Like many another he left a diary, but this one was a thing of horror.

Heading by Joseph Eberle
" X r O U haven't told me yet
X how it happened," I said
to Mrs. Malkin.
She set her lips and eyed me,
sharply.
"Didn't you talk with the
coroner, sir?"
"Yes, of course," I (admitted;
"but as I understand,you found
my uncle, I thought-h^"
"Well, I wouldn't care to say
anything about it," she interrupted, with, decision.

This housekeeper of my
uncle's was somewhat taller than
I, and much heavier—two physical preponderances which afford
any woman .possessing them an
advantage over the inferior male.
She appeared a subject for
diplomacy rather than argument.
Noting her ample jaw, her
•breadth of cheek,. the unsentimental glint of her eye, I decided on conciliation. I placed a
chair for her, there in my Uncle
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in cabinets, all over the place,
Godfrey's study, and dropped
the way you do. But when it
into another, myself.
"At least, before we go over comes to pinnin' them on the
walls in regular armies,' I says,
the other parts of the house,
'and on the ceiling of your own
suppose we rest a little," I suggested, in my most unctuous man- study; and even on different
parts of the furniture, so that
ner. "The place rather gets on
a body don't know what awfiil
one's nerves—don't you think
things she's agoin' to find under
so?"
It was sheer luck—I claim no her hand of a sudden when she
credit for it. My chance reflection does the dusting; why then,' I
found the weak spot in her says to him, 'it's drivin' a decent
fortifications. She replied to it woman too far.' "
with an undoubted smack of sat"And did he never try to reisfaction:
form his ways when you told him
"It's more than seven years -that.-*" I asked, smiling.
"To be frank with you, Mr.
that I've been doing for Mr.
Sarston, sir. Bringing him his Robinson when I talked like that
meals regular as clockwork, keep- to him, he generally raised my
pay. And what .was a body to do
ing the house clean—as clean as
then?"
he'd let me—and sleeping at my
own home, o' nights; and in all
"I can't see how Lucy Lawton
that time I've said, over and
stood the place as long as she
over, there ain't a house in New
did," I observed, watching Mrs.
York the equal of this for queer- Malkin's red face very closely.
ness."
She swallowed the bait, and
"Nor anywhere else," I en- leaned forward, hands on knees.
, "Poor girl, it got on her
couraged her, with a laugh; and
her confidences opened another nerves. But she was the quiet
kind. You never saw her, sir?"
notch:
I shook my head.
"You're likely right in that,
"One of them slim, faded
too, sir. As I've said to poor Mr.
Sarston, many a time, "It's all girls, with light hair, and hardly
well enough,' says I, 'to have a word to say. for herself. I don't
bugs for a hobby. You can af- believe she got to know the nextdoor neighbor in the whole year
ford it; and being a bachelor and
by yourself, you don't have to she lived with your uncle. She
was an orphan, wasn't she, sir?"
consider other people's likes and
dislikes. And it's all well enough
"Yes," I said. "Godfrey Sarsif you want to, says I, to keep ton and I were her only living
thousands and thousands o' them relatives. That was why she came
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from Australia to stay with him,
after her father's death."
Mrs." Malkin nodded. I was
hoping that, putting a check on
my eagerness, I could lead 'her
on to a number of things I greatly desired to know. Up .to the
time I had induced the house-keeper to show me through this
strange house of my Uncle Godfrey's, the whole affair had been
a mystery of lips which closed
and faces which were averted at
my approach. Even the coroner
seemed unwilling to tell me just
how my uncle had died.
" T ^ I D you un4erstand she
- L ' was going to live with
him, sir?" asked Mrs. Malkin,'
looking hard at me.
I confirmed myself to a nod.
"Well, so,did I. Yet, after a
year, back she went."
"She went suddenly?" I suggested.
"So suddenly that I never
knew a thing about it till after
she was gone. I came to do my
chores one day, and she was
here. I came the next, and she
had started back to Australia.
That's how sudden she went."
"They must have had a falling
out," I conjectured. "I suppose
it was because of the house."
"Maybe it was and maybe it
wasn't."
"You know of other reasons?"
"I have eyes in my head," she
said. "But I'm not going.to talk

