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: The" coshtmer -assured him" the
.cloak was ‘genuine, of course— - -

- By"'l"’novher‘t‘.Bl'och _'

[

spattered the sky as it crept into’ .. meant something. This new skeptxusm _

THE Sun was dying, and its blood _by Heaven, in those days a man's. soul

its sepulcher -béhind..the hills.

" Thé l\eemng wmd sent the “dry, fallen

leaves scurrymu toward the west, as "
though hastenmor them to the funeral of -
the sun.
“Nuts!” said Henderson to hxmself
.and stopped thinking. . S
.~ The sun” was -setting-.in .a’ dmgy red
sky, and a dirty raw wind was kicking
up the hali-rotten leaves in a filthy gut-
ter. ‘Why should -he. waste time with
cheap imagery ? :
“Nuts!” said Henderson, again.’
. It was probably a miood evoked by
the day, he mgsed. After all, this was
sthe sunset of Halloween.
the = dreaded ~Allhallows -
* spirits walked and. skulls cried out from
their -graves beueath the. earth. -

sighed. There was a time, he reflected,
when the coming of-this night meant'
something. - A, dark Europe, groaning in

- . automatically. © There

Tonight was:
Eve, .when

" superstitious terror, dedicated this Eve °

to the grinning Unknown.
doors had once been barred against the
_evil visitaiits,”a million prayers mum-
-bled;" a million candles lit. There was .

A million”

something majestic about the idea, Hen—-

dersén reflected.., Life had been -an ad- .

venture in those times, and men walked
in terror-of what the next turn of a mid-
-night road might bring. They had lived
“in a world of demons and ghouls and
elementals who sought their soiils—and

‘his secret thoughts..

‘narrow thoroughfare.

-had. taken a profound meaning away

.

from life. Men no longer. revered the)r o

souls

“Nuts!” said Henderson again, qmte
was something
- crude and twentieth-century about the
coarse expression which ‘always’ checked
his mtrospectwe flights of fancy. ",

“The voice in his brain that said ¢ nuts

took the place of humanity to Hendex-'; ‘_
son—common humanity which - would /-

.voice the same sentiment if they heard ”
.So now Henderson ,~

uttered the word and endeavored to. for<"
get problems and purple patches ahke ’
He was walkmg down’ this street at
sunset to’ buy a costume for the mas-
querade party tonight, and he had much

tumer’s before it closed than waste’ his
tlme daydreaming about Halloween.

‘His eyes searched the darkenmcr shad-
ows of the dingy. buildings lmmg the
Once: again-'he
peered at the address he had scribbled

down after finding it in the phone hook.*

. Why the devil didn’t they light up
the shops when it got dark? He couldn’t
"make out numbers. This was a poor,
run-down neighborhood, but after all—

* Abruptly, Henderson spied the place
across the street and started over.

passed the window and glanced in. The
last rays of the sun slanted over the top
.of the building across the way and {ell

/
better concentrate on_ finding™ the cds-

Elthe; that, or tonight was just an- . .
other rotten cold fall day. Henderson"

BN
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directly on the window and its display.
Henderson drew a sharp mtake of
breath.

He was staring at a costumers win-

~~ dow—mot lookmg through a fissure into

hell. Then why was it-all red fire,
lighting " the grinning visages of fiends?

“Sunset,” Henderson muttered aloud.
Of course it was, and the faces were

merely clever masks such as would be
_displayed in this sort. ef place. Still,

it gave the imaginative man a start, He
opened the door and entered:

The place was dark and still. There

was a smell of loneliness in the air—the -

smell that haunts all places long un-

disturbed ; tombs, atd graves in deep

woods, and caverns in the earth, and—
“Nuts.”

-What the devil was wrong with him,

anyway? = Henderson

getically at the empty darkness.” This

-was the smell of the costumer’s shop,

and it carried him back to_ college days
of amateur theatricals. Henderson had
known this smell of moth balls, decayed
furs, grease paint and oils. He had
played amateur Hamlet and in his hands
he had held a smirking skull that hid alt
knowledge in its empty eyes—a skull,
from the costumer’s. - -

Well, here he was again, and the skull

gave him the idea. After all, Halloween
night it was. Certainly in this mood-

“of his he didin’t. want to go as a rajah,
‘or a- Turk, or a pirate—they all did
-that. Why not go -as a fiend, or.a war-
" lock, or a werewolf? He could see Lind- ..
" strom’s face when he walked into the

elegant’ penthouse wearing rags of some
sort. The fellow would have a fit, with
his society crowd wearing their ex-
pensive Elsa Maxwell take-offs. Hen-
derson didn’t gréatly care for Lind-

. strom’s sophisticated friends anyway; a
.- gang. of amateur Noel Cowards. and

horsy women wearing harnesses of jew-

els. - Why not .carry out the spirit of

Halloween and go as-a monster?

smiled apolo- .

