


· ADVERTISEMENT 

-And it's yours 
The Greatest Typewriter Bargain 

Ever Offered 
Riltht now we are making you the greatest typewriter 
offer you ever dreamed of-an eye opener. This wonder­
ful standard Shipman-Ward Rebuilt Underwood only 
$J.OOdown. Ten days' free trial and the easiest monthly 
payments, shipped direct to you from our big factory. 

Ten Days' Free Trial 
Yes. only $3.00 down puts this genuine 
late model Shipmm-Ward Rebuilt 
Underwood in your home. You can 
try it, test it, and thcrl decide. Sec for 
yourself how new it is, how it writes. 
You must be satisfied. Your $3.00 un­
conditionally returned if at the end of 
ten days you arc not satbfied. 1be en 
tire transaction will not oos"t you one cent. 

with late improvements. You can't tell 
them from a new machine. The world's 
swndard t ypewriter, the same modds us 
�ld by the Underwood Typewriter Com­
pany today; at a big saving to you. Act 
Now ! Get this splt:ndld offer and save 
rnoney. 

Free Book of Fads 
Write for this free book of facts ,:xplain­
ing Shipman-Ward's wonderful system 

� 
Prom Factory to You 

These machines are shipped direct ltom cur '-ctory­
tho lersc.u; typewriter rebuildlna Dlant In the 'W«Id. 
'Tbey_��-rebu ilt by the famous SHIPMAN-WARD PROCESS. �veloped throuah 30 years In the type­
writer business. Throullh our money aavina methods of rcbuildlna and elimination of a lup opcnalve 
sales force we are able to nuoke this wonderful Melley sav.,. otru to l'OU· ACT TODAY, take lldvance. oflt and you will MVO �· 

FREE BOOK COUPON 
Easy Monthly Paymen� 

Little more than rental. Balance of 
payments so small you will hardly notice 
them. while you �joy the � of this 
wonderful machine. You don t have to scrimp and save to 'pay Cll$h. All at a 
big saving to you. 

of rebuilding typewriters. We &how you 
exactly how it's done. How you are able 
to buy them. Complete and valuable 
information about the typewriter indus- I 
try, both Instructive and educational. � . Shipman-Ward Mfg. Co. 

1353 Shipman BJ.dc. ACT NOW! Mail thia coupon today. · 1 
Five Year Written Guarantee 
With every typewriter we give a writ­
ten guarantee. These machines are 
rebuilt like new p_y the famous SHIP­MAN - WARD PROCESS. Equipped 

Free with Every Typewriter 
A complete oourse In touch typewriting. 
You don't have to know how to operate 
a typewt"iter. You can leam �operate 
this machine in one day. We also give 
free a watefJ'lPOf cover 8.nd all toob chat 
come with a typewriter. 

SHIPMAN-WARD MFG., CO. 
1353 SbJpman Bide., ChkaJO, UL , Moturoee and Ra.eaawOod Aove. 

I l 

MonUOM IUld RaYen8WGOd A-., Qlcqo 
Send by return mail your wonderful olfcr of 

Shipman. Ward St�w Rebuilt Llndcrwood, e.bo 
your Free book of foKU. ('This Ia not en grdc, eod 
cioca not oblltMc me In eny w�.) 
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2 ADVER'.FISEMENT 

A Beautiful Art Album of 
PERFECT MEN AND WOMEN 

. , lor 

Lovers of the Body Beautiful 
All lovers of the body beautiful will Qo delighted with this beautiful ART 

ALBUM, containing 120 glorious pictures of perfect men and women physical 
culturists. All the beauties of muscular development in men. and all the glory and 
grace of the perfect contours of the best known women physical culturists are 
illustrated in this 'Album. It is indeed an art masterpiece, and no lover of .the 
glories of the human body will want to be �thout it. 

The greatest men and women athletes and ·physical culturists have been 
chosen as subjects for this Album, so not only does it constitute a beautiful work 
of art, but alsO a gallery of athletic physical ·culture heroes and heroines. 

This beautiful ART ALBUM is one you will never me of looking through 
again and again. Each picture is an inspiration and a joy to behold. 

11 you have been tnaking a collection of athletes antl physical culturists, you 
will have all .. the favored ones here, all ready for you. You will be able to show 
it to your friends, and they will envy you the possession of it. Only 500 copies 
.. rc in existence. and they will only last.a short time, so if you wish to have a 
copy of this wonderful and beautiful Album for yourself, send in your remittance 
for only f2.75. 

The following is a list of tlie athletes, physical culturists, and artists' models 
who posed for the pictures: 

ATHLETIC Gcor.:e Calza (aeveral CHAIID"'OJSS poo.,.). 
Ethelda Blelbtrey( sev- Arthur Saxon. 

eral !>OMS). s. V. Bacon. 
Charlotte Doyle. E. H. llacon. 

Ida SChnall (eoveral Scr11�nnl !Jwlmmer. 

poses). Joe Stecher. 

GaOI"&'o F. Jowett. �Rclc D<>mr>ecy. 

Boranrd nernard (eev- .�tark Jon...._ 

eral poece). Arthur F. Gay 

Cbarllo Postl. Marin PlottlnL 

Ray Johnson. Marlo Curtis. 
Edwnrd A.aton. 
G<K>rt:e Dlmblnal<l. 
Laura nonnctt. Mary J81\<' Lowe 
CO.tl'le ICccley. 
Marlon Fletcher. 
Nurst" ICins. 
John C. PAino. 
Charles Shalfer. 
AI. Treloar. 
Maurice D<>t"IU. 
Hilda Curtte. 
Str:tnt:ler IA:wta4 
l.)avld w·moushby. 
.AI. Jlrvan. ltulck. 

· \\'alter IOea. 
Stanls•aus 7.bynlco. 
CaDtoln Johns (aevoral 

poS<'!J). Ottley R. Coulter. 
Antone Matyaek. 

. Sybil Bauer. 
Joll• Ray. 

PHYSICAL 
CVLTl'BIST8 

Mre. Earle Llederma.n 
-(Miaa AIMic�) 
(aeveral POSes). 

:r. Richmond (aeveral !)OWl). 
Earle Ll<'derman. 
Charles Atlas (aeveral POI�S). 
Dorotby Kn&PD (IIOV· 

oral J"'OICB). 
Kathleen O'Connor. 
Olive Ann Alcorn. 
Lionel Stronctort . 
Jovlt� Oard.on. 
Helen Chadw•clc. 
Joe Bonomo. 
Madge Merritt. 
)l&rJorle Bt.rk8r. 
Rev. .R. E. Brown. 
Glt.dya Walton. 
Prlac'lla Ilean . 
Dr. C. B. Severn. 

John M. Hemle. 
A. P. Hedlund. MrL Hedlund (ae'reral poa�). 
Roaa I<lndcr. 
PollY Walker. 

. :Oorla \VIhMn. 
The V&nltloa. 
ADa. Hyatt. 

ARTISTIO 
Rtren�:th 11nd Deauty. 
Lea SyronC>8. 
Sllll\mnbo and )l:lttho. 
A Study ot the Nude. 
The !;laves. 
'J'he VIne. 
The Sundial. 
Ecstasy. 
Consolation. 
Le Baleer. 
Tbe T�mpeat. 
Rlalns \YomiU'I. 
Dracelo Nuovo. 
J: Aurora ot Cephalle. Apollo. 
En•r.,. In Roi)Ooe. 
Psyche Rccctv.,. tho 

Firat Kiaa ot Love. 
The Mc�reh of Love. 
Deauty and X>evelop-

mtoilt. 
C:llrnblns up tb" Clift. 
Hall to Life. 
Bacellantc. 
Pysmalloa and Gala-

tea. . 
Devant La Mer. 

Send now tor this Art MNtetpl�c. It wiU be your moat trusured 
po--.ton. 

M"k'* aur" ot a�ettlnlf one of the only 500 copleto In uxlatence. b:r 
aendlns •our check or money order. or currency tor only $%.75 and this beauUtw Album wm he aent

. 
to you postpo.ld lmme4tately. Send to 

·HEALTH & LIFE PUBLICATIONS 
Room 103,333 So. Dearborn St. Chicago, IU 



The Hoax of the Spirit Lover 

ONE of the most remarkable in­
stances of coincidence that ever 
came under my observation took 

place some years ago, in Montana, a 
coincidence so remarkable that if a story 
or a novel were built around it the in­
cident would be considered so highly 
improbable that the yarn would be en­
�rely unconvincing. 

The incide�t occurred quite unexpect­
edly during my attempt to expose a char­
Jatati medfw:Jl. _It made my attempt. un� 
necessary. · The medium himself was a 
''ictim of the improbable .co:incidence and 
his ·-boasted powers of · �aterializing 
�piNts. were proved a shabby frau� 

By HOUDINI 

Three men came to my hotel room in 
-, and asked me to aid them in exposing 
a medium whose powers seemed so mi­
raculous as to lldmit of no explanation 
except supernatural aid. One of the 
three men wa.CJ a minister of the gospel. 
All had tried to pick flaws in the medi­
·um 's pow,ers, and bad attended one of 
his seances without succeeding. 

One of the men, a lawyer, declared 
that he was about convinced of the 
reality of the medium's 'pretended 
spiritualistic powers. 

"Were it not that to admit spiritua\­
ism. opens the door for a wave of super­
stition .and charlatanry," he said, "I 

would quit right now and acknowledge 
myself convinced. The three <Yf ua at­
tended a seance last night, in the third 
story of· an office building .. We l�ked 
the door, l�ked the window, examined 
the room carefully, examined the medi­
um's portable cabinet, and then the 
lights were extinguished, and spirit ma­
terializations took place. There was na 
possible chance for the medium to have 
confederates enter the room, nor is th�re­
any explanation of the materializations 
except that given by the medium.." . 

I smiled, and agreed to do whatever I 
could to learn what deception the 
medium was practising in his seances. 

a 



THE HOAX OF THE SPIRIT .LOV.BH. 

"lt sound11 '\'cry convincing,'' I said. 
'·But there must be :-;umc plau�;ible, 
natural e;'{planatiou. If, iu my study ()f 
�:�piritualistic phenomena, I had accepted 
defeat every time 1 wru; bafficd by !lome­
thing \hat I could· uot explain, then J 
would not have got '\�cry far with my in­
''estigations. Instcad of sayillg that 
there is no e�planation excep.t an a.ccep� 
unce of spiritual�m, I h.ave said to my­
self merely, 'I have not yet found the 
true explanation.' It may be that I shall 
absolutely fail to pierce the methode; of 
this chal'latau who has tricked you. My 
iailure would not proYe that the medium 
had ·power to call spirits into material­
ization. 'l'hc1·c is no rc�on wu should 
accept spiritualism, which is contrary 
to all our natural experiences, unless we 
have ab.wlutc proof of it Failul'e io dis­
prove spiritualism is far from being 
positive proof of the reality of spiritual­
ism. I am ItS open-minded as anybody 
else on this �-ubject, but I want positive 
proof. Mere failure to prove fraud in 
any giv.en.case is not a proof of spiritual­
ism. It is simply b indication that the 
true explimation of the medium's phe­
nomena has 'not yet been fathomed." 

J
T was the following night that I was 

to. assist my friends in attemptiJ1g to 
show ·up the medium. The more I 
pQndered the deception played on them, 
the more inexplicable seemed the rna� 
teriaMzation. I was certain that the 
aUeged materialization was nothing more 
not·· less than a flesh and blood human 
being in the employ of the medium. 
'rhere must be some way of entry to the 
room. My friends had locked th� door 
end the window. It occurred to· me that 
the medium or his confederate might 
have had a pass key, or he might have 

·made hls way over the transom, or the 
lock on the window might be broken. I 
have· had too much experience in open­
ing locks to believe very strongly in their 
power to keep people out of rooms. 

We met, late at night, in the third 
story of an office builrung, the minister, 
the lawyer, and myself. The medium and 
!ieveral men and women were already 
there. The third of the trio who had 
called .on me ariive.d a little later. He 
was ll grocer or confectioner--! do not 
remember which. The medium remarked 
that there 'vere certain psychic inilu­
ences in the room that worked against 
·any spiritualh;tic manifestations, and 
-looked pointedly, as· he spoke, at the 
·grocer,· who was a small man with cold, 
skeptical gray ey�. and rather a: deter­
mined chin .. I had been introau<lOO to 
.the·medium as Mr. Koehler, a:nd.evident­
ly l1e <li<;l not suspect me. 

My eyes traveled around tho roonl. 
There was but one window, and the door 
WaS secured by a Yale lock. It could 
be opened. from in.sidc. Immediately it 
flash�d through my mind that the 
mediuin had a conf1..'<ierutc in the room, 
who would open the door aud admit the 
matcriali�tion, but the grocer poin� 
out to me that thi�:� could not be done, 
becauac there was a light· burning in 
the hall, and this would be visible to 
those in the room if the door were 
opened. I answered, rather curtly, that 
it should be a comparatively easy matter 
to extinguish the 'light in the hall, and 
my friend merely �:�hrugged his shoulders 
in reply. 

There were about a dozen in the room 
bet�ides the medium when the seance be­
gan. Seven of thet�e we1·e women, al­
though the uwal proportion of women at 
a apiritualistic seance is much higher. 
The medium aroused my suspicions im­
mediately by throwing a double curtain 
over the window,· "to keep out the 
light,'' as he explained. The night was 
dark, and only a very little light could 
enter the room from outside. One black 
curtain woUld be �>-ufticient. When the 
medium psed two, I felt sure that he 
wished to conceal the entrance of some­
one through the window after the room 
shoula be plunged in darkness. I had 
examined the window carefully before 
the curtains were put up, and satisfied 
myself that there was no means of get­
ting to the window from outside, as 
there was a drop of two stories to tlie 
ground, and no fire escape near, but the 
action of the medium in arranging a 
double curtain over the window caused 
me to revise my theories. 

We were required to join hands in a 
circle around a central table. The lights 
were put out at the wall switch, and also 
individually, to prevent any skeptical 
person in the circle suddenly arising and 
flashing them on. The grocer, however, 
at my advice, had brought a strong 
pocket flashlig4t, so we were prepared. 

T
HE" seance was opened by the com-
pany singing a hymn. Then there 

was silence for a space, and more sing­
ing, while the medium, tied up in a black 

·bag, went into a trance. The proceed­
ings were directed by a woman who, I 
think, was a sincere believer· in spiritual­
ism, and wanted to make all psychic con­
ditions right for opening spirit com­
munications. 
. I noticed that the ainging was loud 
.enough to deaden. any sounds a person 
�ght make by entering the room either 
by the door or through the window, and 
I knew thnt if the medium bad unlocked 
the. window while he was putting up the 

drapetl) it. oould be opeue<L very C&Sily 
wjth.out being heard above the. noise of 
the t�inging. I was uneasy, however, 
and feared that I was on the wrong 
track, because I saw no way by which 
a·n outsider . could gain access to the 
window, which was too far above ground 
to be reached1by ladder. 

Finally the �:�pirit manifestations be­
gan. There were table rappings, twang· 
ing of mandolins, movements of the 
speaking trumpet, ghostly touches i•1 
the dark-aU the old claptrap of spirit­
ualistic seances.. Then the measages .be­
gan, the sph·it control being o:.1ens1bly 
an Irishmall. named Mike, who talked· iu 
a thick brogue and cracked uumerollli 
jokes, even banging the grocer sharply 
over the head with the mandolin to cool 
his skepticism. The medium, during all 
this excitement, was supposed to be in a 
deep trance, witb his bands made· use­
less by being sealed iuto the black bag, 
which in its turn was covered with post­
age stamps on which everyone present 
had placed marks by which we shoulu 
know that the medium had not emerged 
from the bag. This also is a time-worn 
device of spiritualistic charlatans. It 
d9CS not hamper the medium's move­
ments as much as might be expected. 

Mike, the spirit control, then asked 
every person iu the circle to think very 
hard of some departed friend or relative 
whom they wished to see, for the psychic 
conditions we.re right for a materjaliza­
tiou. The room was very bot and close, 
but an almost imperceptible breath of 
air fanned my cheek, and 1 knew tluit the 
window had. been opened. The medium, 
of course, h&d unlocked it when he waa 
putting up the curtains. 

I moved my chair back, out of the 
circle, and the grocer, who was on my 
left, moved in a little to take up part of 
t.he space I had occupied. I freed my 
left hand carefully, and substituted the 
grocer's band in the hand of the womn!l 
on my left, who must have thought that 
I sat on her right, still holding bet· hand. 
l\fy purpose in leaving the circle was to 
make an investigation. I wanted a look 
at that window. 

A phosphorescent glow emerging from 
the ·cabinet now showed vaguely a hum.an 
fa.ce, whether of man or woman I could· 
not say. But the grocer and lawyer 
were there to attend to the materializa­
tion. It was my purpose to learn how 
the materialization had gained access to 
the room. I wormed my way down int.o 
the cabinet, and through an opening � 
the back I reached the window very 
easily. The «;iouble curtain bulged out 
with a slig}lt breeze, and I kne'\" that 
the window u-a.s open. 



THE HOAX OF THE SPIRIT LOVER 

1 POKED my head out, and was 
amazed at what I found. To the left 

of the window a ladder was hanging 
from the roof above my head. It was 
a fireman's extensible hoolcing ladder, 
about fifteen feet long, which had been 
thrust out of the window above, and at­
tached to the top of the building SO' that 
the medium's "materialization" could 
climb down from the window in the 
thi�d story. 

Behind me a scream arose, which I did 
not take time to investigate. It was a 
girl's scream,and the name "Marion" 
was repeated several times. 

I tried to push the hooking ladder off 
from the roof, but I could not dislodge 
it. The ladder was in two sections, and 
the lower section, being loose, merely 
slid. upward in its grooves. The upper 
part of the hooking ladder was securely 
attached to the roof, and could not be 
lifted out unless I could raise the rigid 
upper part of the ladder. So I climbed 
out, and went up to the window in the 
story above. Behind me still arose the 
girl's scream: "M:arion I Marion! Oh, 
God, it's Marion!" 

I found the window in the fourth 
story open. I sat on the sill, lifted the 
booki.D.g ladder from its position and 
shoved it in the room. The escape of the 
medium's materialization was cut off, 
and my own return by the window was 
also- ·blocked. I found the door locked 
from the inside. Evidently the '' ma­
terialization" '�ished to make himself 
secure from intruders while he waited 
for the singing to tell him that the time 
had come for him to put out his ladder, 
attach it to the roof, and descend to ta.ke 
his part in the seance. 

I made my way quickly through the 
corridor and down the stain� to the room 
of the seance, and found everything in 
turmoil. I had missed the unmasking 
of the fraud, but I had prevented the 
escape of the "spirit." What happened 
while I was going out of the window and 
removing the ladder, if told in fiction, 
would seem like stretching the long arm 
of coincidence· so far that it would break 
under the strain. That is why I said, at 
the beginning of this article, that 'the 
story would be unconvincing if told by 
a novelist, because of its improbability. 

I had wormed my way into the 'cabinet 
and was approaching, the window when 
the grocer flashed his pocket light upon 
"the supposed materialization . .A woman's 
scream split the darlwess, and the flash­
light was violently knocked from the 
grocer's hand, but the young woman had. 
thrown her -arms around· the ghost and 
was covering his face with kisses, scream-

ing "Marion, Marion! It's you! For 
God's sake, speak to ine, Marion!" 

\Vhile some tried to find the switch, 
only to find the lights turned off at the. 
chandelier too, someone probably the 
medium, was striking the girl's hands 
with a blackjack, endeavoring to break 
her bold, and the ghost was muttering in 
great fright: "Frances, \et go of me; 
you're smothering me, Frances,'' and 
fighting to free himself. The combined 
efforts of the medium · and the ghost 
finally freed him from the girl's hys­
terical embrace, but the means of escape 
was en t off by my removing of the 
ladder. The ghost was a real flesh and 
blood one, and could not dematerialize 
into the world of shadows. 

THE girl, Frances, whose surname I 
will not mention here, as she is still 

living, bad attended the seance in good 
faith, and when the spirit control asked 
everyone present to hold in mind the 
image of a dear departed'one, SO' that the 
spirit might be aided in showing itself, 
ijhe concentrated her thoughts on her 
fiance, wha had died a. little less than a 
year before. 

Out of the cabinet, dimly seen by a 
phosphorescent glow from the features 
of the ghost, stepped the materialization. 
The girl sta,red, hoping that this was 
indeed her fiance, trying to believe, her 
heart beating between skepticism and 
faith, when _the grocer's flashlight lit up 
the feature$ distinctly. It was only for 
an instant, for the flashlight was knocked 
from the grocer's hand almost immedi­
ately, but that instant was enough. 

The g1wst that kad emerged from t'M 
cabinet was the man. she h<Jd been en­
gaged trJ marry, the man whom she 1uJd 
seen l<Jid away in his coffin and buried 
in the earth! 

Is it any wonder that the poor girl 
became hysterical f Is it any wonder 
that she threw her arms about her be­
loved dead, and sought to hold him in 
the land of the living? Possessed for 
the moment of an unnatural strength, 
she held him tight, screaming her love at 
him, until the struggles of the ghost and 
the cruel blackjack of the medium had 
broken her hold. 

The materialization, of course, was a 
paid employe of the medium. And he 
really was the girl's .fiance 1 

It transpired that the ma.tl, who lived 
in ·chicago, had a twin brother in Wy­
oming, who was slo\vly dying of con­
sumption and had gone west to work on 
a ·ranch in hope that the high altitude 
WQuld help him. Frances knew of the 

existence of this twin brother, but she 
bad never seen him. Marion, realizing 
that the end was near for his brother, 
had himself heavily insured in his 
brother's name. He sent for the brother, 
who came to Chics,go while Frances was 
in Montana with relatives. In Chicago 
Marion changed 19dgings to break con­
tact with those who lmew him, and he 
took llis brother's name, and ga,•e his 
own name . to his brother. The brother 
died in a Chicago hospital under the 
name of Marion, but :Marion was speed­
ing west to Wyoming when the end 
came. Letters from Frances in Montana 
were found in the pockets -of the dead 
man, and a telegram brought the heart­
broken girl back to Chicago to attend 
the funeral of her fiance, as she sup­
posed. Marion, by this fraud, was able 
to collect the insurance ·on his own death. 

The money did him very little goOd, 
however, for he squandered it in mining 
stocks and gambling and· other means, 
and was so·on penniless. He then ob­
tained employment as assistant to the 
charlatan medium, and did materializa­
tions for him, with his face smeared with 
phosphorescent paint that gave a pale, 
unearthly radiance to his features in the 
dark, and yet did not light them up 
enough so that anyone could certainly 
recognize his face. It was the flashlight 
of the grocer that accomplished that. 

The strangest part of the whole occur­
rence is that the girl and the man should 
meet in this strange way. He had not 
the slightest notion in the world that hill 
fiancee was in that room, while sh� of 
course, believed him dead. 

The insurance company prosecuted 
the man for fraud, but the medium who 
employed him departed suddenly, and 
may still be preying, under another 
name, upon the credulities of those who 
want to communicate with their beloved 
dead. He was a clever magician, and 
under. whatever name he perpetrates his 
fraudulent tricks, he should be very suc­
cessful. It is much more lucrative to be 
a charlatan medium than an honest 
magician, for rich dupes pa;y: well, 
whereas the amount of money that can 
be made by parlor magic is relatively 
small. 

THE girl, Frances, refuaed to have 
anything to do with her fi�ce there­

after, for the fraud he practised. both on 
her and on the insurance company killed 
her love. She ·went to the hospital, suf­
fering from a nervous collapee, after her 
hysteria at the sU1lce, but she recovered, 
and afterward returned to Chicago. 



This Novel Is Guaranteed To Hold 
Your Interest To the Last Word 

Ebenezer's ·Casket 
By J. U. GIESY and JUNIUS B. SMITH 

IT was a nice casket. Bbenezer Clay 
was sure of that as he completed 
the finishing touches and surveyed 

the results of his work. He put out a 
hand and ran it over the t�atin pillow, 
the lining of t.he narrow oblong bed, in 
un u4noot proprietary way. 

It ought t.a be a nice-a · perfectly 
�til!factory--;--easket, because he had 
given special car� to making it exactly 
what it . was. And it was the last he 
would make. He drew back his hand and 
mghed. · 

The cwoket was gray-a �>oft dove 
color. He bad liked always grc�.y. Claire 
Markley's eyes were gray. It was 
rather odd that he had been thinking of 
them as he worked on this particular 
ubox" in the Armistead Casket Com­
pany's plant tho last few days. But 
then, inside those few days, Ebenezer 
had reviewed the majOl' part of his life, 
recalling as best he might, in chrono­
logie&l fashion, the activities of his 
twenty-seven years, though there was 
an hiatus, of course, ·between his birth 
and.the time when he was between four 
and fife. 

Now the casket was finished. Eben­
e�er had seen to that. ·He began remov­
ing his workman's apron, though ac­
cO'l·ding to the clock there remained 
several hours yet to work. He put the 
apron away and donned his street vest 
and C•lat. One would have �d that, 
having finished the ca.s�et, Ebellezer 
was going to quit right then and there. 
And, as a. matter of fact, he was. 

With ·a final glance about the room 
where he had labored at similar tasks 
for tlte past twO' years, he left it, made 
his way. to the office of the plant, and 
asked for hie time. Then he inquired: 
i£ Mr. Annistead was in, and asked for 
a personal interview on learning that he 
was. 

He got it, in view of thQ fact t�t he 
was quitting without warning and was 
one of the best workmen the (}ompa.ny 
had. 