about it. Shall we be getting on
now, sir?"
I tried another lead:
"I hadn't seen my uncle in five
years, you know. He seemed
terribly changed. He was not an
old •man, by any means, yet when
I saw him at the funeral—" I
paused, expectantly.
To my relief, she responded
readily:
"He looked that way for the
last few months, especially that
last week, I spoke to him about
it, two days before—before it
happened, sir—and told him
he'd do well to see the doctor
again. But he cut me off short.
My sister took sick the same day,
and I was called out of town.
The next time I saw him, he
was—"
She paused, and then went on,
sobbing:
"To think of himlyin- there
in that awful place, and callin'
and callin' for me, as I know
•he must, and me not around
to hear him!"
As she.stopped again, suddenly, and threw a suspicious glance
at me,. I hastened to insert a
matter-of-fact question:
"Did he appear ill on that
last day?"
"Not so much ill, as—"
"Yes?" I prompted.
She was silent a long time,
while I waited, afraid that some
word of mine, had brought back
her former attitude of hostility.
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Then she seemed to make up
her mind.
"I oughtn't to say another
word. I've said too much, already. But you've been Wberal
with me, sir, and L know somethin' you've a right to be told,
which I'm thinkin' no one else
is agoin' to tell you. Look at the
bottom of his study door a minute, sir."

I

FOLLOWED her direction.
What I saw led me to drop
to my hands and knees the better
to examine it.
"Why should he put a rubber
strip on the bottom of his door?"
I asked, getting up.
She replied with another enigmatical suggestion:
""Look at these, if you will,
sir. "You'll remember that he
slept in this study. That was his
bed, over there -in the alcove."
'"Bolts!" I exclaimed. And I
reinforced sight with touch by
shooting one of them back and
forth a few times. ""Double bolts
on the inside of this bedroom
door! An upstairs room, at that.
What was the idea?"
Mrs.
Malkin
portentously
shook her head and sighed, as
one unburdening her mind.
"'Only this can I say, sir; he
was afraid of something—terribly afraid, sir. Something that
came in the night."
""What was it?" I demanded.
"I don't know, sir."
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"It was in the night that—it
happened?" I asked.
She nodded; then, as if the
prologue were over, as if she had
prepared my mind sufficiently,
she produced something from
under her apron. She must have
been holding it there all the
time.
"It's his diary, sir. It was lying
here on the floor. I saved it for
you, before the police could get
their hands on it."
.1 opened the little book. One
of the sheets near the back was
crumpled, and I glanced at it,
idly.
What I read there impelled
me to slap the cover shut again.
""Did you read this?" I demanded.
She met my gaze, frankly.
"I looked into it, sir, just as
you did—only just looked into
it. Not for worlds would I do
even that again!"
_ "I noticed some reference
here to a slab in the cellar. What
slab is that?"
- "It covers an old, dried-up
well, sir."
"Will you show it to me?"
"You can find it for yourself,
sir, if you wish. I'm not goin'
down there," she said, decidedly.
"Ah, well, I've seen enough
for today," I told her. "I'll take
the diary back to my hotel and
read it."
I did not return to my hotel,
however. In my one brief
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glance into the little book, I had
seen something which had bitten
into my soul, only a few words,
but they had brought me very
near to that queer, solitary man
who had been my uncle.
I dismissed Mrs. Malkin, and
remained in' the study. There
was the fitting place to read the
diary he had left behind him.
His personality lingered like
a vapor in-that study. I settled
into his deep morris chair, and
turned it to catch the light from
the single, narrow window—the
light, doubtless, by which he had
written much of his work on
entomology.
That same struggling illumination played shadowy tricks
with hosts of wall-crucified insects, which seemed engaged in
a united effort to crawl upward
in sinuous lines. Some of their
number, impaled to the ceiling
itself, peered quiveringly down
on the aspiring multitude. The
whole house, with its crisp dead,
rustling in any vagrant breeze,
brought back to my mind the
hand that had pinned them, one
by one, on wall and ceiling and
furniture. A kindly hand, I reflected, though eccentric; one not
to be turned aside from its single
hobby.
When quiet, peering Uncle
Godfrey went, there passed out
another of those scientific enthusiasts, whose passion for exact
truth in some one direction has

extended the bounds of human
knowledge. Could not his. un-.
questioned merits have been balanced against his sin? Was it
necessary to even-handed justice
that he die face-to-face with
Horror, struggling with the thing
he most feared? I ponder the
question still, though his body—
strangely bruised—has beeri long
at rest.

