hasps and a pair of three-inch cotterpins made it proof against opening from the other side. 

Blair moved about restlessly inside. He was dragging something over to the door with panting gasps, and muttering frantic curses. Barclay opened the hatch and glanced in, Dr Copper peering over his shoulder. Blair had moved the heavy bunk against the door. It could not be opened without his cooperation now. 

‘Don’t know but what the poor man’s right at that,’ McReady sighed. ‘If he gets loose, it is his avowed intention to kill each and all of us as quickly as possible, which is something we don’t agree with. But we’ve something on our side of that door that is worse than a homicidal maniac. If one or the other has to get loose, I think I’ll come up and undo these lashings here.’ 

Barclay grinned. ‘You let me know, and I’ll show you how to get these off fast. Let’s go back.’ 

The sun was painting the northern horizon in multi-coloured rainbows still, though it was two hours below the horizon. The field of drift swept off to the north sparkling under its flaming colours in a million reflected glories. Low mounds of rounded white on the northern horizon showed the Magnet Range was barely awash above the sweeping drift. Little eddies of wind-lifted snow swirled away from their skis as they set out toward the main encampment two miles away. The spidery finger of the broadcast radiator lifted a gaunt black needle against the white of the Antarctic continent. The snow under their skis was like fine sand, hard and gritty. 

‘Spring,’ said Benning bitterly, ‘is come. Ain’t we got fun! And I’ve been looking forward to getting away from this blasted hole in the ice.’ 

‘I wouldn’t try it now, if I were you.’ Barclay grunted. 

‘Guys that set out from here in the next few days are going to be marvelously unpopular.’ 

‘How is your dog getting along, Dr Copper?’ McReady asked. ‘Any results yet?’ 

‘In 30 hours? I wish there were. I gave him an injection of my blood today. But I imagine another five days will be needed. I don’t know certainly enough to stop sooner.’ 

‘I’ve been wondering– if Connant were. . . changed, would he have warned us so soon after the animal escaped? Wouldn’t he have waited long enough for it to have a real chance to fix itself? Until we woke up naturally?’ McReady asked slowly. 

‘The thing is selfish. You didn’t think it looked as though it were possessed of a store of the higher justices, did you?’ Dr Copper pointed out. ‘Every part of it is all of it, every part of it is all for itself, I imagine. If Connant were changed, to save his skin, he’d have to – but Connant’s feelings aren’t changed; they’re imitated perfectly, or they’re his own. Naturally, the imitation, imitating perfectly Connant’s feelings, would do exactly what Connant would do.’ 

‘Say, couldn’t Norris or Vane give Connant some kind of a test? If the thing is brighter than men, it might know more physics than Connant should, and they’d catch it out,’ Barclay suggested. 

Copper shook his head wearily. ‘Not if it reads minds. You can’t plan a trap for it. Vane suggested that last night. He hoped it would answer some of the questions of physics he’d like to know answers to.’ 

‘This expedition-of-four idea is going to make life happy.’ Benning looked at his companions. ‘Each of us with an eye on the other to make sure he doesn’t do something. . . peculiar. Man, aren’t we going to be a trusting bunch! Each man eyeing his neighbours with the grandest exhibition of faith and trust – I’m beginning to know what Connant meant by “I wish you could see your eyes.” Every now and then we all have it, I guess. One of you looks around with a sort of “I-wonder-if the-other-three-are-look.” Incidentally, I’m not excepting myself.’ 

‘So far as we know, the animal is dead, with a slight question as to Connant. No other is suspected,’ McReady stated slowly. ‘The “always-four” order is merely a precautionary measure.’ 

‘I’m waiting for Garry to make it a four-in-a-bunk,’ Barclay sighed. ‘I thought I didn’t have any privacy before, but since that order. . .’

 

None watched more tensely than Connant. A little sterile glass test-tube, half-filled with straw-coloured fluid. One – two – three – four – five drops of the clear solution Dr Copper had prepared from the drops of blood from Connant’s arm. The tube was shaken carefully, then set in a beaker of clear, warm water. The thermometer read blood heat, a little thermostat clicked noisily, and the electric hotplate began to glow as the lights flickered slightly. Then – little white flecks of precipitation were forming, snowing down in the clear straw- coloured fluid. ‘Lord,’ said Connant. He dropped heavily into a bunk, crying like a baby. ‘Six days –‘ Connant sobbed, ‘six days in there – wondering if that damned test would lie–’ 

Garry moved over silently, and slipped his arm across the physicist’s back. 

‘It couldn’t lie,’ Dr Copper said. ‘The dog was human- immune – and the serum reacted.’ 

‘He’s – all right?’ Norris gasped. ‘Then – the animal is dead – dead forever?’ 

‘He is human,’ Copper spoke definitely, ‘and the animal is dead.’ 

Kinner burst out laughing, laughing hysterically. McReady turned toward him and slapped his face with a methodical one-two, one-two action. The cook laughed, gulped, cried a moment, and sat up rubbing his cheeks, mumbling his thanks vaguely. ‘I was scared. Lord, I was scared. . .’

Norris laughed brittly. ‘You think we weren’t, you ape? You think maybe Connant wasn’t?’ 

The Ad Building stirred with a sudden rejuvenation. Voices laughed, the men clustering around Connant spoke with unnecessarily loud voices, jittery, nervous voices relievedly friendly again. Somebody called out a suggestion, and a dozen started for their skis. Blair, Blair might recover . . Dr Copper fussed with his test-tubes in nervous relief, trying solutions. The party of relief for Blair’s shack started out the door, skis clapping noisily. Down the corridor, the dogs set up a quick yelping howl as the air of excited relief reached them. 

Dr Copper fussed with his tubes. McReady noticed him first, sitting on the edge of the bunk, with two precipitin-whitened test-tubes of straw-coloured fluid, his face whiter than the stuff in the tubes, silent tears slipping down from horror-widened eyes. 

McReady felt a cold knife of fear pierce through his heart and freeze in his breast. Dr Copper looked up. ‘Garry,’ he called hoarsely. ‘Garry, for God’s sake, come here.’ 

Commander Garry walked toward him sharply. Silence clapped down on the Ad Building. Connant looked up, rose stiffly from his seat. 

