ytciaWales

REGISTERED IN PATENT OFFICE

VOLUME XVIIX NUMBER 1

Published monthly by the Popular Fiction Publishing Company, 2467 E. Washington Street.
Indianepolis, Ind. Entered as second-class matter March 20, 1923, at the post office at Indianapolis,
Ind., under the act of March 3, 1879. Single copies, 26 cents. Subscription, $2.50 a year in the
United States, $3.00 a year in Canada. English office: Charles Lavell, 13, Serjcant’s Inn, Fleet
Street, E. C. 4, London. The publishers are not responsible for the loss of unsolicited manuscripts,
although every care will be taken of such material while in their possession. The contents.of this
magazine are fully protected by copyright and must not be reproduced either wholly or in part
without permission from the publishers.
| NOTE—AN manuscripts and communications should be addressed to the publishers’ Chicago
office at 8B40 North Michigan Avenue, Chicago, I

FARNSWORTH WRIGHT, Editor.

Copyright, 1931, by thc Popular Fiction Publishing Company

Contents for August, 1931

Cover Design __________________________ . C. C. Senf
Hlustrating a scene in “Tam, Son of the Tiges” &!
The Eyrie . ___________ 4

A chat with the readers

Moon Madness ________________________ Wallace G. West 8

The story of a frightful fate that cooked the brains of the travellers in the
space-rocket

Creeping Fingers ____________________ Loretta G. Burrough 16

A graesome mystery-tale of the thing that slithered through the bathroom
door and flopped into the tub

[CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE]

2 - OOPYRIGHTED IN GREAT BRITAIN



[CONTINUED FROM PRECEDING PAGE]

The Earth-Owners ____________________ Edmond Hamilton

A weird-scientific story of beings from outside, who Jought for the ownership
of our world

The Whisperer in Darkness ________________ H. P. Lovecraft
A stupendous noveletre in which the borror rises and accumulases to a su-
perb climax

Tam, Son of the Tiger (Part2) _________ Otis Adelbert Kline

A sevial story of Asian gods, a subterranean world, and a tremendous threat
against mankind

OldRoses __________ . Stella G. S. Perry

A touching story of the Vieux Carré in New Orleans—a weird iale of ap-
pedling beauty and tenderness

TheUndead ______________________ Amelia Reynolds Long

Sir James Thorne was dead, but what was that flapping creature that spread.
wild terror on the moor?

Prince Borgia’s Mass - ____.__________ August W. Derleth

A brief tale of Cesare Borgia, and the terrible punishment meted out to the
devil-worshippers

A Voyage to Sfanomoé ________________ Clark Ashton Smith

The brothers Hotar and Evidon left doomed Ailantis and journeyed 1o the
Planet Venus—a fanciful weird tale

The Time-Traveler ___________________ Ralph Milne Farley

Whar would yow do if you were offered a practical, sciemtific method by
which you could live your life over again?

Weird Story Reprint:
The Wolf-Leader (Parc 1) —___________ Alexandre Dumas

An exciting werewolf novel, which does not appear in any collection in Eng-
lish of Dumas’ works

22

32

72

21

107

111

116

120

For Advertising Rates in WEIRD TALES Apply Direct to

WEIRD TALES
Western Advertising Office: Eastern Advertising Offices
HARLEY L. WARD, INC. D. P. RIKER, Mgr.
360 N. Michigan Ave,, 303 Fourth Ave.,
Chicago, Il New York, N. Y.

Phone, Central 6269 Phone, Gramercy 5380




The Time-Traveler

By RALPH MILNE FARLEY

W hat would you do if you were given a chance to influence events so that you
conld live the past over again?

F HE had his life to live over again,
and especially one certain day in his
college career back in Cambridge,

would he rescue his room-mate from the
icy waters of the Charles River, as he had
done on that particular day?

Professor John D. Smith turned this
question bitterly over in his mind. For
he had just received a blow, the crown-
ing indignity of a long series of indig-
nities at the hands of that ungrateful
room-mate!

The blow consisted in a letter from
the board of regents, informing him that
Paul Arkwright (that room-mate), rath-
er than himself, had been chosen to fill
the vacancy as dean of the mathematics
department. ‘The letter went on to sug-
gest tactfully that, if Professor Smith ob-
jected to serving under a junior, his resig-
nation would be accepted, although re-
gretfully.

This last was too much!

Smith exploded to his wife, “"Mary, I
can see Paul’s hand in this, the dinty
crook! Not content with beating me out
of the position, he even wants to get me
off the faculty, in addition. It’s the last
straw! Why didn’t I let him drown ten
years ago?”’

P TO ten years ago, the two men had
been bosom friends: John Smith,
the student; and Paul Arkwright, the
athlete and handshaker. Then came the
day when Paul had upset his rowing-
shell, and John had plunged into the
frigid stream to save Paul’s life.
Some philosopher has said: *“To make
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a man love you, let him do you a favor;
to make him hate you, do a favor for
him.”