HENDERSON stood” there in the

" dusk, waiting for someone to turn ou
- +the lights, come out from the back room

and serve him. After a minute or so
he .grew impatient and rapped sharply
on the counter.

“Say in there! Service!”

Silence. And a shufﬂmg noise from
the rear, then—an unpleasant noise to
hear in the gloom. There was a bang-
ing from  downstairs
heavy clump of footsteps.  Suddenly
Henderson gasped. A black bulk was

rising from the floor!

It was, of course, only the opening
of the trapdoor from the basement, A
man shuffled behind the counter,” carry-
ing a lamp. In that hght hls eyes
blinked drowsdy

The man’s yellowish face crinkled into
a smile. . : -

“I was sleeping, I'm afrald ” said-the’ _

man, softly. “Can I serve you, sir?”.
“1 was lookmg for a Hallowcen cos-
tume.”
“Oh, yes.
in mind?” ,
The voice was weary, infinitely- weary.

And what was it you had

The eyes continued to blink in the flabby

yellow face..

“Nothing usual, I'm afraid. You see,
T .rather fancied some-sort of monster
getup for a party— Don’t suppose you
carry anything in that line?”

“I could show you masks.”

“No. I meant, werewolf outfits,

: somethmg of that sort. More of the au-

thentic.”

“So. The aufhentu'

“Yes.”  Why d1d thxs old dunce stress
the word ?

“I might—yes, I might have just
the thing for you, sir.” The: eyes blinked,

. but the thin mouth pursed in a smile.

“Just the. thing for Halloween.”

~ “What's that?”

“Have you ever considered the pos-
sibility of being a vampxre?’

“Like Dracula?”’

. “Ah—yes, 1 suppose—Dracula.”

e

and then " the .
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“Not a bad idea. Do you thmk I'm
the type for that, though e

The man appraised him®. w1th that
tight smile. “Vampires are’of all types,
I understand. “You would- ‘do, nicely.”

“Hardly a  compliment,” 'Hgnderson
chuckled. “But why net? What's. the
outfit?” - S _

“Outfit? Merely evening: clothes, or
what you wear. 1 will furmsh you.
with the authentic cloak.” 5

“]ust a cloak—is that all?” -~

“Just a.cloak. - But it is woi'n like
a'shroud. Tt is shroud- cloth, you know,
Wait, I'll get it for you.”

The shuffling feet carried the ‘man
into the rear of the shop again. Down .

the: trapdom entrance he went, and- ‘Hen-
derson waited. There was more bang—

ing, ‘and” presently thé old man~ res

appeared carrying the cloak. He was
shaking dust from it in the darkness..
- “Here-it is—the. genuine cloak.” -
_“Genume [ N
“Allow me to adJust it for you—xt
'w1]1 work wonders, I’'m sure”
“The cold, heavy cloth hung draped
about Henderson’s shoulders. The faint .

.odor. rose mustily in. his nostrils as he :

stepped ‘back .and surveyed himself in
“the mirror. The lamp was poor, -but:
Henderson saw that the cloak effected a
Gtrlkmg transformation in his appear-
ance. - His long face seemed thinner, his
eyes were accentuated in the facial pal-
~lor helghtened by the somber cloak he
wore. It-was a big, black shroud.

_ “Genuine,” " murmured ‘the 6ld man.
He must have come up suddenly, for -
' Henderson hadn’t noticed hlm in the
glass. -~

“4T11 take 1t " Henderson sald “»How
mtich 27 :

“You’ll find it quite entertaining, Im

sure.”
“How much?”- )
“Oh. Shall we say five dollars?” -
“Here.”
The old man took the money, blmk-
ing, and drew the cloak from Hender-

UNKNOWN

“son’s shoulders When it. slid away he
+felt suddenly warm again. It must be"
‘cold in the. ba§e1nent—the cloth. was

icy. _ . .
- The old man wrapped the-garment,

_smiling, and handed it over. - _
“I’ll have it back tomorrow,” Hender— »
_son promised.

“No need. You purchased it. It is
yours.”
“But—

T am leavmg business shortly Keep -

it.” You w111 find more use for 1t than I

- surely.”

“But—"
“A pleasant evening to you.”

