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™ EAGULLS, their bellies filled with'
y herring spawn, halted their greedy
J peregrinations long enough to perch

- on Tessa Alder’s faded sign, and not infre-".

quently to add a brief comment to Tessa’s

corny but commercially sound device for

luring tourists and townspeople into her
little gift and book shop. Her beloved land-
lord would do dothing at all to relieve the
peeled, dilapidated condition of the double-
flat’s facade (or indeed any other part of
the house) 'so Tessa, with her usual delicate

counterbalance of shrewd realism and affec- .

tion for whimsy, painted the legend “YE
OLDE GHOSTE SHOPPE” on an old piece
of driftwood, and set it to swinging on the
low brick wall in front of her window.

Occasionally, when some young couple -
- breathlessly asked her ‘who haunted the

shop and why, she would blandly i xmprowse
something appropriate.

Today, the sky having produced rain
several times already, remained bleak and
gusty and portentous. Inside the shop Tessa

was giving her friend Verbena Smith tea.
“Artists sometimes take poison. Don’t "

they, Verbena?” Tessa was asking, in her
invariably mild sweet way.

As a matter of fact they had been dis- -

cussing last night’s movie, 'a'lavish™musical.
Verbena Smith smoothed down her lavender
ruffles and smiled uncertainly. She wished
“Tessa would ,not ramble so. People fre-
quently asked her if Tessa Alder wasn't
just a little off her head, and Verbena’s

no was not always as convincing as it might .
But she did “enjoy taking tea with.

be.
Tessa, and going to the movies with her.

. Then, too, Tessa was old—Tessa was sixty-

seven, while she was only sixty-one,
“More tea, darling?”
Verbena, in her old maid’s brown study,

neglected to answer her.

Verbena shook her head and sipped from
egg-shell cup
hummed as she reached behind the little
coal stove for her own special earthen pot
and poured herself a third cup. Verbena

coughed to conceal her smile. Tessa was -
- s0 odd. She would serve herself from that
‘ugly earthen pot behind the stove, whereas

guests were served . from the ‘pretty China
pot with the cosy on it, the jaunty red and

Tessa asked, when'

significantly. Tessa.

yellow cosy Verbena herself had knitted
Tessa: for Christmas, Well, it was likely hex
wiy of indicating ‘that her guests were
better than she was. Verbena was willing
to- accept this judgment.

The pursed grimace she put forth to
camouflage all this mental activity was in-
tended to be a gracious smile. She would
string along with Tessa's odd fancies, hu-
mor the poor thing. N

“Sometimes they hang themselves she
tittered.

“Who—ah—oh, yes' What I meant, Ver-
bena, is that artists are peculiar. They gel
so intense about their work, and then when
their paintings don’t sell and nobody even
‘wants to look at them—" She tilted her
dark eyebrows significantly.

Verbena smiled.

“I know - who you'te thinking about.
You're thinking about the young man in
the flat upstairs:

“Mzr. Teufel. Perthaps. He 75 an artist—
and come to think I don't imagine he sells
many paintings.’

“He doesn’t sell any,” Verbena corrected.

- “"We were discussing him only yesterday

at the Ladies’ Sewing and Bridge Club.”

“Oh?”

“Mss. Abernathy’s husband knows all
about him. He can’t pay his rent. He can’t
pay for anything. He tried to get a loan
from the bank, but Mr. Abernathy wouldn’t
give him one because of course he has no .
security. Imagine him trying to put up some
of his outlandish pictures as security! Mr. .
Abernathy said if. Mr. Heckle, the grocer,
wants to be silly add exchange food for
those ridiculous daubs of his, let him. As

- for Mrs. Abernathy’s husband’s bank—"

“Poor Mr. Teufel.”

“Tessa wagged her head and poured her-
self more tea.

“What I say is why doesn’t he go to
‘work? Oh, Tessa there’s another seagull
on your sign.” ‘

“Let him,” Tessa sald recklessly. “What
else are the dear ladies domg these days,
Verbena?” “

“Oh, they’re doing ‘some  marvelous
things for the community, Tessa. . Our
bazaar alone made -enough to plant flowers”

" all along thé boardwalk over the. city dump -
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and keep the Bird Fa.ncxers going for an-
other year at least.”
“Poor Mr. Teufel.” Evidently Tessa’s
‘thoughts were jammed on an earlier track.
“Why do you keep saymg that, Tessa?”
Verbena found Tessa's vaguenesses very

itritating, What she had really hoped from.

this tea was to acquire some new tidbit to
dispense at the card party tonight. “Surely
you must know something about Mr. Teufel

by this time, something the rest of us -

don’t. Something deﬁnzte N
“I never eavesdrop,” Tessa said.

“Of course not, but—" Verbena w1ggled
her cup impatiently.
~ “But I don’t have to with Mz. Teufel.

He has a phonograph and he plays it very
loudly at all houss. And you can hear every
footstep up there, the ceiling is so thin.”

‘VERBENA set her cup down and cocked

an ear upwards. “I-don’t hear a bhxng
“Mr. Teufel is sleeping.” .
“At three o’clock!”.

"Mr. Teufel always sleeps til four, I

#magine he paints better at night, although

I always thought artists preferred sunhght

to artificial light.”.
Verbena sniffed. “Wlth the ;unk he paints

I don’t know what difference it makes. All -

great gobs of nasty colors with no pxctures
to them at 2%

"Anyway I wish he'd pamt in the day- .
time,” Tessa sighed. “I have to put a pillow"

over my head to get to sleep, with all that
clumpmg around and that wild music.”
_ “Any visitors?” Verbena, leaned forwatd.

“Any girl visitors?”

“Not that I know of. I' doubt if poor
Mr. Teufel has any visitors at all.”

“Oh.” Verbena lost her gleam. She stood

up briskly. “Well, dear, I must run’ along.

home and feed Poo.”

"Your cat,” Tessa said, w1thout rehsh

“There was more chit-chat at the door,
and out along the rococo veranda. Tessa
watched: her gossip-loving guest mince
around the pools of water remaining in the
sunken portions of the brick patio and
destined for early refills. ‘All at once came
a great clatter -of army surplus shoes over

Tessa's head, down the open stairs leading
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to the upper flat. Lean Mr. Teufel swooped
past Verbena so rapidly  that Verbena’s
umbrella lost its moorings and went skit-
“tering and bobbmg down the walk.