T

HE entries in the little book
began with the fifteenth of
June. Everything before that
date had been' torn out. There,
in the room where it had been
written, I read my Uncle Godfrey's diary.
"It is done. I am trembling
so' that the words will hardly
form under my pen, but my
mind is collected. My course was
for the best. Suppose I had married her? She would have beeri
unwilling to live in this house.
At the outset, her wishes would
have come between me and my
work, and that would have been
only the beginning.
' "As a married man', I could
not have concentrated properly,
I could not have surrounded myself with the atfnosphere indispensable to the writing of my
book. My scientific message
would never have been delivered. As it is, though my heart is
sore, I shall stifle these memories
in work.
"I wish I had been more
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gentle with her, especially when cellar and lift the slab over the
she sank to her knees before me, old well.
"I never have yielded to the
tonight. She kissed my hand. I
should not have repulsed her so impulse, but it had persisted for
roughly. In particular, my words minutes together with such incould have been better chosen. tensity that I have had to put
I said to her, bitterly: 'Get up, work aside, and literally hold
and don't nuzzle my hand like myself down in my chair. This
a dog.' She rose, without a word, insane desire comes only in the
dead of night, when its disquietand left me. How was I to know
ing effect is heightened by the
that, within- an hour—
"I am largely to blame. Yet, various noises peculiar to the
had I taken any other couirse house.
'Tor instance, there often is
afterward than the one I did,
the authorities would have mis- a draft of air along the hallways,
which causes a rustling among
understood."
Again, there foUowed-a space the specimens impaled on the
from which the sheets had been walls. Lately, too, there have
been other nocturnal sounds,torn; but- from the sixteenth of
July, all. the pages were intact. strongly suggestive of 'the busy
Something had come over the clamor of rats and mice. This
writing, too. It was still precise calls for investigation. I have
and clear—my Uncle Godfrey's been at considerable expense to
characteristic han.d—but the let- make the house proof against
rodents, which might destroy
ters were, less firm. As the
some of my best specimens. If
entries approached the end,
some structural defect has openthis difference became still more
ed a way for them, the situation
marked.
Here follows, then, the whole niust be corrected at once."
"July 17th. The foundations
of his story; or as much of it as
will ever be known. I shall let and cellar were examined today
his words speak for him, without by a workman. He states posi..tively that there is no place of
further interruption:
"My nerves are becoming ingress for rodents. He contented himself with looking at the
more seriously affected. If certain
slab over the old well, without
annoyances do not shortly cease,
I shall be obliged to procure lifting it."
"July. 19th. While I was sitmedical advice. T o be more
specific, I find myself, at times, ting in this chair, late last night,
obsessed by an almost uncontrol- writing, the impulse to descend
lable desire to descend fo the . to the cellar suddenly came upon
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me with tremendous insistence".
I yielded—which, perhaps, was
as well. For at least I satisfied
myself that the disquiet which
possesses me has no external
cause.
"The long journey through
the hallways was difficult. Several times, I was keenly. aware
of the same sounds (perhaps I
should say, the same IMPRESSIONS of sounds) that I, had
erroneously laid to rats. I am
convinced now that they are
more symptoms of my nervous
condition. Further indications of
this came in "the fact that, as I
opened the cellar door, the small
noises abruptly ceased. There
was no final scamper of -tiny
footfalls to suggest rats disturbed at their occupations.
"Indeed, I was conscious of a
certain impression of expectant
"silence—as if the thing behind •
the noises, whatever it was, had
paused to watch me enter its
domain. Throughout my time in
the cellar, I seeined. surroundedby this same atmosphere. Sheer
'nerves,' of course..
« T N THE main, I held myself
-L well under control. As I
was about to leave the cellar;
however, I unguardedly glanced
back over my shoulder at the
stone slab covering the old well.
At that, a violent tremor came
_over me, and, losings all command, I rushed back up the_