''Good aftemoon,· 1m-. �. '' 
said Ebenezer, standing in frcmt of the 
proprietor of the ArmiStead Casket CQm­
pany, with his hat in his hand. "I've 
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just finished th' last box that come into "You know it, and you've gone on 
my hands. l'd-like to buy it, if you working till the-last day!" 
don't mind.'' ''Yes, sir. There wa.sn 't anything else 

Armistead stared. He seemed a. bit I wap.ted to do very much, an' hfsides, I 
�rurprised. Ebenezer'!! proposition was wanted tO' fix this box. So if you'll let 
unusual to say the least. He frowned. me buy itr-" 
"You want to buy itt" "Hold on." Armistead's expre&lioll 

"Yes sir, for my personal use." All appeared to indicate that he was far 
at once a. far-away look crept into. from decided as to whether he ought to 
Ebepezer's eyes. "And I'd like it de- accept Eben.ezer's 8.!>8Unt.ncc that he was 
livered to the Lynu Undertaking sane or not. He leaned a. little forward 
Parlors." in hie chait•. "Now let's get this thing 

"Yo�r-person!J.l usef" The straight. You've got a hunch that 
proprietor of the Armistead Casket Com- you're going to die at one minute after 
pany took a: deep and sudden breath a.nd cle\·en tonight, butr--you aren't going to 
laid hold of the edge of his desk with commit suicide or anything like thatY 
both hands. He regarded the. man b&- You just want . to buy this particular 
fol'e him in an actually startled fashion. casket you've fixed up to suit yaur­
"See here, Glay-tbey tell me you're self!" 
leaving. What's wrong! Have you run "No, sir. Yes, sir." Ebenezer nodded. 
into some sort of troublef" Armistead got down to business. "All 

"No, sir," Ebenezer shook his head right. I hope when you wake up few 
slowly. "Leastwaye, it ain't anything breakfast tomorrow morning, you'U be 
except what comes to every man, som&- feeling better. Now as to the casket. It's 
time, au' I'm quitting now becauSe .J my business to sell 'em, though not at 
need a few hours to get ready for it. retail. You can have it if you WIUlt it, 
You see, sir, I '11 be ready for that bOx at the market price." 
after 11 :01 p. m. An • I got to see a "Yes, sir," Ebenezer said, ignoring 
la.wyer an' arrange things with Lynn." the middle of his companion's remark 

"You-Good God I" Armistead left and replying only to the tirst and last 
his cho,ir with a bound. "Clay-you- p�rt. There was almoot an air of con­
don't mean-" descension about the way he said it, as 

Ebenezer nodded. "Yes, sir-I'm though from the heights of his superior 
going to die. Th' only difference is that · knowledge he could afford to overlook so 
most men don't know it an' that I have trivial a thing as the other man's doubt, . ) 
lmowed it was co min' for some time. now that he was so very, very close to 
That's why I've took special pains to the end of mundane things. He reached 
make this box exactly what I wanted, into a pocket and produced a roll of bills, 
an'-" began counting out the correct amount. 

"Sit down," .Armistead directed a:l- "I brought it with me, this morn in'," 
most sharply. "That isn't· what I he explained, as he laid a number of billa 
meant. I meanfr-you-you aren't going on the end of Armistead's desk, "an' 
to do anything-to yourselU" I'm mre you '11 find that right. If you '11 

"Oh, no, sir," Ebenezer's ·eyes have 'em deliver it to Lynn's the first 
widened swiftly. "There ain't any rea- thing in the morning-" 
son why I should." Armistead nodded. For the moment he 

His employer regain�d his chair. His seemed incapable of words. The� c&Ille 
manner waa slightly 1'\Jtlled, "What's a pause, anq Ebenezer rose. 
the� notion then' Are YOll aickT" "So then-l ggess I'll be saying-

"No, sh-. · An� I ain't ·crazy. lt's �-bye." The way he s!Pd it �ve a 
just that it's been given me ta have st_range, bizarre, almost weird fin!Uity to 
deftni� knowledge of when I wtl$ goin' the wqrd. The situatio!l was uncanny. 
to die; in advance. Some people ean A�ead. explod� "OJJ, forget it. 
read the future, an'-1 know my time." Get the fool notion out of your head. ·ao 



see a doctor and come back here any 
time you "\vant a job: ' '  

" Thank you, sir," said Ebenezer, and 
passed out without further comment, 
paused at the cashier 's window long 
enough to collect the wages due him, 
thrqst the amount into his pocket and 
made his way for the last time through 
tl).e casket company 's doors. 

On a corner he waited for a street car 
that would carry him through the busi­
ness section of to'W,t. 

It wa� crowdoo when he stepped 
a.boat·d, and ho had to hang to u �trap. 
lie uid so iu almost automatic fashiou, 
giving small attention to the crowded 
li;fe !lbout him. AlrcaJY it seemed to 

Ebenezt:r t lutt they had iost ull interest 
for him. lt WU.'i after two o 'cla<•k an<l 
he ·had lesi than ltine hours tp lin•, und 

what did any one or auy thin!( rna.tlcr to 
a man who bud come thut clo.-;c to the 

grave ? 'fhat �trange, detached feeling, 
amounting almost to n11 uputhy ut tim�s, 
had been growiug upon him fot· dayl!. 

He smiled rather grimly, however, rc­
e�iJlg Annistead 's parting words. 
Doctors ! What did they know about itt 
A month ago one of the very bC!It phy­
!!lcja-Qs in town had told him he was in 
p�ect healt}l and could expect to live 
fQr years. Only-even when the man 
had said it�Ebenezer had known he was 
pWrtaken, .and the ·words had served 
merely to convince him that there were 
mQJ't things in life than were known to 
me<Ucal . pltilosophy, and that had the 
c}octor been examining him for. life in­
suraqce, say, it wouldn't ·have been long 
till hjs company would ha.ve been ac­
cpsing him of having made a rather 
lurid miHtake. 

· For Ebenezer .lmew that a whole lot 
less than a yeat• would �ec ltim sf l-ct.ched 
out in the elru!Sical six feet of earth­
had known it with a definiteness of 
knowledge tlte medical man's opinion 
was in no wise able to shake. There had 
been at the time an almost morbid satis­
faction in the knowledge-a sort of un­
r�Ejoning marvel in his mind, at how 
blind the future was, after all-at bow 
its veil hung· always between mankind 
and the procession of succeeding days. 

And now the last day was reac!led so 
far .":I.S Ebenezer was concerned. The 
last day Y lle gazed dully out at the 
sunshine in the streets. After a while it 
was going to fade, and with its fading 
wouh1 come the last night. And after 

· that 1 Unconsciously, l1e tightened hls 
grip on the swaying strap. 

After a time he punched a signal 
b�ttOn and left the car ai the comer of 
two· streets. He dodged the traffic 
o1Jieer's warning shout. For a single in-
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stant he experienced a sensation of some­
thing like contempt at that cautionary 
warning. ' ' Let him yell, • '  thought 
Ebenezer. A man died 'but once, and 
he wasn't duo to die till one minute 
after eleven o'clock that night, so why 
bother about such trivial qetails as 
speeding motors and heavily lumbering 
trucks1 

He turned into the doors of an office 
structure and consulted the directory 
bulletin before he entered an up.going 
elevator cage. Ho waited while the cage 
·filled, eying the passengers as they 
bUl)tled busily in through the ft·etted 
gato. The detached feeling came back 
upon him-the thought that with them 
he no l_onger had a partr-tha.L in a very 
few hours now, Death, the grim 
prompter, would giYe the cue for hi�:� 
exit f.•·om the world he had heard likened 
to a t�tagc. 

' 1  T('ll, " he said to the Loy at the 
switch anc.l leaned back u.gahtst the metal 
fr-c�.mewot·k u.s the car slid up the shaft.. 

He roused and got out when the tenth 
ftoo:· wus reached. He walked do·wn the 
corridor, scanning the number on the 
door�. Presently he found the one he 
was seeking and pa��Sed through it. 

He made known his need of a lawyer 
to � young woman busily engaged in 
hammering out aome typewritten man­
uscript. 

She took his name, rose and disap­
peared into ·an adjoining room from 
which she returned in a moment, leaving 
the door open behind her, as she an­
nounced that be should go ' ' right in. ' '  

Ebenezer accepted the .invitation nnd 
found himself faciug a clean-shaved, 
middle-aged man, who sat at a desk and 
regarded him out of expectant dark eyes. 

He put ltis hand into the pocket of his 
coat and drew out a bit of folded paper. 

"I would l�c you to malte out &. deed 
for the property described in thls to 
MiS!I Claire Markley, of "Ma.ssillon, 
Ohio, " he said and laid it on the desk. 

"Sit clown. " The lawyer· took up the 
paper and glanced through it, while 
Ebenezer waited. 

" For what consideration ' H  he pres­
ently asked. 

" Consideration t" Ebenezer stam­
mered. 

" Yes--what pricef" 
" Oh," said Ebenezer. "Why-there 

isn't any price. I'm-just leaving it to 
her. I waut she should have it after 
I 'm dead.''  

"Oh 'Lov� and Aifection, ' " said the 
lawyer. 

Ebenezer started. "Love and .Affec­
tion.'' For a fleeting instant he seemed 

' 

to- see Claire Markley's face .floating be­
fol'(' him with its clear gray · eyes, ·just 
as he had seen it when he had been work­
ing on the casket. And .then it faded 
and left him staring back nt the attor­
ney. He had forgotten to consid�r a 
consideration, but-Love and Affection t 
What did it matter ? 

"You could fix it up that way, couia 
you ! "  he inquired. 

The lawyer nodded. " Yes. I 'll have 
it r&tdy for yon tomorrow. Will you 
call, or shall I send it to you t ' '  

" 1  'll wait for it no\v, I gu�." said 
Ebenezer. " I  want to mail it to her m\'-
solf, and I can't if 1 'm dead.

'
' '  

. 

" Well-" the attorney glanceJ at his 
client 's stalwart figure-" there docsn 't 
seem to be _uu imme.Piutc danger of �·ow· 
dying a.t present. " 

There it was again.-douutr-unbclief 
-the acceptance of the mere surfacu 
seeming. All ut once it filled Ebeue�tlr 
with u sense of irritation. 

" That's all you know about it," he 
returned sharply. " I 'll be dead before 
midnight ull right. " 

CHAPTER TWO 

"YOU'LL-wha-a..atl "  The I!lan at 
the desk lost his air of smiling 

composure all at once. His ja.w seemed 
inclined to sag and his eyes had the ap­
pearance of trying to pop out of their 
sockets. 

" I 'm going to die," said Ebenezer. 
satisfied that he had made an impression 
at least.. " I  '11 be dead at one minute 
after ele,·en o'clock tonight. That'�; 
why I 've got to have the dee4 'before I 
leave here. It won't take long to fix it 
if you. get to work." 

"But--" the lawyer began, then 
puru;ed and appa1·eutly swallowed some­
thing before he continued : ' 'You d� 't 
look-sick." 

" I 'm not, " said Ebenezer. �hortly. 
" Now i£ you '11-" 

" And-" all at once the man of law 
looked troubled-" surely-you aren't 
thinking of-well---doing an�hing 
rash ?" 

Ebenezer Clay took an exasperated 
breath. He was beginning to feel an­
noyed. First Armistead and now this 
man seemed a lpts more excited by his 
approaching end than he was himself. 

"Look here," he rejoined in a tone of 
rit!ing impatience, "is there any reason 
why I 've got to tell you what I 'm think­
ing just beca�se I come up here to get 
you to draw � deed ! You ain't th� man 
that's goin ' to die. I'm goin' to do that 
myself, an' I want to get that deed into 
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th' mail before I do it.. What business 
is it of yours¥ Just because I say I 'm 
goin' to die is nO' si�,'·n that I 'm goin' to 
kill myself." 

"But-'.' the lawyer was breathing 
deeply, "the time, man I You said you'd 
be dead at one minute after eleven 
o�clock tonight." 

Ebenezer nodded. u That's right-an' 
I w�ut to mail that deed before then if 
you'll g�t to work. I ain't goi!l ' to take 
poison or shoot myself or no thin,' an' 
I ain't any too 11nppy about it. But 
when a man knows a tl1ing ··he knows it . 
an '-that ·� all there is to it, except that 
I know this is my last day on earth. ' '  

"Oh-you mean ·you feel a premoni­
tion f" All at once the attorney's man­
�er W!lS one of relief. His expression 
altered. ·From one of intense attention, 
not wunL'<ed .wi th something like startled 
horror, it became a thing of awakening 
undet'Standing. After all, he possibly 
thought, there were all .sorts of aranks on 
earth, men mildly unba�anced, or swayeu 
by some temporary influence of one 
sort or another-people who predicted 
the end of the worltl with an assurance 
.little short of appalling. 

Said Ebenezer .with weight on each 
·word and speaking slowly : ' ' I  mean I 'vc 
got a definite date. Are you going to 
dz:aw up that deed�" 

"Of c.ourse, of course." The lawyer 
opened a drawer and produced some 
forms. He punched a buzzer and · the 
young woman from the outer office ap­
peared. 

He gave her the forms and Ebenezer's 
written memorandum, and instructed 
her to draw up the deed at once, passing 
title in consideration of Love and. Af­
fection. 

She took the papers and went out. 
Ebenezer watched her. At last he had 
got things started. He rela.'!:ed in his 

· ·chair and began seeing pictures in his 
mind-the old home place, adjoining 
tl:at of Claire }farkley's father-wher� 
ht: had· started life-where he had ex­
pt-cted to goo on living, and would have 
in all likelihood, if he hadn't quarreled 
w,ith Cla.ire two years ago last spring. 
He stared out of the office window, with­
out seeing the jumble of buildings 00.. 
yond it, �use, instead, he was seeing 
the old house to which he had expected 
soiqe day to bring Claire home-the old 
house he was deeding to· her now .in con­
sideration of Love and Affection: 

The attorney leaned back in his chair 
with & squeaking of springs. He re­
p,rded Ebenezer with far more .calm 
than he had recently shown. He cleared 
Jns throat in prelimi.riary faslrion. 
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"Have you bad· thi�t'-feeling 
long?" 

Ebenezer turnecl bU. �yes from the 
window. He had an impulse to reply to 
the qu¢ion with a contemptuous -laugh. 
Feeling 7 'l'his man chara�ter.ized the 
steady ma1·ch of the minutes and hours 
to,vard a defiuite event as .a j'eeling! NO' 
doubt. he rather patted . himself on the 
back for his choice of words. But-­
mankind had always been like · that iu 
the face of the unusual, the surprising, 
the unexpected. Credulous in many 
thiUf,'S, they· WCl'C yet prone to exhibit 
incredulity when faced by the truth. 
Ebencz'cr took that fact into considera­
tion as he answered : 

" Somethin' over a month." 
"Did it come upon you suddenly, or 

by degrees 1 ' '  
Ebenezer eyed his companion. He 

wasn't a fool and he understood. The 
man thought him the victim of a delu­
sion--a sort of harmless ' 'nut. ' '  And 
there had always been men who re­
garded those to whom it was given to 
know the future, as men of unbalanced 
brains. 

" Why, " he said, "I got wise to it all 
at once. 1 didn't know a thing about it, 
a.n' then, all at once, I was sure." · 

"That yon were going to- die tonight? 
You knew all about it even to the time Y "  

' ' Yes, ' '  Ebenezer nodded. 
' '  You--er-<lon ;t carry any insur­

ance, do you f ' '  
'l'here was a tolerant something in the 

way Ebenezer grinned: Suddenly it 
seemed to him that he suw very well 
what was going on in the attorney's 
mind. 

· 

" Nope," he responded shortly. "An' 
I ain't try in'  to beat that game. I was 
to see a doctor about a month ago, after 
I lmew what was goin' to happen, an' 
he said there wasn't anything the matter 
with me so far as he could sec. 'l'h' 
troub!e with him was he couldn't see as 
£ar into th' future a.cJ I could. " 

·'1 And since then-what have you been 
doing? ' �  

' ' I 've been workin' in th' Armistead 
Casket Company plant. same as I have 
for th' last two years." Ebenezer's 
tone was resigned. 

"Oh ;  -you've been making coffins 1" 
"Finishing 'em, " Ebenezer explained. 

His manner beca.ni"e· One of a transitory 
animation. "Th' last one I fixed is th' 
best I ever done. · I bought it off 'em this 
afternoon. '' 

"Not-" The attorney stiff�ned.·His 
eyes widened. ·u�ot for-tonighd" he 
fi.nis"hed rather lamely. 

''Sure," said Ebeuezer. " 1  kuow it's 
u �ood piece of work. ' '  

" And-- did you tell them why yon 
\\'anted to buy it ' ' '  

Bbcnezet· �ighed. This qui�iug wu�J 
b'Ctt.ing to Le something "of a· bore. He 
ca!>-t 11.n eye toward the ue:-,;t room before 
he said with a somewhat griDl . humor: 
" Yep. It won 't be a secret much longer. 
Armistcaq wus SUI'JH'ised, though. I 
reekou he thought 1 was just about w; 
crazy as you dO-just becau...e it's been 
given me to .know how long 1 'ru goin' 
to live. " 

His companion's appearance grew 
troubled as · he paused. Briefly, he, too, 
turned his eyes toward the outer room. 
" But, my dear man, " have I said I 
thought you crazy?" 

" No, an ' you don't need to," said 
Ebenezer. " Say, wait a. minute-ean a. 
crazy man make a deed ?" 

" I-er-" the legal ge�tleman seemed 
djsturbed by the lucid directness of the 
question. ' '  Ile-er�an make one, of 
course, though in the event of his b&­
ing proved of unsound mind it would be 
set aside." 

And suddenly, despite the' nature of 
the whole occasion, Ebenezer laughed, 
without any sound of mirth. · " Then­
that's what's eatin' you, ain't it ¥ "  he 
suggested. " Well, don't you worry. I 
reckon you won't think I was crazy any 
more, when you find out I 've died. " 

"Of cout�, of course," the attorney 
nodded. He adopted a placatin tone. 
" But-you must admit that the circum­
stances are-er-unusual at least. ' '  

"Nothin' unusual about it," said 
Ebenezer Clay. ' 1Dyin' is one of- th' 
commonest things in life. It's on an 
t:qual footin ' with birth. 'l'h '  only un­
usual thing in this business is that I've 
happened to get wi:>c t() th' thing in 
advance, instead of huvin '  it come on 
me as a surprise. You wouldn't liav..l 
thought it was unusual at all if I 'd died, 
iru;tead of comin' to you first. "· 

"Possibly not.' '  'rhe attorney let out 
an audible breath. " Still-your matter­
of-fact acceptance of so grave an isme 
is a bit-wel�, disconcerting. ' '  

"I can't get away from it, can I ?" 
Ebenezer questioned. 

"Well-looking at it in that w::.y," 
said his companion, and apparently ran 
out of a supply of \Vords. · 

"Then why make a fuss T" 
The door to the outer room opened and 

the stenographer brou'ght in the finished 
deed. 

l-ier employer took it with an air of 
relief, ran 1t oyer, Yerified its correct­
ness, and laid it on his desk. He took up 



a pen and dipped it into an inkwell and 
'held it toward hbenezer with one hand, 
while he indicated a line on the typed 
and printed page with a finger of the 
Qther. 

' ' Sign here, please. ' ' 
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foot-high lettering over .the doors at the 
top of a flight of gray stone steps : 

" L\:� UNDERTAKING PAR­
L O R S  A N D  M O R T U A R Y  
CHAPEL." 

Ebenezer signed, after he had read Ebenezer turned from the pavement, 
the document over and assured himself mounted the steps to the door beneath 
of enctly what it said. He gave back the sign and went" in. 
the pen and spoke in a tentative fashion : He stoo<I" in an entrance hall to what 

" If you 've an envelope, I could use, had once been a parlor indeed, and was 
you can add its cost to your charge. 1 now employed as dle chapel on one hand, 
want to mail this here as soon as I and a smal!er room, palpably used as an 
leave. "  

· 
office, .on the other. After a moment of 

''Of course.'' The lawyer. produced hesitation, he turned toward the last. 

.t he article required and slipped the deed " Good afternoon," said an imper-
inside. sonally sympathetic masculine voice. 

Ebenezer sealed it and took the pen Ebenezer regarded a small, almost 
again to scrawl Claire Markley's ad- colorless, man, who eat in- a swivel chair 

dress.· . in front of a roll top desk 
"Afte1noon, " he returned. "You're 

th' manager, I guess 7 '' "I '11 put a special delivery stamp on 
i�, too, "  he announced. " That way she'll 
� sure to get it, I guess. Well-how 
mucb t "  

�e attorney named his price. 
Ebenezer paid it, and thrust the en­

velope into his pocket. ' " !Jistcn, "  said 
he. " It 's given to some men to see th' 
future. That's all there is to this. An' 
now I got to be goin '. Good-bye.' '  

" Good-bye, Mr. Clay, " said the attor­
ney and watched his client stalk out of. 
the place. The whole thing was most 
unusual, no matter what the man said 
about it. He formed a resolution then 
�d there to make a careful search of 
the _morning papers to see if any un­

. exp�cted death had taken place. 

CHAPTEU THREE 

·AS for Ebenezer, he kne'v exactly what 
he wanted to do next. He posted 

the addressed envelope
.first. He watched 

it" slide into the box after he had affixed a 
special delivery stamp, with a mental 
query as to just what Claire .Markley 
would think when the deed was received. 
But it was only after it WllS mailed that 
he found himself wondering whether 
s�e were Claire Markley yet or not, in 
VIew of the fact that. he had heard noth­
ing from her in. a little more than two 
years. 

She might have married. Ebenezer 
paused in the act of turning away from 
the box. And then he caught sight of a 
town clock that showed him the futility 
of such considerations. What did it 
matter if she were married or not, to a 
ma� in his position t He set his lips and 
started off along the street. 

After several turnings, he ·came. to 
what had been a residence once from its 
appearance, bnt was now converted to a 
ve':"y different 

_
usage as indicated by the 

" I 'm Mr. Lynn," said the other and 
rubbed his bloodless palms together. 
' 'What can I do for you, Mr.-' ' 

' ' Clay, ' '  said Ebenezer. ' ' If you're 
Lynn, why, all right. I come in to make 
arrangements with you to bury me, an'  
pay th' bill. You can get th' body any 
time after 11 :01 tonight. I ':1 explain 
that you're to have it, an-" 

" Wait ! "  The man in the sWivel chair 
gasped. He �tared. He gaped. He 
seem� completely upset by the words of 
his prospective corpse. "'Von't you sit 
down, ,.,.bile we go into the matter more 
fully ?' '  

Ebenezer complied and drew a long, 
deep "breath. This arranging for one's 
own demise was a lot more troublesome 
than be had suspected it would be before 
he tried it. People didn't seem to be 
able to associate him with the idea of 
death. 

"There i.sn 't anything to go into, "  he 
remarked, ' ' except that r

'
've picked on 

your firm to do th' job. I 've already 
bonght a casket Jln' it'll be delivered· to 
you sometime tomorrow mornin'. It's a 
gray velour box, lined with white satin, 
side bar type or" handles, from th ' Ar­
mistead Casket Company shops. i 'll 
pack a suitcase with what I 'm goin' to 
wear, an' you get it when you go to get 
th' body. Now what say-had I better 
be embalmed 7" 

To judge by his manner and expres­
sion, Lynn didn't know what to say, 
even though the question was one to 
which he was accustomed to reply. For 
several seconds he sat regarding Eben­
ezer with a baffled contemplation, which 
altered at last to a wakening suspicion. 
Presently he stiffened slightly. "What 
is this," -he inquired, " a joke t "  
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"Joke T" said Ebenezer _ .in a tone of 
irritation, and paused. He thrust a 
hand into his pocket and produced his 
roll of bills. " Well-if it is, it's on me. 
Now let's talk business. Do you want 
th' job 7 If you don't, I 've got to find 
·somebody what docs an' telephone Arm­
istead to send that caske�" 

"Wait, " Undertaker Lynn intel'posed 
for the second time. ' ' If you 're really 
serious about this, I can understand why 
my question should have made you feel 
-annoyed. But-really-! cannot recall 
another instance where a man came in to 
arrange the details of his interment in 
advance of the-er�vent." 

"Maybe. " Ebenezer sighed in al. 
most weary fashion. Even an under­
taker, it would seem, could be disturbed' 
by talking to a man about death before 
that man had died. And yet all men 
died as a matter of course--and he bad 
known he was going to die for something 
over a month, and-that was it. All at 
once . he saw it. He had grown accus­
tomed to the thought, and these others 
were startled by his mention of it, even 
as he had been startled and shocked at 
first. That was the explanation. 

" I  see," he �ent on. "But why 
shouldn't he if he ain't got no folks, an' 
!mows what's goin' to happen. Now how 
muc:h for the funeral an' the cemetery 
lot, with me furnishin' the casket an' 
clotheJ� t "  

· 

The query was businesslike enough in 
all conscience, but Lynn didn't haem 
able to get down to business even so. In­
deed, he seemed unct>mfortable in the 
extreme. 

" Bu�my dear man," he said, and 
his voice was hnsky, "how can you 
knowt You '"ve-er-named the time ex· 
actly. Surely you can't mean-" 

" That I 'm go in ' to kill myself 7" 
Ebenezer interrupted almost roughly at 
this third hint of self-destructitm. "No, 
I don't. I just know what's goin ' to 
happen, an' I admit that when I first 
got wise, it hit me a pretty hard jolt. 
But I got sort of used to it after a time, 
'cause there wasn't nothing to do about 
it." 

Lynn nodded. "Just so," he said 
rather faintly. "You mean you 're re. 
signed." 

"I threw up my job," said Ebenezer, 
" an' come down here to fix things up 
with you, an' if you 'll look at th' clook, 
you '11 see I ain 't got so awful mtch time. 
Now nam� your price an I 'll pay it, an' 

go 'tend to a few other things, an' then 
I 'm goin' over ro the hospital-" 

"Hospital t" Mr. Lynn repeated 
quickly. "You mean you 're· going to-. 
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�, he appeared to trip over the end 
of his question. 
· "I'm goin' to die there ·at one minute 
a.fter eleven o'clock tonight, ' '  said 
Ebenezer in an actually brittle fashion. 
" They 'll �11 you whell" I 'm ·ready.<Now 
let's get .this here settled. It's a matter 
o£ life an' death-an' I can go to bed a. 
lot easier in my mind if I know what's 
goin' to' happen to my remains. There 
oughter be a prayer, an' maybe some 
shtgin ', an' there 's th' rent of th' 
hearse. ' '  

Mr. Lytin caught a breath thut was 
positively unsteady." " And-flowers t "  
he suggested. 