The artist’s gaunt face lifted in the sem-
blance of a smile when he retrieved and
handed it back to her. Verbena emitted an
explosive little shriek and drew back, as if
Ms. Teufel had been a springing cobra.
~-Mt. Teufel scowled and said, "Boo!”

Verbena fled. ‘

- Mr. Teufel looked at Tessa and grinned.
Tessa smiled politely, then went in the shop
and poured herself another drink from the
earthen .pot. -

After 2 while, sitting there and watching
the day gradually droop and vanish, Tessa
became quite tiddly. The sun made a last

lavish gesture just before it dipped behind

the Farallons. Its bufst of brilliance high-
lighted: Alcatraz and the populous hills of
San Francisco, and put color to the muddy

.masses of clouds that hemmed in the East-

Bay horizon. While this was everyday stuff
to Tessa, she was not entirely oblivious to

. its spectacle, and now, when the brilliance

was blotted out and the Bay . presented the
appearance of something shrouded and good
as dead, she shivered. There were seagulls,
many seagulls, whéeling ambiguously across
the heavy sky. But they were like vultures,

‘and the sound they made, like that last fling

of sunlight, only intensified the melancholy
assurance of:death.

TESSA started thinking about Herb.
It was time to start thinking about

She poured herself another cup of -shetry,

- from the earthen pot and let him take over
" her thoughts. He would-anyway.

Thinking about her dead -husband had-
its amusing aspects, when you came right
down to it. Maybe that was why she allowed

-him to keep possession of her emotions and

her thoughts now, even as he had while he -
was alive. Oh yes. Herb had been a greedy
man’ that way. He had expected Tessa to
give him first consideration in every in-

stance, everi in her most secret thoughts. In °

a‘way she had, too. And there was no reason
to assume that Herb’s character had undei-
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gone any change now that he was dead,
even if his physical self had. No, Herb
could never change. He would remain as
cantankerous, as selfish, as vindictive as
ever, until there was. no more anything at
all. - .

Of course she had loved him.,

He was handsome, bold, amusing. He
~ captured her fancy completely. It was later,

years later, when these traits blossomed forth’

and enveloped her with what was appar-
ently a studied desire to strangle her and
crush her.

But Tessa didn’t crush easily. For all her
flights of whimsy, Tessa was an intensely
practical woman. So practical as to -drive
Herb insane with rage at times. She refused
to accept surface excuses and reasons, dis-
secting each. one to its very core. She saw
into Herb as if he were made of plastic,
and after a while that made him hate her.
He couldn’t lie to her and foist off cheap
excuses or third-class reasoning on her. She

- always saw what was underneath and indi-
cated she did, in her calm sweet voice.

When his heart went bad—mainly from
self-indulgence in spite of his doctor’s stern

periodic admonishments—he blamed Tessa.-

She should have stopped him. How she
could have done this, particularly with a
self-willed individual like himself, was

something Herb never bothered to con- -

sider. He had to blame somebody, besides
himself, so he blamed Tessa. He took it
out on her both in petty vindictiveness, and
by a constant stream of ill-temper that would
surely have crushed and destroyed a less
valiant creature than wiry little Tessa.

_ He lost his handsomeness. The lines in
his face which had formerly suggested

swaggering boldness turned to visual evi- .

dences of mean suspicion and lurking sad-
ism. He couldn’t work, so Tessa invested
the little money he hadn’t squandered or
needed for doctors in “YE OLDE GHOSTE
'SHOPPE.” She made it pay, too. Not much,

to be sure, but enough to keep them inde--

pendent, if she were very careful.

. One thing association. with Herb had

done for Tessa—good or bad—it had given
. her a taste for sherry, even mediocte sherty.
There were so many remembered times

I_,

( THE INSISTENT: GHOST

when it had proved a great solace. But after -
Herb became really ill, so ill that he could
do nothing but sit in his chair and let Tessa .
wait on him hand and foot while he raged .

and bellowed about the condition of the -
world and about Tessa’s inadequacies, there

- was no more sherry. None for Herb. It .

would have killed him. Non¢ for her be-
cause Herb couldn’t have any. They couldn’t
afford luxuries, to be sure, but a thimbleful

~ of shetry now and then wouldn’t have . -

made much difference. But Herb said no,
and it was folly to cross him. .
Herb was a dog in the manger other
ways, too. He didn’t want Tessa to take a
stroll 'down the breakwater, or go to the

" movies, or have any friends. Every facet of

her existence must belong to him.
Tessa wanted an occasional glass of
sherry, she wanted to see Gregory Peck’s

" latest, she wanted to hear Vetbena's newest

gossip. She wanted to very much. But Herb
always provided logical (to him) reasons -
why she shouldn’t have these things. And it
was so much easier to-let him have his way.
It was easier to stay home and wait on him
and listen to his invalid grumblings, be-
cause if she didn’t Herb would surely make
her pay for it—some way.

THIS insistence on revenge for disobe-
_dience was carried to fantastic lengths.
Herb was very near-sighted, so near-sighted
that he couldn’t even read any longer. But
he seemed to develop an uncanny second-
sight about everything Tessa did. He had
to know everything that went on, every
tiny little thing. He distrusted all her ac-
tions. 'He- would accuse Tessa of stinting
him on cteam for his gruel. She was saving
it for herself—or for somebody who would
slip in later. Then he would proceed to take
it out on her. Always he must have his re-
venge, even when the reason for it existed
only in his imagination. N

Little things, surely. And yet little hot-
rors, piled one on top of the other, ad #-
fmitum, can lead to desperation. . . .