‘Garry, tissue from the monster precipitates too. It proves nothing. Nothing but – but the dog was monster-immune too. That one of the two contributing blood– one of us two, you and I, Garry – one of us is a monster.’ 

 

‘Bar, call back those men before they tell Blair,’ McReady said quietly. Barclay went to the door; faintly his shouts came back to the tensely silent men in the room. Then he was back. 

‘They’re coming,’ he said. ‘I didn’t tell them why. Just that Dr Copper said not to go.’ 

‘McReady,’ Garry sighed, ‘you’re in command now. May God help you. I cannot.’ 

The bronzed giant nodded slowly, his deep eyes on Commander Garry. 

Kinner burst out laughing, laughing hysterically. McReady 

‘I may be the one,’ Garry added. ‘I know I’m not, but I cannot prove it to you in any way. Dr Copper’s test has broken down. The fact that he showed it was useless, when it was to the advantage of the monster to have that uselessness not known, would seem to prove he was human.’ 

Copper rocked back and forth slowly on the bunk. ‘I know I’m human. I can’t prove it either. One of us two is a liar, for that test cannot lie, and it says one of us is. I gave proof that the test was wrong, which seems to prove I’m human, and now Garry has given that argument which proves me human – which he, as the monster, should not do. Round and round and round and round and–’ 

Dr Copper’s head, then his neck and shoulders began circling slowly in time to the words. Suddenly he was lying back on the bunk, roaring with laughter. ‘It doesn’t have to prove one of us is a monster! It doesn’t have to prove that at all! Ho-ho. If we’re all monsters it works the same – we’re all monsters – all of us – Connant and Garry and I – and all of you.’ 

‘McReady,’ Van Wall, the blond-bearded Chief Pilot, called softly, ‘you were on the way to an MD when you took up meteorology, weren’t you? Can you make some kind of test?’ 

McReady went over to Copper slowly, took the hypodermic from his hand, and washed it carefully in 95% alcohol. Garry sat on the bunk-edge with wooden face, watching Copper and McReady expressionlessly. ‘What Copper said is possible,’ McReady sighed. ‘Van, will you help here? Thanks.’ The filled needle jabbed into Copper’s thigh. The man’s laughter did not stop, but slowly faded into sobs, then sound sleep as the morphia took hold. 

McReady turned again. The men who had started for Blair stood at the far end of the room, skis dripping snow, their faces as white as their skis. Connant had a lighted cigarette in each hand; one he was puffing absently, and staring at the floor. The heat of the one in his left hand attracted him and he stared at it and the one in the other hand stupidly for a moment. He dropped one and crushed it under his heel slowly. 

‘Dr Copper,’ McReady repeated, ‘could be right. I know I’m human – but of course can’t prove it. I’ll repeat the test for my own information. Any of you others who wish to may do the same.’ 

Two minutes later, McReady held a test-tube with white preciptin settling slowly from straw-coloured serum. ‘It reacts to human blood too, so they aren’t both monsters.’ 

‘I didn’t think they were,’ Van Wall sighed. ‘That wouldn’t suit the monster either; we could have destroyed them if we knew. Why hasn’t the monster destroyed us, do you suppose? It seems to be loose.’ 

McReady snorted. Then laughed softly. ‘Elementary, my dear Watson. The monster wants to have life forms available. It cannot animate a dead body, apparently. It is just waiting – waiting until the best opportunities come. We who remain human, it is holding in reserve.’ 

Kinner shuddered violently. ‘Hey. Hey, Mac. Mac, would I know if I was a monster? Would I know if the monster had already got me? Oh Lord, I may be a monster already.’ 

‘You’d know,’ McReady answered. 

‘But we wouldn’t,’ Norris laughed shortly, half-hysterically. 

McReady looked at the vial of serum remaining. ‘There’s one thing this damned stuff is good for, at that,’ he said thoughtfully. ‘Clark, will you and Van help me? The rest of the gang better stick together here. Keep an eye on each other,’ he said bitterly. ‘See that you don’t get into mischief, shall we say?’ 

McReady started down the tunnel toward Dog Town, with Clark and Van Wall behind him. ‘You need more serum?’ Clark asked. 

McReady shook his head. ‘Tests. There’s four cows and a bull, and nearly seventy dogs down there. This stuff reacts only to human blood – and monsters.’ 

 

McReady came back to the Ad Building and went silently to the wash stand. Clark and Van Wall joined him a moment later. Clark’s lips had developed a tic, jerking into sudden, unexpected sneers. 

‘What did you do?’ Connant exploded suddenly. ‘More immunizing?’ 

Clark snickered, and stopped with a hiccough. ‘Immunizing. Haw! Immune all right.’ 

‘That monster,’ said Van Wall steadily, ‘is quite logical. Our immune dog was quite all right, and we drew a little more serum for the tests. But we won’t make any more.’ 

‘Can’t – can’t you use one man’s blood on another dog –?‘ Norris began. 

‘There aren’t,’ said McReady softly, ‘any more dogs. Nor cattle, I might add.’ 

‘No more dogs?’ Benning sat down slowly. 

‘They’re very nasty when they start changing,’ Van Wall said precisely. ‘But slow. That electrocution iron you made up, Barclay, is very fast. There is only one dog left – our immune. The monster left that for us, so we could play with our little test. The rest . . .’ He shrugged and dried his hands. 

‘The cattle –‘ gulped Kinner. 

‘Also. Reacted very nicely. They look funny as hell when they start melting. The beast hasn’t any quick escape, when it’s tied in dog chains, or halters, and it had to be to imitate.’ 

Kinner stood up slowly. His eyes darted around the room, and came to rest horribly quivering on a tin bucket in the galley. Slowly, step by step, he retreated toward the door, his mouth opening and closing silently, like a fish out of water. 

‘The milk. . . he gasped. ‘I milked ‘em an hour ago –’ His voice broke into a scream as he dived through the door. He was out on the ice-cap without windproof or heavy clothing. 

Van Wall looked after him for a moment thoughtfully. ‘He’s probably hopelessly mad,’ he said at length, ‘but he might be a monster escaping. He hasn’t skis. Take a blow-torch – in case.’ 