Henderson made his way to the door -
in confusion, then turned to salute ‘the

blinking old man in the dimness.

Two ‘eyes ‘were burning at him from -
- across the counter—two eyes that d1d

not blink.

“Good night,” said Henderson, - and

~ closed the door quickly. He wondered

if he were .going just a’ trifle mad.

AT EIGHT,: Hen,derson.nearly called - .

up Lindstrom to tell him he couldn’t

make it. The cold chills came the m_1:n- o
ute he put on the dammned cloak, and .

when- he looked at himself . in the ‘mir-

ror his blurred eyes’ cou]d scarcely make . .

out the reflection.

 But after a few drmks he felt better
about it. He hadn’t eaten, and the liquor

warmed his blood. He paced the- floor,

attitudinizing with the cloak—sweeping - '
- it about him and scowling in what he

thought was a ferocious manner. Damn

_it, he was going to be a vampire all
-'rxght' He called a cab, went down to
the lobby. The driver came . in, and
black -.cloak

Henderson. was waiting,
furled. -

" “T wish you to drlve me, , he said,, L

in a low voice.

The cabman took one look at h1m in N

the cloak and turned pale.
“Whazzat ?” ‘
“I ordered. you-to come,”

said- Hen-,
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-Henderson

- donned a toreador outfit.
. son recogmzed them all ; knéw_that their

~

derson gutturally, while he quaked with
inner mirth. He leered fercciously and
swept the cloak back. -
" “Yeah, yeah. O. K.” -
The driver almost ran outside.
derson_stalked after himi.
“Where to, boss—I mean, sir?”’
The frightened face didn’t turn’as
Henderson intoned the address and sat
back., ¥
The cab started w1th a lurch that set’

‘character. At the sound of the laugh-

ter the driver got panicky dand raced his

-engine: up to the limit set by thé -gov-.
ernor. .Henderson laughed loudly, and
the 1mpr‘e=smnable driver fairly quiv-
-ered in his seat. It was qunte a_ride,
A . :
but Henderson was entirely unprepared
~to open the. door and .find .it slammed

after him as the ‘cabman drove hastlly 3

Y

-away w1thout collectmv a fare.

-“I must- look fhe part,” he thought |

complacently; as. he took. thie elevator up
-to the penthouse apartment.

There were three or four others . in

.the elevator ;- Henderson had seen them

before at other affairs Lindstrom had

"invited him to attend, but nobody seemed

to recognize him. It rather pleased him
. t0 think how -his wearing of an unfa-
miliat cloak and_an unfannhar scowl
~seemed’ to change his entire personality
and appearance. Here the other guests
had donned elaborate dlsgmses——one

“woman wore the costume of a Watteau"

shepherdess, - another was_attlred as a

. Spanish ballerina, a tall man dressed as

and his companion had

Yet Hender-

Pagliacci,

expensive habiliments were not truly dis-
_ guises at all, but merely ‘elaborations
" calculated to enhance their appearance.
. Most people at costume parties gave
" veat to suppressed desires. The women
showed off their figures, the men either
accentuated . their inasculinity as the
toreador ‘did, or clowned it. Such things
were pitiful ;

eagerly doffing their di§mal’ bysiness

Hen- |

to chuckling deeply, in|

these conventional fools |

.
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3 FULL-LENGTH BOOKS ONLY 25¢!
. Each set, handsomely. boxed in
groups of three, contains full-length - [
novels by Nick Carter, Rudyard . §
ﬂ(nphng, and Bertha M. Clay. )
Nick Carter's books are. consid-"*
" ered to be among the best, adventure o
" and detective stories ever written._.

The mysterious charm of troplc In~
. dia has been captured in the pages
of”RT.ldyard Kipling's books as no .
Sther author has.caught if. The swel«
‘tering heat, jungle herds, welrd ad-
ventire are ll here. -

‘Bertha M. Clay is the foremosf” '
writer. of love romances which have
never failed to thrill the hearts of
_her readers. : :

These three wonderful books—

- each coniamlng nqore than 225

~ . pages—can be yours for only 25
cents! _So-fill in the _accompanying .
coupon and mall it TODAYl

S BOOK DEPT.

N
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g | Here was - Marcus Lindstromh,

B | I'Il take mine. from. the bottle.

STREET & SMITH PUBLICATIONS lnc."

- 79 SEVENTH AVE.
= NEW YORK, N. Y,mmeun
 Inclosed please find $é5 “for which

please send- me, post prepald 3 books‘
handsomely boxed.
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STATE............................