Tessa began to dream, and in all her

dreams there was no Herb. He just wasn't -

there. And being essentially a practical pes-
son her dreams began to lean toward real-
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ity. Herb was near-sighted. For this reason:

and for selfish reasons he jnsisted on having
a  hodge-podge collection- of .items on a
large round table near his chair. Besides

his heart medicine, therte was salt and cat--

sup and mustard and picture books and a
kaleidoscope—and any number of other
things. -

One day when Herb picked up a vinegat -

bottle and started spooning vinegar ‘into-the
water glass Tessa had brought for his medi-
© cine, Tessa’s dreams began to take definite
shape. She knew about the other medicine
bottle in the bathfoom, the medicine which

was not poison but would surely kill a per-
son with a serious heart condition. And-

she knew just how to provoke Herb into
waiting on himself when it came time for
his medicine. ,

"Tessa wouldn’t kill Herb. Oh, no. But

- she would make it convenient for him to

kill himself. - .
The dangerous medicine bottle found its
way onto Herb’s cluttered table. It became

an interesting gamble to see just how long.
it would -be. before Herb drank some of -
that, believing it to be his own medicine.
Tessa invented excuses for being eut of -

the room at medicine time, then peeked
between the dining room” drapes behind
Herb to see what happened. It was always
a breathless moment. Then she would
breathe a sigh of relief when Herb picked
the good bottle. After several months
the strained sigh of relief became just a
sigh. _ ‘

. A year or so went by. It seemed longer.
" Tessa dreamed harder than evér. Not only

would she be able to have her sherry again’

when Herb was gone, but there would. be
more money to afford it. During this long
period of waiting and dreaming Tessa de-
termined that /f “anything happened she
would never stint herself: She would -go to
bed tiddly ‘from sherry -every night. She
would! . - -
It happened finally and she did.

ESSA pﬁt her cup down, fegretfully,'

and prepared to shut up shop for the
night. Humming snatches of old songs all
mixed together, she took the “Open” sign

‘WEIRD TALES

" out of the window, locked the shop door,

and snapped off the light.
Outside the seagulls made patterns on

the wind. The tide gushed in on the break-

water. Tessa's driftwood sign -creaked
gently. Tiny drops of vagrant rain smeared
the darkness. ; -

Tessa found her way to bed by feeling
the walls, the drapes, the familiar jumble

of too much furniture. She went to sleep

like a baby. There was nothing to prevent.
No Herb, with- his querulous rasp. No Mr.
Teufel, with his wild phonograph music
and his clumping. Mr. Teufel was out. And
the contents of the earthen pot had made
her all warm and cosy inside. .

.- But’ that “warmth wore off—and then
something cold,- something ice cold, en-

tered the dark room. It was the room Tessa
and Herb had shared for' so many years.
And fiow the coldness made her shivet qnd

" waken. She yawned and half sat up.

"“Herb?” she called, after a long mo-
ment. “Is that you?” .

There was no other sign—only the cold
wind. But somehow she. knew. All those
years with him had given her a sixth sense
where Herb was concerned. She could feel-
those muddy gray, half-blind eyes watch-

ing her as they had when he was alive.

Crafty, suspicious, vindictive.

“Herb!” She was not afraid, no. But she
was startled and uneasy. It wasn’t nice of
Herb to come back like this. Her voice cut
the darknéss sharply. “I know you're there,
sitting in that same chair, just as you al-
ways did. Well? Why don’t you answer
me?” ; : .

Still no- answer. .
~ All the same she knew he was there in

.that big ugly chair of his. She had meant

to get rid- of -that chair right after the

- funeral, but somehow she hadn’t got to it.

“Herb Alder! I know you're in this

room! You might as well let me see you.” -

Her neck muscles twitched. She knew
something strange was about to happen. It
did happen. Even though this middle room
was closed in- so that there was no stray
light from the outside at all she knew just

where to look, and she was looking. there. .

The chair began to glow. It was an untidy

~

-~
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untelated mass of phosphorescence, first,
then it took shape and became Herb. She
¢ould still see the chair behind him, it was
as if he were etched on plastlc

“Took you long enough,” Tessa greeted
~ him. “What are you up to? Oh, I see. You
are back to spy on me, again. To keep
track of everything I do, as you did before.
Well, let me tell you, Hetb. Last night I
went to the movies. With- Verbena. Yes,
and I've seen her nearly every day since
you died. And I've been drinking sheérry,

too. Lots of sherry, Herb. Like you couldn’t
have and wouldn’t let me have. How do .

you like that, Herb?”

The figure in the chair didn’t like it. It
clouded up redly and elongated as if ‘to
reach out for her.

‘Tessa began to laugh

“Trying to frighten me, are you? Let me
tell you this, Herb. You never did scare
me, with all your yelling and snarling. You
 dido’t then and you don’t now.

She paid no attention to the ghost’s feral
gyrations. She had always wanted to tell

Herb off. Now that he was dead she could.
She flared up in a flame of righteous tri- -

umph

“I put up with you a long time, Herb.
With your childish tantrums and your petty

suspicions. And your little revenge when
- you thought I was neglecting you or slight-
ing you. Well, I got my share of revenge
too! Do you know how, Herb? Haven't
they told you where you are?”

The ghostly figure rippled like so many

phosphorescent sea-worms on a glassy night
ocean. _

“Surprise, surprise, Herb!” Tess chor-
tled, nearly hysterical by now with thxs
supreme adventure of telling Herb off.
~was I who killed you, Herb! It was I who
put that bad medicine on your cluttered
table. I had to wait a long time for you to
pick that bottle. But the gamble kept me
amused while I waited. What do you say
to all that, Herb?”

Herb expressed himself by elongating
almost to the ceiling. He made himself into
a luminescent tower of rage. His lips moved

. and although no spoken words came out
he seemed to be saymg 1 .rmpected as mmb

That's why 1 came back. Now I know for
certain and now. . . .
“What can you do about it now, Herb?”
Tessa taunted him, “What can you do?”
She fell back, rocking with laughter.
A faint wisp of light entered the room,
a tenuous harbinger of daylight. A blast of
freezing cold swept the foom and just be-
fore Herb vanished, Tessa was sufe she

-heard him rasp:

“I dlways have my revenge, Tessa. Make
the most of your fréedom, because you bave.
only until tomorrow night. . . .”

TESSA lagged about her duties the next
-day. Try as she might she could never
quite erase those words from her mind. Her
head was fuzzy, too, from over-indulgence
in the tea department the day before. She
had been a fool ‘to rell’ Hetb she killed
him! What a stupid thing to do! And now,
typically, he wanted his revenge. That ugly
rasped. threat! Tomorrow night. .

He wasn't giving her much tune was he?

The more she thought about it the un-
easier she became. She hadn't a very clear
idea just what Herb could do to her, dead
and all. But he would do something. Trust

‘Herb. And it wouldn’t be at all nice.