The physical motion of the chase helped them; something that needed doing. Three of the other men were quietly being sick. Norris was lying flat on his back, his face greenish, looking steadily at the bottom of the bunk above him. 

‘Mac, how long have the – cows been not-cows –?‘ 

McReady shrugged his shoulders hopelessly. He went over to the milk bucket, and with his little tube of serum went to work on it. The milk clouded it, making certainty difficult. Finally he dropped the test-tube in the stand, and shook his head. ‘It tests negatively. Which means either they were cows then, or that, being perfect imitations, they gave perfectly good milk.’ 

Copper stirred restlessly in his sleep and gave a gurgling cross between a snore and a laugh. Silent eyes fastened on him. ‘Would morphia – a monster –?’ somebody started to ask. 

‘Lord knows,’ McReady shrugged. ‘It affects every Earthly animal I know of. 

Connant suddenly raised his head. ‘Mac! The dogs must have swallowed pieces of the monster, and the pieces destroyed them! The dogs were where the monster resided. I was locked up. Doesn’t that prove–?’ 

Van Wall shook his head. ‘Sorry. Proves nothing about what you are, only proves what you didn’t do.’ 

‘It doesn’t do that,’ McReady sighed. ‘We are helpless because we don’t know enough, and so jittery we don’t think straight. Locked up! Ever watch a white corpuscle of the blood go through the wall of a blood vessel? No? It sticks out a pseudopod. And there it is – on the far side of the wall.’ 

‘Oh,’ said Van Wall unhappily. ‘The cattle tried to melt down, didn’t they? They could have melted down – become just a thread of stuff and leaked under a door to re-collect on the other side. Ropes – no – no, that wouldn’t do it. They couldn’t live in a sealed tank or–’ 

‘If,’ said McReady, ‘you shoot it through the heart, and it doesn’t die, it’s a monster. That’s the best test I can think of, offhand.’ 

‘No dogs,’ said Garry quietly, ‘and no cattle. It has to imitate men now. And locking up doesn’t do any good. Your test might work, Mac, but I’m afraid it would be hard on the men.’ 

 

Clark looked up from the galley stove as Van Wall, Barclay, McReady, and Benning came in, brushing the drift from their clothes. The other men jammed into the Ad Building continued studiously to do as they were doing, playing chess, poker, reading. Ralsen was fixing a sledge on the table; Vane and Norris had their heads together over magnetic data, while Harvey read tables in a low voice. 

Dr Copper snored softly on the bunk. Garry was working with Dutton over a sheaf of radio messages on the corner of Dutton’s bunk and a small fraction of the radio table. Connant was using most of the table for cosmic ray sheets. 

Quite plainly through the corridor, despite two closed doors, they could hear Kinner’s voice. Clark banged a kettle onto the galley stove and beckoned McReady silently. The meteorologist went over to him. 

‘I don’t mind the cooking so damn much,’ Clark said nervously, ‘but isn’t there some way to stop that bird? We all agreed that it would be safe to move him into Cosmos House.’ 

‘Kinner?’ McReady nodded toward the door. ‘I’m afraid not. I can dope him, I suppose, but we don’t have an unlimited supply of morphia, and he’s not in danger of losing his mind. Just hysterical.’ 

‘Well, we’re in danger of losing ours. You’ve been out for an hour and a half. That’s been going on steadily ever since, and it was going for two hours before. There’s a limit, you know.’ 

Garry wandered over slowly, apologetically. For an instant, McReady caught the feral spark of fear – horror – in Clark’s eyes, and knew at the same instant it was in his own. Garry – Garry or Copper – was certainly a monster. 

‘If you could stop that, I think it would be a sound policy, Mac,’ Garry spoke quietly. ‘There are. . . tensions enough in this room. We agreed that it would be safe for Kinner in there, because every one else in camp is under constant eyeing.’ Garry shivered slightly. ‘And try, try in God’s name, to find some test that will work.’ 

McReady sighed. ‘Watched or unwatched, everyone’s tense. Blair’s jammed the trap so it won’t open now. Says he’s got food enough, and keeps screaming ‘Go away, go away – you’re monsters. I won’t be absorbed. I won’t. I’ll tell men when they come. Go away.’ So–we went away.’ 

‘There’s no other test?’ Garry pleaded. 

McReady shrugged his shoulders. ‘Copper was perfectly right. The serum test could be absolutely definitive if it hadn’t been – contaminated. But that’s the only dog left, and he’s fixed now.’ 

‘Chemicals? Chemical tests?’ 

McReady shook his head. ‘Our chemistry isn’t that good. I tried the microscope you know.’ 

Garry nodded. ‘Monster-dog and real dog were identical. But – you’ve got to go on. What are we going to do after dinner?’ 

Van Wall had joined them quietly. ‘Rotation sleeping. Half the crowd sleep; half stay awake. I wonder how many of us are monsters? All the dogs were. We thought we were safe, but somehow it got Copper – or you.’ Van Wall’s eyes flashed uneasily. ‘It may have gotten every one of you – all of you but myself may be wondering, looking. No, that’s not possible. You’d just spring then, I’d be helpless. We humans must somehow have the greater numbers now. But –’ he stopped. 

McReady laughed shortly. ‘You’re doing what Norris complained of in me. Leaving it hanging. ‘But if one more is changed – that may shift the balance of power.’ It doesn’t fight. I don’t think it ever fights. It must be a peaceable thing, in its own – inimitable – way. It never had to, because it always gained its end otherwise.’ 

Van Wall’s mouth twisted in a sickly grin. ‘You’re suggesting then, that perhaps it already has the greater numbers, but is just waiting – waiting, all of them – all of you, for all I know – waiting till I, the last human, drop my wariness in sleep. Mac, did you notice their eyes, all looking at us?’ 

Garry sighed. ‘You haven’t been sitting here for four straight hours, while all their eyes silently weighed the information that one of us two, Copper or I, is a monster certainly – perhaps both of us.’ 

Clark repeated his request. ‘Will you stop that bird’s noise? He’s driving me nuts. Make him tone down, anyway.’ 