Ebenezer nodded. "Sure. .Money 
ain't no good to me now. I might as 
well spend it. You get some . posies, of 
course. Now set your tigger an' I 'll pay 
it an' get out. I gotta go to my room 
an' pack iny grip." · 

" WhY��" ?tfr. Lynn wet h:is. lips 
with .his toQgue. He rubbed his hands 
togeth�r. He looked at E�nezer, and 
cast his eyes about the �OOJ;U. Never· in 

. . all · his life had be encountered such a 
situation. Mortician he might be, but 
he had never had financial dealings v.ith 

· n subject while yet it was full of intel· 
ligent breath. Pt·esently be turned to his 
desk . in something like desperation, 
caught· up a ·sera ten-pad and began jot­
ting down certain figures upon it; while 
Ebenezer watched. What lay · back of 
tlie tran.aactlon he didn't ki1ow, b\lt 
elear�y it wasn 't a �oke us he had at first 
suspected, or, if it was it was a joke, 
ora most peculiar sort. Even if it was, 
his caller ready to pay for it in cash, :and 
one of his mottoes of life was never to 
let a dollar escape on� he had it in his 
grasp. }.F. yet he didn't have it, but 
apparently he would. 

. " Three. hundred dollars, " he g��:ve an 
estimate at last. His peculiar patron 
had said money WllS po object to him any 
longer and he felt he might as well get 
all he could. 

Ebenezer accepted by another. nod.: H_e 
began. stripping currency notes fro� his 
roll. · 

Lynn watched him. The thing was 
past all precedence, but it was l)appen­
ing before his eyes. This man was go­
ing to pay him for a funeral, i n  advance 
-and he was going to have a casket de­
livl\"red at his door. The thing was crazy 
-craefi! Of cou.rSe. That explain-ed 
the whole thing. The man was mildly 
unbalanced. He was a bug. He eyed 
tlle motion oJ. Ebenezer's lips, k;eeping 
time with his fingers in �p�ljng the 
nmolint, and SJ.ld�enly he- r�leq his 
former remark. 
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He cleared his throat. ' ' Unless, ' '  he 
said, ' 'you wish to be embalmed.'·' 

Ebenezer paused in his counting. He 
lifted his eyes. ' ' Do you think I ought 
to be or not!" 

· 

" It's a · inatter of�r--personal 
choice, " said Mr. Lynn, still eying the 
bills in Ebenezer's hand. " If it was my 
funeral, I-er-=-would. " 

" Hpw much f" said Ebenezer. 
' ' Fifty dollars, ' '  said Lynn and 

caught his breath as his caller resumed 
his counting, added two twenties and a 
ten to the sum already named and laid 
the total on the corner of the desk. 

Lymi took it up and verified the count 
and put it in a folder he drew from an 
insiae pocket. With the act his spirit 
appeared to 

·
lighten. " He buttoned his 

coat acroos his narrow chest and smiled. 
� "Quite cotrect, M.r. Clay, thank you, " 

he declared and once more rubbed his 
palms together. " We'll give you a very 
nice funeral, I assure you-a very nice 
funeral, indeed:" 

· 

" Well you ought to. " Ebenezer 
picked up his hat and rose. "With me 
f!Jrilishin' everything . but th' work, 
you're hittin I· it ::;tiff-but, I reckon you 
might as well have it as any one else. 
I'll expect you·to do things up in prcity 
good sha pc. " 

LyD.n rose al'>o. " J  assure you that 
cv.erytbing_ will be · done in a · fa.Shion 
that,. could you see it, w.ould satisfy you, 
yourself. " 

" All right. That's . all I 'm ask:in ', ; ' ,  
said Ebenezer. " Well-yon '11 see· me 
later. That is, you 'II see my remiU�s. 
Good aftentoon." He put on his bat and 
walked out. 

And as he went do'vn the gray stone 
steps, he was oonsciotis of a feeling of 
relief at having got so much of his final 
arrangements off his hanas . 

He walked fo· the corner and waited 
for a car that would ta1te him within a. 
block of his room. · 

CHAPTER FOUR 

IT was a small room in a boarding­
house on a side street. But for two 

year8 and ·a trifle over he had called it 
home. · ·Ebenezer was the type who do 
not move around. Quiet in his habit.'l, 
almost automatic in his routine, he bad 
come to be ·more · or less CYf a fixture in 
the house maintained by the Widow Mc­
Closkey and her daughter Irene. 

He met· Irene ·as · he came in and she 
eyed him .with surprise. Never before 
since she had kno-Wn him had he come 
home in tlre. afternoon. 

"Why, Mr. Clay ! "  she .exclaimed. 
" YOU· � �t sick,. are. you ' ,  

"No, Miss Irene, " said Ebenezer. " I  
just wanted t o  'tend to some bu.sin.ess, 
an' I '11 be go in' out pretty soon.,_ 

Going out I The words rather saug 
themselves over in his brain as he 
mounted the stairs and unlocked his 
doo-r and let himself in. Gcn:ng out 
PJ:etty soon. Yes, it wouldn't be long 
now until he was going out, indeed-like 
-like the gas when you turned the 
button, or an electric light, or a �mp, 
or a candl()-going out never to return. 

lie sighed as he crossed the room and 
opened his trunk, and got out so�e 
paper and a bottle of ink and a pen. 
'.rho fact that he was actually going 
out still

. 
held its sting. He had 

accepted it when he had come to . 
know it, as an unavoidable thing.: Be 
bad even felt a strange wonder tha.t to 
him, as to so few of his fellowS, the . 
definite date should be shown. But-· he 
was young, and perfectly healthy so far 
as his physical life was concerned, -and 
it was rather hard to realize that inside a 
certain num�er of days, now dwindled to 
hotirs, the spark of his life was going out 
-that the driving force of life w6uld 
have run down like a. neglected clock, 
before the morrow's sun. 

He carried pen and ink and paper to 
a little table and sat down. He �;pread 
the P,aper before him and took up the 
pen. 

And then he sat sta1•iug straight ·be­
fore him. · Claire .Markley� He was See­

ing her. face again-and · the old house, 
set down on the edge of his ancestral 
acres, with its trees, its rose bushes, the 
barn behind · it-all the things be. had 
left when he came west to this city where 
he now sat in a rented roOm-the th\Jlgs 
l1e had left -whep he had quarreled 'vith 
Claire,. after the manner of over-jealous 
youth-the things he was giving to her 
now in consideration of Love and 
Affection. 

Love a.nd Affection. Oddly enough he 
thought CYf Irene. She was going to be 
married. All at once Ebenezer's eyes 
lighted. He reached into his pocket 
slowly and brought out his depleted roll 
of bills. "When one -got married, one 
needed a lot of things, and-Irene had 
always· been mighty ·friendly with him. 
So-why not leave to Irene what was 
soon to be of no possiblle value to him f 

Mel)tally he made an estimate of the 
cost of a hpspital room. He detached 
it from the amount in his possession and 
returned it to his pocket. The remainder · 
he put aside. 

And then ·he uncorked the bottle of 
ink. Claire t· No. He had meant to 
write her, -explaining· about the deed, 
bnt-there wasn't anything to say to 



her really. Let the deed speak for it­
self, it\ its terms .of Love and Affection. 
All at once he was gla.d the lawyer had 
thought of that consideration. It saved 
him the effort of trying to explain in 
labored fashion all those things the three 
words so tersely said. LotJe and Af!ec­
tit:m. . That's all there was to it. Claire 
would have the old 'place just the same 
as if she had been married to him, and 
-this thing had come upon him tonight 
all unexpected. 

After all, theu, it was better so-it 
was better that be should be mc�ting. the 
thing alone-better that be was-as he 
was-better thai he should be leaving 
the old �lace to Claire because of love 
an<! affection, and the balance of his 
money to Irene. 

He hitched himself into position at the 
tabl� ·a.nd began work with his pen : 

"Dear Mrs. McCloskey: 
H �'m writin.g this to explain 

quite'a number of things. 'When you 
get it, I'll be dead, and it'll be i1� 
natural and rpgular fashiott. 1 ain't 
killing ·myself, attd I ai-n't out en 
my head. When I leave here, l '1n 
going to a hospital and get a t'0011t. 
.And I'U di6 there tonight at 11 :01. 

"I've knou,�cl this 1ua-s comi1tg for 
some time, but I ain't said 1wthing 
about it, beCau.se there ain't any use 
in a man's kicking against his time 
whe� it comes. · But I'm lea,ving you 
my things. 

"·.You can 7wve nty tr-unk and 
what there is in it, and the ntoney 
in· this letter I 1t:a-nt sh(l!tld go to 
Miss lt·ene. I know she's going to 
be ma,n'ied and I'd like her to use 
tke cash to get her some tltings. 
She's always been mighty nice to 
me, and so ha1Je you. I hope Irene 
and her husband get along fine. I'm 
g<1i11g to be buri� front Lynn's. If 
you call -up, he 'll give !JOtL the time, 
and.I'd like to have you attend the 
funeral if you care to come. I've 
made a,ll the arrangements for it, 
and- ke says he'll do the right thing. 

11 I wish I could stay with you 
lo11.ge,·, but when t11.6 Grim Reaper 
calls, all a huma,n power can dh is 
to stand up and be cut dhu;-n.." 

So :far Ebenezer wrote and paused. 
He regarded the last paragraph, frown­
ing. Some way it didn't exactly seem 
right. Instinctively, perhaps, be felt 
the malappropriateness of likening him­
self to a flower, but he could not seem 
to find other words to express what he 
ha:d i,n mind. In the end he let it stand 
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aa it was, trusting that Mre. McCloskey 
would understand it, and went on: 

11 So· this is good-by. 
11Yottrs very truly, 

11 EbeMzer Clay.'' 

He rose and found a.n envelope in the 
trunk. lie put the written page and 
t.he money inside it and sealed it up and 
wrote upon it : 

"Norah :31 cCloskey---:Addressed." 
He propped it up on the table' againSt 

the bottle of ink, where any ol)e coming 
in would �e it ; turned away a.nd found 
a suitcase and opened it on the bed. 

Pulling out the drawers of an old-time 
dresser, he set to work. Into the suit­
case he put a clean suit of underclothing, 
a pair of fresh socks, and a shirt, a tie, 
a collar. From a closet he brought a 
suit of clothes, folded them neatly and 
added them to the rest. 

He sighed again as he closed the. case 
and fastened the snaps. His eyes 
roamed about the room in a farewell 
glance. In a moment he was going to 
walk out of it, as he had done so many 
times before . .  But-this time-he wasn't 
coming back. Something like a lump 
rose in his throat. His eyes fell on the' 
envelope propped up on the table, where 
ltfrs. McCloskey would find it. . He 
would have liked to say good-bye to her 
and Irene, but-it was too hard to make 
people understand. He took up the suit­
case and went out and down the stairs 
softly, hoping he wouldn't meet Irene as 
he had when he came in. 

He saw no one. He let himself out of 
the front door. He moved off along the 
street.· A. t the corner he turned and 
looked back. After that he walked a 
couple of blocks, and caught a car for 
the third time thJLt afternoon. Just why 
h:: was going to a hospital he hardly 
knew, except . that soon after he had . 
learned what was going to happen, the 
idea had occurred to him and had taken 
hold of his mind. It had seemed a better 
place to die than in the Widow Mc­
Closkey's house. Wherdore, he had 
made.it the last step in his plan. 

When the car reached the corner 
nearest to it, he got down. It stood in 
a stretch of tree-studded groun!l, md 
the shado�s ,of the trees were growing 
long. He noted the fact with n odd 
quiver, starting into being as it seemed 
from somewhere in his breast. He 
paused ·and put down the suitcase and 
drew a long breath. That-that strange 
thrill ha.d Rrobably been in his heart. 
It· would have to be his heart or some­
thing of that sort to take him. otf so sud­
denly, a:fter he had spent twenty-t�eyen 
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years feeling well. And it was begin­
ning to make itself felt--just as for 
twenty-seven years it had been fated that 
it should. That was the way fate worked. 
-there was no haste abont it, bu� 
equally there was no mistake. 

He took up the suitcase again and 
started up a tree-shaded, concrete walk. 
But at the head of a flight of steps, in 
front of the doors of the institution it­
self, he once more stopped.. He turned 
his glance to the grass, the shrubs, the 
trees. He lifted it to the sky, where a 
few clouds floated like balls of fleece, in 
a final look. It was the last time, thought 
Ebenezer, that he would ever see any­
thing of the sort. The last time. Life 
.......flave for the .. restricted element of the 
hospital itself, would be behind.him once 
he stepped inside ita doors. And ye� 
and yet-he couldn 't stand there ou the 
steps. He set his lips a trifle grimly and 
made his way inside. 

There was a door marked office. 
Ebenezer went in. He was breathing 
somewhat quickly, and there was a 
dra·wn expression about his eyes, nmv 
tl1a t they had looked on the world for 
the last time. He set down his suitca.ISe 
and spoke to a. woman-a white-clad 
woman�who sat behind a. glassed-in 
railing. 

"I would like to engage a room." 
. She rose and came toward him, speak­

ing through the grill of the "'rindow be­
tween them. " Very well. What price 7 "  

Ebenezer's mind went back to: the 
. amount he had d�med sui}icient, and he 

named it. 
" That will do for a deposit, " sa1d the 

woman, "but we only rent rooms by the 
week. ' '  

' 1  I-I won't need i t  that long/' said · 
Ebenezer. ' 1  I�xpect to die tonight. ' '  

"You-" For an instant the face on 
the other side of the grill showed 
startled, and then it smiled. " You don't 
look u sick as all that. ' '  

" I  don 't feel sick, Ma 'm, really, " 
Ebene?.er told her. " But-" 

"You've never been in a hospital be-
fore, have you ! "  

l<No, }fa 'm--but--" 
"What is your namef" 
Ebenezer told her and watched her 

write it down. 
She laid aside her pen· and slipped 

aronhd the end of. the railing. "If you '11 
come with me," she said, " I 'll take you 
to your room.' '  

.Ebenezer followed her down a hall, 
past many doors, in and ont of which 
flitted other women in white. There was 
a peculiar odor to the place, he noted 



··now, that made him feel a trifle sick. He 
sniffed. 

They paused before an elevator cage, 
a.nu went in and up a shaft. On the 
next floor they got out. There was an­
other corridor and more uoors. His com­
panion opened one at last. Ebenezer 
!itepped int.o a room with a narrow white 
bed. and a table, and a set of drawers, 
and two doors. 

· " I 'll send you a nurse, ,. said the 
woman, a.nd \Vent out. 

Ebenezer put dov.'ll his suitcase and 
sighed. Just as a room, the place was 
very .nice. He began taking off his coat 
and v�L 

With the garments in his hand, he 
stopped. 'l'he door had opened wi�hout 
warning and a young woman in white 
popped iu. 

1 '  Oh, ' ' she e."<cluimed, ' 1  are you going 
to bed T Ring the bell when you're ready, 
and I '11 come in anu take your tempera­
ture and pulse. " 

She withdrew a.ud Ebenezer flushed. 
.�he had been a. rather pretty girl, but 
--Bhc hadn't. even J-appeJ. He '-.:eut 
over aud found a button on the uoo•· 
and turned it, �t down and began unty­
ing his 11hocs. 

Having completed hlK disrobing, he 
turned the button back the other way, 
pulleJ down the covers and streteh� 
himself out. She had told him. to riug, 
but it really didn't mu.tter whether 11he 
came back or not. He had laid his watcJ1 
on the table beside · the bed and he 
glanced: at its dial. It was nearly six 
o 'clock. He turned his gu.ze out of the 
window. He could see the top of a tree 
and the blue of the evening sky. 

A door opened at his back. He tun1ed, 
to face another nurse. 

· 

She wa.s older, he judged, than the 
first, and she had a bunch of papers iu 
her ·hand. She drew up a ehair .and !!at 
Jowu by the side of the bed. 

• '  Goou evening. You're Mr. Clay, 
aren't you ' ' '  she inquired. 

1 '  Yes, Ma 'm, '' said Ebenezer. 
' �Your age?" 
' '  Twenty ·seven. ' '  
" Born where T "  
" ?tfassillon, Ohio." 
"And what is your complaint!" 
" I-I don't know, Ma'm, " said Eben-

ezer, watching as she wrote down hiH 
answers, "but I think it's my heart. I 
guess it doesn't matter though, really. 
I 'm goin' to die tonight. ' '  

Like the woman in the office, this one, 
too, looked" startled, dnd then, like the 
other, she smiled. " You don 't look like 
a heart caae exactly,'' she responded. 
" Who's yow· doc tor t "  
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" I  haven 't any, " said Ebenezer. 
She nodded. " I  '11 have one of the 

house doctors come in to see you. Now 
who would you want notified in event 
of your death1 "  

For a moment Ebenezer stared. He 
was conscious, all at once, of a distinct 
sensation of relief. Here at last was 
some one who wasn't shocked into a state 
of mental collapse by the mention of his 
impending demise. And, of course, he 
knew nothing of h06pital records or 
other forms of medical red tape. 

letting the minutes slip irretrievl\bly 
away, dully conscious of the muffied 
sounds of footfalls, of tinkling bells, that 
drifted in from the hall. 

And then his door opened again, to 
admit the little nurse, who had entereJ 
before he was undressed. But she came 
in quietly now, rather than bounced. On 
tip toe as it seemed, so silent wa.s her 
progress, she approached the bed, en­
countered Ebenezer's watching glance 
and paused, then smiled. 

" You'�uite all right-aren't you, 
Mr. Clay 1 ' '  11he inquired. 

" Of cour�e, " said Ebenezer. 
"Miss \\rinslow sent me to stay v;ith 

you, ' '  the girl explained. 1 1  She said­
she said- ' '  

" That I was going to· die tonight t "  
All at once it came to Ebenezer that the 
little nurse was scared-that she was 

"AR--RANGED ! " The nurse's eyes _ sc�red stiff�£ him. 
went wide. She sat with her She u�ded slightly. "Yes. At-

"Why, " he said in a tone approach­
ing animation, " I  sin 't got no folb, so 
-no one I guess, or--hold on! You can 
telephone Lynn 's Undertaking ParlorK 
af�r I 'm. dead. My funeral is all ar­
ranged. ' '  

CHAPTER FIVE 

pencil poised above the paper on her at-". 

knee, while she regarded" Ebenezet· in an " One minute after eleven." 
ulmoot horrified way. 

P1•e:;ently her bWit rose anu fell again 
11lowly. A rout1·action ran up and doWlt 
the rounded pillar of her throat. Her 
lip!l parted. 

"Really, Mr. Clay-" she ��gnu in 
un._oertain fashion. 

1 1  You sec, ' '  ��benezer iutenupte<l. " I  
thought 1 might a� well attend to it my­
:-;elf. and then I 'd be su•·e what was done 
with my remains, instead of just lyin' 
uown an' Jeusin' it t.o other folks. So 
J fixeq it with Lynn this afternoon be­
fore I come up here, an' I told him be 
could come an' get me any time after ·one 
minute past eleven o-'clock p. m. " 

"I !iCC. " The woman nodded. Just 
what 11he saw she didn't mention, but it 
seemed to be something that threw her 
into a �:�tate of incipient panic, whatever 
it was. To Ebenezer it "seemed that she 
had grown a little bit pale us she jumped 
up, rather than rose. " I  '11-send in one 
of the doctors, " she said, moving toward 
the door. ' ' You lie quiet until you see 
him, won 't you T "  

· 

Ebene'�r bobbed his head. Her actions 
filled him with n fresh disgust. Arm­
istead wasn 't so bad, or the !S.wyer, but 
undertakers, nurse&-aurely - �ey ought 
to be aceu�tomed to the thought of death. 
So he didu 't even trouble to put his 
aequiescen� into words. He had thought 
her a sensible person at first, and now 
it would seem that she simply hadn't 
understood. He closed his eyes and re­
laxed upon the pillow. 

The door opened and closed, and he 
kn"&w she had disappeared. But he didn't 
open _ his eyes. He simply lay there, 

' ' Yes, :Mr. Clay. " 
' '  Well, ' '  said Ebenezer, ' 1  don't you 

(•a1·e, little girl. "  All at once he felt he 
liked her. " Jl'olk!l are dying arow1d 
here right along, aren't they t "  

:::lhe nodded ug"din. ' ·  Oh, .r�, but--1 
think you upset �li.:;s Winslow by men­
tioHiug the time. ' • 

' · �it down, " i!aid Bbenczer. " 1  upset 
her all right, 1 guess. She got out of 
here like we 'd b�n talkin' about her 
funeral instead of mine. " 

Once more the uoor opened and two 
men came in. They were young men, 
clad in white trouser!! and coats, and 
they carried a. variety of thin� Eben­
ezer had never �:�een. Also they carrieJ 
an a.ir of importance as they gave their 
various burdens into· the little nllmle 's 
hands. 

Ebenezev eyed them. He felt annoyed. 
Just us he was about to have a visit with 
the brown-haired, blue-eyed girl-they 
appeared. He l1ad thought he could 
come here a.nd lie clown, and die iu 
peace, and thus far this hospital was the 
least restful pluce he had ever known iu 
his life. 

For a. moment the two men spoke with 
the nurse in lowered tones, and then the 
more important appearing of the twu 
approached the bed and stood looking 
down at Ebenezer. 

' ' Well, well, old man,' '  he said in 
brusquely friendly fashion, '1 what's 
wrong! "  

Ebenezer tried to make the best of 
the situation. :Miss Winslow b3d Sa.id 
she would send him a doctor, and doubt­
less here were ·two of them. 



"I don't know, Doc," he accordingly 
shaped his answer. ".All I know is that 
� ain't' goin ' to last long. ' ' 

"Well-what's this stuff you were 
pulling about 11 :01 p. m. ?" 

"':fhat 's my time, Doc," said Eben­
ezer. 

' If it is," said the interne, grinning, 
"you're cutting it mighty fine." 

He reached down and threw back the 
covering from Ebenezer's chest, turned 
and took a bit of hard rubber and a 
small soft rubber hammer from the 
nurse's hands. 

Laying the bit of rubber on Eben­
ezer's breast, he began tapping it with 
the hammer very much as Ebenezer 
himself was wont to tap finishing nails, 
except that there were no nails employed 
in this operation, of conne. But as the 
doctor hammered, he cocked his ear to 
the resulting sounds. His· companion 
came to the bedside and listened also. 
Ebenezer found that he was listening, 
too, after a time. 

Tap, tap, tap tap--over and over­
all over his breast .and up and down his 
sides. .And then they turned him over 
and began hammering on his b�ck. A 
sort of deeply muffled note resulted from 
the process. 

"Say Doc, ain't I about beat tender1" 
Ebenezer questioned after a time. 

The -interne removed his rubber disk 
and let him turn upon his back. He 
faced his fellow. 

"Make anyt11ing out of jU" he sug­
Qeated. 

The other man shook his head. "Not 
a thing." 

".Ahem," suid t.he senior int.el'llc, 
reached into hi�:� pocket aud produced n 
}}ell-shaped device equipped with rubbet· 
tube� whicl1 he inserted in hi:-; car�:�, be­
fore he r�umcd hit� inquisitive attuck ou 
Ebenezer's chest. 

'l'be junior joined rum with :.1.1\0lhct• 
instrument and begun working ou the 
other side. l�bcnezer watched them 
moving their little J•ubbct• bells about 
!or a time, and then spoke again : · 

"I l:lay, Doc. there ain't unythiug the 
matter with my lungs. " 

The senior looked at the junior. "Find 
anything!" he inquired. 

.And the junior shook his bead. "Not 
a. thing." 

"There ain't, " said Ebenezer. "I was 
to a doctor a. month ago." 

H Try the heart, H SUggested t)le Senior, 
gnd bent again to his task. 

Presently he straightened and sighed. 
" St.rong as a horse. I think we'd better 
take a sample of his bloOd. ' '  

EBENEZER'S CASKET 

Ebenezer lifted his Yoice. The calm, 
almost impersonal manner of these 
\Vhite-clad men of science, filled him 
with something like a. sense of resent­
ment. They treated him like a man of 
wood. They paid no attention to what 
lie said. 

" See here," he burst out, " if my 
heart's all right, there ain't anything the 
matter with me, I guess-or if there is, 
you don't seerri able to find it. I come 
here to die, and I'd like to do it in 
peace.' '  

"You came here to die, did you 1 Well 
-what arc you going to die of? "  the 
senior interne questioned, taking notice 
of what Ebenezer said at last_ 

"I don't know. I ain't a doctor," 
Ebenezer :flared. 

"Then-what's the notion t "  'rhe in­
terne's intonation was rather crisp. 
"How do you know you're going to die, 
if there's nothing the matter with you t "  

" When a man knows a. thing he knows 
it, don't he?" said Ebenezer in some­
what weary fashion. 

The interne noddeu. He looked at 
his junior. A meaning glance passed be­
tween them. ''All right, ?tfiss Coombs,'' 
be said to the little nurse. "We'll take 
a little olood and make a test. ' '  

Ebenezer sighed. This was going be­
yond anything of which he had ever 
dreamed, but, in a way, dimly he knew 
it was useless to resist. He watched in 
helpless fashion while the little nurse 
produced a number of things. 

lie lay supine while the senior interne 
approached. lie winceJ. slightly a� ltc 
bent and laid hold of the Jooo of l1iH 
car and scratclt�d it aud drcw a drop of 
blo·od into a small gla!!S pipnttc. .\nd he 
smiled rather wanly a� the little nurse 
Jabbed the scratch i11 his c�tr with a hit 
of cotto1 1, aud asked him softly if it 
hurt. He liste11ed. wl1ilc the two men 
spoke to ber jn lowert�tl ucccnts, and 
wl1e11 they went out of the room to­
gether, he urcw a �;igh of l·dit'f-evcu 
though l1c had a. premonition that they 
would be bll<'k. 

'rhereafter a JtUmbet· of things oc­
curred. 'l'ho little nn � ga\'e him a Lal.h .. 
He explained that he didn't need it, but 
it did no good. She explaineq that it 
was one of the rules. }<}bcnezer sub­
mitted. He began to feel that he '\'ould 
have been �ise had he elected to die 
almost anywhere else. He had thought 
of ·a hospital ·as n place of peac.c and 
restful quiet. He l1adn 't looked for all 
this fuss. Still the little nurse ''"liB very 
pleasant, and he would have enjoyed 
talking to her if she badn 't kept looking 
at him in such a p�uliar ·fashion while 
she worked. 
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� 'You don 't need to thi.nk I 'm crazy," 
he said at last. 

"Of course, " she assured him quicldy, 
and caught her breath. 

Judging by the form of her words, 
she might have meant that he was not 
or that he was, but Ebenezer didn't 
trouble about it. She was a nice little 
thing and be liked her. All at once he 
remembered that he l1ad a few dollars 
left, aside from his vanished roll of bills. 