cellar stairs, thence to this study.
My nerves are playing'me sorry
tricks."
"July 30th. For more than a.
week, all has been' well.. The
tone of my nerves seems distinctly better. Mrs. Malkin, who has
remarked several times lately upon my paleness, expressed, t h e ;
conviction this afternoon that I
am nearly my, old self again.'
This is encouraging. I was beginning to fear that the severe
strain of the past few months
had left an indelible mark upon,
mie.
"With continued health, I
shall be able to finish my book
by spring."
"July 31st. Mrs. Malkin re. mained rather late tonight in
connection with' some item of
housework^ and it was- quite
dark when I returned to my
study from bolting the street
door after her. The blackness of
the upper hall, which the former
owner of the house inexplicably
failed to wire for electricity, was
profound. As I came to^Ae top
of the second flight of stairs,
something clutched at my foot,
and, for an instant, almost pulled me back., I freed myself and
- ran- to the study."
i
"August 3rd. Again the awful
insistence. I sit here, with this
diary. upon my knee, and it
seems that fingers of iron are
tearing at me. I WILL N O T go!
My nerves may be utterly un-
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strung again (I fear they are),
'but I am still their master."
"August 4th. I did not yield,
last night. After a bitter struggle,
which must have lasted nearly
an hour, the desire to go to the
cellar suddenly-departed. I must
not give in at any time."
"August 5th. Tonight, the rat
noises (I shall call them that for
want of a more appropriate -"
term) are very noticeable. I went'
to the length of unbolting my
door and stepping into the hallway to listen. After.a few minutes, I seemed to be aware of
something large and gray watching me from the darkness at the
end of the passage. This is a
bizarre statement, of course, but
it exactly describes my impression. I withdrew hastily info the
study, and bolted the door.
"Now that my nerves' condition is so palpably affecting the
optic nerve,- I must not much
longeir delay seeing a specialist.
But-:-how much shall I tell
him?" •
.
"August 8th. Several times,
tonight, while sitting here at
my work, I have seemed to hear
soft footsteps, in the passage.'
'Nerves' again, of course, or else
some new trick of the wind
among the specimens on the
walls."
"August 9th. By my watch it
is four o'clock in the morning.
My mind is made up to record
the experience I have passed