‘Still praying?’ McReady asked. 

‘Still praying,’ Clark groaned. ‘He hasn’t stopped for a second. I don’t mind his praying if it relieves him, but he yells, he sings psalms and hymns and shouts prayers. He thinks God can’t hear well way down here.’ 

‘Maybe he can’t,’ Barclay grunted. ‘Or he’d have done something about this thing loosed from hell.’ 

‘Somebody’s going to try that test you mentioned, if you don’t stop him,’ Clark stated grimly. ‘I think a cleaver in the head would be as positive a test as a bullet in the heart.’ 

‘Go ahead with the food. I’ll see what I can do. There may be something in the cabinets.’ McReady moved wearily toward the corner Copper had used as his dispensary. Three tall cabinets of rough boards, two locked, were the repositories of the camp’s medical supplies. Twelve years ago, McReady had graduated, had started for an interneship, and been diverted to meteorology. Copper was a picked man, a man who knew his profession thoroughly and modernly. More than half the drugs available were totally unfamiliar to McReady; many of the others he had forgotten, the elementary, simple things to Copper, things that did not merit inclusion in the small library he had been forced to content himself with. Books are heavy, and every ounce of supplies had been freighted in by air. 

McReady picked a barbiturate hopefully. Barclay and Van Wall went with him. One man never went anywhere alone in Big Magnet. 

Ralsen had his sledge put away, and the physicists had moved off the table, the poker game broken up when they got back. Clark was putting out the food. The click of spoons and the muffled sounds of eating were the only sign of life in the room. There were no words spoken as the three returned; simply all eyes focused on them questioningly while the jaws moved methodically. 

McReady stiffened suddenly. Kinner was screeching out a hymn in a hoarse, cracked voice. He looked wearily at Van Wall with a twisted grin and shook his head. ‘Uh-uh.’ 

Van Wall cursed bitterly, and sat down at the table. ‘We’ll just plumb have to take that till his voice wears out. He can’t yell like that forever.’ 

‘He’s got a brass throat and a cast-iron larynx,’ Norris declared savagely. ‘Then we could be hopeful, and suggest he’s one of our friends. In that case he could go on renewing his throat till doomsday.’ 

Silence clamped down. For twenty minutes they ate without a word. Then Connant jumped up with an angry violence. ‘You sit as still as a bunch of graven images. You don’t say a word, but oh, Lord, what expressive eyes you’ve got. They roll around like a bunch of glass marbles spilling down a table. They wink and blink and stare – and whisper things. Can you guys look somewhere else for a change, please? 

‘Listen, Mac, you’re in charge here. Let’s run movies for the rest of the night. We’ve been saving those reels to make ‘em last. Last for what? Who is it’s going to see those last reels, eh? Let’s see ‘em while we can, and look at something other than each other.’ 

‘Sound idea, Connant. I for one, am quite willing to change this in any way I can.’ 

‘Turn the sound up loud, Dutton. Maybe you can drown out the hymns,’ Clark suggested. 

‘But don’t,’ Norris said softly, ‘don’t turn off the lights altogether.’ 

‘The lights will be out.’ McReady shook his head. ‘We’ll show all the cartoon movies we have. You won’t mind seeing the old cartoons will you?’ 

‘Goody, goody – a moom-pitcher show. I’m just in the mood.’ McReady turned to look at the speaker, a lean, lanky New Englander, by the name of Caldwell. Caldwell was stuffing his pipe slowly, a sour eye cocked up to McReady. 

The bronze giant was forced to laugh. ‘OK, Bart, you win. Maybe we aren’t quite in the mood for Popeye and trick ducks, but it’s something.’ 

‘Let’s play Classifications,’ Caldwell suggested slowly. ‘Or maybe you call it Guggenheim. You draw lines on a piece of paper, and put down classes of things – like animals, you know. One for ‘H’ and one for ‘U’ and so on. Like ‘Human’ and ‘Unknown’ for instance. I think that would be a hell of a lot better game. Classification, I sort of figure, is what we need right now a lot more than movies. Maybe somebody’s got a pencil that he can draw lines with, draw lines between the ‘U’ animals and the ‘H’ animals for instance.’ 

‘McReady’s trying to find that kind of a pencil,’ Van Wall answered quietly. ‘but, we’ve got three kinds of animals here, you know. One that begins with ‘M.’ We don’t want any more.’ 

‘Mad ones, you mean. Uh-huh. Clark, I’ll help you with those pots so we can get our little peep-show going.’ Caidwell got up slowly. 

 

Dutton and Barclay and Benning in charge of the projector and sound mechanism arrangements, went about their job silently, while the Ad Building was cleared and the dishes and pans disposed of. McReady drifted over toward Van Wall slowly, and leaned back in the bunk beside him. ‘I’ve been wondering, Van,’ he said with a wry grin,’whether or not to report my ideas in advance. I forgot the ‘U animal’ as Caldwell named it, could read minds. I’ve a vague idea of something that might work. It’s too vague to bother with, though. Go ahead with your show, while I try to figure out the logic of the thing. I’ll take this bunk.’ 

Van Wall glanced up, and nodded. The movie screen would be practically on a line with this bunk, hence making the pictures least distracting here, because least intelligible. ‘Perhaps you should tell us what you have in mind. As it is, only the unknowns know what you plan. You might be – unknown before you got it into operation.’ 

‘Won’t take long, if I get it figured out right. But I don’t want any more all-but-the-test-dog-monsters things. We better move Copper into this bunk directly above me. He won’t be watching the screen either.’ McReady nodded toward Copper’s gently snoring bulk. Garry helped them lift and move the doctor. 

McReady leaned back against the bunk, and sank into a trance, almost, of concentration, trying to calculate chances, operations, methods. He was scarcely aware as the others distributed themselves silently, and the screen lit up. Vaguely Kinner’s hectic, shouted prayers and his rasping hymn-singing annoyed him till the sound accompaniment started. The lights were turned out, but the large, light- coloured areas of the screen reflected enough light for ready visibility. It made men’s eyes sparkle as they moved restlessly. Kinner was still praying, shouting, his voice a raucous accompaniment to the mechanical sound. Dutton stepped up the amplification. 