This had proved true in this instance.
Smith adored his room-mate all the more.
But Arkwright became secretly embit-
tered that he, an athlete, had been rescued
by a mere grind, especially as the Boston
newspapers all featured that phase of the
story.

John Smith was graduated with hon-
ors, and received an appointment to a
Western university. He secured for his
friend a position on the same faculty;
which favor still further intensified
Smith’s love and Arkwright’s hate. The
latter, as soon as he was firmly estab-
lished, began bootlicking the regents and
neglecting Smith. As Smith stood in the
way of his further ambition, Smith must
be eliminated, gratitude or no gratitude.

So when Smith published his first big
bit of research, Arkwright supplied a
footnote pointing out a fundamental flaw.
When Smith published his second thesis,
his ex-friend called attention to the fact
that the theory was old, and hinted that
Smith had deliberately plagiarized it.

Yet even so, Smith was merely grieved,
rather than resentful. But now came the
last straw, and his long-suffering love for
his old chum turned to hate.

Mrs. Smith was desolated by the situa-
tion.

Said she, "Of course, you will have no
difficulty getting a good position in some
other college. But I love this town. We
have many friends here. And we shall
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have to sell our beautiful house. Obh,
the ungrateful wretch!”

" ‘He who expects gratitude hath not
conferred a favor,’ "’ quoted Smith, add-
ing bitterly, "“But Paul might, at least,

have given me a square deal.”

HAT evening his colleague, Dr. Wil-
lis, called to condole with him, and
to take his mind off his troubles by stag-
ing one of their periodic quarrels about
relativity.
Assuming a gayety which he did not
feel, Smith recited the following lim-
erick:

There was a young lady named Bright,
Who could travel much faster than light.
She set out one day
In a relative way,
And arrived on the preceding night.

Dr. Willis, horrified at this sacrilege,
protested: “If you will persist in re-
fusing to accept the Einstein theory,
please, please use argument, rather than
arrant flippancy!”

“Very well,” said Smith, “here goes
for some argument. If, as you say, time
is a dimension, like length, breadth and
thickness, why can’t we go backward and
forward through time, the same as we
can in the other three directions?”’

“It’s not the fault of time,”" Willis re-
plied, “'but is merely due to our own lim-
itations. God can view all time and
space as one complete whole, so who
knows but that some human beings, by
virtue of the divine spark within them,
may occasionally be able to travel back-
ward through time?”

“Bosh!” objected Smith.

But Willis persisted, "“Isn’t memory
really a sort of traveling backward
through time?”

“No, it isn't!” asserted Smith posi-
tively; “'for, if it were, then we could go
back to a past event in memory, change
the event in the light of our present
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knowledge, and then return to the pres-
ent and enjoy the fruits of that change.”

To himself he-added, “If I could go
back into the past, there is one event
which I should most certainly change:
my rescue of Paul Arkwright!”

Late that night he fell asleep, stll
cursing his ungrateful chum.

PROFESSOR SMITH dreamed that he was
a college boy again, standing on a
bridge over the Charles River, watching
an athletic youth navigate the stream in
a single-scull racing-shell. The air was
crisp and cold. He saw a submerged log
just ahead of the rower, and shouted a
warning. But it was too late. The
craft struck and capsized. No danger,
though, for Paul was as expert a swim-
mer as he was a rower.

The dream was as vivid as though it
were real! To the dreamer it was ac-
tually real; he had no idea that he was
merely dreaming.

As Smith looked, the swimmer's face
suddenly contorted and his head went
under. As he came to the surface again,
he cried in a strained voice, ‘'Cramps!
Help!”

"Coming, Paul!” shouted Smith, cast-
ing off his coat and leaping onto the
pazner of the bridge.

But <hen something stayed him, some
premonition, or an Einsteinian memory
of the future, who can say which?

“Sink, you damned scoundrel!” Smith
shouted; and jumping down from the
parapet again, he put on his coat and
walked briskly away, without even glanc-
ing back at the drowning man.

ROFESSOR SMITH awoke in a sweat of
horror, for he had dreamed that he
had deliberately let his best friend drown.
He switched on the light and shuddered.
Then he remembered all that this false
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friend had done to injure him in ithe
years that had followed that drowning,
from which he had really rescued the
friend, instead of deserting him as in the
dream. And with the recollection of all
those ungrateful indignities, he sincerely
wished that the dream were true, and that
the truth had been only a dream.

But no such luck, for there on his
dresser lay the fateful letter from the re-
gents, complete proof of his friend’s
faithlessness!

Smith reached for the letter, and
opened it; then rubbed his eyes and
looked again. For the letter from the
board of regents took pleasure in inform-
ing him of his selection as dean of
mathematics, the coveted position!

“This must be some more of the same
dream,” Smith thought, “for this is what
would have happened if I had let that
beast drown, instead of saving his un-
grateful hide as I did.”