Her frugal lunch of cottage cheese and
canned peaches was interrupted by the’stri-
dent tinkle of the cat-bell over the shop
door She hurried out in front.

“Can I help you?”

" It was a young couple, happy honeymoon-
ers, trying to match their delirious mood
in her,quaint little shop, inasmuch as the -
lowering skies outside did not.

“Tell me, is the shop really haunted?”
the girl twittered. .

“Yes.” Tessa frowned, It used to be
rather fun, building up sham' gothic ro-
mances for tourists. Not now. :

“Really?” The new bride bubbled over.
Her husband winked at her fondly.

“Who haunts it?” he asked Tessa.

“My husband.”

"No"’ The bride, fondhng her new hus-
band’s lapel, assumed interest in the shelf
nearest her to hide her smile, “Look, dear.
Isn’t this just the darlingest little Chmese

elephan‘t?”; -



90 : WEIRD TALES

BOOK BARGAINS

COLLECTED GHOST STORIES OF M. R.. JAHES $2.15
31 of the Author’s finest writings

"UNIVERSAL STATION.................. B. Brovn 1.50
A fine novel of life after death
VISIBLE AND INVISIBLE........... E. F. Benson 1.25
' 12 Stories of the occult and supernatursl
. THE MAN WHO MET HIMSELF...... E. Crawshay (.25

Fantastic and Weird short stories
THE MAN WHO ATE THE PHOENIX..Lord Dunsan)f 195
41 Supernatural and Fantastic tales

ALL 5-FOR $7.50
~  PAPER BOUND SPECIALS =~

Not 1nr the Squeamish : 9 Weird & Horror Tales 30¢

* for Horrific : 6 Ghost Stories.....oveenes 30¢ Iy
The Human Bat : Sclence-Fiction Thriller.. ... 30¢ P
Terror Trap : Woird AGUenture........oernqee 304 or
Vico Versa (Illus.) Father & Son exchange bodles 5p¢ | $2.00

Miranda {Ilius.) A Doctor Catches a Mormaid.. 5_0¢
LEE BLATT" '5734 Walnut Street » Phlladeiphia 39-E,Pa. _

°Fu 'u'n“n"n“n' B e, .nnann’nua’fuﬂn“nnunnun"n“ann;h
@ DARK MUSIC O %

AND OTHER SPECTRAL TALES
a A superb, chilling collection of 18 weird terror loles
by JACK SNOW. A new copy sent postpaid. $2.50 o

' AND THE DARKNESS FALLS o "ﬂ

A collection of 72 weird stories chosen by’
Boris Karloff. $2.75 Send orders to:

ﬂa"a'n%‘.';.ﬂaﬂnﬂaﬂ.%'&“
' .
aﬂn H

2]

ﬂ ﬂnﬂﬂ

W,

LY
WEIRD’ TALES

SCIENCE-FICTION — FANTASY-

Brand new, cloth- bound, library-size sample
5 book. $1.00. Illustmted catalogues, 10¢ (refunded).

HOUSE OF STONE
LUNENBURG 2. MA‘%SACKUSETTS :

P o e a2 R ! 'n“an"u“ PP

——FANTASY FAN'S BOOK CLUB—

offers you. Write for details and free cata-
log of weird and science-fiction books and
back-dated magazines,

Werewolf Bookshop -
15¢8-H Riverside Drive Verona, Pennsylvania

“If you think so, sweet. Why does he
“haunt it?” The young man’s lips thtched
susplcxously
“He wants revenge,” Tessa found herself
blurting. “He was murdered and he s come
back to—"
“Who murdered hlm? The young man
peeled off a dollar for the elephant .
Tessa took it, staring at him. “Nobody!”
she snapped. “It’s just a story!”
They left, the bride- cooing about the
quamtness of- the _shop and the darlmg

?{.-,: L,

CLAUDE HELD, 372 Dodge Street, Buffalo 8, N.-Y, n -

Two MORE free books than any other club |

T

ness of. the driftwood sign and wasn’t Tessa
the cutest thing. Tessa picked up the near-
est object to hand with the idea of hurling

- it after them. It turned out to be the earth-

‘en pot, and" it wasn't quite empty. So she
sank back in the chair by the Wmdow and
‘had a slug.

Two more and she began to relax.

She must think,. think, zhink. What did
Herb have up his ghostly sleeve, and how
was she going to circumvent. him? It was
past one already. Not much time.

_Think fast, Tessa! .

Sornethmg sifted into het- thoughts in-
terrupting them. Music. Dirge-like music
from upstairs. At this hour! Mr. Teufel was'
actually up at one-thirty, playing his blank-
ety-blank ~phonograph. The dirge ended
and was followed by some wild ‘modern
dissonances. Tessa couldn’t help listening.
After a while it struck her that there was
some insidious pattern to Mr. Teufel's se-
lection of music. It all suggested a par-
ticular ‘train of emotion. And when a

~

scratchy, banal - interpretation of Good-bye.
~began to smite her eardrums Tessa leaped

to her feet.
By the time it repeated for the third time
Tessa was' upstairs peeking through the

 bamboo slats into Mr Teufel’s studlo
she exclaimed. “You .

“Mr. Teufel, no!™
mustn’t do that!”
The young artist was inside, busily en-

gaged in hanging hlmself from-the middle

after

’ ~TESSA banged on the door without re-
sult, so she whipped out her own door -

keys and tried them. One of them, with
the added impetus of a severe inward push,
'sent her plunging through.

The studio was sizable but dreary The -

‘bate floor made it ice cold, and the artist’s

- furnishings consisted mamly of nail kegs

and orange crates. Somehow the gay bohe-
mian dash was utterly lacking. True, there

was a half- completed oil on his easel, but .

the canvas had been slashed across as 'if in
a spasm of despondent rage.

“You stop that right now,” she told the
emacxated young man on the nail keg. Mr.
‘Teufel was endeavoring to thrust hxs head

SO
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into an ill-made noose of clothesline fope.
“Why should 1?” he demanded, scowl-
ing down at her. o
“For one thing you're not doing it right,”
Tessa told him. “Always put the noose
around your neck first, then wrap-the rope
twice around the rafter, overloop, and—

never mind!” she finished off tartly.