So long had the voice been going on, that only vaguely at first was McReady aware that something seemed missing. Lying as he was, just across the narrow room from the corridor leading to Cosmos House, Kinner’s voice had reached him fairly clearly, despite the sound accompaniment of the pictures. It struck him abruptly that it had stopped. 

‘Dutton, cut that sound,’ McReady called as he sat up abruptly. The pictures flickered a moment, soundless and strangely futile in the sudden, deep silence. The rising wind on the surface above bubbled melancholy tears of sound down the stove pipes. ‘Kinner’s stopped,’ McReady said softly. 

‘For God’s sake start that sound then; he may have stopped to listen,’ Norris snapped. 

McReady rose and went down the corridor. Barclay and Van Wall left their places at the far end of the room to follow him. The flickers bulged and twisted on the back of Barclay’s grey underwear as he crossed the still-functioning beam of the projector. Dutton snapped on the lights, and the pictures vanished. 

Norris stood at the door as McReady had asked. Garry sat down quietly in the bunk nearest the door, forcing Clark to make room for him. Most of the others had stayed exactly where they were. Only Connant walked slowly up and down the room, in steady, unvarying rhythm. 

‘If you’re going to do that, Connant,’ Clark spat, ‘we can get along without you altogether, whether you’re human or not. Will you stop that damned rhythm?’ 

‘Sorry.’ The physicist sat down in a bunk, and watched his toes thoughtfully. It was almost five minutes, five ages, while the wind made the only sound, before McReady appeared at the door. 

‘We,’ he announced, ‘haven’t got enough grief here already. Somebody’s tried to help us out. Kinner has a knife in his throat, which was why he stopped singing, probably. We’ve got monsters, madmen and murderers. Any more ‘M’s’ you can think of, Caidwell? If there are we’ll probably have ‘em before long.’ 

 

‘Is Blair loose?’ someone asked. 

‘Blair is not loose. Or he flew in. If there’s any doubt about where our gentle helper came from – this may clear it up.’ Van Wall held a foot-long, thin-bladed knife in a cloth. The wooden handle was half-burnt, charred with the peculiar pattern of the top of the galley stove. 

Clark stared at it. ‘I did that this afternoon. I forgot the damn thing and left it on the stove.’ 

Van Wall nodded. ‘I smelled it, if you remember. I knew the knife came from the galley.’ 

‘I wonder,’ said Benning looking around at the party warily, ‘how many more monsters have we? If somebody could slip out of his place, go back of the screen to the galley and then down to the Cosmos House and back – he did come back didn’t he? Yes – everybody’s here. Well, if one of the gang could do all that...’ 

‘Maybe a monster did it,’ Garry suggested quietly. ‘There’s that possibility.’ 

‘The monster, as you pointed out today, has only men left to imitate. Would he decrease his – supply, shall we say?’ Van Wall pointed out. ‘No, we just have a plain, ordinary louse, a murderer to deal with. Ordinarily we’d call him an “inhuman murderer” I suppose, but we have to distinguish now. We have inhuman murderers, and now we have human murderers. Or one at least.’ 

‘There’s one less human,’ Norris said softly. ‘Maybe the monsters have the balance of power now.’ 

‘Never mind that,’ McReady sighed and turned to Barclay. ‘Bar, will you get your electric gadget? I’m going to make certain . . ’

Barclay turned down the corridor to get the pronged electrocuter, while McReady and Van Wall went back toward Cosmos House. Barclay followed them in some thirty seconds. 

The corridor to Cosmos House twisted, as did nearly all corridors in Big Magnet, and Norris stood at the entrance again. But they heard, rather muffled, McReady’s sudden shout. There was a savage flurry of blows, dull ch-thunk, shiuff sounds. ‘Bar – Bar –, And a curious, savage mewing scream, silenced before even quick-moving Norris had reached the bend. 

Kinner – or what had been Kinner – lay on the floor, cut half in two by the great knife McReady had had. The meteorologist stood against the wall, the knife dripping red in his hand. Van Wall was stirring vaguely on the floor, moaning, his hand half- consciously rubbing at his jaw. Barclay, an unutterably savage gleam in his eyes, was methodically leaning on the pronged weapon in his hand, jabbing – jabbing, jabbing. 

Kinner’s arms had developed a queer, scaly fur, and the flesh had twisted. The fingers had shortened, the hand rounded, the finger nails become three-inch long things of dull red horn, keened to steel-hard, razor-sharp talons. 

McReady raised his head, looked at the knife in his hand and dropped it, ‘Well, whoever did it can speak up now. He was an inhuman murderer at that – in that he murdered an inhuman. I swear by all that’s holy, Kinner was a lifeless corpse on the floor here when we arrived. But when It found we were going to jab It with the power – It changed.’ 

Norris stared unsteadily. ‘Oh, Lord, those things can act. Ye gods – sitting in here for hours, mouthing prayers to a God it hated! Shouting hymns in a cracked voice – hymns about a Church it never knew. Driving us mad with its ceaseless howling... 

‘Well. Speak up, whoever did it. You didn’t know it, but you did the camp a favour. And I want to know how in blazes you got out of the room without anyone seeing you. It might help in guarding ourselves.’ 

‘His screaming – his singing. Even the sound projector couldn’t drown it.’ Clark shivered. ‘It was a monster.’ 

‘Oh,’ said Van Wall in sudden comprehension. ‘You were sitting right next to the door, weren’t you? And almost behind the projection screen already.’ 

Clark nodded dumbly. ‘He – it’s quiet now. It’s a dead . Mac, your test’s no damn good. It was dead anyway, monster or man, it was dead.’ 

McReady chuckled softly. ‘Boys, meet Clark, the only one we know is human! Meet Clark, the one who proves he’s human by trying to commit murder – and failing. Will the rest of you please refrain from trying to prove you’re human for a while? I think we may have another test.’ 

‘A test!’ Connant snapped joyfully, then his face sagged in disappointment. ‘I suppose it’s another either-way-you-want-it.’ 

‘No,’ said McReady steadily. ‘Look sharp and be careful. Come into the Ad Building. Barclay, bring your electrocuter. And somebody – Dutton – stand with Barclay to make sure he does it. Watch every neighbour for, by the Hell these monsters came from, I’ve got something, and they know it. They’re going to get dangerous!’ 