121

through. Calmness may come
that way.
" T j l E E L I N G rather fatigued
JT last night, from the strain
of a weary day of research,' I retired early. My sleep was more
refreshing, than usual, as it is
likely to be when one is genuinely tired. I awakened, however
(it must have been about ah
hour ago), with a start of tremendous violence.
"There was moonlight in the
room. My nerves were on edge,
but for a moment, I saw nothingunusual. Then, glancing toward
the door, I perceived what appeared to be thin, white fingers,
thrust under it-—exactly as if'
some one outside' the door were
trying to attract my attention in
that manner. 'I rose and turned
on the light, but the fingers were
gone. •
"Needless to say, I did not
open the door. I write the occurrence down, just as it took place,
or as it, seemed; but I can not
trust rnyself to comment upon
it".
"August 10th. Have fastened
heavy rubber strips on the bottom
of my ..bedroom • door."
; "August? 15th; All quiet, for
several nights. I am hoping that
the rubber strijss, being something definite and tangible, have
had a salutary effect upon my
nerves. Perhaps I shall not need
to see a! doctor."
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"August 17th. Once more, I" the start. Without doubt, most,
if not all, of my hallucinations'
have been aroused from sleep.
The interruptions seem to come could have been averted.
always at the- same hour—about
"I have been suffering a
three o'clock in the morning. I
needless penalty from my nerves
had ^been dreaming of the well
for an action I took solely in the
in the cellar—the same dream,
interests of science. I have no
over and over—everything black
disposition to tolerate it further.
except the slab, and a figure From today, I shall report reguwith bowed .head and averted
larly to Dr. Sartwell."
face sitting there. Also, I had
"August 19th. Used the sleepvague dreams about a dog. Can .' ing draft last night, with gratifyit be that my last words to. her
ing results. The doctors says I
have irnpressed that on my must repeat the dose for several
mind? I must pull myself tonights, until my nerves are well
gether. In particular, I must not,
under control again.'^
under any pressure, yield, and
"August 21st.. All well. It
visit the cellar after nightfall." ; seems that I have found the way
-"August 18th. Am •• feeling out—a very simple and prosaic
much more hopeful. Mrs. Malway. I rnight have avoided much
kin remarked on it, while serv- needless annoyance by seeking
ing dinner. This improvement
expert advice at' the beginning.
is due largely to a consultation
Before: retiring, last night, I unI have had with Dr. Sartwell, bolted my study door and took
the .distinguished specialist in
a turn up arid down the passage.
nervous diseases. I went into
I felt no trepidation. The place
full details with him, excepting was as it used to be, before these
certain reservations. He scouted
fancies assailed me. A -visit to
the idea that iny experiences the*cellar after nightfall will be
could be. other , thaii purely the test for my complete recovmental.
ery, but I am not' yet quite
ready for that. Patience!"
"When he recommended a
change of scene (which I had
. been expecting), I told him posi- « A U G U S T 22nd. I have just
tively that' it was out of the
• ^ ^ read . yesterday's entry,
question. He said theh'that, with
thinking to steady myselJF; It is
the aid of a tonic and ah occa- cheerful—almost gay; and- there
sional sleeping draft, I ani likely
are other entries like it in preto progress well enough at home.
ceding pages. I am a mouse, in
This is distinctly encouraging.
the grip of a cat. Let rne have
I erred in not going to him at -freedom for ever' so short a. time,
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and I begin Lo rejoice at my
escape. Then the paw descends
again.
"It is four in the morning—
the usual hour. I retired rather
late, last night, after administer-^
ing the draft. Instead of the
dreamless sleep, which heretofore has followed the use of the
drug,, the slumber into which I
fell was punctuated by recurrent
visions of the slab, with the
bowed iigure, upon it. Also, I
had one poignant dream in
which the dog was involved.
" A T LENGTH, I awakened,
--^~J^ and reached mechanically
for the light switch beside my
bed. When my hand encountered nothing, I suddenly realized
the truth. I was standing in my
study, with my other hand upon
the doorknob. It required only
a moment, of course, to. find the
light and switch it on. I saw
then. that the bolt had been
drawn back.
"The door was quite unlocked. My awakening must have
interrupted me in the very act of
opening it. I could hear something moving restlessly in the
passage outside the door."
"August 23rd. I must beware
of sleeping at night. Without
confiding the fact to Dr. Sartwell, I have begun to take the
drug in the daytime. At first,
Mrs. Malkin's views- on the subject were pronounced, but my
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explanations of 'doctor's orders'
has silenced her. I am awake, for
breakfast and supper, and sleep
in the hours between. . She is
leaving me, each evening, a cold
lunch to be eaten at midnight."
"August 26th. Several times,
I have caught myself nodding in
my chair. The last time, I am
sure that, on arousing, I perceived the rubber strip under the
door bent, inward, as if something were pushing it from the
other side. I must not, under
any circumstances, permit myself
to fall asleep."
"September 2nd. Mrs. Malkin
is to be away, because of her
sister's illness. I can not help
dreading her absence. Though
she is here only in the daytime,
eyen that companionship is very
welcome."
"September 3rd. Let me put
this into writing. The mere labor
of composition has a soothing
influence upon me. God knows,
I need such, an influence now, as
never before!
"In spite of all my watchfulness, I fell asleep, tonight—
across my bed. I must have been
utterly exhausted. The dream I
had was, the one about the dog.
I was patting the creature's head,
over and over.
"I awoke, at last, to find myself in darkness, and in a standing position. There was a suggestion of chill and earthiness
in the air. While I was drowsily
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trying to get my bearings, I be- covering the writing. With difficame aware that something was culty, I made it out:
muzzling my hand, as a dog
"The guilt is mine—mine,
might do.
only. I loved her too well, yet
I was unwilling to marry,
"Still saturated with my
dream, I was not greatly aston- though she entreated me on her
ished. I extended my hand, to knees—though she kissed my
pat the dog's head. That brought hand. I told her my scientific
me to my senses. I was standing work came first. She did it, herself. ,1 was not expecting that—I
in the cellar.
swear I w a s not expecting it. But
"THE T H I N G BEFORE ME
I was afraid the authorities
WAS N O T A u O G !
"I can not tell how I fled back • would misunderstand. So I took
up the cellar stairs. I know, what seemed the best course. She
however, that, as I turned, the had no friends here who would
inquire.
slab was visible, in spite of the
darkness, with something sitting
"It is waiting outside my
upon it. All the way up the
door. I FEEL it. It compels me,
stairs, hands snatched at my
through' my'thoughts. My hand
feet. . . . " "
keeps on writing. I must not fall
asleep. I must think only of what
I am writing. I must—"
HIS entry seemed to finish
this diary, for blank pages
Then came the words; I had
followed it; but I rernembered
seen when Mrs. Malkin had
the crumpled sheet, neat the handed me the book. They were
back o'f the book. It was partly
written very large. In places, the
torn out, as if a hand had clutchpen had dug through the paper.
ed it, convulsively: The writing Though they were scrawled, I
on it, too, was markedly in conread them at a glance:
trast to the precise, albeit nerv"Not the slab in the cellar!
ous penmanship of even the last
Not that! Oh, my God, anything
entry I had perused. I was forced
but that! Anything—"
to hold the scrawl up to the
By what strange compulsion
light to decipher it. This is what
was the hand forced to write
I read:
down what was in the brain;
even to the ultimate thoughts;
"My hand keeps on writing,
even_to those final words?
in spite of myself. What is this?
I do not wish to write, but it
compels me. Yes, yes, I will tell
HE gray light from outside,
the truth, I will tell the truth."
slanting down through tw^o
A heavy blot followed, partly
dull little windows, sank into the