“What are we wailing for, ob, my
heart?” queried the tenor -dismally.

“.. . the leaves must fall, qnd the lambs -

2 -

maust die. . . . :
_ Tessa snapped him off.- His voice
deepened and mushed ‘out and vanished.
The artist stared at her sullenly, then col-
lapsed his lanky frame to a sitting position
-on the keg. Tessa marched about the room
briskly. Mr. Teufel’s studio was an exact
replica of her own bedroom, except for the
lack of furniture and the rafters. Paint it
up a little, apply a few rugs and pictures,
and it would be livable. «

Tessa turnéd her attention to the artist.

“You make an awful amount of noise
nights,” she reprimanded him. “"Don’t you
realize you’re supposed to sleep nights and

-work days?”

“Then why didn’t you let me go through
with it?” he demanded bitterly. “Suppose
you go downstairs now and forget what
you saw.” He brightened perceptibly.

“That wouldn’t help,” Tessa said. “You
need furniture. The place is like a barn.”

“I need a lot of things—including tal-
ent.” He got:up-and began to pace. The
clump of his army surplus shoes on the
bare floor was all too familiar, although
easier to take here than downstairs. Pacing

- up and down was, then, one of the best

things Mr. Teufel did. And his self-ex-
pressed lack of talent was the bone of con-
tention. X

“Who says you have no talent?” Tessa’s
sharp eyes traveled to a ‘nearby corner, to
a heap of canvases carelessly tossed therein.
They, like the one on the easel, had been
slashed across. .

“Everybedy says so,” the artist growled
irritably. “Yesterday was my last chance

to prove to myself that I might someday |
be an artist, even a passable good artist. A

eritic from Paris was visiting San Fran-

CASH FOR WEIRD

1. will buy any issues of WEIRD TALES lssued before 1932,
| also want to buy HORROR STORIES, STRANGE TALES,
TERROR .TALES, and any collections of Fontastle Magpa-
zines and Books. - Describe condition and quote price

wanted. .
CLAUDE HELD :
372 DODGE STREET BUFFALO 8, K. Y.

HEW HANNES BOK REPRODUCTION

Superb copy of original, never before published
Weird drawing 9 x 13 in. Aleo included, copy of
famous book cover by Bok, Both for-10¢. Free
list Fantasy books for sale and rent.,

COCHECO LIBRARY polE" ¥ ..

Two Anthologies of Weird and Spectral Tales
D) DARK MUSIC AND OTMER SPECTRAL TALES
by JAGK SNOW

Very fine weird shorts by a very fine suthor, Beantiful dust jachet
by Bon Clyne, This is a $2.50 book, wo want emly $1.49
D COME NOT LUCIFER iitustrated by 8. A. BRANDT
A beautifully illustrated collection of shorts by masters of welrd
writing. Printed in London for $3.75. Only $1.49
. Send for our price list and our Mat of free

bonus books. Fantasy bonus with every ordor.

. PERSONAL BOOK SERVICES .

323 Wlarket Arcade Building Buffalo 3, New York

* % K  FOR SRLE & % &
WEIRD TALE COLLECTION

. OVER 200 BOOKS FROM 1925-1950
Books in excellent condition. ANl covers intact. About
one dozen Books missing for Complete Colldction.
Read the Orifginal Stories by the Great Masters, sqme of- whom are
now long dead. DBeautiful Cover Masterpieces by M. Brundage.
Unexcelled black and whites by the Great Viegit Finley!
A Wonderful Oppertunity o Mo reasonable offer refused. -

William F. Bruce ° 204-05 23rd Ave. ° Boyside, L. 1., N. Y.

35 GENTS

. The Las? Space Ship by M—elrray Relasfer
Cosmlc Geoids by Jokn Talae
Who Goes There by John W. Campbell, Jr.

. Exiles of Time - by Nelson Bond
Slaves of Sleep by L. Ron MHubbard
The Homuncules by David M. Keller, MD
The World Below by 8, Fowler Wright
Revelations in Black by Carl Jacobi
Lurker At the Thresheld by H.P. Lovecroff
Yenus Equilateral by George O. Smith
Thege, and scores of other titles by famous
classic and modern writers, are yours to read
for as little as 35¢ rental charge, The cream of
the current fantasy crop; new publishers’ edi-

tiongs IN BOOK FORM of the most famous

titles in the realm of the weird,
fantastic and science-fiction.

‘Write to World Wide for detailed in-
formation on this new rental service,
and a complete lsting of titles.

WORLD WIDE FANYASY BOOK SERVICE

2419 SOUTH SEVENTH STREET

_ Phlladelphia 48, Peansylvanic
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THANK HEAVENS! Most attacks are just acid
sindigestion, When it strikes, take Bell-ans tablets, They
contain the fastest-acting medicines known to doctors for
the relief of heartburn, gas and pimilar distress. 26c.
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et coflet with Denps. Use ouns Toofh

cisco. All the others said I -stink, but
Charles Demeaux is notoriously aloof from
them. He helped a friend of mine once, 2
nobody like me, just on the strength of
what he saw in his paintings. My friend
told him about me, and yesterday a letter
came saying Charles Demeaux would see
me if I could get over there yesterday, as
he was leaving today. I waited until twelve-
thirty last night in the rain, until he came
home from the ballet. Demeaux was. very
kind. He fed me I don’t know how many .
crepe suzettes and how many glasses of
wine. But when it came to my paintings—"

“He didn't like them?”

A spasm of utter misery “crossed. the
artist’s gaunt face, “He didn’t say it like
that. He was too kind, too polite. But that’s
what it boiled down to. No talent. No ex-
ptession. No future in art. Nothing!”

Mr. Teufel was pldinly a man obsessed.
His world .had crumbled. Tessa made a
tentative effort to cheer him up. .
- “There must be other critics. Maybe you.
are ahead of your time.”
~ “They all pretend that " Mr. Teufel’s
lip curled. “Not me. At least I can be hon-

| est-with myself. I'm no good I never hdve

been and I never will be.” .

“Of course I don’t exactly understand—"
Tessa said soothingly.