The group tensed abruptly. An air of crushing menace entered into every man’s body; sharply they looked at each other. More keenly than ever before – is that man next to me an inhuman monster?’ 

‘What is it?’ Garry asked, as they stood again in the main room. ‘How long will it take?’ 

‘I don’t know, exactly,’ said McReady, his voice brittle with angry determination. ‘But I know it will work, and no two ways about it. It depends on a basic quality of the monsters, not on us. “Kinner” just convinced me.’ He stood heavy and solid in bronzed immobility, completely sure of himself again at last. 

‘This,’ said Barclay, hefting the wooden-handled weapon tipped with its two sharp-pointed, charged conductors, ‘is going to be rather necessary, I take it. Is the power plant assured?’ 

Dutton nodded sharply. ‘The automatic stoker bin is full. The gas power plant is on stand-by. Van Wall and I set it for the movie operation – and we’ve checked it over rather carefully several times, you know. Anything those wires touch, dies,’ he assured them grimly. ‘I know that.’ 

Dr Copper stirred vaguely in his bunk, rubbed his eyes with a fumbling hand. He sat up slowly, blinked his eyes blurred with sleep and drugs, widened with an unutterable horror of drug- ridden nightmares. ‘Garry,’ he mumbled, ‘Garry – listen. Selfish – from hell they came, and hellish shellfish – I mean self– Do I? What do I mean?’ He sank back in his bunk, and snored softly. 

McReady looked at him thoughtfully. ‘We’ll know presently,’ he nodded slowly. ‘But selfish is what you mean, all right. You may have thought of that, half-sleeping, dreaming there. I didn’t stop to think what dreams you might be having. But that’s all right. Selfish is the word. They must be, you see.’ He turned to the men in the cabin, tense, silent men staring with wolfish eyes each at his neighbour. ‘Selfish, and as Dr Copper said – every part is a whole. Every piece is self-sufficient, an animal in itself. 

‘That, and one other thing, tell the story. There’s nothing mysterious about blood; it’s just as normal a body tissue as a piece of muscle, or a piece of liver. But it hasn’t so much connective tissue, though it has millions, billions of life-cells.’ 

McReady’s great bronze beard ruffled in a grim smile. ‘This is satisfying, in a way. I’m pretty sure we humans still outnumber you – others. Others standing here. And we have what you, your other–world race, evidently doesn’t. Not au imitated, but a bred-in-the-bone instinct, a driving, unquenchable fire that’s genuine. We’ll fight, fight with a ferocity you may attempt to imitate, but you’ll never equal! We’re real. You’re imitations, false to the core of your every cell. 

‘All right. It’s a showdown now. You know. You, with your mind reading. You’ve lifted the idea from my brain. You can’t do a thing about it. 

‘Standing here– 

‘Let it pass. Blood is tissue. They have to bleed; if they don’t bleed when cut, then by Heaven, they’re phoney from hell! If they bleed – then that blood, separated from them, is an individual – a newly formed individual in its own right ,just as they – split, all of them, from one original – are individuals! 

‘Get it, Van? See the answer, Bar?’ 

Van Wall laughed very softly. ‘The blood – the blood will not obey. It’s a new individual, with all the desire to protect its own life that the original – the main mass from which it was split – has. The blood will live – and try to crawl away from a hot needle, say!’ 

McReady picked up the scalpel from the table. From the cabinet, he took a rack of test-tubes, a tiny alcohol lamp, and a length of platinum wire set in a little glass rod. A smile of grim satisfaction rode his lips. For a moment he glanced up at those around him. Barclay and Dutton moved toward him slowly, the wooden-handled electric instrument alert. 

‘Dutton,’ said McReady, ‘suppose you stand over by the splice there where you’ve connected that in. Just make sure no – thing pulls it loose.’ 

Dutton moved away. ‘Now, Van, suppose you be first on this.’ White-faced, Van Wall stepped forward. With a delicate precision, McReady cut a vein in the base of his thumb. Van Wall winced slightly, then held steady as a half inch of bright blood collected in the tube. McReady put the tube in the rack, gave Van Wall a bit of alum, and indicated the iodine bottle. 

Van Wall stood motionlessly watching. McReady heated the platinum wire in the alcohol lamp flame,then dipped it into the tube. It hissed softly. Five times he repeated the test. ‘Human, I’d say,’ McReady sighed, and straightened. ‘As yet, my theory hasn’t been actually proven – but I have hopes. I have hopes. 

‘Don’t, by the way, get too interested in this. We have with us some unwelcome ones, no doubt. Van, will you relieve Barclay at the switch? Thanks. OK, Barclay, and may I say I hope you stay with us? You’re a damned good guy.’ 

Barclay grinned uncertainly; winced under the keen edge of the scalpel. Presently, smiling widely, he retrieved his long- handled weapon. 

‘Mr Samuel Dutt – Bar!’ 

The tensity was released in that second. Whatever of hell the monsters may have had within them, the men in that instant matched it. Barclay had no chance to move his weapon, as a score of men poured down on the thing that had seemed Dutton. It mewed, and spat, and tried to grow fangs – and was a hundred broken, torn pieces. Without knives, or any weapon save the brute-given strength of a staff of picked men, the thing was crushed, rent. 

Slowly they picked themselves up, their eyes smouldering, very quiet in their motions. A curious wrinkling of their lips betrayed a species of nervousness. 

Barclay went over with the electric weapon. Things smouldered and stank. The caustic acid Van Wall dropped on each spilled drop of blood gave off tickling, cough-provoking fumes. 

McReady grinned, his deep-set eyes alight and dancing. ‘Maybe,’ he said softly, ‘I underrated man’s abilities when I said nothing human could have the ferocity in the eyes of that thing we found. I wish we could have the opportunity to treat in a more befitting manner these things. Something with boiling oil, or melted lead in it, or maybe slow roasting in the power boiler. When I think what a man Dutton was 

‘Never mind. My theory is confirmed by – by one who knew? Well, Van Wall and Barclay are proven. I think, then, that I’ll try to show you what I already know. That I, too, am human.’ McReady switched the scalpel in absolute alcohol, 

burned it off the metal blade, and cut the base of his thumb expertly. 