T
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sodden hole near the inner wall.
The coroner and I stood in the
cellar, but not too near the hole.
A small, demonstrative, dark
man—the chief of detectives—
stood a little apart from us, his
eyes intent, his natural animation
suppressed. We were watching
the stooped shoulders of a police
constable, who was angling in
the well.
"See anything, Walters?" inquired the detective, raspingly.
The policeman shook his
head.
The little man turned his
questioning to me.
"You're quite sure?" he demanded.
"Ask the coroner. He saw the
diary," I told him.
"I'm afraid tliere can be no
doubt," the coroner confirmed,
in his heavy, tired voice.
He was an old man, with lacklustre eyes. It had seemed best
to me, on the whole, that he
should read my uncle's diary.
His position entitled him to all
the available facts. What we
were seeking in the well might
especially concern him. .
He looked at me opaquely
now, while the policeman bent
double again. Then he spoke—
like one who reluctantly and at
last does his duty. He nodded
toward the slab of gray stone,
which lay in the shadow to the
left of the well.
"It doesn't seem very heavy,
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does it?" he suggested, in an.
undertone.
I shook my head. "Still, it's
stone," I demurred. "A man
would have to be rather strong
to lift it."
"To lift it—yes." He gl'^i'^cl-d
about the cellar. "Ah, I forgot,"
he said, abruptly. "It is in my
office, as part of the evidence."
He went on, half to himself: "A
man—even though not very
•strong—could take a stick—for
instance, the stick that is now in
my office—and prop up the slab.
If he wished to look into the
well," he whispered.
The policeman interrupted,
straightening again with a groan,
and laying his electric torch beside the well.
"It's breaking my back," he
complained. "'There's dirt down
there. It seems loose, but I can't
get through it. Somebody'll have
to go down."
"The detective cut in:
»
"I'm lighter than you, Walters."
"I'm not afraid, sir."
"I didn't say you were," the
little man snapped. "There's
nothing down there, anyway—
though we'll have to prove liiat,
I suppose." He glanced truculently at me, but went on talking
to the constable: "Rig the rope
around.me, and don't bungle the
knot. I've no intention of falling
into the place."
"There is something there,"
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whispered the coroner, slowly,
to me. His eyes left the little detective and the policeman, carefully tying and testing knots,
and turned again to the square
slab of stone.
""Suppose—while a man was
looking into that hole—with the
stone propped up—he should
accidentally knock the prop
away?" He was still whispering.
"A stone so light that he
could prop it up wouldn't be
heavy enough to kill him," I
objected.
"No." He laid a hand on my
shoulder. "Not to kill him—to
paralyze him—if it struck the
spine in a certain way. To render
him helpless, but not unconscious.- The post mortem would
disclose that, through the bruises
on the body."
HE policeman and the detecT
tive had adjusted the knots
to» their satisfaction. They were
bickering now as to the details
of the descent.
"Would that cause death?" I
whispered.
""You must remember that the
housekeeper was absent for two
days. In two days, even that
pressure—" He stared at me
hard, to make sure that I understood—"with the head down—"
Again the policeman. interrupted:
"I'll stand at the well, if you
gentlemen will grab the rope