' 'See here, ' '  he said, ''would you mind 
getting me .my pants T" 

"\"nat forT" She eyed him. 

· He shook his head. " I  ain't goin' to 
try to get up. I just want somet�g in 
the pocket. " 

She brought them to him from the 
closet 11lowly and laid them on the bed •. 

He thrust a hand into the pocket and 
dug out the loose change. " Here, '.' he 
said, and held it toward her. " I  won't 
need this any longer." 

" Why, :'VIr. Clay!" She drew back 
nnd eyed him. 

"Take it," he insisted.. "I like you. 
'Taint much, but I want you to have 

what there is." 
" I-I-" she took it and dropped it 

into a pocket on ber apron. ul '11 keep it 
for you, " she stammered. "We aren't 
allowed to--' '  

The door opened and the two internes 
came in. 

The senior reached the bed in a stride 
and caught up the trousers. uWhat did 
he tak�? "  He turned on the little nurse 
in accusing fashion, with the garments 
dangling from his hand. 

· 

" \Vhy-wlty-" �-uddenly Mi�s 
Coombs' expt·ession was that of one 
aghast. " Nothing I "  she gal'.-ped. "H � 

he said he wanted them, and I brought 

them to him." 
The senior threw the trousel'll frorn 

h.im and spoke to his companion. " Beat 
i t.- get hold of a st.ouutch tube, quick ! ' '  

Ebenezer roused to the occasion, as 
tllc junior interne darted from t�c t·oom. 
"lJook here, I didn't take nothing. I 
WlUtletl something in one of my pockets 
an ' r couldn't get it myself \dth her in 
1 he ronm. ' '  

" Shut u p  I" said the house man 
shodly. "I know darned well you did, 
nn ' we'll 1lud out"what it waR when we 
get that tube. I began to get wise to 

you, aU right, when I didn't find any­
thing wrong with your blood. Yon don't 
get 11way with it this time, my man. Not 
while t'm on the job� ?tfiss Coombs, get 
n pitcher of water, and a glass. Hah­
got it, did you¥" He whirled to the 
junior interne, who ca.me bursting m 
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with a length of red rubber tubing in 
his· hand. 

"But I tell you-" began Ebenezer. 
"You don't need to," snarled the 

senior, turning ·to him with the rubber 
tubing. "Now open. your mouth." 

Ebenezer eyed the length of ·rubber. 
He asked a question. "Do you expect me 
to swallow that thing ! "  

"You're going to swallow i t  before 
we've ftnislred. "  The interne lifted the 
tip of the tube and lield it before Eben­
ezer's face. "Come on now�pen your 
mouth." 

That tip was at-least three-quarters of 
an inch across. The .idea was sufficient. 
"I can't," said Ebenezer rather sickly. "I-" 

" Here, " said the man with the tube, 
to his companion, "you hold him. Now 
see here, Clay, -:no more fooling. Ready 
·»fiss Qoombs with the water 1 Now Clay 
take the tip of � tube in your mouth 
and take a drink and swallow. Come on 
-you might as well do it first as last. " 

Ebenezer turned appealing �yeti · 
toward t�e little nurse, who stood with 
the pitcher. and glai!S iu her ha.nd. H.e 
wasn't a boaconstrictor, or any other 
sort of snake, and he knew that trying 
to swallow that ·yard of red rubber was 
going to make·Jiim·sick. · 

But as she niet- his glance her soft 
lips parted . .  

"Please Mr. Clay," she !Wd. "Th�y 
thiuk I let you take something, and­
we've got to prove they!ve made a mis-
take. " . 

· 

'l'hc appeal of woman ! Ebenezer set 
his jaws and then relaxed them again. 
He sat up in bed. H�'d-he'd do it for 
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'her sake. He'd got -her into this by try­
ing to give her a little sign of his per­
sonal · appreciation and he had to 
get her out again, of course. He grabbed 
the tube and thrust it· into his . mouth. 
He . took the glass of water she held 
toward him, and tried to swallow the 
combination and�hoked, and began 
coughing, while the junior interne 
pounded him on the back. 

Thereafter followed an interval of 
physical discomfort more acute than any 
of which Ebenezer had ever before been 
able to think. He tried to swallow that 
massive bit of tubing-he choked and 
gagged. In the end, when a cold sweat 
of nausea dewed his forehead, the sepior 
interne grabbed the thing and literally 
thrust it down his throat-and it­
stuck ! No matter ho'v hard Ebenezer 
gagged, he couldn't get it out because 
the junior interne held his hands. And 
MisS Coombs was holding yet another 
glass of water before him and begging 
him to ' ' Drink ! ' '  

· He took the water. H e  swallowed. The 
tube slid down. With something like a 
whirlh1g fascinatio� Ebenezer watched 
.it disappearing. The impossible was be­
ing. accomplished. Pallid and shaking, 
he sat dizzily on the bed with the thing 
hanging out from between his jaws. But 
his brain seemed swirling, and the room 
and all it held was going round and 
round. And-tlie senior interne was 
pouring more water into the funnel 
shlj.ped outer end of the tube, and letting 
it run out again-was catching the es­
caping fluid in n basin Miss Coombs was 
holding in her. hands. 

He turne_d hls b!earing eyes upon her. 

He thought she smiled in grateful 
fashion, but he eouldn 't be cer� about 
it. He couldn't be certain of anything. 
The tube in his thrOat was choking him 
slowly but surely. He swallowed-and 
swallowed again. Waves of deathly 

. nausea assailed him. He felt strangely, 
appallingly weak. 

And then, suddenly, the tube was 
sliding out from between his teeth." It 
was gone. He sank back on his pillow 
with a. gasping breath. Half consciously, 
he watched the internes leave the roQ�­
knew that he and the little nurse were 
alone. 

But it didn't matter. Nothing mat­
tered any longer except that, strive as he 
would to choke back the spasms of 
nausea . that engulfed him, they were 
strangling his breath. Exhaustion ·and 
the languor oUt laid hold upon him.. His 
very eyelids felt heavy. He let- them 
droop and then forced them open "again. 

" What time is it, Miss-Coombs'" he 
questioned faintly. 

" Nearly eleven," said the little nurse. 
" Nearly eleven." All at once Eben­

ezer understood. That was why he felt 
so terribly weak. 

" How near 1" be managed in a: gasp 
of comprehension. 

"Five minutes to, Mr. Clay. Try and 
get a little sleep. I'm sorry you're· so 
sick. " 

FiYe minutes to. s� ?ninutesl Eben­
ezer stretched himself out in bed. · It 
\Vasn 't the tube- that had made him feel 
as he did. It was just fate. He closed 

· his eyes. He drew up his handS· and 
crossed them over his breast. He began 
breathing deeply-
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H. P. LOVECRAFT Is A t  His Best 
In This Strange . Tale 

THE WHITE APE 

LIFE is-a hideous thing, and from 
the background 'behind what we 
know of it peer demoniacal hh�ts 

. of truth which make it sometimes a 
thousandfold more hideous. Science, al­
ready oppressive with its shocking reve­
lations, will perhaps be the u'timate ex­
terminatar of our human species--if 
separate species we be-for its reserve 
of nnguessed horrors could ne,·cr be 
borne by mortal brains if loosed upon 

. the world 
If we knew what we are·, we should do 

as Sir .Arthur Jermyn did ; and Arthur 
Jermyn soaked himself in oil and set 
fire to his clothing one night. No one 
placed the charred fragments in an um. 
or set a memorial to him who had been ; 
fol" certain papers and a certain boxed 
qbject were found, which m11;de men 
wish to forget. Sople who knew him do 
:not admit that he ever existed. 

Arthur Jermyn w�t out on the moor 
and bnrned himself after seeing the 
boxed object which had come from 
Africa. It was this object and not his 
peculiar personal appearance_, which 
made him end his life. 

Many would have disliked to live if 
p�esSed of t� peculiar features of 
Arthur Jermyn, but he bad been a poet 

and scholar an� had not J;ninded. Learn­
ing was in his blood, for his great-grand­
father, Sir Robert Jermyn, Bt., had been 
an anthropologist of note, \vhilst. his 
great-great-great-grandfather, Sir Wade 
J"ermyti., 'vas one of the eadiest explorers 
of the 'Congo reg-ion, and had written 
eruditely of its tribes, animals, and sup­
posed antiquities. Indeed, old Sir Wade 
had· possessed an intellectual zeal 
amounting almost to a mania ; his 

bizarre conjectures on a prehistoric 
white Congolese civilization earning him 
much ridicule when his book, " Observa­
tions ou the Several Parts 

·
of .Africa," ·

was published. In 1765, this fearless 
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explorer had been placed in a madhouse 
·at -Huntingdon. 
Madness was in all the J ermyns, and· 

people.were glad there were not many of 
them. The line put forth no branches, 
and Arthur wa� the last of it. · If he had 
not been, one can not say '\vhat-he would 
have done when the object came. 
The Jermyns never seemed to look 

quite · right-sOmething was· amiss, 
though Arthur wus the worst, and ·tho 
old family portraits in Jermyn l lousc 
�howcd fino face::; enough bt:forc Sir 
Wtide's t.imo. Cet1.ainly, the madness be­
gan with Sir Wade, whose wild stories of 
Africa wel''C at once the.dolight ·and ter·· 
ror of his few friend!!. It showed in his 
collection of trophies and !Specimens, 
which .. were not SUCh as a l\Ot1nal _ man 
would accumulate and preser've, and ap· 
peared lltrikingly in the Oriental · seclu· 
sion in which' he kept his wife. The lat­
ter, he had said, wns the da\1ghtcr of ·� 
J?ortnguese trader wl10m h� had met i.n 
Africa; aud she did not like EJ;)glish 
ways. She, with an ii1faut son ·oorn' in· 
Africa, had accompanied him back fro� 
the second and lOI�gel:it o! rus trips, Ulld 
h.ad gone .with hinl 01l lhc third and last, 
��:e:ver retm1ling. 

'rl!E WH-�TE AP� 

Yet aiter he came home for the last 
time ·Sir Wade would speax of su<:h 
matters with a shudderingly uncanny 
zest, .m,ostly after his third glass at the 
Knight's Head ; boasting of what he. had 
found in the j�gle and of· how he had 
dwelt among terrible ruins .kno\m. only 
to· him. And tiDally he had spoken . of 
the living things in such ·a manner that 
he · WIIS . token to the madhouse. 

He had shown little regret when shut 
into the barred room at Huntingdon, for 
his mind moved curiously. Ever since 
his son had commenced to grow out of 
infancy he bad liked his home less and 
1�, till u t last he had seemed to dread 
it. . .The ·Knight's Head had been his 
headquarters, and when be was confined 
he expressed some vague gratitude as if 
for protection. · 

Three years later he died. 

WADE JERMYN'S sou, Philip, wa.-; 
a highly peculiar person. Despite 

a strong physical resemblance to bis 
father, h� appearance and conduct were 
in many particula.rs so coarse that he was 
univcr!l<lliY shunned. Though he did not 
inherit the madness which was feared by 
some, he waR densely lltupid and givE'n 
to brief pcrfods of uncontrol�uble vio­
lence. In frame he wa� smull, but in­
tensely powerful, and was of incredible 
agilitr-

. No �me had ever seen her clOl>cly, uot. 
even the servanUi ; for li.cr dispooitiou 
had been �olent and �.inWilar: Dur�ng 
her brief stay at Jermyn House· she oc­
cupied a remote wing, and was. waited . Twelve yearH after t>ucceedjng to hi� 
o� by her hu!!band alone. Sir Wade title lie married tlie daugA,ter 9! N� 
was, indeed, most peculiar in his- solici· gamekeeper, a person said· to be of gypsy 
tude for his family ; for when he : re- cxtl'l\ction, but before pis iion was hom 
turned to Africa he would permit no he joined the naVy- as' a oom,non sailor; 
one to care for his young son save a completing tile jNneral disgust which his 
loathsome black woman from Guinea. habits'and.mesalliancc had begun. After 
Upon coming back, a�r the deaih.. of the� clo� of .the American war he was 
I;ady Jermyn, he himself assumed com- heard of as a sailor· on a merchantman in 
plete cax:c of the boy. t�e African trade, having a kind of 

But it. was the talk of Sir Wade, �e- reput�tion f�r feats o� stren�th and 
cially when in hit> cups, which chiefly . <:l_Jmbm�, .but . finally d1sappearmg ono 
led his friends to deem him mad. In a mght as h1s z;htp_ lay off the Congo coast. 
't•ational age like the eighteenth century In the sOn of Si.r Philip ·Jermyn the 
it was unwise for a man ·to talk about nolv accepted family peculiarity took a 
wild sighfB and strange scenes under a strange and. fatal. turn. Tall and fa1rly 
Congo moon ; of the gigantic walls and handsom�, with a sort of_ weird Eastern 
piHars of a forgotten city, ·crumbling �ace despite .certain. slight oddities _of and · vine-grown, and of damp, silent, P,roP.orti?n, .Robert Jermyn began li_fe as 
stone step!! leading interminably .down · a scholar and . investigator. It was he 
il)to the darkness of abysmal treas� who first studied scient\ti�lly the ·vast 
vaults and · inconceivable catacombs. 091l�tion of relics which his mad ·grand­
Especially was it unwise to rave of the father had brought from Africa, and 
liYing things that might haunt such a who made the family name as celebrated 
place ; of creatures half of . the jungl� in ethnology· as in exploration. · 
and half !Jf the impiousiy aged. �ty:- In 1815, Sir lt{)berf; m!l-rried a �;laugh­
fabulous creatures w.b:ich. even � .Pliny ter of the seventh Viscoqnt Brightholme 
might ·describe with scepticis�Jl. ; , _things and· was subsequently 'Qlessed with three 
that migP,t have sprung- up af�r th� children, the eldest: and you'ngest ot 
great apes ·had ov�rrun the dyin._g .city whom were never publicly ·seen on ac­
with the·walls a,nd. the pillars, t'be vaults count of. d�formitie�:� i,p. :t;nind and body. 
�� the -weird carvi�gs. $84dencd by .th�se family .tniaf�tunes, · 

t)le scientist sought relief in wot:k,. &.nd 
made two long expeditions in the in­
terior of Africa.. In 1849, his second son, 
NeviJ, .a singularly repellent person 
wl,lo seemed to combine the surliness of 
P�ip ,r crmyn with the hauteur of the 
arightholmes, ran away with a vulgar 
dancer, but was pardoned upon his re­
turn iD. the foliowing year. He came 
back to .Jermyn House a widower with · 
an infant son, Alfred, who lVHB one day 
to be the futher of Arthur Jermyn. . 

Priends �:;aid that it wa.!! this !ieries -of 
griefs which unhinged. the mind of Sir 
Uobcrt Jermyn, yet it was proba�ly 
merely a bit of African folklore which 
caused the disal!ter. The elderly scholar 
had been collecting legends of the Ongn 
tribes near the field of his grandfather's 
and his own explorations, hoping in some 
way to accou1;1t for Sir Wade's wild tales 
of a lost city peopled by strange hybrid 
creatures. A certa.iu consistency in the 
strange papers of his ancestor sugge�>ted 
that the mudman 's imagination might 
have been st.imnlateu by native myths. 
. On October 19, 1852. the explorer 
�amuol Seaton called at Jerm�,l House 
with a munuscrip\ of notes, collected 
among th� Ongu�>, believing that certain 
legends of a gray 1•ity of white apes ruled 
by u white god might pt·oyc Yaluable to 
the ethnologist. In his com·el'sation he 
probably supplied many additional de­
tails ; t)J.e uattuc of whieh will never be 
kn!)"Yt'Jl, llinec a hideotL'> series of tragedies 
suddenly burst into being. 
When Sir . Robert Jermyn emerged 

from his library he left behind . . the 
strangled corpse of the explorer, and 
before he could be .restrained, had put 
an end to all tht·ee of his children ; the 
tw-:l who were never sceu, and the son 
who had run away. Nevil Jermyn died 
in the !)nccessful d<.>fense of his own 
two-year-old 11011, wbo had apparently 
boon includcu in the old man 's madly 
murderous scheme. Sir Robert himself, 
after repeated attempts at suicide and a 
stubborn .refusal to utter any articulate 
�:;ound, died of apoplexy in the second 
yeat• of his confin.e��nt. 
Sir Alfrcd.Jermyn was a baronet be­

fore his fourth birthday, but his tastes 
n-ever matched his title. At twenty he 
had joined a band of music-hall pet:. 
formers, and at· tl,lirty-six had deserted 
his wife and child to travel with �n 
iti'nei·ant American circus. 

His end was· .very revolting. Among 
the a:uimals in the exhibition 'vith 'vhich 
he traveled· was a huge bull gorilla of 
lighter color than the average ; a sur· 
prisingly tractable beast of much po-pu­
larity with the performers. With this 
gorilla Alfred Jermyn was sing:ulatl)' 



fascinated, and on many occasions the 
two would eye each other for long 
periods through the intervening bars. 

Eventually Jermyn asked and ob­
tained permission to train the animal, 
astonishing audiences and fellow-per­
formers alike with his success. One 
morning in Chicago, as the gorilla and 
Alfred Jermyn were rehearsing an ex­
ccOO.ingly clever boxing mateh, the 
former delivered a blow of more than 
usual force, hurting both the body and 
the dignity of the a.mateur trainer. 

· .Of what followed, members of " The 
Greatest Show on Earth' '  do not like to 
speak. They did not expect to hear Sir 
Alfred Jermyn emit a s·hrill, inhuman 
scream, or to see him seize his clumsy 
antagonist with both hands, dash it to 
the floor of the cage, and bite fiendishly 
at its hairy throat. The gorilla was off 
its guard, but not for long, and before 
anything could be done by the regular 
trainer the body which had belonged to 
a baronet was past recognition. 

ARTHUR JERMYN was the son of 
Sir Alfred Jermyn and a music-hall 

singer of unknown origin. ·When ·tho 
husband and father deserted his family, 
the mother took the child to J e.rmyn 
Honse ; where there was none left to 
object to her presence. She was not 
without notions of what a nobleman's 
dignity should be, and saw to it that 
her son received the best education 
which limited money could provide. 

·The family resources were now sadly 
slender, and Jermyn House had fallen. 

· into woeful disrepair, but JIOUng Arthur 
lovea the old edifice and all its contents. 
He was not like any other Jermyn who 
had ever lived, for he was a poet and a 
dreamer. Some of the neighboring 
fami�ies who had heard tales of ol4 Sir 
Wade Jermyn's unseen Portuguese wife, 
declared that. her Latin blood must be 
showing itself ; but most persons merely 
tmeered at- his sensitiveness t<:1 beauty, 
attributing it to his music-hall mother, 
\vho ·was socially unrecognized. 
· The poetic delicacy of Arthur Jermyn 
was the mol'e remarkable because of his 
uncouth personal appearance. Most of 
the Jermyns had possessed a subtly odd 
and repellent cast, but .Al:thur 's case 
was very striking. It is hard to say just 
what he resembled, but his expression, 
his facial angle, and the length of his 
arms gave a. thrill of repulsion to those 
who met him for the first time. 

It Wa.s the mind 'and character of 
Arthur Jermyn which atoned for his 
aspect. · Gifted and learned, he took 
highest honors at Oxford and seemed. 
like)Jr to redeem, the intellectual fame 
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of his family. Though of pm!tic rather mified the body and enshrined it in a 
than scientific tempera.ment, be planned vast house of stone. where it was wor­
to contiriue the work of his forefathers shipcd. Then he had departed alone. 
in African ethnology and antiquities, The legend here seemed to present 
utilizing the truly wonderful. though .. three · variants. According to one story 
strange collection of Sir Wade. With nothing further happened sa.ve that the 
his fanciful mind he thought often of stuffed goddess became a. symbol of · 
the prehistoric civilization in which the supremacy for whateYer tribe might 
mad explorer had so implicitly believed, possess it. It was for this reason that 
and would weave tale after tale about tlte N 'bangu·s carried it off. A. second 
the silent jungle city mentioned in the ·story told of the god's return and death 
latter's wilder notes and paragraphs. at the feet of his enshrined wife. A 
For the nebulous utterances concerning third told of the return of the son, grown 
a nameless, unsuspected race of jUilgle to manhood-or apehood or godhood, as 
hybrids he had a peCl:lliar feeling of the case might be-yet unconscious of 
mingled terror and attraction ; speculat- his jdentity. Surely the imaginath•e 
ing on the possible basis of such a fancy, blacks had made the mast of whatever 
and seeking to obtain light among the events might lie behind the extravagant 
more recent 4ata gleaned by his great- legendry. 
grandfather and Samuel Seaton amongst Of the reality of the old jungle city 
the Ongas. described by Sir Wade, Arthur Jermyn 

In 1911, after the deat!l of his mother, had no further doubt ; and was hardly 
Sir Arthur Jermyn <tetermined to pur- astonished when eaflY in 1912, he eame 
sue his investigations to the utmost ex- upon what was left of it. Its size must 
tent. · Selling a portion of his ·estate to have been exaggerated, yet the stones 
obtain the requisite money, he outfitted lying about J"roved that it was no mere 
an expedition and sailed for the Congo. negro village. Unfortunately, no carv­
Arranging with the Belgian authoritjes ings could be found, and . the small size 
for a party of guides, he spent a year of the expedition prevented operations 
in the Onga and Kaliri country, finding, toward clearing the one visible passage­
data beyond the highest of his expecta- wa.y that seemed to lead down into the 
tions. Among the Kaliris was an aged . system of vaultS which .Sir Wade. had 
chief called Mwanu, who possessed not mentioned. The white apes a'nd the 
only a highly retentive memory, but a stUffed goddess were discussed with all 
singular degree of intelligence and in- the native chiefs of . the region, but it 
terest in old legends. This ancient con- remained for a European to improve on 
firmed every tale whi�h Jermyn had the data offered by old Mwann. M. Ver­
heard, adding his own account of the haeren, Belgian agent at a trading-post 
stone city and the white apes as it had on the Congo, believed that he could not 
been told to him. . -only locate but obtain· the stuffed god-

According to .M:wanu, the gray city dess, of which. he had vaguely heard ; 
and the hybrid creatures were no more, since the once mighty N'bangns were 
having been annihilated by the warlike now the submissive servants af King 
N 'ban� many years · ago. This tribe, Albert's government, and with but littJe 
after destroying mOBt of the edifices and persuasion could be induced to part with 
killing the live beings, ·l1ad carried off the gruesome deity they had carried off. 
the stuffed goddess which had been the When Jermyn sailed for England, 
object of their ctuest ; the white-ape god- therefore, it was with the exultant prob­
dess which the strange 'bein� worshiped, ability that he would within a few 
and which was held by Congo tradition months receive a priceless ethnological 
to be the form of one who had reigned as �lie confirming the wildest of his great­
a princess among those beings. Just great-great-grandfather's narratives­
what the white apelike crea�res could that is, the wildest which he had eyer 
have been, Mwanu had no idea, but he heard. · Countrymen near Jermyn House 
thought they :were the builders of the had perhaps heard wilder .tales handed 
ruined city. Jermyn could form no con- down from ancestors who had listened to 
jectnre, but by close questioning ob- Sir Wade around the tables of the 
tained a very picturesque legend of the Knight's Head. 
stuffed goddess. 

The ape-princess, it was said, beeame 
the consort of a great white god who had 
9ome aut of the West. For a long time 

· they had reigned over the city together, 
but when they had a son all three went 
.away. Later the god and the princess 
had returned, and upon the death of the 
princess her divine huaband had mum-

ARTHUR JER�IYN waited very 
· patiently for the expected box from 

M. Verhaeren, meanwhile studying with 
increased diligence the manuscript-s left 
by his mad anceStor. He began to feel 
clasely akin to Sir ·wade, and to seek 
relics of the latter's personal life h1 
:�ngJand u well as of hia Atrican ex-
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ploit�. Oral accouuts of the mysterious 
uud secluded wife had been numetom;, 
but no tangible relic of her stay at 
,Jermyn House remained. J ermyu won­
dered what circumstance had prompted 
or permitted such an effacement, and 
decided that the husband 's insanity was 
the prime cause. 

His great-great-great-grandmother, he 
t•ecalled, was said tO' have been the 
daughter of a Portuguese trader in 
Afri,ca. No doubt her practical heritage 
and superficial knowledge of the Durk · 
Continent had cu.used he.>!' to flout Sir 
Wadt'!'s tales of the interior, a thing 
which �;uch a man would not be likely to 
forgive. She hlld died in Africa, per­
haps dragged thither by a husband de­
termined to pr'ovc what he had told. But 
us Jermyn indulged in these r�flections 
l1e could not but �;mile ut their futility, 
a l!entury altd a half after the death of 
both of his �;trangc progenitors. 

In June, 1913, a letter arrived from 
M. Verhaercn . .  telling of the finding of 
the stuffed goddess. It was, the Belgian 
averred, a most extraordinary object; 
an object quite lx>yond the power of a 
layman to classify. Whether it was hu­
man or simian only a scientist could de­
termitie, and the process of determina,. 
tion. would be greatly hampered .by its 
imp·erfect condition. Time and the 
Congo climate are not kind to mummies; 
especi�lly when their preparation is as 
amateurish as seemed to be the case here. 
Around. the creature's neck had been 
f,::-und a golden chain bearing an empty 
locket on which were �rmorial designs ; 
no doubt some hapless traveler's keep­
sak�, taken by the N 'bangus and hung 
upon the goddess as a charm. In com-

. inenting on the contour. of the mummy 's 
fa�e. l\1. Verhaeron suggested a whim­
�ical comparison ; or rather, expressed a 
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humorous wonder just how it would 
strike his correspondent, but was too 
much intereSted scientifically to waste 
many words in le\·ity. The stuffed god­
dess, li.e wrote, would arrive, duly 
packed, about a mouth after receipt of 
the letter. 

The boxed objee.t was delivered at 
Jermyn Houso on tho afternoon of An­
gust 3, J913, being eom·eyed immedi­
ately to the large chatnber which housed 
the collection of African specimens as 
nrtauged by Sir Robert and Arthur. 
What eUBued can best be gathered from 
the tale." of sen·ants and from things and 
papers later examined. Of the · ,·arious 
tales, that of aged Soames, the family 
butler, is m�t ample and. cohertmt. Ac­
cording to this trustworthy man, Sir 
Arthur Jermyn dismissed everyone from 
the room before opening the box, though 
the instant sound oi hammer and chisel 
showed that he did not delay the opera­
tion. Nothing was heard for some time ; 
just how long Soa.mes cannot exactly 
estimate ; but it was certainly less than 
a quarter of an hour later that the hor­
rible scream, undoobtedly in Jermyn's 
voice, was heard. 