Twenty seconds later he looked up from the desk at the waiting men. There were more grins out there now, friendly grins, yet withal, something else in the eyes. ‘Connant,’ McReady laughed softly, ‘was right. The huskies watching that thing in the corridor bend had nothing on you. Wonder why we think only the wolf blood has the right to ferocity? Maybe on spontaneous viciousness a wolf takes tops, but after these seven days – abandon all hope, ye wolves who enter here! 

‘Maybe we can save time. Connant, would you step for–’ 

Again Barclay was too slow. There were more grins, less tensity still, when Barclay and Van Wall finished their work. 

Garry spoke in a low, bitter voice. ‘Connant was one of the finest men we had here – and five minutes ago I’d have sworn he was a man. Those damnable things are more than imitation.’ Garry shuddered and sat back in his bunk. 

And thirty seconds later, Garry’s blood shrank from the hot platinum wire and struggled to escape the tube, struggled as frantically as a suddenly feral, red-eyed, dissolving imitation of Garry struggled to dodge the snake-tongue weapon Barclay advanced at him, white-faced and sweating. The Thing in the test-tube screamed with a tiny, tinny voice as McReady dropped it into the glowing coal of the galley stove. 

 

‘The last of it?’ Dr Copper looked down from his bunk with blood-shot, saddened eyes. ‘Fourteen of them–’ 

McReady nodded shortly. ‘In some ways – if only we could have permanently prevented their spreading – I’d like to have even the imitations back. Commander Garry – Connant – Dutton – Clark–’ 

‘Where are they taking those things?’ Copper nodded to the stretcher Barclay and Norris were carrying out. 

‘Outside. Outside on the ice, where they’ve got fifteen smashed crates, half a ton of coal, and presently will add 10 gallons of kerosene. We’ve dumped acid on every spilled drop, every torn fragment. We’re going to incinerate those.’ 

‘Sounds like a good plan.’ Copper nodded wearily. ‘I wonder, you haven’t said whether Blair–’ 

McReady started. ‘We forgot him? We had so much else! I wonder – do you suppose we can cure him now?’ 

‘If–’ began Dr Copper, and stopped meaningly. 

McReady started a second time, ‘Even a madman. It imitated Kinner and his praying hysteria. . . McReady turned toward Van Wall at the long table. ‘Van, we’ve got to make an expedition to Blair’s shack.’ 

Van looked up sharply, the frown of worry fading for an instant in surprised remembrance. Then he rose, nodded. ‘Barclay better go along. He applied the lashings, and may figure how to get in without frightening Blair too much.’ 

Three quarters of an hour, through –37° cold, while the aurora curtain bellied overhead. The twilight was nearly 12 hours long, flaming in the north on snow like white, crystalline sand under their skis. A five-mile wind piled it in drift-lines pointing off to the northwest. Three quarters of an hour to reach the snow-buried shack. No smoke came from the little shack, and the men hastened. 

‘Blair!’ Barclay roared into the wind when he was still a hundred yards away. ‘Blair!’ 

‘Shut up,’ said McReady softly. ‘And hurry. He may be trying a lone hike. If we have to go after him – no planes, the tractors disabled . . 

‘Would a monster have the stamina a man has?’ 

‘A broken leg wouldn’t stop it for more than a minute,’ McReady pointed out. 

Barclay gasped suddenly and pointed aloft. Dim in the twilit sky, a winged thing circled in curves of indescribable grace and ease. Great white wings tipped gently, and the bird swept over them in silent curiosity. 

‘Albatross –’, Barclay said softly. ‘First of the season, and wandering way inland for some reason. If a monster’s loose . . . ’

Norris bent down on the ice, and tore hurriedly at his heavy, windproof clothing. He straightened, his coat flapping open, a grim blue-metalled weapon in his hand. It roared a challenge to the white silence of Antarctica. 

The thing in the air screamed hoarsely. Its great wings worked frantically as a dozen feathers floated down from its tail. Norris fired again. The bird was moving swiftly now, but in an almost straight line of retreat. It screamed again, more feathers dropped, and with beating wings it soared behind a ridge of pressure ice, to vanish. 

Norris hurried after the others. ‘It won’t come back,’ he panted. Barclay cautioned him to silence, pointing. A curiously, fiercely blue light beat out from the cracks of the shack’s door. A very low, soft humming sounded inside, a low, soft humming and a clink and click of tools, the very sounds somehow bearing a message of frantic haste. 

McReady’s face paled. ‘Lord help us if that thing has –’ He grabbed Barclay’s shoulder, and made snipping motions with his fingers, pointing toward the lacing of control-cables that held the door. 

Barclay drew the wire-cutters from his pocket, and kneeled soundlessly at the door. The snap and twang of cut wires made an unbearable racket in the utter quiet of the Antarctic hush. There was only that strange, sweetly soft hum from within the shack, and the queerly, hectically-clipped clicking and rattling of tools to drown their noises. 

McReady peered through a crack in the door. His breath sucked in huskily and his great fingers clamped cruelly on Barclay’s shoulder. The meteorologist backed down. ‘It isn’t,’ he explained very softly, ‘Blair. It’s kneeling on something on the bunk – something that keeps lifting. Whatever it’s working on is a thing like a knapsack – and it lifts.’ 

‘All at once,’ Barclay said grimly. ‘No. Norris, hang back, and get that iron of yours out. It may have–weapons.’ 

Together, Barclay’s powerful body and McReady’s giant strength struck the door. Inside, the bunk jammed against the door screeched madly and crackled into kindling. The door flung down from broken hinges, the patched lumber of the doorpost dropping inward. 

Like a blue rubber ball, a Thing bounced up. One of its four tentacle-like arms looped out like a striking snake. In a seven-tentacled hand a six-inch pencil of winking, shining metal glinted and swung upward to face them. Its line-thin lips twitched back from snake-fangs in a grin of hate, red eyes blazing. 