behind me. It won't be much of
a pull. I'll take the brunt of it."
We let the little man down,
with the electric torch strapped
to his waist, and some sort of
implement-—a trowel or a small
spade—in his hand. It seemed
a long time before his voice,
curiously hollow, directed us to
stop. The hole must have been
deep.
We braced ourselves. I was
second, the coroner, last. The
policeman relieved his strain
somewhat by snagging the rope
against the edge of the well. •
A noise like muffled scratching reached us from below. Occasionally, the' rope shook and
shifted slightly at the edge of
the hole. At last, the detective's
hollow voic6 spoke.
^ '"What does he say?" the coroner demanded.
The policeman turned his
square, dogged face toward us.
"I think he's found something," he explained.

T

HE roije jerked and shifted
again. Some sort of struggle
seemed to be going on below.
The weight suddenly increased,
and as suddenly lessened, as if
something had. been grasped,
then had managed to elude the
grasp and slip away. I could
catcii the detective's rapid breathing now; also the sound of inarticulate speech in his hollow
voice.
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The next words I caught came
more clearly. They were a command ,to pull up. At the same
moment, the weight- on the rope
grew heavier, and remained so.
The policeman's big shoulders
began straining, rhythmically.
"AH together," he directed.
"Take it easy. Pull when Tdo."
Slowly, the rope
passed
through our hands. Then it
tightened suddenly, and there
was an ejaculation from below
—just below. Still holding fast,
the policeman contrived to stoop
over and look. He translated the
ejaculation for ,us.
"Let down a little. He's struck
with it against the side."
We slackened the rope, until
• the detective's voice gave us the
word again.
The rhythmic tugging continued. Something dark appeared,
quite abruptly, at the top of the
hole. My nerves leapt in spite
of me, but it was merely the
° top of the detective's head—his
dark hair. Something white-came
next—^his pale face, with staring
eyes. Then his shoulders, bowed
forward, the. better to support
what was in his arms. Then—
I looked away; but, as he laid
his burden down at the side of
the well, the detective whispered
to us:
"He had her, covered up with
dirt—covered up . .-."
He began to laugh—^a little,
high cackle, like a child's—-until
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the coroner took him by the
shoulders and deliberately shook
him. Then the policeman led
him out of the cellar. •