“No, you don’t!” Mr. Teufel raged. “You
don’t know a damn thing about it, so why
don’t you get the hell out of here and
leave me alone? Nobody understands any-
thing! The world is full of sadistic morons
-who pretend to mean well. Bah! Bring on
your atom bombs! The sooner the better!”

. Tessa’s sharp eyes widened, then closed.

“Well?” Mr. Teufel glared at her scorn-
fully. “Aren’t you going to- go call the
pohce or somethmg?”

que Tessa Sald
you.

Mr. Teufel’s expression told her what
he thought of work. Tessa just waited.

“Well, if I'm forced to delay my de-
parture I guess I'll have to eat sometime.
“What kind of a job?”

1 want you to help me move some fur+
niture. Yes, I'm gmng it to you, Mr. Teu-
| fel—in returd for a’ small favor.”

“I've got a’job for



__od

y TESSA slept well that night. She went
to sleep brimming over with great sat-
isfaction in having done a good deed. Thete

b was nothing, she. told herself before Mor-

pheus took over, quite as edifyifig to a

human being as having performed a kind-

~ ness for another human being.

' Near dawn she woke with a start. The
thought that awakened her was the illusion
that she had missed her cue, that her alarm
clock hadn’t gone off, that she had left a
dangerous heater bu
thing. . ..

And yet full consciousness assured her
it was actually none of those things.

- The springs creaked as she hiked herself
up on the pillows. She cast her eyes about
the darkness but she saw no shred of light
anywhere. It was as if she had just missed
hearing something. '

- . “Herb?”

Her whisper vibrated into the dark, but
there was no answer.

Then it came, a far-off sound like a sigh.
Or was it only a seagull calling mournfully
over the dark waters? Tessa chose to think
it wasn’t a seagull. She folded aside the
covers and slid her legs down ontthe shag
rug. Her feet groped for her sheepskin-
lined slippers and invaded them. Without
snapping on a light she found her robe and
wrapped it around her. A habitual toss of
her long black hair to unsnarl it from the
collar and she went to the outside door.

She idled a second or two, listening to

;  the swirling sucking noises the tide made |
as it drained away from the rocks, then she | | Dept.tiC-2
pattered to Mr. Teufel's door and listened.

She heard nothing.

‘She applied her key and pushed. . . .

There had been sounds 'in there, mys-
terious sounds, ‘and movements. She could
sense their aftermath. Now there was only

“ datkness and the-cold swirling of air, as if a
grave had opened and closed. '

b L ickly relioves itching, killa
Mr. Teufel!” she called across the room. | fingt of Athicte's Fost on
She knew exactly where the bed was. contact, aids rapid healing
: . M of red, raw, cracked or
She knew just where' everything was,. in- eeling skin, Insist on

asmuch as she had

it.

“Are you there, Mr, Teufel?”.

given Mr. Teufel most
of this furniture and had helped him arrange

. THE INSISTENT GHOST

rning all night. Some- bait.

JUST SQUERZE X
FROM TUBE,-

“FAST-BI
FISH BAIT

GUARANTEED TO CATCH FISH
FASTER THAN LIVE BAIT OR
RETURN IN 10 DAYS AND
GET YOUR MONEY BACK

ft. of magic warm-like bait. Squeeze
out of tube like. tooth paste. Secret
ingredient attracts fish faster than live

melt, stays on heok in running stream

~ ¥ 7// on 10 day money back offer.
ILLINOIS MERCHANDISE MART

1227 LOYOLA AVE.

'EEW

Keep indefinitely, won't freeze or

or long cast: Used with suc-
cess by thousands of fish-

ermen on all types of

fish. Absolutely harm-
. less. No mess or
bother. Carry in
tackle box or pock-
R et

CLIP THIS AD AND
EAML with only $1.00

to receive tube of
FAST-BITE, postage prepaid,

Dept. 7081
CHICAGO 26, ILLINOIS
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ilities by en-
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Don’t wait! Get Dr. Scholl’s D
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Noted for ity lifelike action. The
only lure with offeet hooking.
That's why it catches ’em for
keeps. World's largest selling plug.
Made in "26 colors. Underwater,
surface end trolling models, $1.35
gslu:;xd Musky, $1.45. Flyrod size,

Send for FREE d48-page booklet,

with plug-fishing secrets of famous
anglers, .
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Still no answer. .
f(HeerJ) N
Nothing.

TESSA took a deep breath and pulled

the string that switched on the ceiling
light. The room leaped hatshly to life. Ah.
There was Herb’s big chair, which she had
given Mr. Teufel. And by it was Herb’s
old table, the one that used to be so clut-
tered. All there was on it now was an empty

1 bottle. :

There was no label on the bottle, none
at all, but it looked like some kind of
medicine Herb had ‘taken at one time but
which a\normal heart could never stand.
It was rather careless of “Tessa not to have
thrown it' out, and to have scrupulously
removed the label. ’

. She didn’t touch’ it. There would be
fingerprints. - - _ .

. The bed was quite a mess, as if Mr. Teu-
fel had-threshed about in the throes of

_great misery—or under the hypnotic influ-
“ence of some demanding spectre. But now
that he was dead Mr. Teufel looked so .
| -calm, so peaceful, so happy with the world
1 Zor to be leaving it. - « :
Tessa smiled there a moment, as at some-
teasing memofy. Then she stepped softly-
.out on the veranda and locked- the door

behind her. The sky was brighter now.
There would be sun today, bright sun.
Tessa leaned on a rococo pillar and
sighed. If Herb hadn’t been quite so insist-
ent on his revenge— Anyway, now he
could rest in peace. And so could dear Mr.
Teufel. He had been so definite about de-
stroying himself, and who can stop a man

.from doing that if he has fitrmly made up

his mind? And it was so much nicer than
hanging himself, so-neat. No bother for
anybody. C : -

Hesrb had followed his cue to perfec-
tion. His ironic revenge “had consisted of

forcing Tessa to drink medicine that would:
- kill her, too. Only Herb couldn’t know

that Tessa had got Mr. Teufel to exchange

“flats with her this afternoon, and poor Herb

was so nearsighted—

o

o
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of that “batch,” but not us. We have been
receiving some " vatiation of this promise
every week for the last three. months—
sometimes word of an impending cover is

"included—but that is all we get. We are|

holding a good story (all set, too) for the
cover, we are holding our readers at bay
about the promised WEIRDIsMS, we are hold-
ing our breath, but so far to no avail.