Norris’s revolver thundered in the confined space. The hate-washed face twitched in agony, the looping tentacle snatched back. The silvery thing in its hand a smashed ruin of metal, the seven-tentacled hand became a mass of mangled flesh oozing greenish-yellow ichor. The revolver thundered three times more. Dark holes drilled each of the three eyes before Norris hurled the empty weapon against its face. 

The Thing screamed in feral hate, a lashing tentacle wiping at blinded eyes. For a moment it crawled on the floor, savage tentacles lashing out, the body twitching. Then it staggered up again, blinded eyes working, boiling hideously, the crushed flesh sloughing away in sodden gobbets. 

Barclay lurched to his feet and dove forward with an ice-axe. The flat of the weighty thing crushed against the side of the head. Again the unkillable monster went down. The tentacles lashed out, and suddenly Barclay fell to his feet in the grip of a living, livid rope. The thing dissolved as he held it, a white-hot band that ate into the flesh of his hands like living fire. Frantically he tore the stuff from him, held his hands where they could not be reached. The blind Thing felt and ripped at the tough, heavy, wind-proof cloth, seeking flesh – flesh it could convert. 

The huge blow-torch McReady had brought coughed solemnly. Abruptly it rumbled disapproval throatily. Then it laughed gurglingly, and thrust out a blue-white, three-foot tongue. The Thing on the floor shrieked, flailed out blindly with tentacles that writhed and withered in the bubbling wrath of the blow-torch. It crawled and turned on the floor, it shrieked and hobbled madly, but always McReady held the blow-torch on the face, the dead eyes burning and bubbling uselessly. Frantically the Thing crawled and howled. 

A tentacle sprouted a savage talon – and crisped in the flame. Steadily McReady moved with a planned, grim campaign. Helpless, maddened, the Thing retreated from the grunting torch, the caressing, licking tongue. For a moment it rebelled, squalling in inhuman hatred at the touch of the icy snow. Then it fell back before the charring breath of the torch, the stench of its flesh bathing it. Hopelessly it retreated – on and on across the Antarctic snow. The bitter wind swept over it, twisting the torch- tongue; vainly it flopped, a trail of oily, stinking smoke bubbling away from it... 

McReady walked back toward the shack silently. Barclay met him at the door. ‘No more?’ the giant metreorologist asked grimly. 

Barclay shook his head. ‘No more. It didnt split?’

‘It had other things to think about,’ NItRcdy r him. ‘When I left it, it was a glowing coal. What was it doing?’

Norris laughed shortly. ‘Wise boys, we are, mah magnetos, so planes won’t work. Rip the boiler tubIng out ofthe tractors. And leave that Thing alonefor a week in this shack. Alone and undisturbed.’ 

McReady looked in at the shack more carefully. The air, despite the ripped door, was hot and humid. On a table at the far end of the room rested a thing of coiled wires and small magnets, glass tubing and radio tubes. At the centre a block of rough stone rested. From the centre of the block came the light that flooded the place, the fiercely blue light bluer than the glare of an electric arc, and from it came the sweetly soft hum. Off to one side was another mechanism of crystal glass, blown with an incredible neatness and delicacy, metal plates and a queer, shimmery sphere of insubstantiality. 

‘What is that?’ McReady moved nearer. 

Norris grunted. ‘Leave it for investigation. But I can guess pretty well. That’s atomic power. That stuff to the left – that’s a neat little thing for doing what men have been trying to do with 100-ton cyclotrons and so forth. It separates neutrons from heavy water, which he was getting from the surrounding ice.’ 

‘Where did he get all – oh. Of course. A monster couldn’t be locked in – or out. He’s been through the apparatus caches.’ McReady stared at the apparatus. ‘Lord, what minds that race must have 

‘The shimmery sphere I think it’s a sphere of pure force. Neutrons can pass through any matter, and he wanted a supply reservoir of neutrons. Just project neutrons against silica – calcium – beryllium – almost anything, and the atomic energy is released. That thing is the atomic generator.’ 

McReady plucked a thermometer from his coat. ‘It’s 120° in here, despite the open door. Our clothes have kept the heat out to an extent, but I’m sweating now.’ 

Norris nodded. ‘The light’s cold. I found that. But it gives off heat to warm the place through that coil. He had all the power in the world. He could keep it warm and pleasant, as his race thought of warmth and pleasantness. Did you notice the light, the colour of it?’ 

McReady nodded. ‘Beyond the stars is the answer. From beyond the stars. From a hotter planet that circled a brighter, bluer sun they came.’ 

McReady glanced out the door toward the blasted, smoke-stained trail that flopped and wandered blindly off across the drift. ‘There won’t be any more coming. I guess. Sheer accident it landed here, and that was twenty million years ago. What did it do all that for?’ He nodded toward the apparatus. 

Barclay laughed softly. ‘Did you notice what it was working on when we came? Look.’ He pointed toward the ceiling of the shack. 

Like a knapsack made of flattened coffee-tins, with dangling cloth straps and leather belts, the mechanism clung to the ceiling. A tiny, glaring heart of supernal flame burned in it, yet burned through the ceiling’s wood without scorching it. Barclay walked over to it, grasped two of the dangling straps in his hands, and pulled it down with an effort. He strapped it about his body. A slight jump carried him in a weirdly slow arc across the room. 

‘Anti-gravity,’ said McReady softly. 

‘Anti-gravity,’ Norris nodded. ‘Yes, we had ‘em stopped, with no planes, and no birds. The birds hadn’t come – but it had coffee-tins and radio parts, and glass and the machine shop at night. And a week – a whole week – all to itself. America in a single jump–with anti-gravity powered by the atomic energy of matter. 

‘We had ‘em stopped. Another half hour – it was just tightening these straps on the device so it could wear it – and we’d have stayed in Antarctica, and shot down any moving thing that came from the rest of the world.’ 

‘The albatross –’ McReady said softly. ‘Do you suppose–’ 

‘With this thing almost finished? With that death weapon it held in its hand? 

‘No, by the grace of God, who evidently does hear very well, even down here, and the margin of half an hour, we keep our world, and the planets of the system too. Anti-gravity, you know, and atomic power. Because They came from another sun, a star beyond the stars. They came from a world with a bluer sun.’
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