I

T WAS not then, but. afterward, that I put my question
to the coroner.
"Tell me," I demanded. "People pass there at all hours. Why
didn't my uncle call for help?"
"I have thought of that,"/ he
replied. "I believe he did call.
I think, probably, he screamed.
But his head was down, and he
couldn't raise it. His screams
must have been swallowed up
in the well."
"You are sure he didn't murder her?" He had given me that
assurance before, but I wished
it again.
"Almost sure," he "declared.
"Though it was on his account,
undoubtedly, that she killed herself. Few of us are punished as
accurately for our sins as he
was."
•
One should be thankful, even
for crumbs of comfort. I am
thahkful. ^ •
But there are times when my
uncle's face rises before me.
After all, we were the same
blood, our sympathies had much
in common; under any given.
circumstances, our thoughts and
feelings must have been largely'
the same. I seem to see him in
that final death m.arch along the
unlighted passageway-^obeying
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an imperative summons—going
on, step by step—down the
Stairway to the first floor, down
the cellar stairs—at last, lifting
the slab.
I try not to think of the final
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Come on, fans. If we yell loud
enough and long enough we may
convince the publishers that they
should expand this field of weird
fiction.
Henry D. Barnett,
Crystal City, M q .
The Editor, WEIRD TALES
9 Rockefeller Plaza
New York 20, N. Y.
The new, pocket-sized
WEIRD
TALES is—so far as artistic
and
literary
quality is
concerned—as
good as it has been in the past.
Apropos of Mr. M. McNeil's recent question in The Eyrie anent
the difference
between
stf and
weird literature, I am always ready
to fake up the cudgels in defense
of the weird tale. Gothic
literature
is meant to entertain. I do not believe in the existence of vampires
and werewolves but I enjoy reading about such betes noires. A
well-written
tale of horror
can
make you forget- your actual sur• roundings and transport you to a
mediaeval
castle
haunted
by
things more palpable
than
mere
memories. I know such a sentence
smacks of the histrionic but I actually
experience such emofions
when I read a . g o o d Gothic r o -

expiation. Yet was it final? I
wonder. Did the last Door of
all, when it opened, find him
willing to pass through? Or was
something waiting beyond that
Door?
mance. O n the other hand, there
is something
about
the
very
thought
..of death-rays,
rocket
ships, ancipitus Martians, and other'
familiars of scientifiction
that prevents from relinquishing
my skepticism
even
while. I'm
reading
about
them.
There have
been
good stf yarns just as there tiave
been bad Gothics,
but, on the
whole,
stf—and,
in
particular,
modern stf—is
puerile.
So far as I'm. concerned, the best
story in the March, 1954, WEIRD
TALES is "The Grave at
Goonhilly"
by G. G. Pendarves. As.I recall, a
few months ago WT reprinted
another of Mr. Pendarves'
wonderful
tales, called,
I think, "Thing
of
Darkness."
It is evident that Mr.
Pendarves
can write but / don'f
believe any of his Gothic romances <;
ever appeared
in book form. I've
never even come, across his name
in any anthology
of ghost
stories.
Uritil some'publisher
decides to put
out a collection
of G. G. Pendarves'
best works, I think
WT
should continue to reprint Mr. Pen-darves' writings.
I hope they are
all as good as those which
have
come back in print in recent issues.
More power to-you when you recognize the maturity o f horrific
and
weird literature.
'
.
Irving Glassman,
, Brooklyn, N . Y.

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

THE EYRIE

Doubleday Science Fiction
The Caves of Steel • by Isaac Asimov • Asimoy has one of the best
.names in this sf business, and this
novel of an almost perfect crime
in intergolactic media is one of his
most fascinating.
Born Leader by J. T. Mcintosh • A
wonderfully imaginative novel of
intrigue among refugees from a
dying Earth upon one of the nev/er
worlds around us.
A-Mirror
for Observers by Edgar
Pangborn • A struggle in the minds
of pseudo men of Earth in a small
Massachusetts t o w n .
Also a very comprehensive index
of the WEIRD & FANTASTICA in
WOIV'T M B S S
WEIRD

TALES,
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Magazines as compiled by Bradf o r d M. Day. The compiler has
studied many sources—to which
he gives careful c r e d i t — a n d his
lists comprise (in multigraphed
form)- stories in the genre from
WEIRD TALES, Golden
Fleece,
Strange Stories, Oriental Stories,
Magic Carpet, Tales of Magic and
Mystery,
Thrill
Book,
Strange
Stories, Complete Stories, Romance
Magazine, Popular Magazine, The
Idler, Blue Book, etc. For students
of the field, the index will provide
a very complete compilation. It
can be obtained by sending $2
to the publisher; Bradford M. Day,
1 2 7 - 0 1 1 16 Avenue, South Ozone
Park 20, New York.
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