Jtnmediately a f t e r w a r d  Jermyn 
emerged from the room, rushing frantic­
ally toward the front of the house as if 
pursued by ·some hideous enemy. The ex­
pression on his face, a face ghastly 
enough in repose, was beyond descrip­
tion. When near the front door he 
seemed to think of something, and 
turned back in · his flight, finally disa� 
pearing down the stairs to the cellar:The 
servants were utterly dumfounded, and 
watched at the head of the stairs, but 
their master did not return.. A smell of 
oil was all that came up from the regions 
below. 

After dark a rattling was heard �t 
the door leading from the cellar _into the 
courtyard ; and a �>table-boy saw Arthur 
Jertnyn, glistening from head to foot 
with oil and redolent of that fluid, steal 
furtively out and vanish on the blac.>k 
moor su.rrrounding the house. Then, in 
an exaltation of supreme horror, every­
one saw the end. A spark appeared on 
the moor, a flame arose, and u pillar of 
human fire rcu.ched to the heavens� The · 
House of Jermyn no longer existed. 

The reason why :Arthur Jermyn·� 
fragments were tlOt collected und bu1·ied 
lies . ln what was fouud uftcrwarll, 
princlpully the thing in the box. The 
stuffed goddess was a nauseous 1>ight, 
withered and eaten away, but. it was 
clearly a mummified white ape of some 
unlmown species, less hairy than any 
recorded va1·iety, and infinitely nearer 
mankind-quite shockingly so. 

Detailed description would be rather 
unpleasant, but two salient particulars 
must be told, for they fit in revoltingly 
with certain notes ot Sir Wade Jermyn's 
African expeditions and with the Con­
golese legends of the white god and the 
ape-princess. The two particulars in 
question are these : The arms on the 
golden locket about the creature's neck 
were the Jermyn arms, and the jocose 
suggestion of 1\f. V erbaeren about a cer­
tain resemblance as connected with the 
shriveled face applied with vivid, ghast­
ly, and unnatural horror to none other 
than the sensitive Arthur Jermyn, great­
great-great-grandson of Sir Wade 
Jermyn and an unknown wife. 

1\Iembers of the &yal Anthropological 
Institute burned the thing and threw 
the locket into a well, and some of them 
do not admit that Arthur Jermyn ever 
existed. 
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REX HALL'S Eerie Tale of­
An Egyptian Mummy 

Down Through the Ages 
X Pro£es;or Darius signed the ex· 

pres¥ receipt and saw the men 
eat'ry in a mummy case he drew 

u. deep sigh o£ relief. 
His precious discovery was safe in his 

hands at last. 
Perhaps, in that case, lay the mummy 

'of somo Egyptian Kiug or Queen. 
. He had counted the days since he had 

left the ruin8, and, · his shipment placed 
in the hands of a shipping company, had 
hurried back to the United States to 
prepare his fellow members in the Soci­
ety of Arclueology for the treat he had 
in that case for them. He had promised 
that· they should share in the honor of 
ally discoveries made during his last 
trip. Now the time was at hand. What 
mystery would the � reveal 7 

Professor Darius · had discovered the 
case while exploring in parts of Egypt 
as yet untouched by searchers' hands. 
Digging into a dune far removed from 
the Pyramids he had uncovered a tomb. 
Removing the single mummy it had con­
tained, he had hurried home. 

Tlie examination would be made be­
fore the society. Then, perhaps, a de­
cision would be made for further expe­
ditiontJ. He, himself, would be the 
leader. They would carry on until they 
had uncovered all the ancient burial 
plaees ·of Egypt. 

He noted, with sa.tisfaction, that the 
seal he bad placed on the case was un­
broken. 

Although his fingers fairly itched to 
open the case, he banished the idea and, 
dropping into an easy chair, gave him­
self up to pleasant reflections. 

He had done fairly well in the fifteen 
years just past in the study of Egyptian 
Archreology, for he had gathered one of 
the richest collections of antiquities out­
side a museum. Roughly figuring, his 
<!ollection would run close to the million 
dollar mark if he should care to sell at 
the value he placed upon it. . 

The Prof�or was nearin·g the h.alf 
c�ntury mark in years, but still his mus­
cular frame throbbed with the warm 
blood of health and vigor. He -was 
strikingly handsome, clean-cut and up­
st&nding, and while there were many 
women who would have considered it an 
honor to marry him, he wns still a bach­
clot. 

His research work had atat·ted while 
he had been on a tour of Egypt. Ha 
had fallen in with Trenfold near tho 
Sphinx some fifteen years before. Tren­
fold· had asked him to join in a search 
for relics. As he had 'nothing else to do, 
he had taken the . offer. Trcnfold had 
been killed by a fall of rocks, but the 
fever had entered the Professor's blood. 
He had kept on !!Carchiug. The work 
grew into a 'pas.o;ion. Something seemed 
ealling from the dark past, spurring hirp. 
to continue his searches. On the brief 
tnps he made back to the States he felt 
ill at ease. Felt a loijt lonesome feeling 
and a sense of guilt a� if he were n:e.g­
lccting some duty. 

Now, at last, it seemed he had found 
his reward. He felt as if a tension had 
been let down somewhere, and that he 
was at peace with the whole universe. 
He felt that for the first tim� in his life, 
he would be glad to stay at home. In · 
this pleasant frame of mind ·he locked 
up the office and went out for lunch. 

" GENTLEMEN," said Professor Da-
rius, as he noted the entrance of 

the last member and the expectant air 
prevailing, ' ' I  see you are all anxious, 
so I 'll not keep you waiting. There is 
the case. You see it bears my seal. I 
have never examined the mummy. '' 

The seal was examined with ceremony 
and the case opened. 

There was nothing out of the ordi­
nary upon first examination. There 
were the same musty swathings and the· 
dust of ages, yet, after a few layers had 
been removed there stole into the room 
an odor of perfumery. 

The Professor stopped in his work 
and looked from one face to the other. 

' 'As I live, the odor of violets I ' '  
"Remarkable ! " exclaimed Professor 

Smith. " Nevertheless, its here.. " 
The subject was fully exhausted be­

fore the society carried the examination 
on. Finally they came to the last wind­
ing and, with an exclamation, Professor 
Darius exposed to view a piece of papy­
rus. 

Here was work for the society, and 
plenty of it. They worked that night 
and for many others, until at last they 
had ·it translated. 

"This translation, " remarked Da­
rius, ' 'claims that the mummy is one 
Attalia. She was a worker of magic 
through the power of a harp she played. 
She met her de��.th, after selling her soul 
for more power, t.hrough disobedience 
t.o her muster, the Evil One. A certain 
Haggai is. mentioned here a.<J her enemy, 
and the cause of her death. Jier great 
love wa.� Jabneel, a temple priest, who, 
for her sake, l>roke his vows. It is 
t.hrough this harp that she hopes to re­
claim her lover and take revenge on 
Haggai, who seems to ha,•e been a rival 
magician of ill repute. " 

The Professor dropped the papyrus 
on the desk. 

" Remarkable. Out of the ordinary, 
I should say. Most of these writings 
generally represent the wonders of the 
one they are written about, their kind· 
nesses, their battles and how they were 
favored by their gods. I've never read 
a paper such as this. 

' ' According to this papyrus, Attalla 
· has been a wicked \roman. She will 

place a curse on the unlucky devil dis­
turbing her last resting place. I found 
no harp. It must have been with her, 
but in my excitement I evidently over· 
looked it. " 

A worried expression shadowed his 
face. 

" I  believe, gentlemen, I-er-I'm of' 
the opinion that I should go back and 
find her harp. " 

" Why do that ? Are you afraid of 
a t:nummy curse Y "  asked Professor 
Smith. 

Professor Darius' face flushed. He 
snapped his fingers. 

' ' That's what I care for her curse. 
She has been dead for thousands of 
years. Haven't I pulled through this 
farf Of course I disturbed her. It was 
against her wishes, but I had no way of 
knowing it until after we read the warn­
ing. I feltr nothing. " 

" Ha !  ha ! " laughed the youngest 
member, called "the upstart" by , the 
older men, ' '  Attalia. 's got him worried, 
or I miss my guess. Seared by some 
gibberish on a piece of papyrus three 
thousand . years old l Take my advice, 
Darius, and go back a�r that harp, if 
yo·u wani to sa.ve your neck." 

19 
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The ):>rofessor bent a cold gaze upon 
the upstart. 

" Young· man, yon still have much to 
learn, but you heard what I said. I am 
going back, not to save my neck, as you 
put it, but because something tells me 
to go. I' can't say just what it is, that 
something. It is intangible, but I must 
go back. " 

· " When are you· going 1 "  asked Jones. 
"Just as soon as I can make arrange­

ments. I 'II promise you gentlemen one 
thing, however. I 'll be back in six 
months. " 

"We 'll hold you to that, " cautioned 
Jones. " Make a definite uate and time, 
so we can all be here together. ' '  
. ' ' I  'II do that, too. This is .nine the 

first. M�t me here in the office at eight 
9 'eloc� on the first day of N�vember .. " 

" You'r<� on ! "  laughed Jones, "we'll 
be here, aud if you bring back the old 
girl 's harp, 1 'll show you how to play 
on it." 

"What did you say you would do t "  
asked Professor Du·ius. 

' 'Play the harp, ' '  laughed the upstart. 
" I  repeat, you have a lot to' learn," 

declared the Professor. 
"Perhaps I have, " chuckled Jones, 

"but I 'll play the harp if you bring it 
back. ' '  

The Prof�r drilled the upstart with 
a side glance out of cold blue eyes. 

' ' If you would devote more of your 
time to the study of our society and 

· spend less time in the art of parlor magic 
for the amusement of' a bunch of your 
rattle-headed friends, you might, in the 
course· of twenty or thirty years become 
a valuable menibe'r. ' '  
· Jones gtun ted. 
. "Do you wish me to think tha.t you 
don't like me, Professor 1 Well, I 'm not 
going to 'think that you do. In .place of 
getting angry, I'd like to show you my 
latest magic�l trick. Do you care to see 
it t "  

"Never mind. Good night, gentle­
men. I 'll let you know when I leave for 
Egypt.'' 

JT was an expectant group of_ mem­
bers that awaited �he arrival of Pro­

fessor Darius six months later. . 
· "toung Jones glanced at his watch and 

laughingly remarked : 
" ! packed Attalia's mummy back into 

the storeroom. today while the janitor 
was ·cleaning up for the homecoming. 
Thought it would be a good t�n.� -� do. 
She might � her harp, and sta� some­
thing. " 

The distinguished body �gnored this 
remvk. 

DOWN THROUGH THE AGES 

' ' Strange,'' droned Professor Smith, 
"that we have had no word from the 
Professor." 

JoneS was not so easily silenced: 
."Oh, he'll be showing up presently. 

I 'll bet ten dollars h� has. no ha-q). '' 
Eight o'clock arrived, and, with it, the 

Professor. 
As he staggered into the office, his 

friends gave a ga!>p of horror and aston­
ishment. A terrible and unbelievable 
change had been. wrought in the man's 
appearance. Instead of . the hearty, 
good-natured man of six months pre­
vious, th�re now stood, leaning heavily 
against the desk, a mere 'vreck. Deep 
lines of suffering furrowed his chalky 
brow. llis eyes burned with an unnat­
ural light and were sunken in their 
sockets. His hair was snow white, and 
.he trembled in eve� joint. 

As he wa!kcd with fa'tering steps to 
the chair which Jones hastened to place 
for him, he said weakly : 

" Gentlemen-the six-six months are 
up and I-I am here. " 

' ''Vhat in heaven's name has hap­
pened to you 1 "  asked the upstart, 
aghast. 

" Find out-later. You remember, I 
laughed about the curse of a dead wo­
man-Attalia." 

" Yes. " 
" The tale I am going to tell will make 

you doubt my sanity. Perhaps I am. 

crazy, for I 've b�n through enough to 
drive a. man insane. .When I finish, 
draw your own conclusions. I have been 
sick with a terrible fever-should be in 
bed now- " 

" You bett�r rest now, Professor, " 
suggested Jones. " We can wait." 

"No. I must tell you. There isn't 
much time left. ' '  

" What do you mean by that 7 "  asked 
Professor Smith. 

' ' You 'II know when I finish. ' '  
" Did you find. the harp Y "  asked 

Jones. 
" Yes. It is in the package. " 
" What paekage T "  
The Professor half started to his feet 

and passed his shaky hand · through his 
white locks in a bewildered manner. He 
seemed laboring under great excitement 
and apparently was trying to gather his 
scattered wits. In a moment he sank 
back into his chair, trembling and weak, 
saying : . 

" Oh, yes. The �arp. Now I remem- . 
her. It. is outside in the hall. Get it 
quick ! ' '  

. Jones we�t outside, and returned with 
a bulky pack8.ge. 'He placed it at the· 
ProfeS8or,.s ·feet. 

Darius drew a sigh of relief. 
After resting for a few minutes, .he 

told his story. 

HE had had no trouble in relocating 
the tomb.· The only thing bother­

ing him was a slow burning fev�r, over­
taking him shortly after his expedition 
had started. 

II e had taken a small army of blacks 
with· him to do the heavy work. Day 
after day the black& searched for the 
harp, while the Profes;or lay tortured 
by the fever. 

One day a black came to his tent· and 
told him thut they had found the harp. 

" I  went to the tomb and saw it. It 
was rather crude-looking and was made 
from some bronze metal covered with 
the thinnest J?cnten gold, and the work­
manship was beautiful. 

' ' I  was feeling weak, so I ordered one 
of the blacks to pick np the harp and 
bring it to my tent. He started to obey. 
A terrible thing happened ! The black 
gave a mortal cry o£ anguish and drop· 
ped dead before my Yer.>: eyes ! 

" !<'or a second or two I was speee�ess, 
and more so when I noticed the odor of 
violets float into the tomb. 

" It was the same odor we noticed 
when we.examined the mummy so many 
mo�ths ago. 

" I  wondered what could be the ex­
planation for the black's death. Oou:ld 
it be possible that Attalin 's curse ·was 
working ? The odor iii the tomb �cmed 
to be the answer. The thought that this 
unhappy woman, who could hand do\vn 

/her black magic after so many years, 
was present in the very tomb gave me 
a creepy feeling. 

' ' It may sound heartless, but I tried 
a cruel experiment. Perhaps the black 
had died from a natural cause. I would 
try another one, to make sure. I went 
outside the tomb to get a man still in 
ignorance of what had happened and 
brought him back with me. Poor devil 
I shall never forgive myself. The mo­
ment he touched the harp he gave a 
scream of anguish, dropped the golden 
thing and threw out both arms as if 
trying to ward off some approaching 
evil. His eyes were terrible to look at. 
Then he, too, dro})'ped stone dead beside 
the other. 

"Once more the odor fl9ated through 
the tomb, and then died away. Beyond 
a single doubt; it was the work of the 
sorceress, and· in a frenzy of fear I cried 
aloud to the two dead men to the walls 
of the tomb in my fear and agony. " 

The Professor paused to rest. Great 
beads of sweat were standing on hiH 
furrowed brow. The members of the 



society east uneasy and · appr�hensive 
g�n'ces at the harp at his feet .. 

" I  cried aloud, ' .A  ttalia; lf you are 
present, show me a sign. Will I be per­
mitted to take the harp f '  

'�] waited a second or two, then it 
."seemed I had my answer. The tension 
let down and I felt easier, while through 
the tomb floated the delicate odor once 
mor�, but fresher and stronger. It 
eeemed as if something had brushed past 
my face. I thought that someone stood 
beside me. Suddenly the tension tight­
ened, and I felt oolled upon to exert 
my will to the utmost to combat some­
thing intangible trying to overcome me. 
Two or three times I felt as if I must 
go under the strain. The tension broke, 
and I felt myself growing ca�m and 
peaceful. With trepidation, I picked up. 
the harp and stood shaking in my shoes. 
I expected death, but it did not come. I 
left the dismal place. Straight to my 
encampment I hurried, with the determi­
nation to leave at once for America. 

' ' I  placed the harp near my berth and 
went to bed. My fever was raging 
again, and I felt strangel;v weak. 

• ' I  could not s�eep. l\1y mind insisted 
on dwelling upon the events at the tomb-. 

' ' As I lay wide awake, the place was 
filled with a strange light. I glanced 
around in astonishment to learn . the 
eauset 'Vhen I saw t11e reason, I c:osed 
my eyes and sank back .on the pillow, 
g9�ing for �i:eath. I had looked upon 
one of the most radiant· and beautiful 
Women that man llaS ever gazed upon. 

' ' She was an Egyptian, and she was 
dressed in the clothing worn thousands 
of years ago. . Her hair was as black as 
the night and was bound over her ears 
with a band of gold. In her ears were 
long golden charms or rings. Her head 
was regal in its poise and her eyes were 
liquid wers of jet which seemed ever 
burning with changing lights. She 
sn:iled and pointed at the harp. 

' '  ' Fear not. You have brought the 
ha .. "'J). It" is well. Now mark my words 
well. Take the harp to my body in the 
fat· land. Then will come Haggai to 
taunt. Then shall my revenge be com­
plete and my. soul find rest., 

" 1 Who are you ? '  I asked. 
' · 'Attalia, once high· priestess to the 

master of darkness. , 
" ' Attalla is dead,' I told her. 
" 'In tlie flesh, only. There is no 

aeath to the spirit. .r have wished for 
it, yea thousands of times, when I found 
that down through the ages I could not 
reclaim my lost love, Jabneel. I could 
obtain no such mercy. I must ever go 
as I am, a tortured soul, until I have 
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my revenge, and can be . free to join 
him.' 

' 1  I told her· that she was flesh and 
blood. She bade me touch her and see. 
When I reached out to take her hand I 
found nothing but thin air. Then she 
stooped . over,. as if to kiss me, .and I 
sensed the odor of violets. 

" 1 Now do you believe f '  she asked. 
' ' I  asked her what I had done to dis-

. please her. She said that I · had dis­
turbed her body and had taken it to a 
far ·land. She said that she had willed 
it so. Her will had directed me to the 
spot; Now, if I would take the harp 
back and place it with the mummy· her 
plans would be complete. She would 
get her revenge on Haggai. I asked her 
who Haggai was, and what revenge she 
craved. 

" She told me that death was her re­
venge for Haggai. He was a handsome 
devil and powerful in the art of mil.gic. 
He was so powerful that the master 
feared him. There was only one other 
bidding to equal the power of Haggai, 
and that was Attalla. She had made a 
bargain with the master to bring dis­
grace upon the high priest at the temple. 
Jabncel was the priest, and the master 
hated him. For this favor the master 
would give her the magic harp and she 
could win power over Haggai. 

1 '  When she went to the temple, she 
fell in love with the high priest. She 
refused to keep her part of the bargain. 
Jabneel was found in her arms and put 
to 4ieath, and for her. f!lilure to keep her 
bargain she had been cursed to· go down 
through the ages, never being allowed 
to claim the soul of her lost lover, Jab­
neel. Then. s"M said that I was J abneel. 

" I  asked hOw that cou�d�be possible. 
She said that I had passed from one 
body to another, and, during that time, 
she had searched for me when my soul 
was free for a spell, but that I was kept 
from her by the power of Haggai. She 
said that Haggai was living in a body 
at the present time. His power was 
waning, for he had learned during the 
years of the evil he had wrought. The 

, harp must be placed with her body: 
That was the only way to break the 
curse of the master. 

" I  told her that I would do my best, 
and then I asked her why she had killed 
the black servants. 

" ' They were dogs, ' she replied. 
" She lingered for a spell, and then, 

bending over, kissed me and faded away. 
I found myself bolt upright. in bed and 
wet with a clammy sweat, and tlie tent 
was dark. 

"Had it all been a terrible nightmare '· 
Had it been the result of the fever f 

These questions ,were coursing through 
my tortured brain. I could not answer 
them. Everything seemed too real. 

" I called for a black to bring a light, 
for I was afraid. 

' ' As soon as he entered, I looked for 
the harp. It u•as gone/ 

" The harp had suddenly grown to be 
my dearest possession. It was necessary 
that I keep it to claim Attalia and he!p 
her get her revenge, I must confess 
that I was wildly .in love with her. �ow 
I had the so:ution of what had kept me 
digging in the ruins of Egypt. It was 
as plain as,. day. The love for my lost 
bride of three thousand years ago. Dur­
ing all this time she had lived in the 
spirit wor!d, watching for me. Now the 
harp was gone. Two minutes before, 
the tent bad been filled ·with her rad­
iance and the harp in plain sight. Nqw 
it was gone, and with the full know!edge 
of what the loss meant to Attalia and 
myself, something snapped. That's the 
last I know untn I came to myself in a 
coast hospital and saw an anxious doc-. 
tor and nurse standing over me. 

' '  1 He is coming out of his delirium,, 
I heard the doctor say, as I opened my 
eyes. 

" A  look of quick disappointment 
spread ·over his face when I asked with 
my first breath for news of Attalla and 
the harp. 

" He to!d the nurse that I was crazy, 
and while they talked about me .Attalla 
came in and smiled at me. I called ·the 
·doctor's attention to her, but he gave 
me a soothing powder and· told me to 
try and go back to sleep. 

' '  Attalia talked to me for hours and 
told me to go to the far land as soon as 
I was able to travel. The harp would be 
placed in my �ands in some way. It all 
seemed hazy to me, then the n� gave 
me some more medicine, and I went to 
sleep. 

" I  dreamed that I was with Attalia, 
far out on the burning sands of the des-­
ert. In the distance burned a tiny camp­
fire and swarthy men were around it, 
p!aying with the harp. 

"Attalia commanded me to go tu: d 
demand it. I walked into their midst 
unanned. When they saw my condition, 
they charged me with drawn knives. 
Came a tink!e of laughter, a clap like· 
thunder, and the men were blasted and 
lay dead before me. 

' I  As I stood in amazement I heard the 
laughter growing fainter and .fainter, 
then a voice bidding me farewell for a 
space. 

"When I awoke in the morning the 
harp was lying beside ·me on the bed. 



Ttte nurse said that a black had brought 
it in. 

"As soon as I was able to travel I set 
sail for home. I feel that my time is 
very short. There was something in 
that ·farewell on the desert that told �e 
so." 

SILENCE reigned for several minutes, 
during which the members glanced 

at each other in amazement. 
Young Jone;s broke the oppressive 

silence : 
."Darius, you must have gone through 

hell to get that harp. 1 'm going to take 
a look at it .' '  

The Professor assented, warning him 
to be careiul. 

Jones took ou� tlle. harp. 
"Who put the strings on it ? " :Q.e 

a.ed. 
" I did," admitted the Professor. " It 

was her ord�r." 
3'ones swept his fingers over the 

strings. They gave out · strange weird 
music. He smiled into the Prof�r 's 
face. 
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' 'So thi� is the harp Jhat our Attalia 
charmed 1\tem with; 'is itt  I wonaer 
how �uch of a hit slie would make play­
ing in one of our jazz bands T "  

"Put that harp down l "  exclaimed the 
Professor: 

" Why t· What harm can I do to it, 
Profe.sSorY I mean no ·disrespect to 
your ,Attalla, but I 'm of the opinion that 
·.you have had t.rouble enough. Yo:u need 
· cheering up. I'm' the boy to do it, Da-
rius. Watch me l "  

Y ouug Jones thumped wild sounds 
from the weirdly sowtding harp and 
�hocked the members of the society with 
his idea of au Egyptian dance. 

" Tak� warning, Jones! Put down 
the harp.! She told me somethitlg else. 
Btop ! , l�U tell �·ou wb�t it is." 

"Wait until I fi.nish- "  
"No I .Stop now, before it is too-" 
But Jones was . �ancing and singing 

to ·  the accompaniment of the harp� his 
noise drowning the feeble croaking of 
Professor Darius. 

"Out of nty .way, men ! "  he shouted, 
d1mcing towaru the storeroom. ' 'Some­
thing is dragging me Qn ! Wow ! I can't 
stop I I 'm going to dance for Attalia I "  

With t�e. Profesoor croaking fqr flle 
vther members to stop biro, Jonell dlw� 
gaily up to the hideous, shriveled · 
mummy. Darius had just reached his 
side with repeated warnings, when Jones 
g&ve· a scream, threw down the harp and 
staggered from the storeroom cove.ring 
his 'eyes \vith his arms. 

As he swept past Darius the mununy 
gave a lurch and fell with a crash face 
down. With a. wild scream, Darius 
clutcheu his heart and fell sprawling 
across her. When the other members 
of the society came to his assistance, he 
was dead. 

Jones was found trembling in an 
office chair. 

Wheu told that Darius was dead he 
turned as white as a sheet. Theu : 

' 'No wonder he is dead I I am in­
clined to believe that story he· told. 
When I danced in front of that thing, 
I'll swear to my dying day that she 
smiled at me I It was one of the wicked­
est smiles I ever want to see. ' '  

lie shuddered: 
"Who knows! I must have been 

Haggai." 