1 “What have we here?

| suits .and rushing oft to a lodge, or
amateur theatrical, or mask ball in order
to satisfy théir starving imaginations. :
|- Why didn’t they dress in -garish colors S
‘on the - street? Henderson often pon-
dered the question. .. o
-Surely, these society folk in the ele-
v'a"cor' were fine-looking men and women - ‘
.in_their.outfits—so healthy, so red-faced;
and full of vitality. They’ had such ro-
bust . throats - and necks. Henderson
looked at, the-plump.arms of the woman
next to him. He stared, without realiz-
ing it, for 4 long. moment. And then,

s
B

ks

1 he saw that the occupants of the car had

drawn, away from .him.. They were
standmg in the corner, ast sthough they .

"} | feared his cloak and scowl, and his eyes /
{ | fixed on- the; womar:.
‘ceased abruptly..

-

Their chatter “had
.. The woman looked at
him, as though’ she were about to speak,

| when the elevator doors opened and af-

forded Henderson a welcome respite.

What the devil \vas wrong ? First the
cab driver,. then-. the. woman_ "Had he -

§ drunk too ‘much?

‘Well, 'no. chance to. conslder \that S )
and he N
was thi-usting a glass i’nto]Hen"dersb'n’sr ‘
hand. - ,
Ah, a. bQS;y-
mari!” It needed no second-glancé to
pérceive that Lindstrom, as usual at such
‘affairs, wis already quite bottle- dizzy o
The fat host was posntlvely swnnmmg ’
in alcohol. . R

“Have a- drmk Heuderson my lad!
That
outfit of yours gave me a shock. \\f here'd
you ‘get the make-up?” -

“Make- up? T'm not wearing any 7
1 make- up ) . )
- “Oh.” So: you re not. How , . . .. <
silly of me.”? S
- Henderson wondered if he were

crazy. .Had Lindstrom really drawn.
back? Were his eyes actually filled with
"a certain dlsmay? O, the man was’
obvieusly intoxicated. : .
“Tll’. . . T'll see you later,” babbled
Lindstrom, edgmg away and quu.kly»

~
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turning to the other arrivals.

neck. It was fat and white. It bulged
- over the collar of his costume and there
was a.vein in it.
fat neck. Frightened Lindstrom.
Henderson stood alone in the ante-
‘room. From the patlor beyond came
the sound of music and laughter; party
noises. Henderson hesitated before en-
tering. He drank from the glass in his
hand—3Bacardi rum, and powerful. On

top of his other drinks it almost made.

the man reel. But he drank, wondering.
What was wrong with him and his cos-
tume? Why did he frighten -people?
Was he unconsciously acting. his vam-

" pire role? That crack of Lindstrom’s
about make-up, now—

Acting  on impulse, Henderson
stepped. over to the long panel mirror in
the hall. "He lurched a little, then stood
in the harsh light before it. He faced
the glass, stared into the mirror, and
saw nothing.

He looked at himself in the nurror, .

and there was no one there!

Henderson began to laugh softly,
evilly, deep in. his throat. And as he
gazed into the empty, unreflecting glass,
his laughter rose in black glee.

“I'M DRUNK,” he. whispered. “I
must be drunk. Mirror in my apart-

ment made me blurred. Now I'm so

far gone I can’t see straight. Sure I'm
drunk. - Been acting ridiculously, scar-
ing people. Now I'm seeing hallucina-
tions—or not seemg them, rather. Vi-
sions. Angels.”

His voice lowered. “Sure, angels.

-Standing right in back of me, now.

Hello, angel.”

“Hello.” :

Henderson whirled. There she stood,
in the dark cloak, her hair a shimmering
halo above her white, proud face; her
eyes celestial -blue, and her lips infernal
red.

Hender- ./
son watched the back of Lindstrom’s -~
_miracles ?”’.

A vein in Lindstrom’s .

“up action.

“Are you real?’ asked Henderson,
gently, “Or am I a fool to believe in

“This mlracle s name is . Sheila
Dar rly, and it would like to. powder its
nose if you please.”

“Kindly use this mirror through the
courtesy of Stephen Henderson,” replied
the cloaked man, with. a grin He
stepped back ‘a ways, eyes intent.

The girl turned her head and favoxed
him with a slow,.impish smile. “Haven’t
you ever seen powder used before?” she
asked. .

“Didn’t know angels indulged in cos-
metics,” Henderson replied. “But then
there’s a lot I dori’t know about angels.
From now on-I shall make them a spe-
cial study of mine. There’s so much I
want to find out. So you'll probably
find me following you around with a
notebook all evening.”