To see if the illusion still held, he got
up and went over to the bookcase, which
held the bound copies of the Bulletin of
the American Mathematical Society. Tak-
ing out one well-thumbed volume, he
turned to the page where Paul Ark-
wright's damning note had pointed out
the fallacy in Smith’s thesis. There stood
the thesis and the note, but the note was
very mild, and was by the editor instead
of by Arkwright.

Professor Smith turned to his second
article in another volume. Sure enough,
there -was the note about the German
anticipation of his ideas, but this note
too was by the editor, and it contained
no veiled accusation of intentional pla-
giarism.

Professor Smith smiled. The dream
was going good! So he looked up Ark-
wright's name in the college catalog,
only to find no such person among the
faculty. Even Paul’s mathematics courses
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were all listed as given by others. Smith’s
smile became a grin.

The gray light of morning was begin-
ning to show. He dressed quietly, then
sneaked downstairs, and getting into his
car, drove out to the new subdivision,
where Paul Arkwright’s house was being
built. But the lot stood vacant, and still
held a “for sale” sign.

About the time that Professor Smith
reached home again, he began to realize
that he was awake and not dreaming.
And then he began to worry. Things
like this just don’t happen in real life!
Yesterday Paul had blocked his promo-
tion; today all trace of Paul had been
wiped from the face of the earth. Ot
else he himself was losing his mind.

His one hope lay in his wife. She
would, she must, remember their de-
spairing conference of the night before!

At breakfast she appeared, looking
worried; and no wonder, with him traip-
sing off in the car in the early morning,
when usually she had difhiculty getting
him out of bed in time for breakfast!

He noticed her tense look, and it
cheered him, for he interpreted it as be-
ing due to the letter of the night before.
But still he could not be sure.

So he said in a level tone, “Do you
remember that letter from the regents
lase night?”

To his surprize, his wife brightened
at once.

“Indeed I do!” she said. “Isn’t it
splendid! You acted like a kid when
you read it to me. And didn’t we have
a wonderful celebration-party together
downtown! A regular second honey-
moon. To you, the promotion means the
fulhlment of your ambitions. And to
me it means that we shall soon be able
to pay off the mortgage on our home. Oh,
John, isn’t it glorious!”
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“But how about Paul Arkwright?”’ he
asked, bewildered.

"You poor dear,” she sympathized,
“it’s just like you to grieve over your old
room-mate in your hour of triumph. I
wish that I had known him. He must
have been quite a fellow, to judge from
the way you have always praised him.
He would be so glad, I am sure, if he
were alive today, to know of your suc-
cess.”

Professor Smith gave it up! He passed
a bewildered hand across his brow. He
would accept the gift of the gods with-
out question. Paul's death would never
be on his conscience, for he knew in his
heart of hearts that he had actually saved
Paul ten years ago, and that letting Paul
drown had been only a figment of last
night’s dream.

And yet had it been merely a dream?
As the day wore on, Professor Smith be-
gan to believe that some probably un-
founded premonition had caused him ac-
tually to kill his beloved and trusting
room-mate, years ago; and that the long
chain of ungrateful indignities at the
hands of that room-mate had been the
dream, a mere invention of his imagina-
tion, conjured up by some defense-mech-
anism in his brain, to justify his das-
tardly act.

In spite of the congratulations which
were showered upon him because of his
promotion, he became more and more
morose and harassed during the day. By,
evening he was a wreck!

HAT night the same dream came
again. Once more John Smith, the
college grind, stood on the parapet over-
looking the Charles River, and watched
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his athletic room-mate, Paul Arkwright,
struggling amid the ice-cakes.

“If T save him,” the thought flashed
through Smith’'s mind, "“he will be un-
grateful. He will hound me and ruin
my career. But if I lec him drown, his
death will haunt me forever.”

“"Coming, Paul!” he cried, and dived
into the swirling stream.

PROFESSOR SMITH awoke, feeling very
proud of himself. He had saved
Paul Arkwright's life,

But had he?

There lay the letter from the regents.
That letter would tell the tale.

Fearfully Smith arose, and approached
the letter as though it had been a poison-
ous serpent. Gingerly he reached out for
the envelope. For a moment he held it,
not daring to look inside. But at last,
with an effort, he took out the letter and
unfolded it. With a further effort, he
looked at it and read it carefully.

Then he actually smiled with relief!

The letter was in its old original form,
informing him of Paul Arkwright's ap-
pointment as Dean, and tactfully sug-
gested his own resignation. He could
stand it now, for his conscience was clear.
There were worse things in life than a
lost job!

Professor Smith then remembered his
dispute with Dr. Willis on the Einstein
theory two evenings ago, and his grin be-
came even broader.

“"Won't Willis be interested!” said he
to himself. “I've twice gone back into
time, and have twice changed my entire
career.” Then he smiled ruefully, and
added, “And yet how can I ever prove it
to anyone?”’
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