The Human Sacrifice of Mexico 
A

LTHOUGH the. ancien� people of Mexico had made more 
ad.vances to civilization than, perhaps, any other nation 

of the new world, yet these were much more than counterbal­
anced by the horrible barbarities they con�nitted 'in their 
religious ceremonies, and in. which they exceeded every nation · 

on earth. H nman sacrifices were indeed in use umong all 
the ancient . heathen, but snch prodigious ma�re5 at the 
dedication of their temples are unheard of in any other 
history. Most of thc:;e u11happy crt>.utures perished by bavil1g 
their breul!� opened, uud their hcart'i pul led out ; HOme were 

ul'owned, othc� starved to death, and sometimes. they . were 
burnt. Prisouc� of high. runk were allowed to di� by what 
Clavigero calls the "gladiatoriuo sacrifice " ;  which was per­
formed in the following manner : �car the greater temple or 
large cities, in all open space of gronnd s

.
uffi<'ient to contain · 

an imnfensc number of people, was plaecd a large round t;tonc, 
:1'esembling a millstone iu sllape, but.Jarger, almost three feet 
high, well polished, and · ha.>ing figures cut upon jt_ On this · 

stone, which was called " tema.lcatl, " .the prisoner wa� placed, 

n.rm�d with a shield 1111d short �\\'ot·d, n.nd tied by one foot. · 
:Frere he was cncotUl.tet·ed by 11 t\lc:dca.n . ofiic.<'r or :-;oldit�l', 
better anncd than himsolf. . U' lhc prilSOncr wu!.l vauqnish<'1..1, 
he was carried dea!l or alive Jo the temple, whet� l1is heart 
\V� taken out, a.ud offered in the usual manner; but if he 
conquere:<I s.ix combatants; he gained his life a.od libei-ty. · 
This horrific sacrifice took place .'upon th� great 'idoi te�ple, 
·or " Teo;;calli," of Mexico. " Teo--calli," in the idioni . of t.he 
country, mea� �'Houmr �f· the 09dP· .. These tem.P��. were of 

very singular form. They were pyramids with sev&111 ter­
races, the sides of which stooo exactly in the direction 
of the meri<i'ian, and the parallel .. of the place. They were 
raised in the 'midst of a square and walled enclosure, which 
contained gardens, fountains, the dwellings . 'of the priests, 
and sometir,nes arsenals ;  since each house of a Mexican divin­
ity, like the ancieni temple of Baal-Berith, burnt by Abim­
elcch, was a strong place. A great stalt'case led to the top 
of the truncated pyramid, and on the summit of the platform 
\nn·c one or two chapels, built like t-Owers, which contained 
�he monstrous colossal idol:-� of the divinity to whom the 
Teo--calli was dedicated. This part of the edifice must be 
<'Onsidet'Cd aa the most consecrated place, and it was here 
that the priest kept up the �cred fire. From the peculiar. 
construction of the temple we haYc just des<'ribed, the priest 
who offered the sacrifice was seen by . a great mass of the 
people at the sam-e time ; the proceiSSion of �he prieRUi, asce.ud­
ing or descending the �;taircasc of the pyramid was beheld at 

a considerable distanee. Th� inside of the edifice was the 
burial place of the kin� and prineipal perr:sonages of Uexico. 

Historians iliffer l!oncerning tbe numbe1• of victims who 
pcr.ished amlUally jn these sacrifices. Cla.,igel"' inclines 'to 
think it was 20,000, but others make it  much more. Zumar­
raga., the fir&'t bishop of Mexico, says, in a letter of the 12th 

of June, 1531, addressed to the general chapter of his order, 
th�t, in the capital' alone, there were above 20,000 victims 
annu.ally sacrificed j and the authors say that 50,000 were 

. �ually sacrificed in th� various parts of the empire. 



A Powerful Story of Life After Death 
With an Unexpected Climax 

THE GREAT ADVENTURE 
By BRYAN IRVINE 

C

ALL it the soul, call it the sub­
conscious mind, call it plain per­
sonality, call it what you will, 

but even if you have not given it a 
name, even though you do not confine it 
to words or letters, this-shall I say ' ' in­
telligence!"-lives on after the mortal 
or material body has gone back to dust. 
This hypothesis or theory is, of course, 
as old as the hills. It is heard, read, 
preached in every clime and by every 
race on the globe. 

I contend, and I have very strong 
convictions on which I base that conten-

tion, that the activities of that " intelli­
gence" after the death of the mortal 
body is governed solely by snggestions 
impressed upon it during the life of the 
material body. I be'ieve-yes, I ·am pos­
itive-that the human mind after ma­
terial existence has ceased, will obey to 
the letter the commands impre8$ed upon 
it by autosuggestion during the life of 
the fleshy body and brain. 

Prooft I have that yet to advance. 
I cannot give it untU after this so-ealled 
death· has visited me. Aftet" my death 
the proof shall be forthcoming. My 

mind-"intelligence"-will not die, and 
through the medium of a mortal being 
my ambition, my work shall live on. I 
shall write as I am now writing. I will 
tell my readers all about this last great 
experience, this so-called death. · My fic­
tion will appear as usual and my articles 
on the subject of Life After Death will. 
gd on. Wait t Watch! 

I am impelled at this time to remll to 
my readers ·a secret f:ba.t I have her.eto­
fore jealously guarded. Why havi� I 

. selfishly kept it to myself! Beea�: I 
am vain enough to believe, considering 

u . · 



24 

the wide circulation of the magazines 
and papers thp.t have published my stor­
ies and articles, that no less than five 
millions of America's most exacting 

· readers of fiction have. followed my writ­
ings regularly. 

Five millions ; I am vain enough again 
to say that is a conservative estimate. 
Considering this, then, is it not only 
reasonable to believe that my publishers 
and a majority of my readers will attrib­
ute this article to a-well, a. mental 
aberration T Read this atid you will 
probably say : ''.At last it bas come ; 
Crutchfield is insane.' '  

But here is the sec1-et: For the plUlt 
five years I have been merely .a. medium 
for the spirit of some literary gcniu::� 
whose mortal existence ceased perhaps 
a. thousand years ago. The spirit of 
whom ? I do not lmow. I do know tills, 
however, that five years ·ago I had not 
written a line that the editors cared to 
publish. My stories�ere cheap mechan­
ical · constructions on · commonplace 
themes. They failed utterly to arouse 
human emotion or portray hnma.n attri­
butes. I ceased writing only when the 

. editors told me frankly that I w11.S an 
utter failure. 

Then came the call. I awoke on� 
morning to find' myself sitting before my 
desk. Before me on the desk was a sheet 
of paper on which was 'vritten : You 
wish to write. So do I: I haue writtin. 
twthing fm· centuries. Put 1tot your own 
weak mortal mind to the task. Lend me 
your l1and, ok, unhappy scribe. Fame 
and fortwne shall be you.rs. Inject not 
yo1�r own insane tho·ughts. Put to sleep 
your mortal mind. Lenr!- tlt.e yo�tr hand. 

The handwriting was my own ! 
Without any effort of my own mind, 

I obeyed that spirit command. I wrote. 
I ·have changed nothing in those daily 
dictations. They have appeared in print 
just a.s I have received them. Sitting 
at p1y desk, perhaps in the still night 
hours, perhaps while the sun shon� and 
the world was awake and busy, I have 
written without a single thought of what 
I recorded. 

Insane f Perhaps. In that case, in­
sanity has brought me the fame, the for­
tune promised in that brief message 
from the astral plane. 

Why do I tell this nowT Why, at this 
late hour, awaken in the minds of my 
sk·�ptic readers a doubt as to my sanity f 
V!·ell-premonition. Life is like the 
pendulum of an old clock ; at any mo­
fl.ent it may stop. I have-if you will 
}>ardon & new but good Anglo-Saxon 
word-a hunch. · 
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THUS ended the last article written: 
by that literary genius, Cyrus 

Crutchfield, whose writings, especially 
those soul-gripping stories, had en­
tranced the fiction reading public. Even 
before this last article appeared in print, 
Cyrus Crutchfield was found dead in his 
paper cluttered den. His dead fingers 
still clutched the revolver. The bullet 
had entered his brain squarely between 
the eyes. Ou tlae desk was a. brief note 
written in hi� own peculiar style : 

11] am impatiwt. Why i1wuld I 
waitt Watch for my successor; for, 
intntediately after pulling this trig­
ger I will go in search. of him. The 
tvorld ha.s lost nothing in ·my mate­
t·Uil death. Watch. for my stories. 

"CRUTCHFIELD." 

Perhap11 I, Amos Hillworth, was more 
intimate �·ith the eccentric Cyrus 
Crutchfield than any of his friends. It 
was in my magazine, Tl� Pastime, that 
his first published story appeared. I 
readily recall the surprise of our entire 
staff when that story came. It was read 
first with little hope on the readel''s 
part of its being worth a second reading. 

It was so intensely gripping that we 
were inclined to doubt that Crutchfield 
wrote it. For, be it understood, we had 
patiently read his stuff for several years. 
We sa.w it go from bad to worse until 
it was utterly hopeless. Then, like a. 
bolt from a cloudless sky, came " The 
Starboard Light. 1 1  What a story I It 
was as unlike Crutchfield's previous at­
tempts at fiction as night is from da.y. 
Tho.<re short, snappy sentences, each con­
veying a. distinct thought, each being an 
indispensable part of the story. it re­
quired no editing whatever. No blue 
pencil marred the copy. To the very 
punctuation it wa.s. technically perfect. 
" The Starboard Light 1 1  was a perfect 
gem. 

But, we wondered, could he, would he 
ever do another story so well T He did 
-even better. And from that day until 
Crutchfield sent a bullet into his brain 
he had written nothing that did not 
bring horne to him the top rate from the 
cream of America's and Europe's peri­
odicals. 

Simultaneously with Crutchfield's 
plunge to the head of our army of fic­
tionists, five years previously, came his 
articles on "Life After Death" and. kin­
dred 'subjects. I will not go into that 
again. Enough to sa.y that his queer· 
theory of one's hereafter being governed 
solely by autosuggestion before death, 
was as greedily bought and as greedily 
read as were his stories. Both his ar­
ticles and his fiction were written with 

the distinctive, inimitable CrutchfieW 
".style" ;  ll style that baBied those whp 
would copy, and captivated those who" 
read. 

·Why Crutchfield selected me as a sort 
of confidant I cannot say. Perhaps it 
'\vas because my own humble domicile 
wa.s only a block from his palatial home 
on Cottonwood Drive. Perhaps it was 
because, during his first frantic efforts 
to get into print, I patiently criticised, 
advised and encouraged. In any case, 
it was not a. sense of gratitude on 
Crutchfieid•s part that won. for me the 
coveted guest's chllir in his study. 
Neither was it sentiment. 

Sentiment seemed to be the least fac­
tor in Crutchfield's character. He was 
utterly unlike his stories or the famous 
characters in them. "Sentimental pup. 
pets ! "  he often remarked while discuS· 
xing his characters, and his long, sallow 
face usually took on an expression of 
contempt. 

I Cllll see him now a.s he used to sit in 
his study. His mnle stenographer and I 
wel'e the only ones who ever saw the ac­
tual prepu.ration of his stories. There he 
wou�d sit, his long, gaunt frame 
stretched out in a hal£ lying position in a 
great easy chair, reading from penciled 
rough draft while the typist typed it. 
:Now and then a cynical smile flitted 
across his thin lips as he read some par­
ticularly tense situation in the story. Oc­
cns:ionally he held up his hand to stay 
the fiying fingers of the typist and 
turned his gray eyes on me. His deep 
voice wa.s ever seasoned with sarcasm. 

" Now, HiUworth, " he would say, · 
' ' take this character Moody in this yarn. 
He is a damn snob. It would have been 
a much better story if I had killed 
Moody · in the first paragraph. I hate 
him. Then Sylvia, the girl-isn't she 
sickening f Just like all women, a soft­
hearted idiot who will win our hero, 
then throw him over for a longshoreman 
or a soda dispenser. Rotten story I But 
you fool editors and the fickle public 
like such rot, eh 1 Very well; it is for 
sale and many more like it where it came 
from. " 

He was, I began to realize in time, in 
deadly earnest while voicing this icono­
clastic sarcasm. Which takes us to 
Mariam, his wife. 

:Mariam was a 'voman of perhaps 
twenty-five while Crutchfield was crowd­
ing ·forty-five. How that dark-eyed 
'beauty ever endured life in that gloomy 
mansion, I could not-at that time­
understand. Certainly it was not 
through love for her eccentric husband; 
for I, among others, was instinctively 
aware of her fear for the man and his· 
unnatural beliefs. They were seldom to-



gether, Crotchtield and his wife ; and 
she, for some mysterious reason, choso 
not to make friends. 

l, however, won. ?rlariam's regard 
after several chats with her. I could not 
help but believe that her husband was 
the cause of her evident unhappiness. 
She actually seemed to be a prisoner in 
th11t great house ; held, I thought at that 
time, by. some strange mental power of 
het· taciturn husband. 

One day I ventured beyond the u::;ual 
chat on commonplace topics. 'Ve, she 
and I, were sitting in her conservatory. 
Her husband-she always spoke of him 
as " Mr. Crutchfield"-was, she in­
formed me, in the city. 

"Mariam," I began, "perhaps I have 
no dght t{) ask you this que$tion ; but 
please do not think it is asked through 
mere curiosity. "Why arc you not 
happy?' '  

"Oh, please, ?t'lr. Hill worth," she 
sighed, hurriedly rising and looking 
about the conservatory, her eyes wide 
with what I took to be fear, " please do 
not w me that." 

"But I do not want to see any of my 
friends unhappy," I persisted. " I  
want to  be your friend, Mariam. I want 
to help you-lift this burden which 
seems to make you discontented, ' ' I ran 
on. " Cannot I do or say something that 
will help, if only slightly, in making you 
happier? You can trust me implicitly, 
Mariam, to--" 

"Oh, I know I can trust you, Mr. 
Bill worth, " catching my. sleeve and 
smiling faintly. "You-you--oh, you 
are so human, so unlike those who would 
smother our most cheri11hed and sacred 
hopes of what is to come, of the here­
after." 

She sank into the chair, still clutching 
my sleeve like a frightened child, and I 
stood looking down upon her dark hair 
as she sobbed softly. I knew more was 
to come. Those pent-up sorrows and 

. fears, I knew, would flow forth now. I 
kne,v, also, that ·the queer tightening 
sensation about my heart presaged some­
thing more than mere friendship be­
tween )Iariam and me. For several 
months, in fact, my $its to the Crotch­
field home had been beeoming more and 
more frequent, though I had forced my­
self to believe that it was Crutchfteld 's 
stories that attracted me. 

·Mariam looked up, brushing the tears 
from her eyes with an impatient move­
ment of her hand. 

"Mr. Hillworth," she �umed, "why 
eannot mortals leave their destinies to 
the one great Master of destinies t Why 
should man presume to refute the laws 
of nature, of God Y What a terrible � 
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lief, that we die only to yearn again for 
our earthly ambitions 8lld our material 
lives I Who wants to leave this earth 
only to wish to return to it as mere 
shadow!! of our former selves T The 
scheme of things is not, could not, be so 
barren of something better beyond the 
grave. Why-" 

' 'There, there, Mariam,'' I soothed, 
patting her hand. ' ' \\Illy should these 
outlandish beliefs uffect you and yom· 
wholesome convictious 1 l am positive, 
though, that those quee1-, weak theories 
of others a1·e not the real cause of your 
unhappiness. ' '  

"No," she co1tfessed hc�:�itatiugly, 
" there is something else ; something that 
I dare not-" She �:�topped abruptly 
and smrcd beyond me at the door. 

I knew before I tumcd about that 
Crutchfield wus there. I�veu as I looked 
at hiin the dark scowl on l1is lcao face 
vanished and the charttcterit;tic cynical 
�anile took its place. Mariam arose and 
flitted away among the flowers as I arose 
to greet him. 

I wondet·ed guiltily how long he had 
been 1>ianding in the open doorway, how 
much he had overheard. 1 was relieved 
when he asked me in his nonchalant 
manner to accompany him to his study 
and listen to him read ' 'another silly 
yarn that I hope to sell to some fool 
editor. " 

C
RUTCHFIELD'S death came as a 

�:>ho.ck, especially to those editors 
who had contracted with him for ma­
terial. I, for one, was patiently waiting 
-the completion of a serial. He h.!ld pre­
pared about half the �:>tory when he com­
mitted suicide. 

At that time the characters in the 
�:>tory were entangled in a complex plot 
that completely bafiJed my powers of de­
duction. There ·were three ·entirely 
original dramatic situations that, to me, 
seemed beyond. the possibility of logical 
hanQling or a convincing denouement. 
Very inconsiderate of Crutchfield, I 
thought, to take himself off at that time. 
What rankled the most was "the fact 
that he did it merely in hope of proving 
an insane theory. 

I worried less about the unfinished 
seriai, however, than I did about 
Mariam. I secretly hoped that Crutch­
field's death 'vould mean more freedom 
and a healthier state of mind for 
Mariam. But, strange to say, she ap­
peared to be more despondent than ever. 
·Did sh� fear or expect CrotchD.eld 's 
theory to work out 7 She finally con­
sented to close her gloomy home and be­
come the guest of my mother and myself 
for several months. 
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About the continuation of Crntch­
field 's work through a living medium ;  1 
cursed him for a fool even after his 
death. Of course, stories came. 'V e were 
expecting them. There were uot a few 
cranks among Crutchfield 's readers who 
believed they could put it over. Some of 
the stories were fair imitations, too ; but 
none of them hnd u very marked Crutch­
field "style. " 

All of the submissions were from per­
t�ons who had previously endeavored to 
break into print. Regardless of what 
others thought or expected, I resigneJ 
myself to the conviction that Crutch­
field and his literary work were irrevo­
cably defunct. Straugely enough, I re­
gretted his abrupt leavctaking less than 
I did his neglect to finish that serial. I 
dutifully gasped wheu I heard of his 
rash act ; 1 dutifully attended the fu­
neral, then I washed my l1atids of him. 
But still I bcmoaneu the unfinished 
story. 

Having made a. liberal advance pay­
ment on the story, Mariam insisted that 
I take it and turn it over to one of our 
�>1aff writen;. This I did, but I was not 
surprised when the staff writers, after 
giving the manuscript a careful reading. 
and analysis; figuratively threw up their 
hands and passed it back to me. I could 
not blame them. There were the situa­
tions as Crotchfield had worked them 
out" up to the time of his death; a com­
plex though fascinating plot cut off at 
the very ape..'t of suspense and defying 
now all attempts to work it out coll.8is­
tcntly or logically. I even turned the 
manuscript over t01 Henrick Hennessy, 
the renowned criminal investigator. He 
returned it ten days later. 

"A most profound puzzle," was Hen­
nessy's remark. "Personally, I do not 
believe that Crutchfield himself knew 
what to do with it. Perhaps, " he added, 
smiling whimsically, "that is the reason 
he committed suicid&-to escape the tasl• 
of finishing the story." 

I shrugged my shoulders and chucked 
the now soiled manuscript on to the desk. 
" Guess it's a dead one, Hennessy," I 
reflected gloomily. "Never read any­
thing in my life like it, either. If that 
idiot Crutchfield had only lived long 
enough to finish it I could almotJt forgive 
him for blowing his brains out." 

Hennessy chuckled as he calmly rolled 
a cigarette. "If I was an editor," he 
drawled, ' 'I  wouldn't take twenty tl;lou­
sand dollars for the unfinished story." 

I bounded from my chair. He did 
not have to elucidate. I got the idea 
immediately. 

" Got me, eh Y" the detective laughed. 
"Publicity, eh t Advertising of the very 
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. .mm kind. The name, Crutchfield, is a 
byworo in every other home in the land. 
AU know him and hi.-, fiction and his 
peeuliar ideas about worldbound ghosts. 
Big prize for anybody who can finish the 
story logically and with the renowned 
Crutchfield style, eb? But I see you 
have the idea. I ought to be a vublicity 
man instead of a poor 'dick'." 

I felt like emb1-acing Henn�y. but I 
didn't : I rounded up my �;taff. 

In six weeks fi!ty of the largest daily 
nel\-spapers in America were running 
onr full-page ad in their Sunday edi­
tions. 'l'en weekly magazines were also 
·carrying us in half-page announcements. 
We were offering $10,000 for the best 
con.cluding instalment of " Cyrus 
Crutchfiel� 's Unfinished Story. " Full 
particulars were :flaunted before the 
reading public, with the result that 
every 'Vl'iter and would-be ·writer in the 
country was impatiently waiting for the 
opening instalment in out• magazine, to 
say nothing of the thousands who, for 
the first time in their lives, were watch- . 
ing the magazine. 

'Ve concluded to run the unfinished 
story in three installment�; and close the 
contest two mont.ha later. 

I no longer attempted to convince my­
self that I was not in love. 1\:lot.her had 
long since diagnosed my case and 
frankly passed the diagnosis on to me, 
wishing me the best of luck. The 
prognosis was unfavorable, however. 
Mariam was certainly in no mood t� 
listen to me, though I noted with satis­
faction that 11he was casily,persuaded to 
remain in our home. 

I wondered if-but� no; it was un­
doubtedly the cheerful ministrations of 
my dear, sympathetic -old mother that 
kept lfariam under our roof. But why 
did she not become more natural f I was 
sure-in fact, she had even ·hinted to me 
-that she had never loved Crutchfield. 
Had ' her daily contact �ith him, her 
constant fear of h�m and his morbid 
thought, corroded her soUl 1 Had he 
crushed. from her sensitive nature those 
instinct-5 and desires that make up· the 
foundations of wholesome thought and a 
contented life Y 

It was maddening to see her fighting 
-a losing fight-against an invisible en­
emy that for some reason she chose to 
fight alone. Crutchfield was gone, hiS 
works had . died with him, and Mariam 
was now free :to seek happiness and 
forget.. the whole miserable business. 
¥ et, she remained despondent and 
moody. 

I found myself wondering if, even in 
death, Crutchfield's hard,· cynical nature 
-- or personality-did not haunt her. I 
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heartily hoped I would meet his shade 
some dark night s0 I could tell him-or 
it-what I thought of him and his devil­
ish works. Love, it seems, had caused 
me to forget., even despise, the one-time 
commercial value of his ravings. 

From an advertising standpoint the 
" Crutchfield Unfinished Story Contest" 
was a trem�nduous success. But we 
found nothing among the . thousandS of 
manuscripts submitted that bore any 
more than a transparent semblance to 
t.he Crutchfield style. " Style" was 

· what we wanted ; a style that would at 
least carry some of the marked feature�; 
of tlte dead author's. Five logical and 
truly laudable endings of the story had 
come in from as many writers. In eaclt 
case of these five" the Crutchfield style 
was conspicuously absent. Three un­
knomt writers had }n a measure copie.d 
Crutchfield 's style ; but 1 they, to use 
the vel'nacular, made a flivver of the 
story's ending. It. wdS a discouraging 
task, and only three weeks remained be­
fore the closing of the contest. 

Then, one morning in my mail I found 
a brief letter from one J\nsel J3. Heckler. 
of Silver Center, ·wyoming. Jt was very 
much like a number of other letters I 
had received from persons who professed 
to be in communication with the spirit 
of the departed Crutchfield. It read : 

"Dear sir : Perhaps you know 
sclmething about a Oyrus Crutch­
fiek/. who, I take it, aied some time 
ago. I know noth·ing of him, as I am 
a farmer and have little time to 
read. But one monti11g several 
t�eeks ago I au.:oke to find myself 
sitting at the kitchtn table, uthen, 
acconling to my regottlar scked1de, 

. I shoti!d have been in bed. I had 
-nothing on bttt nty pajamas. I re­
?Mmqer distinctly that I had retired 
as per custont at nine-thirty the 
previous night. In nt-tJ sleep, while 
sitting at the table, I had 1uritten a 
lot of trash on a piece of wrapping 
pa11er. Though this rot was writ­
te-n in my own hand, the name at 
the bclttom was Cyrus C1·utchfield. 

1 'I gathered from what Crutch: 
says that ke is dead and that ke 
1vants me to write for kim. He said 
something about your magazine, 
something that I cannot make out, 
as tke writing is very irregular andl 
indistinct, and he mentioned otker 
magazines. 

"I am not superstitious and I do 
?UJt even atte·mpt kome brew, but, 
believe me or not, that tlery evening 
I felt like writing something and I 
did. I just sat there cmd turned my 

hand loose and it wrote a story._ l 
had no idea what I was u.•riti11g 
until it was finished and I read it. 

"" .. thn sen&ing yott the stor!l just 
as it came off the pen-cil point and as 
I wrote it on the 1.-itchen table.· I 
have no typewriter and wou.lcf..n.'t 
know how to use it if I did lta·ve one. 
If the story is any good it is {.()1' 
:�ale; if yo1t do-n't care for it, burn 
it up. uYours truly, 

"Ansel B. Heckler. 
up. s.-8-ince 11Jriting the above 

I read ·in a newspapet• in town some­
thing about your offer of ten th�7 
sand. dollars to any OM 11:hC/ em� 
write the best conchuling instalment 
of a ser-ial left unfinished by Crutch. 
Our weekly paper, The 11 c1·ald, �ly 
ntentio11-6d it briefly." W1?l !JOI� f..'ind,.. 
ly senil me the 7nagazinc in whick 
t11-6 story-what t11-6t·e is of it----4 
printed1 I u•a-nt to re"ad it; imd if 
Crutch really moons b 1tSi11ess, per­
haps he wiU come ac1·oss ·u:ith the 
finish of the str�ry. I can use ten 
thousand doUa.1·s very 11icely, as I 
u•ant to make many improvements 
on my ranch." 

I was on the point of consigning the 
letter to the waste paper basket when 
Holden, my assOciate, rushed into the 
office. 

· 

" Love o' Mike ! "  Holden gaspeil 
" It's come, chief, it's come ! Listen tAi 
this yarn ! "  He continued to gurgle in­
coherently as he waved the hand,vritteu 
manuscript about before m·y face and 
dropped into a chair. 

u 1 NIGHT WINGS,' " he read the 
title breathlessly, 1by Ansel B . .  

Heckler. Dictated by the spirit of Cyrus 
Crutchfield. ' Gosh, chief, it's all here ;. 
story, plot, Crutchfield ·style, all but 
typewritten copy ! "  

As befits a practical and unsupe� 
stitious editor, I grunted and ordered 
Holden to read. 

Was it there ? A� Holden read, my 
scalp tingled unpleasantly, little Arctic 
shivers chased up and down my spine, 
I mopped my forehead with my coat 
sleeve, and I actually expected to hear 
Cyrus Crutchfield 's low, grating chuckle 
of triumph coming from out of nowhere. 
It was the1·e I 

A hundred little Crutchfield tricks of 
expression were there ; tricks that I and 
thou.eands of "others would recogJijze in­
stantly, but could not imitate in a thou· 
sand years. Not a single break in the 
true CrutChfield form in the story 's six 
thousand words. It '!_88 there, a short· 
story masterpiece and· written with a 



lead . pencil on both sides of foolscap 
paper ! 

Gad l Was Crutchfteld right, after 
all f It  was positively uncanny, de­
pressing! 

We dispatched a check post-haste to 
..Ansel B. Heckler of Silver Center, 
Wyoming. Also, we sent by registered 
mail full particulars of the ' ' Crutchfield 
Unilnished Story Contest, ' '  and the 
�;tory as it bad appeared in the magazine 
and as Crutchfield left it. I ·wrote' a '\•ery 
pleading letter to Farmer Ansel Heckler 
in which I implored him to write hi1:1 
version of the incomplete story as soon 
as possible. 