“Notebooks for a vamplre? .

“Oh, but Im a very intelligent
vampire—not one of those backwoods
Transylvanian types You'll find me
charming, I’'m sure.’

“Yes, you look like. the sure type,”
the girl mocked. “But an angel and a
vampire—that’s a queer combination.”

“We can reform one another,” Hen-
derson pointed out. “Besides, I have a
suspicion that there’s a bit of the devil
in you. That dark cloak over your
angel costume; dark angel, you know.
Instead of heaven you might hail from
my home town.”

Henderson was flippant, but. under-
neath his banter . cyclonic. thoughts
whirled. He recalled discussions in the
past; cynical observations he had made
and believed. _

Once, Henderson had deéclared that
there was no such thing as love at first
sight, save in books or’ plays where
such a dramatic. device served to speed
He asserted -that people
learned about romance fromr books and
plays and accordingly adepted a belief
in love at first sight when all one could
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possibly feel was desire.

And now this Sheila—this blond angel
—had to come along and drive out all
thoughts of morbidity, all thoughts- of
drunkenhess and foolish gazings into
mirrors, from his mind; had to send
him miadly plunging into dreams of red
lips, ethereal blue eyes and slim white
arms,

Something of his feelings had swept
into his eyes, and as the girl gazed up
at him she felt the truth.

“Well,” she breathed, “I hope the ,m»
spectlon _pleases.”

“A miracle of understatement, that. "

But there was something I wanted to
find _out particularly about divinity. Do
angels dance?”
“Tactful vampire! The next room?”
Arm in arm they entered the parlor,
The merrymakers were in full swing.

Liquor had already pitched gaiety at its~

height, but. there was no dancing any
longer. ©  Boisterous little  grouped
couples laughed arm in arm about
the room. The wusual party gag>
sters were performing their antics in
~corners. The superficial atmosphere,
which Henderson detested, was fully in
evidence.

It was reaction whxch made Hender-
son draw himself up to full height and
sweep the cloak about his shoulders.
Reaction brought the scowl to his pale
face, caused him to stalk along in brood-
ing silence. Sheila seemed to regard
this as a great joke.

“PULL a vampire act on them,” she
giggled, clutching his arm. .Hender-
son accordingly scowled at the couples,

sneered horrendously at the women.

And his progress was marked by the

turning of heads, the abrupt cessation

of chatter. He walked through the long

room like Red Death incarnate. Whis-

pers trailed in his wake. '
“Who is that man?”

“We caine up with him in the ele— :

vator and he—""

.

: Jest

“His eyes—"

“Vampire!”

“Hello, Dracula!” It was Marcus
Lindstrom.and a sullen-looking brunette

in Cleopatra costume who lurched to-

ward Henderson. Host Lindstrom could
scarcely stand, and his companion’ in
cups was equally at a loss. Henderson
liked the man when sober at the club,
but his behavior at parties.had"always
irritated him.

dition—it made him boorish. -
“M’ dear, I want you t’ ‘meet a very
dear friend of mine. Yessir,~it being
Halloween and all, I invited Count
Dracula here, t'gether with his dauvhtcr
Asked his grandmother, but she’s busy
tonight at a Black Sabbath—along with
Aunt Jemima. Ha! Count,
little playmate.” '

The woman leered up at Henderson. .

“Oooh Dracula, what bhig -eyes you
have!
Qoooh—

“Really, Marcus,” Henderson pro-

‘tested. But the host had turned and
‘shouted to the room. .
“Folks, meet .the real goods—~only

genuine living vampire in captivity!
Dracula Henderson, only existing
vampire with false teeth.” ‘

In any other circumstance Henderson
would have given Lindstrom ‘a quick,
efficient punch on the jaw. But Sheila
wa_s at his side, it was.a public gather-
; better to humor the man’s clumsy
Why not be a vampire?

Smiling quickly at the girl, Hender-
son drew himself erect, faced the crowd,
and frowned. His hands brushed the
cloak. Funny, it still felt cold. ILook-
ing down he.noticed for tlie first time
that it was a little dirty at the edges;

muddy or dusty. " But the cold silk slid -

through his fingers as he drew it across
his breast with one long hand. The feel-
ing seemed to inspire him. He-opened
his eyes wide and let them blaze. His
mouth opened. A sense of dramatic

