A MAGAZINE OF THE BIZARRE AND UNUSUAL

. REGISTERED IN US. PATENT OFFICE -

Volume 27 CONTENTS FOR JANUARY, 1936 Number 1
CoverDesign . . . . . . . . . . ¢+ .+ 42 « « « . . M. Brundage

Hlustrating a scene in "A Rival from the Grave”

A Rival fromtheGrave . . . . . . . . . . . . .Seabury Quinn 2

A 1ale of creeping borror shat rises 10 a climax of sheer terror—an exploit of Jules de Grandin

TheSatnMask . . . . . . . . . . . . . . August W.Derleth 25

W bat weird doom made the wearing of that mask so deadly?—a strange and eery story

HorrorInsured . . . . . . . « + + « « « « « « . PaulEmst 34

Another amazing story abows Dactor Satan, the world’s weirdest criminal

In Davy Jones’'s Locker. . . . . . . . . . . . . Alfredl. Tooke 52

Verse

TheDarckland . . . . ... ... ...+« . .. .C.L Moore 53

A story about an eldritch woman, so gruesome, so deadly that only the pen of C. L. Moore can
describe ber

The Hour of the Dragon (part2) . . . . . . . . .Robert E. Howard 72

A vivid weird novel of a thousand thrills—a 1ale of Conan the barbarian

GrayGhosts . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Clarence Edwin Flynn 105

Verse

Rendezvous. . . . « « « 4« « « « « « « « « . Richard H. Hart 106

The story of a ghostly ferry-boat on the Mississippi, and an engineer who refxsed to drink
ReturntoDeath . . . . . . . . . . . . . J Wesley Rosenquest 111

A weird tale about a man suspected of being a vampire

They . . . . . . . . . . . . . . « . RobertBarbour Johnson 115
A dreadful borror waited on the stone slab in Dead Man’s Canyon

Weird Story Reprint:
Dagon . . . . . «. « « « « .« « « HP Lovecraft 118

. L]
early issue

An eldritch tale from an of WEIRD TALE
The Eyrie . . . . . . . . ¢ . 0 e a0 e e e e e e .. 124

The veaders of this magazine express their opinions

Published monthly by the Popular Fiction Publishing Company, 2457 East Washington Street, Indianapolis, 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,
25 cents. Subjscription rates: Onec year in the United States and possessions, Cuba, Mexico, South America, Spain, $2.50;
Canada, $2.75; elsewhere, $3.00. English office: Otis A. Kline, c/o John Paradise, 86 Strand, W. C. 2, London. The pub-
lishers are not re?onsible 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 protccled by copyright and must not be rcproduced either wholly or in
part without permission from the publishers.

NOTE—AIl manuscripts and communications should be addressed to the publishers’ Chicago office at 840 North Michigan
Avenue, Chicago, Ill. FARNSWORTH WRIGHT, Editor.

Copyright 1936, by the Popular Fiction Publishing Company. q@“
COPYRIGHTED IN GAEAT BRITAIN

WEIRD TALES ISSUED 1st OF EACH MONTH
wW.T—1 1



ey

By ROBERT BARBOUR JOHNSON

W hat inexplicable horror waited on the stone slab in
Dead Man’s Canyon?

“ [ YOULDN'T be stayin® in this
Where canyon if I was you, Mis-
ter,” the old man said.

I looked at him curiously. His face
was strange.

“Why not?” I asked. *Is there dan-
ger?”

The old man spat over his beard.

“Some’d say so,” he said.

“But danger of what?” I pressed him.
“I didn’t know you had wild animals in
these parts.”

"The old man sighed. * "Pends on what
you'd call animals,” he said softly. "‘B’ars
now, an’ catamounts—why, they’re all
gone long ago. Clem Hawkes he shot
the last deer more'n twenty years back.
But nobody ain’t never shot what's in this
here canyon, Mister. I don’t reckon no-
body ever tried.”

Best humor him, I mused. I'd heard
that lunatics were violent if you crossed
them.

“Aren’t you afraid to stay here, then?”
I suggested.

The old man grimaced at his long
shadow on the grass. "“The sun’s still up,
Mister,” he said. " 'Long as it's light,
there’s no safer place in these mountains
than Dead Man's Canyon. It's only after
dark that They come out. Some say the
sun hurts Their eyes. But I say it's Holy
Wiit that they only got power in the
night. ‘The pestilence that walketh in
darkness,” Mister. That's what the Writ
says. And anyhow, They don’t never
come out. That's why no one knows
what They look like,”

I lit a cigarette. The trembling of my
hands annoyed me. Altitude, of course!
I wasn’t being taken in by this old nut
with his wild story. . . .

“If you don’t know what these things
look like,” I sought to reason with him,
“how do you know they’re here?”’

The old man spat. “How do I know
the moon’s over beyond them hills?”" his
voice intoned. “I can’t see it, can I? But
I know it's there. It'll come up when the
sun goes down. And They'll come out.
They’'ll come out like they done the night
Roy Timmons got lost here. We found
Roy in the morning, what there was left
of him. Over on that slab yonder.”

I looked at the slab. It was huge and
dark, with a vague suggestion of having
been quarried. An altar, that was what
it looked like: some sort of prehistoric
stone altar, set against the background of
the towering trees and the slope.