It was thought best to say nothing of 
Heckler or " Night Wings" until we had 
made our decision in the unfinished 
story contest. Therefore, I swore Holden 
to secrecy · apd locked the handwritten 
�anuscript in the office safe. 

I did not sleep well that night. I felt 
'\"ery much as the small boy feels when 
he walks near a graveyard at night. I 
carefully avoided reference to Heckler or 
his letter or story while in the presence 
of Mariam. When I thought of her I 
was sorry Heckler had written. 'Vhat 
if that Wyoming farmer did actually 
com·ince us and the public that he was 
Crutchfield 's earthly medium 'I What 
would the effect be on Mariam V She 
wanted to forget Crutchfield and his 
works. I found myself secretly hoping 
that Heckler's " Night Wings" was 
merely a strange coincidence ; that he 
would fail miserably in any further at­
tempts to imitate-if it was imitation­
the dead author 's work. 

Through it all and while we waJtcd for 
·another outburst from Silver Center, 
Wyoming, I frequently c.aught myself in 
the act of rehearsing a. little plea that I 
intended some day to muke t� !\lariam. 
Even then, only three months after 
Crutchfield 'j; death, I wag on tho point 
Reveral limes of a�king her to try 
matrimony as an eradicator of the past. 

Her brave but vain efforts to appeal' 
cheerful invited my advan�s. The 
uroop of her mouth us abe gazed moodily 
out at a window or curessed a flower in 
mother's garden seemed to be a. mute ap­
pe.al for m�U�culiue pr•Jtection. 1'h0l-ltl 
faint sighs that we1·e not inteud�d to be 
heard, but wliich I always managed to 
hl�l·, �poke doqueutly of u Jark, my� 
tE'rious struggle in her mind and heart ; 

. a silently fought (�onfiiet of which t�ho 
r.ared not or dared not 11peak. 

Only three days remained before tho 
closing of the UnfiDished Story Contest. 
At this time we had selected the work of 
three writers as containing enough 
CrutcMeld style to merit consideration 
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in out· decision. They were poor imita­
tions, but the prize must be awarded to 
somebody. Would He<'kler's version 
come f I sincerely hoped not. 

But it came, and my worst feal's were 
realized. Crutchfield himself could not 
have done better. Why, it was Crutch­
field's work ! Heckler said so, and I was 
forced to confess that the Crutchficld 
style was there in all its inimitable 
peculiarities. 

That Wyoming farmer had handled 
the concluding instalment in an entirely 
diffe�nt manner from any of the thou­
sands of other contestants. The char­
acters, the situations, the apparently 
impossible solutions . had been handled 
like so many checkers, righting them­
selves in a wholly consistent manner. The 
intricate situations led logically to the 
final paragraph, then dissolved in an en­
tirely .. unexpected, though perfectly 
probable, denot,ement. 

While my staff was wildly excited and 
enthusiastic, I was stt'angely depressed. 

THE result of the contest, together 
with the publication of Heckler's 

"Night Wings" and his numerous sub­
sequent stories, is obvious. In a short 
time Heckler had literally jumped into 
a dead man's shoes, into the fame left 
by the eccentric Crutchfield. His like­
ness appeared in a dozen magazines and 
scores of newspapers. Newspaper repre­
sentatives besieged him on his quiet little 
Wyoming fann. Psychologists and 
spiritualists alighted from the branch­
line train at Silver Center almost daily. 

Heckler's many visitors found a quiet­
mannered mau of perhaps thirty years 
who loved his farm, his horses, his cows 
and the windswept Wyoming prairiet:�. 
" Heck," as he was familiarly known to 
his old friends down Silver Center way, 
had a sense of humor and seemed in­
clined «> take it all as a joke. But, too, 
it was noted that at times a look akin to 
fear carne into his eyes when questioned 
<'losely regarding · hi�:� communications 
with the spirit of Cyrus Crutchfield. 

" I  can't account for'it," he WIUI re­
peatedly quoted as saying. ' '  [ ni.wer 
attempted to write until that 4ueer re­
quest came. I ean�ot any thut I like all 
this. l wag happy and contented: he1-e 
\\;tb my ranch wo1·k, and, really, I am 
sorry old Crutch KClected me for the 
.iob. lt-ilr-well, it isu 't 1mtural, it 
mn 't right, 

Ne,•ertheless, the storitls continued to 
come. Without a single exception, they 
were bought by the greedy editors, not 
because of their peculiar and tmcanny 
origin. but becattse they were undeniably 
Crutchileld stories. 
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Heckl!;:l' had n� dbjectiou to being 

watched while at work. The men of 
science had watched hi in rtlpcatedly. 
There he would sit, his eyes half closed 
and looking anywhere but at the paper 
on which he wrote. Any conversation, 
any trivial interruption, seemed to 
break the spell and· necessitate a wait 
of hours, days perhaps, before the £ o­
called urge gripped him again. 

?tfonth.s passed. Mother had appar­
ently adopted :i\{ariam. I was now daily 
on the point of a.c;king Mariam to marry 
me. llut that old inexplicable despend­
ency was still with her. Only once I 
spoke. Floundering helplessly about in 
a .maze of meaningless words that I had 
not planned at all to say, I was sur­
prised when �:�he soddenly burst into 
tears and ran · uway from me. Then I 
began to plot With mother. Trip out 
\Vest, new scenes, new pleasures, climb­
ing mountains, ll}OOnlight on the W �t� 
em ocean, snnsebJ ou the snow-covered 
Sierrn.l:l, then the question. It had been 
done a thouAAnd time.'i in the stories I 
had bought. Why not again ill real 
l.ille Y 

We stopped at Silver Center. Every­
body went out of his \Vay to see Ansel 
lleckler. Even Mariam evinced curios­
ity, though she exacted a promise from 
me that we would not tarry long near 
" that queer farmer. " 

Over the rolling hills in oU.r touring 
car we sped toward the Ansel Heckler 
ranch. In the afternoon we drew up be­
fore the old frame structure. A dapper 
young m�tn, evidently IIeckler's typist, 
met us at the door. 

"'Mr. Heckler is out in the garden, I 
believe, ' '  the officious young man replied 
to my query. "Appointment T "  

I passed him my card and his mauner 
underwent an immediate change. " I  am 
11ure l1r. H(lckler will be delighted to see 
you, ?llr. Ilil'worth. Please come in and 
I will go after him. ' '  

' ' Could we be allowed tlw privilege of 
-er--fincnking UP' on him iu the 
garden T "  I requ�ted. 

""'Wh:"t·, <.'et1ainly, �:�ir. Ho is not eMily 
slar�ed." 

He escorted ns nround the house and 
pointed to u. vegetable garden some dis­
tance away. 

We found Deck let· buxily eugs.ged in 
pulling wet'ds. "Good afternO'On, " .he 
greeted cheerily us we <.'ame upon him . 
4 ' Don't happen to be looki'ng for work f 
Weeds arc getting-" but there be 
stopped and the smile faded· :from his 
tanned face. His eyes had rested on 
:Mariam. 

Sensing a tenseness in the situation, I 
looked about at Mariam who had fol-



2-8 . 
lo>¥"ed with mother. She was clinging to 
mother's arms for support and her face 
was deathly pale, her eyes · wide and 
staring at the man bcfo� her. 

"Mariam ! "  ! -exclaimed, stepping to 
her side. ' ' .Axe you ill, Mariam? ' '  But 
she eluded me and the ne..xt moment she 
was sobbing brok�y on Ansel Hcckler�s 
shoulder while he patted her shoulder 
soothingly and ·said, ' ' There, there, 
Mariam." Mother and I composed a 
mystified audience and mer�ly looked on 
in wordless perplexity. 

· ' ' Oh, Will I ' '  Mariam sobbed, looking 
up in Heckler's face, "Will, please tell 
me you did not do it I I-I cannot en­
dure this suspense another day. It will 
drive me mad, Will ! Tell me, Will, did 
you do _it! Did you kill- " 

1 1 Why, Mariam ! " the man inter­
rupted brokenly, drawing her closer to 
him. "Who told you th11.U You know 
I didn't kill-yes, I did kill him. !-no 
-Mariam, are the.se your friends! "  in­
dicating mother and me. 

" Yes, yes, \Vill,. they are my dearest 
friends, " Mariam anl'lwered a. bit hy�:�tcr­
ically. "\Ve can tn1st them. \Vii\. Let's 
tell them all 1Wd have this terribLe night­
mare oyer wit.h for once IUld· all. Please 
tell me Crutchfield lied ; that you did not 
do it:" 

A grim tuuile uppea.red on Heckler�s 
lips. ' •  I t.IJU beginning to understand 
now. And you, you poor, loyal - littlt! 
woman ! You ha\·e suffe1·ed for :five years 
to protect me I C<lme, Mariam ; intro­
duce your .f-riends .and we will do as you 
�y, explalli all for better or for wort�e. " 

I was· paiu.fully aware during the in- . 
t roductiom:i that I had lost Mariam. How 
tmd why. I did not know ; Lut the cutl-

. 'ictiou \\:US there that .Mariam was :uot 
for me. NeYert.helelj,S, though m�- heart 
was heaYy as lead, 1 wus determined to 
�;tand by her to the Yery latlt in thi�:� mys­
tcrio� b�iness---·wbatt:\'t!l' the deuce if. 

.was. 
Heckler--tlre num �I.1H-in111 ..:H-IIeJ. Will 

�S-ilently �cuJ'ted u.s to tht\ hou.-;e. .In 
the modest liYiug-ruom he ditnniJSsed the 

· t;n>ist. He insisted thul .Ma riam, n- J•o 
waa yet very pale u.uJ shnkeu, Jic dowu 
on the old-fashioned dtn'enpoJt. Next, 
he opened a small box safe and drew 
forth some letters. One of these he. 

· passed to me. t• Read it aloud, Mr. Hill­
worth," he tteQ':l�ted. " You �11 prob­
ably recognize the handwriting. " 

I diii recognize that peculia:t: �ript 
immediately. It was Cyrus Crutch­
field's. 

1 1  Dear. long $'Uff ering William : 
You will undoubtedly be otJerjoyed 
to learn t"liat I am about to launck 
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myself in the great adtJenture. l'" es, 
r- an� tired of life. Bt't don't sm'"le 
yet, beca·use my death will not mean 
your {1·eedom--unZe.ss, of co-u1·se, 
you elect to see a perso-n wko is 
very dear to you arrested and 
charged ·with the murder of my 
friend, Arthur Ba:dwit�. 

u Carry the w(}rk on, William, for 
"D an H opwoocl has 1�ot forgotten 

what he saw on Moonstone Beach 
that night f{ve years ago. Am in­
clcsing fuU inst,mctWn.s, Will:am, as 
to how yuu must carry on the work 
for the several malions of fools wlw 
have been reading l Cyrus Crutch­
field's' stories f01· five yea1·s. Re­
member, too, t"Mt Dan H op11.'ood is 
keeping · tabs 0� you a.nd Mariam 
constantly. The minute you grow 
tl.:eary of your task Hopwood will 
spill the b�n.s as per instructions 
front me, then you1· dear Mariam 
will face a nt·urder charge. 

l <  Good-bye, old wise boy, 
4 1 CRUTCHFIELD/' 

Mariam had �truggled t.o a sitting 
position ou the davenport. Heckler­
or William-wlls quickly at her side. 

l '  He-he said I kil�ed Arthur Bald­
win ?" she que1·it.>d in a dared way. 

• '  E.xactiy," answered Heckler. " And 
1 could not help hut believe it after the 
way BaLdwin insu!t<>J and compromised 
�·ou. T-1 WIUI afraid, Jfariam, to sar 
an�·tbi.:ng. In my mind. you would have 
beeu justified in killing Baldwin. and I 
was determined to remain silent t.o pro­
tect you, Lt!liev�g as I did that the 
beach patro�mau. Hopwood, had seen 
Bald"'-iu killed. J - ' · 

"But, . .  Mariam interrupted. " Grutch­
tield told me. that it was you who killed 
Baldwin ; that �·ou killed him because 
he had insulted me. 1--I married 
Crutchfield to protect you. Will. And 
�-ou have. been writi11g all - thi� time� 
Crut.ch1ield nttver ·wrote those stoliesT' '  

' ' Y�. :Mariam, .L have written every 
line that Crutchfield ever �>old. I had 
lu, dear;  don't .rou see? Crutchfield 
wrote me letters t•egularly in which he 
threatened to turn you over to the police 
if I _pid not continue to write and !lend 
the rough d�t stories t.o him. T-" 

u .Just a moment, " I interrupted. " Is 
your name Ansel Heckler or.- " 

u My name is William 1\fiddlerow. ' '  
' l  Ah !" I ejaculated. "Pen name, Jel­

licoe.. You are the writer who disap­
peared so mysteriously about :five yea� 
ago. It was believed you were drowned 
at sea" 

" The same. " Middlerow smiled rue­
fully. 'l'hen : u You will recall, too, that 

yo'!l wrote me several letters. which 
Crutchfiela enclosed with his letters, you 
not knowing where I was. In tho�e let­
ters you begged me to remain sibnt for 
l your sake. ' I inferred from your brief 
letters that you really hn:d killed Bald­
win. I understand now that you· be· 
lieved I had killed him and that ·you 
feared I would be arrested and sent td 
prison or hung. ' '  

( 'That was it, Will ." Mariam began 
to weep agafn. ' l  I wanted you so !  I al· 
ways lived in hope of finding you some· 
day. " 

"Why did Crutchfie�d wreak this ter­
rible vengeance on you, Mr. :Middl� 
row f "  I queried. 

uFor several reasons. First, because 
Mariam had consented to marry me. 
Second, because he got th� insane idea · 
in his head that I had sto:en a s�o:oy plot 
from his apllrtment at the Beach Hotel. 
You will probab'y recall the- story. It 
was my first book-tength novel, ' ' Blood 
Red. " Crutchfield had placed his whole 
future as- a. writer on this novel. It was 
merely a coincidence that I conceived ·a 
plot almost identical with his. His third -
reason was because, when he accused me 
of the theft, I gave him an unmerciful · 
beating. " 

" Have you seen this beach patrolman, 
Hopvrood, sin� Baldwin was ki!led f,.  
I asked. 

' •  TV�-icc. I made two trips t.o Florida 
-l\foonstone B�ch-with the expresa 
purpose of getting at the bottom of" the 
matter. I could get nothing from Hop­
wood except that he had seen Baldwin 
killed, knew who killed him and that if 
I wanted to kuow who did it to just start 
llomething. This attitude of Ho�;wood's 
only strengthened my belief that M� 
ia.m had shot Baldwin in a fit of despera· 
tion. Understand, Mr. Hir:,vorth, that: 
Bald";n and Crutchfield were both . 
madly .in love with :\Iariam and had re­
peated'� been rejected by her. Bald­
win had a. concession on the pl��­
pier IWd was a gambler on the side. 
There was nothing left for me to do 
after tbe murder but come back here to 
my father's ranch where I was known 
as Aru.el Heckler, that being my father's 
name. I was an adopted son. ' '  

We talked i t  over fo'r an hour, during 
which time I found my·self liking Mid· 
dlerow more every minute. He had a�. 
solutely none of the characteristics of a 
man who would kill. True, I had lost all 
hope now of making Mariam my wife; 
but already I could see that a great 
burden bad been lifted from her mind 
and heart, and I was g!a.d. 

The resu1t of our talk was that I te}..· 
egraphed to my detective friend, Hen•. 



drick Hennessy, requesting him to $lOme 
to Silver Center immediately. 

Hennessy lost no time on the road. 
All was explained to him. Then, lea..,;ng 
mother and_ Mariam on the ranch "\Vith 
::\fiddlerow, Hennessy and I proceeded to 
�foonstone Beach, Forida. 

· 

After a confeN!nce with the beach 
authorities at the pl�sure resort, Hop­
wood was brought before us. 

" Why have you remained silent about 
the Baldwin murder mystery, Hop­
wood 7 ' '  was Hennessy 's incisive query. 

The heavy-jowled IIopwood smiled. 
"Because I know nothing about it", was 
his prompt answer. 

"Read this, Hopwood." Hennessy 
passed a worn slip ·of paper to the ap­
parently unmoved patrolman. The 
paper looked like part of a page tom 
from a note-book or diary. One corner 
of it was burned as if it had been raked 
from a fire. " Fomtd it in Crutehfie�d 's 
fl.replace about a week ago, ' '  said Hen­
nessy. " Part of a page from a diary, I 
presume. Crutchfield bad burned a 
number of lettem and papers just before 
committing suicide, but the fire evi� 

THE " GREAT ADVENTURE 

dently overlooked this one very incrimi� 
nating little slip of paper. " 

I noted _that Hopwood's bands shook 
slightly as he read : 

u Since the night I kiUed Baldwin. 
Tlwugh I have no fea; of Hopwood 
talking, I know that some day fke 
tNtk will be k110W1t. Losing game 
any way I look at it. Dan Hop­
toood-" 
Here the writing had terminated on 

the charred edge of the paper. 
"And, too, " Hennessy went on 

calmly, "Crutchfield very foolishly 
wrote a number of letters to William 
Midd'crow ; letters in which he fre­
quent_ly rncntimied your nnme. It's an 
open and shut case, �opwood. "Why did 
you pro�ct Crutchfield T ' ' 

·• 

The big man wet hi� lips and at. 
tempted to smile. It was a dismal fail­
ure, that smile. 

' ' Of course, you understand,'' Hen­
nessy went on mercilessly, ealm1y, "we 
believe that it was you, not Crutchfield, 
that really did the killing. We have 
evid�ce enough to- "  

The Singing Valley 
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"That's a damn lie I" the shaken ·pa­
t.rolman blurted. "Crutchfield · killed 
Baldwin because 'Baldwin threatened to 
tell that girl Mariam Willows who stole 
.the Countess De"Murrae 's jewels from 
her apartments at the Beach Hotel. They 
-they fou�ht on the bench. Crutchfield 
killed him.· It was Crutchfie:d who .st(jle 
the jewels and he and Bal"dwin started 
a swell gambing joint with the money 
they got for them from a fence in Jack­
sonville. I saw the killin. ' I needed 
money. Crutchfie!d gave me ten thou­
sand dollars to keep my trap shut. I've 
been bleedin' him ever since. I-" 

Well, he to:d it all in a frantic effort 
to save his own ueck. 

As I have said, I lost Mariam. She" is 
l'l'lrs. William Middlero\\' now. But I 
still have mother, and that Crutchfield 
Unfinished Story Contest did wonders 
for my ma.:,oazine. 

About that ha'f burned slip of paper ! 
It was very carefully prepared by Mid-· 
dlerow and Hennessy on the ranc� 
Middlerow ean write so near like Crutch­
field that old Crutch himself would 
think it was his own handwriting. 

"A FEW days since a party of geutlemen . from Pottstown 
( Pennsylvania) rode to the celebrated Klingleberg, or 

Singing Valley, about. three mres distant. Although our 
expectations weN! very highly raised by the re�rts which 
we ha9 heard, still they were more than rea.:ized on our 
arrival there. A large and irregular mass of rl-shaped stones 
presented thetru�elves to our view at first. .They appear to 

have been thrcw:t together by some terrible convu�ion · of 
nature. From the appearance of the stones, probably at some 
. former period, a volcanic eruption must ·have taken place 

here. By striking on th.e stones the most varied sounds lmag!. 
inable are produced. The chime of the finest bells in the 
world eo"u!d not exceed in variety the sounds produced here, 
from the most sonorous bass to the most delicate air, ·the 
gradations beautiful!y fine. Near the Jrling:eberg there is a 

· considerable ·cave, which extends some distance under the 
rocks, and is rear y worthy the attention of the curiouS. 
Many visitors heretofore have been at this pl:ice, but of late 
it has been aL.""nost deserted. \Vh.en a traveler is much 
troubled to ki!l time,. there is not a place that would better 
compensate him than a visit to this celebrated Sibging Valley • 



If You Like a · Creepy Story of a 
Haunted House You · will Enjoy · 

Tragedy Island 
By J. M. ALVEY 

HALF a mile out from the main­
land lies Tragedy Island, a few 
hundred acres of rugged old 

earth that have withstood the assaults of 
sea and sky these many years. Mostly 
sharp sand and jagged rock and coarse 
grass is Tragedy Island, although a few 
cultivated patches stretch up the hill 
to the small forest of old trees that 
cluster round the ancient hou:sc. 

The house itself is more than a centur�· 
old. The main section, built of brick 
that crossed the Atlantic as ballast iu a 
Dutch merchant vessel, has had wings 
added and little roon:u; built ou and 
porches thrown out in whimsical irreg­
nlarity. It has thirty-two rooms and to 
go from one ·room to another you must 
-either go up a few steps o-r down a few 
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:steps. so that you might say none of the 
thirty-two are on the same floor. 

Each of the thirty-two rOO'JllS has a 
mystery and a ghost story or so of its 
own, and dueling swords have clashed 
up and down the · great stairway, and 
murdered men have bled to death on 
the parlor floor. 

The place is haunted, so to speak, by 
a whole company of ghosts. Ghosts in 
wigs and knee breeches ; ghosts with 
smoking pistols in their hands; white­
robed ghosts, according to popular 
fancy, and ghosts with fair comple::cious 
and gay laughter; all make unearthly 
visits to the old house and there rehearse 
old times within its storied walls. Be­
lieve me, it is quite a ghostly place. 

But, wild as Tragedy Isl�� � and 

weird as the house is 'vhich stands there, 
far wilder and more weird, much 
stranger and many times gloomier have 
been the men who were masters of the 
place. 

Said an old boatman to me one day : 
"If you want to know what I think o '  
Tragedy Island it's just this : Heaven 

. may be over it, and the sea all around 
it, but Hell's at the bottom of it, and the 
devil himself lives there. 

"Man alive ! Talk o' tragedy ! The 
island's well named, sure enough. I t 's 
had six masters in a line and everyone o '  
them has made away with himself. 
Guess that's tragedy enough for one wee 
hunk o' island, eh 7 But folks he� 
abouts have growed 'customed to it. 
When word comes in that another 



Hagenhaufuer has upheld the family 
tradition people just suy, 'Well, let's 
see. Who's the next heir to the suicide 
estate f '  Right creepy, ain't it 1 "  

" Horrible," said I. 

"A young man's master o' the t>lll(le 
now. 1 guess you know more o '  him than 
I can tell you. You visit him every 
so-so. . It's none o' my business, and it 
ain't my way to nose into another's 
doings, understand, but take care, 
friend. Better �atch out. It's one 
thing to hear o' this here creepy, bloody 
goings-on, but it would be another thing 
to see it take place." 

I laughed at the old boatman then, 
and often afterward, but I remembered 
what he �id and thought of it more than 
once. 

Guy Hagenhaufuer was the seventh 
master of the fateful old �ansion. He 
was a young man when he came intO' his 
grim inheritance and he wa& yet a young 
man at the time of which I write. 

We had been classmates at our Alma 
Mater, and it was during those college 
days that a close friendship grew up 
between us and I came to learn of the 
curse of . the Ha.genhaufuers and the un­
canny history of Tragedy Island. 

In our senior year Guy did not return 
from the Christmas holidays. It was 
during that jolly season of the year that 
he had his inheritance passed on to him. 

I went down to Tragedy Island for 
the first time that June. 

TRAGEDY ISLAND 

During the week I stayed there 1 tried 
to 1-eason. bim into !!hutting up the ald 
house and come away to the city. aut 
he had made up his mind to stay, and at 
the end of the· week I left him with the 
thirty-two old rooms and the ghosts and 
only the gardener to share them with 
him. 

During the first year m• two I went 
back for week-end visits pretty often. 
Then I left for a dhrtant part of the 
country. 

Three years later I came buck. On a 
W�nesday morning I dropped Guy a 
line to the effect that I would nui do\vn 
to see him on Friday as per my old 
custom for a week-end visit. Friday 
morning.'s p06t brought me word from 
my old school fellow that he would be 
glad indeed to welcome me back again. 

My train brought me to the seaside 
town in the early evening. It was Sep­
tember �d bCglnning tO' grow dark 
earlv. I walked down the lonely road 
to the old shack on the beach and out 
on to the rickety old pier to which I 
found the same old launch tied up. But 
there was no gardener. I waited a while. 
Still no one came. 

So I went back to the village and made 
inquiries concerning the gardener. He 
had not been seen. 

Back to the launch I went. . I stood 
out over the surf and looked off to where 
Tragedy Island ·lay, a dark blotch on 
the dark sea. ·you go from the city by tl'ain to a. I

. 
at last decided to go over by my-

little village an the sea coast. From self. 
the village you walk three quarters of a · 
mile down a lonely road that follows 
the shore to an old shack on the beach. 
A crazy old pier runs out into the surf, 
and at the end of it waits' the Ha.gen­
haufuer launch, piloted by the gardener, 
to take you out to the island, which seems 
to ride 'at anchor out at sea like some­
b6ily's farm, buildings and all, carved 
out of the solid earth and floated off to· 
that inconvenient mooring. 

Another rickety old pier runs out into 
the water to meet you at the islano and 
take you ashore where a boathouse 
stands on the rocky coast. A sandy path 
leads over a grassy, marshy stretch to 
the cultivated land, where a sort of farm 
lane ·runs up the hill and through the 
trees to the house. 

There, ou that Jw1e afternoon, I 
fomtd Guy, in overalls, painting the 
porch. 

"Fixing up a Lit. Got to make the 
place cheerful, you Jmo,v. Going to do 
lots of improving this tmmmer. This 
.(lay\ be made a wonderful tmmmer home, 
�.know. It really can, you know." 

Getting the launch started was not 
hard work and getting it out into the 
open water was not hard, either, but 
heading it for the island was quite a job, 
for I suddenly missed something. It was 
the light that burned in the boathouse. 
It was not there. 

I had a. long search for the landing 
pier, but after a considerable time I 
made it and tied the launch up. Then I 
set out for the house. And as I went I 
had vague misgivings, for there was no 
1ight there, either. 

Not a living soul did I see. Not a 
sound did I hear. I stopped before the 
house. I called out. I listened. I called 
again. I gave our old familiar whistle� 
I called his name a dozen times. I weut 
up, feeling creepy, and pounded on the 
front door. 