Lindstrom was particu-
" larly objectionable in his present con-

meet my

Oooh what big teeth you have' ,

e

'
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power filled him. And he looked at
Marcus Lindstrom’s soft, fat neck with
the vein standing in the whiteness. He
looked at the neck, saw the crowd
watching him, and then the impulse
seized him. He turned, eyes on that
creasy neck-—that wabbling, creasy neck
of the fat man. '
Hands darted out. .Lindstrom
squeaked like a frightened rat. He was
a plump, sleek white rat, bursting with
blood. Vampires liked blood. Blood
from the rat, from the neck of the rat,
from the vein in the neck of the squeak-
ing rat. ' :
“Warm blood.”
The deep wvoice was Henderson’s
own. o
The hands were Henderson’s own.
The hands-that went around Lind-
strom’s neck as he spoke, the hands that
felt the warmth, that searched out the
vein. Henderson’s face was bending for
the neck, and, as Lindstrom struggled,
his grip tightened. Lindstrom’s face was
turning, turning purple. Blood was
rushing to his head. That was good.
Blood! :
Henderson’s mouth opened. He felt
the air on his teeth.
ward that fat neck, and then— -

'

“STOP! That’s plenty!”

The voice, the cooling voice of-Sheila.
Her fingers on his arm. Henderson
looked up, startled. He released Lind-
strom, who sagged with 'open mouth.

The crowd was staring, and their
mouths were all shaped in the instinc-
tive O of amazement.

Sheila whispered, “Bravo! Served
him right—but you frightened him!”

Henderson struggled a moment to
collect himself. Then he smiled and
turned. :

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he said, “I

-have just given a slight demonstration’

. to prove to you what our host said of

me was. entirely correct. I am a
vampire. Now that you have been
UN—6 ' '

He bent down to--

given fair warning, I am sure you will
be in no further dapger. If there
is a doctor in the house I can, per-
haps, arrange for a blood transfusion.”

The O’s relaxed and laughter came
from startled throats. Hysterical laugh-
ter, in part, then genuine. Henderson
had carried it off. Marcus Lindstrom
alone still stared with eyes that held
utter fear. He knew.

And then the moment broke, for one
of the gagsters ran into the room from
the elevator. He had gone downstairs
and borrowed the apron ard cap of a
newsboy. Now he raced through the
crowd with a bundle of papers under his
arm. . :
“Extra! Extra! Read all about it!
Big Halloween Horror! Extral!”

Laughing guests purchased papers.
A woman approached Sheila, and Hen-
derson watched the girl walk away in a

“-daze.

“See you later,” she called, and her
glance sent fire through his veins. Still,
he could not forget the terrible feeling
that came over him when he had seized
Lindstrom. Why? , A

Automatically, he accepted a- paper
from the shouting pseudo-newsboy. “Big
Halloween Horror,” - he had shouted.
What was that?

Blurred eyes searched the paper.

Then Henderson reeled back. That
headline! It was an' Exitra after all.
Henderson scanned the columns with
mounting dread. :

“Fire in costumer’s . . shortly
after 8 p. m. firemen were summoned to
the shop of . . . flames beyond control

. completely demolished . . . dam-
age estimated at peculiarly
enough, name of proprietor unknown
. . . skeleton found in—"

“No!” gasped Henderson aloud.

He read, reread that closely. The
skeleton had beeri found in a box of
earth in the cellar beneath the shop. The
box was a coffin. There had been two
other boxes, empty. The skeleton had
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been wrapped in a. cloak undamaged by
lhe flames—

And in.the hastily permed box at the
bottom of the column were eyewitness
‘comments, written up under scarcheads
of heavy black type. Neighbors had
" feared the place. Hungarian neighbor-
hood, hints of vampirism, of strangers
who entered the shop. - One man spoke
of a cult believed to have held meetings
in the place. Superstition about things
sold there—love philters, outlandish

_ charms and weird disguises.

Weird disguises—vampires—cloaks—
his evyes!

“This is an authentic cloak.” »

“I will not be using this miich longer.
Keep it.”

Memories. of these words screamed

through Henderson’s brain. He plunged
* out of the room and rushed to the panel
Illll'l or,

A moment, then he flung one arm be-

fore his face to shield his eyes from the -

~“image that was not there—the missing
-reflection.  Vampires have no reflec-
tons.

No wonder he looked strange. No
wonder arms and necks invited him.
He hdad wanted Lindstrom. Good God!

The cloak had done that, the dark:

cloak with the stains. The stains of
earth, grave-earth. The wearing of the
cloak, the cold cloak,~had given him the
feelings of a true vampire. It was a
garment accursed, a thing that had lain
. on the body of one undead. The rusty
stain along one sleeve was blood:

Blood. - It would be nice to see blood.
To taste its warmth -its red hfe, ﬂow-‘

lllg

No. That was insane. He was drunk
crazy. .