“Then there was little Sue,” the old
man went on. *“We never dared let Sue’s
mother know what shape we found her
in. We buried her over there under the
trees. Told everybody we hadn’t located
her. Her mother’s still believin’ that the
kid will come back home. Sometimes, to
see her settin’ there and hopin'—why,
itd jest break your heart, Mister. But
she mustn’t ever know."

I looked apprehensively at the sun. It
was very near the horizon. Six o’dock it
must be, I decided—or perhaps nearer
seven. But the month was July; the days
would be very long.

“Oh, They're in here all right,” the
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old man droned on. *“Why, we've scen
their footprints lots of times. The fun-
niest footprints—like a little baby’s. And
Mike Collins (him that has that farm
over there on the hill), he's heard Them
hollerin’ and carryin’ on in the night, and
seen lights flicker around that slab until
dawn sometimes. He had a couple of
big dogs, an’ he sicked 'em into the can-
yon to see if they'd catch anything. But
the dogs never come back an’ Mike never
found no trace of neither one.” His voice
trailed off.

“Gettin’ along toward sundown, Mis-
ter,” he began again after a pause.
“Don't you reckon you'd better be headin’
toward town?”

“But you?”" I pressed him. I'd some
vague idea of getting him to an alienist.
*“You can’t stay here alone. You'd better
come with me. We¢'ll be safer together,
you know.”

The old man chuckled sadly. “Don’t
do no worryin’ about me, Mister,” he
said. “I'm necarly always here. Come
sundown, of course, I'll head fer the road
down yonder. I got to wait until the last
minute, though. Mebbe you ain’t the only
feller that'll come through here.”

I said, ""You mean you stay here every
day to warn people off? You're a sort of
sentine]?”’

The old man nodded. “Me and old
Sam Timmons changes off,” he told me.
“Sam was Roy Timmons' dad. At first
we tried puttin’ up signs. But They took
‘em down. Mebbe They can’t read our
writin’, Mister, but They musta known
somehow what them sign; said. So now
we jest stay here ourselves. They can’t do
us no harm, ’cept sometimes they chuck a
few rocks long about sundown

He broke off. A stone whaanged into a
tree, grazed off and fell into a bush. I
looked about for the thrower, but there
was nothing inside except the green wall
of underbrush,
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“See that, Mister?” the old man
chuckled. "“That means They’re med!”
He raised his gun and fired both barrels
in the air. Strange echoes awoke in the
still air.

“That'll stop 'em,” he said proudly.
"They don’t like guns and shootin’. It
scares 'em. 'Course, they’re extra bold
now, 'cause it’s gettin’ along toward the
time of the full moon. Then they'll come
out to dance around the old slab, and
you'll see the lights flickerin’ and hear
’em holler until near dawn. . . . But,
Mister, you better be gittin’ out of here
while there’s time. Don’t wotry none
about the old man. Some of th’ boys
from town alluz come to fetch me if 1
don’t show up right on time.”

I LEPT him reloading his gun, He was
staring into the deepening shadows
on the canyon wall, and his face was
drawn and pale.

“If only I could git one good shot at
Them!” I heard him mutter.

The journey was longer than I had
thought it. The pathway was steep and
ill-defined; the underbrush caught at my
boots. I hurried along as fast as I dared.
My imagination was busy with every rus-
tle and crackle of breaking twigs. As the
shadows lengthened, I became sure that
something followed me unseen. . .

I was running, and panting for breath,
as I came out onto the welcome asphalt
of the road that led to town. I rested
there for a moment before going on,
thankful for the glare of lights and the
familiar sound of rushing motors. As I
did so, one of the cars drew abreast of me
and halted.

“See anything of an old feller with a
gun?” its driver queried.

I made out three othet men in the
vehicle.

“Yes,” 1 said slowly. *T did.”

(Please tarn to page 118)
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They
(Continued from page 116)

“Back there in the canyon, I'll bet,”
the driver said. “That's where we pick
him up every night, nearly. Did he wam
you about—about anything, Mister?”

“He did,” I admitted.

“That's old Collins’ weakness,” the
driver nodded. *“I reckon it's only nat-
ural, seein’ as his granddaughter got
killed there only last year. Reckon he
got to puttin’ two an' two together with
old Timmons and they figgered out this
“They’ business. ‘They’re both harmless
enough, though—long as we let ‘em
guard that there canyon.”

“Then—there’s nothing dangerous in
there?” 1 asked slowly.

“Dangerous? Why, Mister, what could
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there be? This here’s a civilized country,
ain’t it?" The driver slid his car into
gear. “Well, good night, sir. We'll go
git the old feller now. Good night!”

T WASN'T until some time later that I
began to wonder why every man in
that car should have been carrying a rifle;
or why their faces were white and set, as

the old man’s face had been.

Then one day I read in a newspaper
about a certain Samuel B. Timmons, age
87, who had been crushed by a falling
boulder and unrecognizably mangled. It
was an accident, of course—so the paper
said. . . . ’

Dead Man’s Canyon is still there, if
anyone cares to make a further investiga-
tion. Formy part . . .