The Editor, WEIRD TALES,

- The Editor, WEIRD TALES

9 Rockefeller Plaza, New York 20, N. Y,
I am quite glad you have decided to re-
instate the letter department, always one of

- your magazine's better features. A mag with

no letter column seems empty and lifeless,
somehow. Please keep it in. Please let us
see moré” of Dolgov on the covers. . . .
Clark Ashton Smith, one of this reader's
favorite contemporary poets, appears in W'T
only tooseldom for me. His latest poem had
his usual fine imagery, mood, and colorful
choice of words, although 1 can’t completely
admire the poetic form. Keep up the poems,
though. Good luck with future issues!
. - Lin Carter
1734 Newark St. So., St. Petersburg, Fla.

The Edi‘tor,"WEIRD TALEs

THE INSISTENT -GHOST

@' Precision Made Like Real Gun
© Hard Rubber Handle . —
O Polished Chrome Finish ’
O Perfect Pocket Size (3% x 247}

Here it is! The.automatic cigarette lighter
that’s sweeping the country. Made exacily
like real gun,..it's sure to fool your friends.
When you take it out they will gasp...pull
the trigger and you’ve got a.sure light every
time. Order yours today! $4.93 prepaid—we
pay postage. C.O.D.you pay postage plus
C.0.D. charge. Either way if not completel

satisfied, return within 5 days for full refund.

c"gk Sa!es 8@. 5 No. Wabash Ave,

Chicago 2, Hiinois
Dept. @ i

TNV 2 5

Learn how to prect your invention. Becuro
gether with

b J CA .
“Patent Guide” tew
form—without obiigotien,

*‘Record Invention”

CLARENCE A. O'BRIEN & HARVEY JACOBSON

Registered Patent? Atlorneys

Fea

Make Money Easily. $50 profit selling 100
ture -Boxes. Complete line big value, fast
selling plutg:, Bv

(AMEPRINT
CARDS; NAPKINS:
iansSTATIONERY

metailic Christmas and
mart

: -9 Rockefeller Plaza, New York 20, N. Y. o s, patorony, hankias, songten ::

8
50 for 81 up. No money or ¢xperience nqeded to stard.

e

I think the July issue is in most ways, an
improvement. ¥You keep a nice variety of
writers, the style of Quinn always a bit sen-
timental (perbaps better described -as mor-
bidly sentimental), balances nicely with the
English stories of H. R. Wakefield, and all
the other regulats. .I only wish Quinn would

' bring Jules de Grandin* onto the scene more

often. . .-. I suggest a forecast of the next
issue notice each time you make up the con-
tents.
- Bob Barnett,
1107 Lyon, Cathage, Mo.
®There’s one in the shop now. ’
" The Editor, WEIRD TALES,

name .
Fund raising plan for churches and club;&vgyodﬂ bargain offers,
Cash bonus, Write for samples on app: N

EMPIRE CARD CO., 140 Fox St., Elmira, M. Y.

§ STUDY AT HOME for Business Success
and LARGER . PERSONAL 'EARN-
INGS. 40 years expert instruction—over
114,000 students enrolied. LL.B, Degres
awarded. All text-material furnished.
Easy payment plan. Send for FREE
BOOK—"“Law and Executive Guid-
ance”’—NOW 1 -

AMERICAN EXTENSION SCHOOL OF LAW

Dept. B-29, 646 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago 11, Mlinois

INLAND MFG. CORP., Degt. PG-8,

Gilve your youngster a TRAC

for tho Joy-rido of a lifatimel Looko
im;t‘ like gl?tnf:an-%ize Tr?citor.TttAg
perfect 'or boys, gitls, up
@} 12 years old. Pedal,—dr?ven. Sold
y only direct ii_pm factory. Writo fo
¥ Litorature, FREE trial offer.

164 Elijestt SL, Buflals 9, N, ¥o
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» « o NO Collecting . . . NO Investment

And yet, cur men earn WP 10 $200 per. week listing past dus
mmunts of - retailers, doctors, schools and ‘merchants of all

oS, oollection service 1 weloomed and meeded by every
Cr - .

Your only duty is' to list the nams, address,. amount. and
Gale of 1ast.charge of debtors on which your clients are ready
‘$-¢0 givo up, The rest i3 up to us,

You wol‘n e dealing exclusively with the-more substantial

If you can make an impression sufficiently dignified - to
cause prospective clients to permit your inspection and- dis-
of their this 1s. . opportunity to earn
sume of the biggest money of your life, NO experience neces--
. Work full or time, - j K
Men from oges $80-70 preferred. Must be free fo travel.
. Write or wire today, - = i
- President, METROPOLITAN FINANCE -CORPORATION -
FTempio Building, Dept. P-80, Kansas City, Missouri

HO Selling » . . ‘NO Demonstrating .+ + |
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o 30 MILLON

- 0L BURR RIS veap .

1'The Editor, WEIRD TALES : | o

9 Rockefelier Plaza, New York 20, N. Y,
-On the science-fiction vs. fantasy contro-

|wersy, I want to throw my vote solidly on the

fantasy side. S
The world is now filled with science-fic-

tion, while there is (1o my knowledge) only -

one WEIRD TALEs. If's- quite bad enough,
getting W'T only every two months. If, in’

\addition half of it is to be given over to

stovies of a kind that can be found in half a-
dozen other publications, that's just too
much.- : E

As yoi doubtless know even beiter than
your readers, good Stories of famtasy and

|2he supernatural are hard to come by. If yo#

give us what your title stands for and we
pay our money to gei, we fans of the super-
natural will be faithful to WEIRD TALES.
- ' James W. Hoftman,
~ Holmes, Pennsylvania.

The Editor, WEIRD TALES - |
9 Rockefeller Plaza, New York 20, N. Y,

I'want to compliment your. magazine on .

the improved quality of your stories. Years

{ago 1 read the magazine, but quit because

of the borror stories which had a very bad

effect upon my mind. o
Recently -1 became interested in science-

fiction and- fantasy, and began buying the

magazines again, and among them your July -
L N .

issue.