“Ah. My pale friend the varfipire..”

. It was Sheila again. And above all
horror rose the beating of Henderson’s
heart. As he looked at her shining eyes,
her warm mouth shaped in red invita-

tion, Henderson felt a wave of warmth..
He looked at her white throat rising

.another kind of warmth rose.

‘toward the empty elevator.

above her dark, shimmering cloak,. and
Love, de-
sire, and a—hunger.

SHE must have seen it in his eyes,
but she did not flinch. Instead, her own~
gaze burned in return. .

Sheila loved him, too!

With an impulsive gesture, Hender-
son ripped the cloak from about his
throat. The icy weight lifted. He was
free. Somehow, he hadn’t wanted to-
take the cloak off but he had to. It
was a cursed thing, and in another min-
ute-he might have taken the girl in his
arms, taken her for_a kiss and remained -
to— o .

But he dared not think of that.

“Tired of masquerading®” she asked.
With a similar gesture she, too, removed
her cloak and stood revealed in the glory.
of her angel robe. Her blond, statu-
esque perfection forced a gasp to Hen-'
derson’s throat. .

“Angel,” he whispered.

““Devil,” she mocked.

And suddenly they were’ embracmg_
Henderson had taken her cloak in his”
arm with his own. Théy stood with lips.
seeking ' rapture until Lindstrom and a
group moved noisily into the anteroom.

At the sight of ‘Henderson the fat

‘host recoiled. .

“You—" he whispered. ~“You are—"
- “Just leaving,” Henderson smiled.
Grasping the girl’s arm, he drew her
.The door
shut .on Lmdstroms pale, fear filled
face.

“Were we leaving ?” Sheila whlspeled
snuggling against his shoulder. - ‘

“We were. But not for earth. We -

"do not go down _into my realm, but up-

—into yours.”

" “The roof garden?” o
“Exactly, my angelic one. I want to

talk to, you against the background of

- your own_ heavens, kiss you amidst the

clouds, and—"
Her lips found his as the car rose.
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“tiny murmurings from afar.

“kissed her, tremblmor.

- on.your cloak.”

"~ “Angel and devil. What a match!”
“I thought so, too,” the girl confessed.
“\V1ll our children
hbrns ?”
“Both, I'm sure.’
"They stepped out onto the deserted

. rooftep.' And once agan it was Hal-

Joween.

"Henderson felt it. Downstairs it ‘was

Lindstrom. and his society friends, in a

drunken costume party. Here it was
mght silence, gloom. . No light, no mu-
si¢, no drinking, no chattér which made

_ one party -identical with another; one .
night like all the rest.

individual here.

TRe sky 'was not blue, but blackx

Clouds hung like the gray heards of hov-
ering giants peermOr at the round orange.
globe of the moon. =~ A cold wind blew
from the .sea, and filled the_air thh

.This was the sky that witches flew
through to their Sabbath This was the
moon of wizardry, the sable. silence of
black prayers and whispered.invocations.
The clouds hid monstrous Presences

.shambling in” summons from afar, It -
.~ was Halloween. . -

‘It was also quite cold.,
© “Give: me my cloak,”
pered. Automatically, Henderson ex-

- tended_the garment, and the girl’s body ~
. swirled under the dark splendor of the

cloth. Her eyes burned up at Hender-
son with a call he could not resist. He
. “Put

" “Yéu're cold,” the giil said.

P

" Yes, Henderson, he .thought to him-

_self Put on your cloak while you stare’
~at her throat.

Then, the next time you
kiss her you will “want her throat and

" -she will give. it.in love and you will take

it in—hunger.
“Put it on, darlmg——I insist,” the girl

whisperéd. Her eyes were impatient,
‘burning with an eagerness to match his

owrn,
Henderson trembled.

havé halos or-

Tlns mght was-

“Sheila whis- _

-easy!

- tonight.”
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PUT ON the cloak of darkness? The
cloak of the grave, the cloak of death,
the cloak of the vampire? The evil

“ cloak, ﬁlled with a cold life of its own

that transférmed his face, transformed
his mmd, made his - soul mstmct w1th
awful hunger?

“Here 1 N : . R

The girl’s shm arms ‘were about him,
pushmg the cloak onto" his- shoulders.
Her fingers brushed his neck] caress-
ingly, ds she linked. the cloak abotit his
throat. .

Henderson shivered. -

Then he felt 1t——through hlm—that
icy coldness turning to a more dreadful

‘heat. He felt himself_expand, felt the

sneer cross his face. This was Power!