I liked the story “Shallaja” very much,
and wish you wonld print many more like it.
It was good fantasy with truth as a basis,

and’ you cannot fail when you primt stories

of that. type. 1 do not like your covers, nor
illustrations, for they are definitely horror
stuff,-and as such should not be printed for
the greater good of the common welfare. 1
believe the science-fiction-fantasy field is un-

|der the guidance of evolutionary forces, and

as such will grow up into something that

will be uplifting and noble. It bas a great

future, and will surely evolve out of the
lurid and horrible. There is much for man-
kind to learn of the etheric worlds, and of
himself if you please, but it is for his good
and -not for his detriment as borrors are.
c0 . (Mrs.) Naomi Holly,

‘Colton, California.

[

Vi

/H'f



}
} .
i 7

HAVE 'ZMP’Ié E‘j
ING BU
MAK lEsS

A ULIFETIME FUTURE

. Man or ,woman—young or old, YOU can earn a steady income in full
or spare. time as an independent. Kendex dealer. Amazing and almost.
Herbert Armstrong
of Tenn: earned $202 in 9 days. C. O. Watkins of Oregon sént 92 orders
in one day. You have the same opportunity to duphca!e these exceptional
‘earnings. Over one million dollars will be earned in 1950 by Kendex
'd“alers—why not let us establish you in your own bu.,mess and get a
~ <hare of these wonderful earnm"s7

KENDEX NYLONS REPLACED FREE...

if they run or snag within guarantee period up to three months! Impos-
sible? It’s true! No matter what the cause—hard use or deliberate abuse—
whether it is fault of the hose or the wearer—Kendex nylons are re-
_placed FREE if they run, snag or become unfit for wear™ within the
guarantee period. How cosld any woman resist a positive guarantee of
satisfaction when she can obtain it without paying any more than other
" standard advertised brands? Kendex nylons are NOT sold in stores, so.
you have no competition. Complete line includes everything from heavy . T c“‘ meﬂma
"70 denier service weight to gossamer luxurious ultra sheer 15 denier 60 ¢
gauge. Proportioned sizes and lengths. Latest colors plus white. . -

LINGERIE - ROBES - HOUSECOATS - MEN'S HOSE

In addition to the sensational Kendex nylons, you will have a complete
_line, of glamorous lingerie, beamiful robes’ and housecoats plus a com-
plete line of Kentcraft mens’ hosiery guaranteed for:one full year. Any
pair or pairs of men’s hose that does not give satisfactory wear wnhm

“impossible” earnings can become a Treality for you.

one year of purchase will be réplaced FREE!

NATIONALLY ADVERTISEb

Kendex will spend over $350,000.00 in 1950 to tell millions of readers of
Almost every issue-of Good House-
McCall’s, Women’s Home Companion
Home Journal carry our advernsmg in addition to many
others. Kendex has advertised in Life, Look, Collier’s, etc. Awarded Good
Housekeeping Seal Thousands of orders are shipped daily from coast

the advantages in buying from you.
keeping, Saturday Evening Post,
and Ladies’

to coast.

gerie,

Simply write orders, we- deliver and

No money ‘or experience needed. Mail-
f ing the coupon is all you need to start

high paying business of your own. You
have everylhmg to gain and nothing
1o lose.

.. EVERYTHING GIVEN FREE, .
Risk nothing! Mail coupon and ‘we will send: you,
free and prepaid, complete money-making outfits
{ including ‘sample nylon stocking, samples- of lin-
robes, housecoats and men’s hose fabrics
and_ everything you need to . immediately start
making moncy' Complete outfits become your
property even il you don’t send. any business.

Guuranteed by \
Good Housekeepmg

‘\
oras Aovganstd M

I-'Wk MONEY-MAKING l/NE.S’
© WOMEN'S NYLON HOSIERY
® GLAMOROUS LINGERIE
® HOUSECOATS —ROBES
. . © MEN'S HOSIERY'

collect. Advance cash plus huge bonus."

"BABYLON 49, N.Y.

} on the road to a 52-weeks-of-theyear”

tion in accepting your money-making outfits.

KENDEX CORP " bate 1950

Send me, free ond prepaid, everything 1 need to make money
os a Kendex dealer,  including sample stocking efc. There is
nothing for me fo pay now or later and 1 am under no obliga-~

Name.

Addr

City. - 4 Stote...:.
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_Best tire value starts [NSIDE...with

—— —

" EMMETT KELLY = |

- 5 : ‘World’s most famﬁus circus }Iowp,‘ says: )

’ g . : : - .- -"LOOK INSIDE.FOR ‘
’ o7 - INSIDE P‘ROOF" . ‘

b ““Under the Big Top the secret of ’
‘ top performance i3 teamicork,” -
says Emmett Kelly. < And-a look
. .inside a B. F. Goodrich Silvertown i
shotus that's trite of tires as well,”

Look inside a B. F. Goodrich

- tire yoursel{: Note how the cords,

_are precisionspacedinliverubber. | }

~withno™ cross-threads! "That’s™™ ™ |~
7. 'why they flex in.vythm (see below).

' to give'you the best tire value— - |

“Rythm Ride!” N . ‘

|

|

’ Yet." Rythm Ride” tires cost no
# more. See your .B.: F. Goodrich
retailer for convenient terms and = '~
generous trade-in! ’

WHICH. CIRCUS RIDERS ARE BEST, YOU CAN TELL WHICH TIRE IS BEST: -

TELL

-

¥ IFYou cAN

. EVGP}{ tire has.thousands @) B. F. Goodrich tire cords Most tire cords arc bunched Look inside —then decide.
.U of cords that flex as.you have no cross-threads to . and gapped by slender cross Only B. F.Goodrich can give 1
“ride. In most tires, these ‘cords . _hinder their action. They work “threads. Weak spots, “slacker. you “rythmic-flexing cords” in
are hampered by non-working " in rythm like the circus -stars  cords”, overworked cords re- every tire for every need. See |
cro'ss-threads.AR%uh: They’re - above. Carry impact from one _sult. BFG cords, instead, are our BFG retailer. Buy now. |
-out’ of rythm like the bareback™  to another, smother road shock,. sealed in live rubber, with uni- he B. F. Goodrich Com '

e . . . . N - pany’
- #ider and clowns above. . reduce wear, cushion bumps. form spacing and tension. Akron, Ohio. -

PN - ! . -