And the girl before him, her eyes
taunting, " inviting. - He saw her ivory
neck, her warm slim neck, waiting. It
was waiting for him, for his lips.

For his teeth. o .

No—it couldn’t be.. He loved her.
His love must conquer this madness.
Yes, wear the cloak, defy its power,-and
take her in his arms as-a man, not as a
fiend. He must. It was the test.

“Shella ” Funny, how his voice deep-
ened. -

“Yes, dear.”

“Sheila, I must tell- you thxs

Her eyes—so alluring. . It would~ be

“Shella- please. You read- the papet

“Yes.” e

“T . . . I got my cloak there. I
can’t explain it. You saw how I took
Lindstrom. I wanted to go thiough
with it. - Do you understand me? 1
meant to -, . . to bite him. Wearing

* this damnable thing makes me feel like .

one of those creatures.””

Why didn’t her stare change? Why
didn’t she recoil in horror? Such trust-

. ing innocence!- Didn’t she understand?

Why didn’t she run? Any moment now
he might lose control seize her.
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“I: love you, ‘Sheila: - Beheve that I'f": “You're 'not crazy 1+ know. " I'm

love you. - <. 'not afraid.” - . R
4T kriow.”- Her eyes gleamed in the - - “Then—? C .

meoonlight. The girl’s face mocked * Hendersori

“I want to test it.” I want'to kiss you, .
wearing this cloak.. I want to feel that
my -love 1is- strenger ° than -this—
thing. If I weaken, promise me you'll
_break away and-run, ‘quickly. But don’t - in struggle
misufiderstand. T must face this feehng " And ¢ A lured.
and ﬁght lt,eI want my love for- you to. nd the gir ure ’
be -that- pure, that secure: . Are you _ Her odd, mcredlbly red hps parted in .-

summoned. his strength.. - He bent for- -
- ward, his impulses battling. For a mo-
ment he ‘stood thére. under the.ghastly -
orange moon, and hlS face was tw1sted

.'\.J

afrald " . “a 51lvery, chuckly “laugh as her whlte
“No.. Stil_l 'she stared -at him, just - .arms, rose from the black cloal\ she woré

as he stared at her throat:. If she k_neW‘ to circle “his. neck gently I know—I~ _

what ‘was-in his mind!. “~ . “knew when I looked. in the. mirror. L.

“You don’t think’ Im crazy? 1 went ,-knew: you had. a cloak "like" mme——got
to this .costumer 's—he- was a horrlble yours where T, got mine—" .
little old man—and he-gave me-the cloak Queerly, her lips seemed to- elude hlS
-Actually “told me it was a real vampire’s. :as’ he “stood ~frozen’ for an instant of
T thought -he ‘was Joking, but- tonight I+ shock.” . Then he felt the icy hardness’
- didn’t 'see- myself in the mirror, and®I of her sharp little teeth .on his. throat
wanted Lindstrom’s neck, and 1 want -a strangely soothmg stmg and an en-
you.”. But I must test it.” . .+ ulﬁng blackness - rlsmg over hlm

D1sbe11ef

Around 1800 there was a consrderable fall 4 meteorltes in France and the
“mayor and other officials of the little town near which the fall occurred sent to the’ S
French Academy of Sciences a w1tnessed sworn statement of the actuahty of the - 3
Cfall.” At that ‘date; science had not accepted the fact of the fall of meteorites from: :
the heavens, as there was no"thedry whxch would “make such an eccurrence reason- Soe

able: The }*rench Academy ignored the statement ofﬁcmlly, and unofﬁc1ally re- ’
' ferred fo it as an outstandmg exaniple of mass credulity. - - } :
'Shortly thereafter the Curator of the Museum of Natural Hlstory of Vlenna ’

officially warned museum societies against the, display of so-called aérolites, because < .

the display. of these mythxcal things, of the sanie order of credibility as a piece of - . @ -
uhicorn_horn wou;d be, would detract from thie value of the rest of. the collection. o

It was not until- 1829 .that a book - appeared—prmted in Vienna, incidentally—.
. contammg such an abundance -of evidence as to convifice skeptlcs “of the existence.
. of. meteorltes and leadmg to an explanatlon of the puzzle. Meteorrtes became

pieces of the jig-saw puzzle pattern of science when 1t was reallzed they were tiny - 3
planetoids, -revolving about the' Sun in vast numbers in. eccentric orbxts whrch
‘Earths movements ‘intersected.. © - Tt

N