IT seemed to burst open, and thero 
stood a tall fignre that I could only 

feel, instead of see. 

A voice said : 
"Who are YOUf" 
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• '  Why, Guy I "  I cried, for 1 knew his 
voice. " \Vhat't1 the matterf What's 
the matted " 

" The matter Y "  said the voice; " Come 
in and look at me." 

I groped my way along to where a 
light showed through a door that stood· 
ajar. He entered it ahead of me. I 
followed him. 

Good Lord ! What a sight I Every­
thing upside down. Furniture piled up 
against the windov.-s, rubbish littered all 
o"·er the fl.oot'. In the midst of this wild 
scene stood my old friend, pule and 
haggat'd, a revolver in hi.s shaky hand. 

"What's the tl-oublef What's 
wrong?''  

He passed his. hand across his brow. 

"In the morning, " he said, uYou will 
underst�td. Don't usk me now." 

He looked at me as we moved about, 
and his actions seemed to be his own 
actions, but the look was like the look of 
another person, just as though some one 
else was inside of him and was peering 
out at' me. 

We coaked our own supper and ate it. 
When it was over he said: 
"I'm tired. If you don't mind let's 

go to bedl" 
"Of course I don't mind," I said. 

"It's getting late, and I am tired, - too, 
but before we go will you please tell me 
what 's \\-Tong?" 

Again he passed his hand over his 
forehead and again he said : 

"In the mon:Vng you '11 understand. 
Don't 11sk me now.''  

I did not go to bed. I sat up in my 
room �d listened. Then I lay down on 
the bed and listened. Then I dozed off. 

It was Guy who awakened me. 
"Did you heo.r itT" he whispered. 
"What f ·when '" I mumbled, scram-

bling w my feet. 
"Just now, " he replied. " A  shot. " 
"(!uy, " I said, "For the love of 

Heaven, what's going an heret Where 
are the servants 7 No one met me at the 
pier tonight. Good God, man, what's it 
all aboutf" 

He laugh�d. 
"Are you afraidf" he asked. 
I was, and yet I was not. I did nob­

answer. 
' 'The servants ran away, the cowards. 

-They took the launch and left a.t sunset. 
That's how you found it with no one 
to bring you over. You ue quite a 
sailor, old ma.n, to get here alane in the 
dark. " 

He walked out of the room. 
I sat by the open window. It was theu 

that I heard a low moaning sound that 
rose and fell ou the night air. 
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As I listened someone touched me on 
the arm. It was Guy. 

"You hear it, ·too," he said. "W"hat 
the devil is itt" · 

" It's two o'clock in the mO'nling," I 
tole!. him. ' ' I  understood you were tired. 
Why don't you go to bed instead of 
wandering round this place in the dead 
of night!" · 

TRAGEDY lSLAND 

and went out of sigh! •r<?und the <:urH:J 
shore. · 

I ran up· the shore, and as I .  ran the 
low moaning rose and fell, and grew 
nearer and nearer. 

Then I discovered it. 

W
ELL to the back of the island the 
sea. had worked in under the rocks, 

and as the tide rose it ran in and whirled 
round in a little rocky cavern with a. 
moaning sound. When the wind was 
northwest, ·as it was that night, I figured · 
this sound could be heard at the hou.se. 

He went away again. I heard him go 
through the rooms, up a few step�:� here, 
down a few steps there, and on to his 
room and shut the door. His footsteps 
sounded heavy and drear through the 
weird house at that stilly hour. I felt relieved to make this discovery 

and turned back to the house. I weni to I doZed by the window. Suddenly I Guy 's room and listened again. I was wide awake. I looked out and Sa.w a opened the door. I went in. He wa.s light at the lauding pier. I watched it. not there. 
"Whoever is causing all this is get- I hunted him through the house. He 

ting away," I thought. " I  '11 follow and was not to be found. Out into the night 
see what I can." I went to find a track c:tf him. Another 

I went to Guy's room. Not a sound. light attracted my attention. I ran back 
At last he was asleep. So I hurried out to the landing pier. The light came on 
of the house and through the dark woods and on. Nearer and nearer it grew. It 
and down the lane to the sandy patch of was a dory rowed by the gardener and 
marsh and along the path to the boat- my old friend the boatma.n. 
house. "He is gone 1 "  I cried. " He is not 

As I came near the launch started. here. It was he, no doubt, who left in 
The "put-put" of its motor snapped out . the launch about twa-thirty. He went 
on ·the night. It moved off to the north off to the north." 

' � He went off this afternoon/' said 
the gardener. ' ' Off in the head. Master's 
gone plum crazy. " 

"Crazy¥" I repeated. " Crazy'" 
"He ran us off the place just afore 

supper. I got this man to come back 
. and see what had happened. He was 

the only one would come." 
It was dawn now. 
" It's bad business, " said the boatman. 

" There's always such things as this 
when something's about to happen here. 
\\That's thatT" 

"A shot, " I said. 
"And listen," said the gardener. 

"The launch, our launch. I know' that 
engine. There I There it comes I "  

We ran out on the pier and looked 
north. 

It came fast. Straight for the pier it 
headed. It grew nearer and nearer, the 
spray dashing up over its prow. By not 
so much as a foot it missed the pier and 
went racing off to the open sea. 

As it went by I saw the figure at the 
wheel. It was u limp, lifeless figure, 
lying over the wheel and holding the 
launch true to its course. It was Guy 
Hagenhaufuer with a bullet hole in. his 
pale forehead just where he haq bien 
passing his hand in the ni�t. 

The Prowess and Ferocity of Some Crusading Chiefs 
THE women of Ant.ioeh lined the ramparts ; they were 

vociferous in their exhortations to their husbands to 
fight ; and the Christians pretended to distinguj.sh the sincere 
·shouts of the Turkish wives from the artificial cries of the 
female Greeks and Armenians. But Baghasian had ill meas­
ured the strength and valour of the combatants; and he 
re-opened the gates for the preservation of the fugitives. 
The "historians of the battle command us to believe, that if 

all the Christian soldiers had fought with the heroic valour 
of the Dukes of Lorraine and Normandy, (of whom stupen· 
dons feats are related), few of the Turks would have escaped 
the' edge of their faulchions. Godfrey cut one of his foes 
through the middl6. The upper part of the body fell to the 

· ground but so· firmly did the miscreant sit, that the lower 

members remained on the saddle, and �e . affrighted horse 

galloped into the· town. . Another wretched Moslem he clave 
asunder from the neck to the groi11, by taking ai�. at his 
head with a sword ; and the weapon not only performed its 
prescribed duty, but cut entirely through the saddle and the 

backbone of the horse. The sword of Robert of Norm�Ely 
cleft the skull of a Saracen from the crown to the shoulders; 
and seeing one of the parts rolling over the ground, he chari· 
tably dismissed it to the powers of hell. Tancred enjoined 
his squire not to publish hi& deeds ; bnt we must not let the 
modesty of the hero diminish our admiration of his courage. 
A son of Baghasian, twelve emirs, and two thous�nd men of 
common rank fell in t�s dreadful battle ; and if night had 
not suspended the victo!ious heroes' ferocity, Antioch would 
have fallen. Tlte spoil reconciled the Christians to the disas­

ters which they had experienced. On the earliest dawn of 
the ensuing day, the Turks quitted the city, collected the dead 
bodies of their friends, and buried them in the common place 
of interment without the walls. Familiarity with scenes of 
horror ·had extinguished every feeling of humanity ; the 
Christians pulled the corpses from the sepulchre, and de· 
t�poiled them of their dresses and ornaments. They se,·ered 
the heads from the trunki ; and fifteen hundred of them "·ere 
exposed on pikes to the weeping _ Tu.rks ;  and some were sent. 

to the caliph of Egypt in proof of victoey: •. 



A Fantastic Little Story of a Man 
Who Met the uGreen Goddess of Dreams" 

THE BROWN M OUSE 
By EDW,ARD PARRISH WARE 

X
I climbed the stairway 1 was t:ou­
��Cious only that 1 w11s bent upon 

overtaking the vague form of n. 
mau, �im and youthful, whose face at­
tracted me strangely. The question beat 
iu my brain : 

Who h; l1et 
If I could get my bands upon 'him, 

compel him to look straight into my eyes, 
h� identity would immediately become 
fixed ; of that I was sure. But he sc('med 
to float, rather than walk, always ji1st 
out of my reach. 

The chtt�'><', begun irt a eafo on lmier 
Broadway, had led me 'through many 
weary mil� of :Meet.:;, slippery- with 
rain, and alniost de:sel'led. )files away 
the pursuit ended in a grim old �:�tudio 
building much {a.\'ored by wt-itet'li, 
artists, allU others who follOW' looso 
trades.. I knew the place ; in fact, some­
one who�>e n1unc I could not quite recall 
lived there. 

On the stairway of the building I over­
took my quarry, but he would uot suffer 
himself to be taken ; he mounted up­
ward ; so did I. Presently, on the second 
landing, he relented�tood still. I ap­
proached \\'ith hands outstretched, 
poised on the balls of my feet, lunged-

With mocking laughter t�;ailing 00:. 
hind him, he rose, seemingly, without 
effort, and doated to the head of the 
stairs. There he paused on the topmost 
tread, turned-

God in heaven I It was myself I 
looked at! Myselj, only younger-ageg 
younger! 

Then the figure faded, lost its impor­
t&Q,ce. There was something in my 
mouth ; something smooth and round,. 
like an apple, but I could , not bite it. 
For an instant, just an instant, I be­
came almost normal ; sufficiently so to 
r'ecognize my surroundings. 

I was on my kne$ before the doo1· of 
�- own apartment in the studio build­
ing, and the door knob was in my mouth. 
With a key, or it may have been my 
pocket knife, I was striving to unlock 
the ball radiator, which ,was near at 
hand. 

Back of me, �eone laughed. I got 
up and looked toward the sound. Some-

thing danced in my vision ; something 
brown, ,formlCSM. It had eyes, though ; 
brown ones. I could sec them, nothing 
more. No hands, no head, no mouth­
Then I saw that it did have a mouth. 
and the mouth was smiling. 

I b'ecame indignant. I threatened, 
bnt to no purpose ; the figure remained 
-approached. The smiling mouth 
shaped words: 

" He who shaketh the cocktail, by the 
<'Ocktail shall be also be ,shaken I "  were 
the words the- mouth shaped. 

I took the matter under advisement. 
Someone wanted me to Hhake , a cocktail 
\VPJl-If I could only , find out who 
wanted itt  WM it person, Ol' thing, 
there near me 'l 

Then I recognized it� 
"ltfousc l "  
By its eyes I kne'v it I 
" Mouse I "  I repeated, laughing im­

modern.te1y. "Little brown mouse ! 
Little brown mouse ! Little br-" 

NOW it requires at least an hour for 
the average man to make up his 

mind to get out of bed on the morning 
after such a night as I had spent-had 
been spending for many, many months. 
I am different. My powers of recupera­
tion are, as yet, scarcely impaired. 

That morning I did not awake of my 
own aecord. A mouse, a browp one, 
gnawed �t my hand and brought me bolt 
upright ; I shook it off, and it became a 
woman-a brown-eyed woman ; a woman 
\vho laughed. I buried my head in the 
covers, and when I looked out again the 
vision had gone. 

Sitting there upon a couch, fully 
dressed except for my shoes, which stood 
on a chair nearby, and my coat, which 
hung over the back of it, I pieced to­
gether the events of the previous night­
all that I could recall. 

I had hmched with an editor, that 
day; an editor who uSed tO think 'well of 
my work, and wha once held the opinion 
that it would, in time, even excel that 
done by my father, in his time con­
sidered a master of the short story. His 
opinion had undergone a change, how· 

ever;  he no longer even considered my 
work-the little that I did-but, for oltl 
times' sake, he d6!>ired to reason with me 
concerning my future, which, he said, I , 
was thl'owing a'Yay. 

" You are allowing the fortune your 
father built up with his peri, to become a 
stumbling-block in the way of yourS, " 
was the way he summed it up. 

As a result of that luncheon, I prom­
ised to get down to work, u.ud to send 
the results to ,my former friencl as NQ<>n 
as any materialized, I meant to do so, 
of cours�, but habit proved too Htrong. 
I left tbe cafe where we had lunched, 
and sought oue farther down Bl"oadway 
-where one could get, in a �:�ec.luded 
room in the buil<Jing, tiny gla.�� of that 
precious tluid that is at once a CUl'lre and 
an exaltation-a bitterness, and a sweet 
of alJ SWL'ets! 

Absinthe ! 

Dear Uod above I What vicious stuff 
it is that they give us now, in the name 
of absinthe ! On<.-e, in itg dear, greeu., 
Npat'klin:,r thr-dll, one might find the 
sweet exaltation of noble dreams-tl1e 
spiritual elcv�tiou \Vl'Ought by u vision 
of the streets of heaven, with �ft,.cyed 
angels hovering near ! Now, in it!� yel­
low, muddied depths one sinks as if in 
a false woman's arms-to deception, con­
fusion, de11.th l 

Yet we ding! 
But why complain f The power to 

soothe is there, and to deaden the brain; 
the bd.in throbbing with the fadll1g pul­
ses of things that might have lived ! 

It was in that cafe that the chase of 
the night -before begnn-that pursuit of 
an absinthe-created vision of my, fonner 
self. The self I might have been I 

J GOT up from the couch, and stood 
looking at my shoes, side by gjde 

upon the chair. The laces had been un­
tied, instead of merely slipped, in bard 
knots, off the catches as they were wont 
to , be, when I was indisposed. That 
seemed odd to me. My coat, too, should 
have been lying upon the floor, instead 
of being carefully draped over the back 
of a chair. None of those things was 
my handiwork; that I knew. 
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The conclusion was inevitable : Some­
one had assisted me into my room, and 
removed a part of my clothing. 

I became conscious of a penetrating 
odor-the odor of violets. 

"as it the woman f I remembered 
her, now ; laughing lips, merry bro-9."11 
eyes and all. "Brown Mouse, " I had 
.called her. 

Who was she f Was she real, or just 
a fancy of my own f The coat and shoes 
argued that she was very real indeed. I 
wondered if she was someone I knew, but 
could not believe it so. I had to give it 
· up; my mental condition did not sanc­
tion lucid thought. 

That night, and the next; and the 
neXt, I returned home more like my old 
�If-the self of the stairway-than I 
had been in months, but I saw nothing 
of the woman whom I could think of 
only as the " Brown Mouse. " 

Then, one ni�ht a week after our first 
encounter, I saw her again. She knelt 
on the rug before the grate in my room, 
tugging at my shoes ; one of them came 
off, and a wad ot bank notes fell out. 
She looked up at me with a face that was 
white and drawn-pinched ; she started 
to speak, then, getting up, she placed 
the bills in a dresser drawer. I .found 
them there the next morning. 

· 

The odor of violets was strong in the 
room. 

How she came and when she went, I 
could not recall. Just one glimpse of 
her, there on the rug, was all my memory 
would yield. · 

During �e week that followed, I 
fairly haunted the old building, actually 

'making myself offensive peering.into the 
faces of .the women who came and went. 
Nothing came of it. · I could not rid 
myself of the thought of her; at night 
she haunted my dreams. During the 
next month I was conscious that she had 
been with me upon at least four occa­
sions; a. new picture of her would flit 
across my mind, elusive, as always ; or 
the odor of violets would saturate my 
senses. Needless to say, I was not myself 
upon any of those occasions. 

On one of those scaree1y remembered 

THE BROWN MOUSE 

visits she had wept-pleaded with me; 
but.what ii was she pleaded for, -or �ho 
the object of it was, I could not remem­
ber. I could recall, though, that she no 
longer smiled-and I wondered. 

On a night six weeks after I first saw 
the Bro'rn i.fouse, ·as I still thought of 
her, I came home-bad, ,·ery bad. Woo:se 
than I had e•er been before. When I 
awoke, the following morning, I lmew 
that she had been with me the night . 
before ; her presence, typified by the 
Yiolet perfume, still lingered. I strove 
to bring bet· back to me, as she must 
have looked when there, but my brain 
was too dead-too sodden. Then I real­
ized that my hand was gripping some­
thing tightly ; it was a slip of paper, 
covered with writing in a fine hand. · My 
eyes, attaining a normal focus, I read : 

11The Bro-wn Mouse wiU not come 
again. It is afraid, terribly afraid, 
and it is goi'lt{J--4-way. Perhaps, if 
it had been. poss·ible for you to ka.ve 
helped me, y(IU. wguld. I kMW you 
would. That night, when th.e money 
fell fron� your shoe-Ok, 7ww I was 
tempted! I neeckd it sol Hunger 
makes u.s do such strange things. It 
cheapens· virtue-destroys ·it. But 
it sh.all ·not cheapet� or destroy 
mine! Oh, if a 1m9use' cQuld i� 
dulge a human Jwpe, it 'W0'1.lld be · 
that you. will draw bcu;k {'rO'm t'M 
abyss before it is too late! May it 
hope that you. will1" 
No heading, no signature-gone! 
I leaped out of bed. 
What did the Brown Mouse fear! 

Was she afraid of me¥ Or was it some­
thing else that threatened herY 

My brain reeled dizzily ; I felt very ill. 
Try as I would, I could not fathom the 
meaning of th� words she had written. 

Curse the day the Green Goddess of 
Dreams first laid· her cloying lips on 
mine ! 

Wa!J the Brown Mouse afraid of mef 
Oh, no, no, no ! I wouldn't ha.rm her 
for the world ! But-

! read the 'letter again, and under­
stood !  

Starving---:ftoing �own in the unequal· 
battle of feminine frailty pitted againat· 
the worid-she. had sought help from 
me. And I was in no condition to heln, 
anyone-not even myself I 

lt!oney T I could have given her that 
-would have beggared myself for ·her I 

Then· a terrible thought shot through 
my brain ! 

Could it be that she was afraid of her­
self, a.s I had often been qf myself! And 
did she contemplate the easy way out, 
as I, too, had contemplated it f· Was 
that what she meant when she said she 
was going a'va.y ! 

Slipping. into a dressing go,vn, I rim 
out into the corridor. I would find the 
janitor ; he would know if she lived in' 
the building. He had denied all knowl­
edge of her when I questioned him be­
fore, but now he would tell, or I would 
choke the words out of him !  

At the rear of the long ha� I stopped 
suddenly. From a partly opened door­
way came the odor of violets-strong, 
sickeningly strong I 

With mad longing to find her, and to­
protect her from that thing she feared­
no matter what it might be-l pushed 
the door ajar and enterec;l. 

The room was in darkness, save where 
. the light from behind me trailed a.cr068 
the floor, and out of the gloom some­
thing leaped at me. It was the sickening 
odor of ,•iolets, so intense it seemed to · 
my distraught mind a. thing alive I 

I stepped further into the room, and 
something swayed before m&-SOme­
thing white and vague ; then it took form 
in the semi-darkness. 

A slender, white body, scarcely veiled 
by the shapeless gauze thing about it, 
swung gently to and fro �neatp. the 
chandelier-<lne rigid, white foot reach­
ing downward as if seeking something to 
rest ·upon ! 

Someone shrieked. Long afterwards I 
knew that it was I. Blindly I fell be­
neath the S\vaying figure under the 
chandelier. I took the rigid foot into 
my hands and breat�ed upon it, trying 
to warm it-muttering, over and over, 
broken, senseless, useless words t 



An AviatOr's Fatal Encoun·ter 
With th:e Monsters of the Air 

EXHIBIT 
''

A
'' 

By ANN� HARRIS H�DLEY 
HT HE wreckage of the 'plane has 

all. been cleared away and dis­
pose9. of according to orders, 

sir, " continued Lieutenant Gorham. "It 
was undoubtedly Captain Rowell 's 
'plane, although this is a. thousand miles 
from where the flight started ; and it is 
voery evident that he broke the altitude 
record as he had been trying so hard to 
d�. Now, sir, if you will read this--' '  
Lieutenant Gorham extended a small 
black notebook. " I  found it in the 
breast pocket of his leather outside 
jacket. I can not imagine why the 'plane 
did not take fire in falling from such a 
terrific height.. And you ·will perhaps 
be interested to know,· sir-" he hesi­
tated-" that that !>arne queer odor you 
can still detect on the book was quite 
noticeable as we were elearin� up. ' '  

The Major &niffed the book. 
"Um-odd," he !>aid. ".All right, I 'll 

look it over." 
Lieutenant Gorham saluted and 'vent 

out. 'fhc Major opened the little book 
ahd read, at first casually, then intently : 

., I I am writing this' '  r ran the wordli 
written in Captain Rowell's familiar, 
irregular handwriting] "'in the hope 
that it may fall into the bands of human 
beings and reveal the . things I have 
found up here. It now seems improb­
able I will be able to return and report 
personally my amazing experiences. 

" Jt is impossible to' measure accurate­
ly the lapse of time, as my watch has 
stopped, but I broke the altitude record 
more easily than I bad hoped for the 
continued mounting. The cold was 'in­
tense, breathing became increasingly 
difficult. I m\lst haye become diz.�y, for 
t.he next recollection I have is of a seri­
t�ation of lightness, as if my body were 
about to rise out of the still mounting 
'plane and soar ahead of it. I assume I 

had thE:t� reached a point so distant from 
the earth that the attraction of some 
other heavenly body about counterbal­
anced the earth's pull. My life belt, 
howeycr, held me securely, and I lapsed 
again into unconsciousness. 

" The next conscious moment found 
me lying prone on t�e softest, most rest­
ful substance I can conceive of: I had 

a sensation a& of gentle zephyrs puffing 
into my face and I opened my eyes. 
There was an indefinite, shapeless mass 
above me. AB I watched it, I became 
convinced that it was endowed witli in­
·telligence and that its actions were the 
s6urce of the pleasant, revivifying puffs 
of air I felt. 

mounting 'plane had passed from the 
realms of the known to this ghostlike 
region, the .borderland between the earth 
and the moon, that thin portion of space 
where the gravity of the earth is almost 
exactly counterbalanced by that o.f t�e 
moon. And I, a human being, a dweller 
on old :Mother Earth, was here itl this 
unutterably strange place-and one of 
the beings who dwell in it wn::� .reviving 
me. Doubtless he recognized me aa 
earthborn and knew my inability to live 
comfortably in the thin atmosphere of 
the place, hence he was pouring air in. 
my face as a man on earth might pour 
water in the fa.ce ·of one, who had fainted. 

" Observing more closely, the mass 
above me looked somewhat like a huge 
oyster a.bout the size of a man and of a 
cloudi semitransparent substance. Its 
outline was not clearly defined. Imagine 
my sensations when I realized that it 
appeared .able at will to put forth from 
any portion of itself streams of its sub­
�tance which remained connected '1'.-ith 
the mai.n body. and performed the func- " AJ; my senses re>t:ived my amazement 
tions of arms ! Think of i t !  An extra 

knew no bound!!. I sat up, very awk­
arni or two or three:-any number of · wardly to be sure, for the least effort 
them projected at will from any part of moved me much farther than I antici­

the body I The unnaturalness of it, the pa.ted. 
�Slimy horror the formless gray mass in- ' 1  1 How do you do t'  I �d, by' way· of 
duced made me shiver. Though its ac- · showing I was ready for whatever might 
tions appeared friendly, though it made be in store. 
no effort to harm. me, yet an icy sweat " The creature emitted a. queer, whi&­
broke out all over my body as I gazed tling noise, which I .found afterward is 
fascinated at the unearthly being. the manner of speech of these creatures 

" I  found afterward that it trans- who inhabit the zone at the point and 
ported itself from place to place without near where the gravity of the earth ·�d 
apparent bodily movement and by means that of the moon neutralize each other. 
of some interior energy instead of by On account of the small density of their 
the use Qf legs, of which in fact the bodies and the grC4t power of their in­
creature bad none. It was just as if an terior means of locomotion, which for 
aeroplane co��d glide along without ·lack of a better name 1 will call enginllS, 
movement of t�c propeller, driven Q)· these creatures can go a. considerable 
sheer inner impetus of its engine. distance on either side of the plane or 

".As my mind became clearer I real- ueutrality and return, but are careful 
ized that the strange creature was pro- not to go far enough so that the gravity 
jecting a portion of itself into an a.ppar- of either earth OT moon can exercise on 
cntly stationary object, and then gently them a pulling power greater thuf their 
waving the part so transported over me, erigincs can resist. Later on 'I  mad('. an 
thus puffing the currents of air which effort to find out if any had ever done 
were reVlvmg me. The eerie, creepy so, but on account of the difficulty I had 
sensation this gave me is indescribable. in making myself understood, I could. 
I felt it must be part of some fantastic get no satisfaetol')� information. · 

dream, and yet I knew all toQ ";ell that 1 1  They have great intelligence and 
I ��· awake, that· no sUdden, . grateful have perfected antigravity screens, 
earthenoise :would: jar me back to the though I do not .understand fully for 
realm of filmi.liar things. what purpose they are used. I do kriow, 

·" Somehow, by what strange trick of however, that they are used as resting 
Fate OT machi.nations of this pallid, places for such as are disabled in any 
semitransparent creature I know not, way, especially when trouble is expe­
but while I sat unconscious; my swiftly rienced in their locomotive apparatus. 
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"It was on one of these screens that I 
waa lying when I regained consciousness. 
This screen was a. huge nffair, in appear­
ance like. a thin layeL· of rose-tinted 
cloud, yet it bore the weight of myself 
and my machine, which I rejoiced to 
see close by. 

· 

" I  stood up. feeling quite light(-headed 
and dizzy, but the creature, who had 
redYed me and '\•hose c.aptive J appar­
ently wns, indicated tO' me that I should 
keep still, then he placcu nea r me the 
object into which he had been dipping. 
'!'his object wns o,·nl i n  shape and re­
minded me of n. 11ernisolidified cloud. 

" The creature made queer noises and 
wavings of thos<' surprisingl:r out-thrust 
portions of' his bod�·. At last I under­
sto'od that J wBs to make use of the 
cloud-bowl. I disco,·ered that it was 
tilled with air, b-reathable by a human 
being-<lontaining real, life-sustaining 
oxygen. 

" Whenever the thin atmosphere 
around becnmc too de,·oid of oxygen and 
breathing became difficult, I would dip 
my hands into the bowl a.nd dash oxygen ·in my face. The effect was quite last� 
ing. The oxygen (or whatever the 
oxygen-containing substn.nee was, for of 
its exact nature I IUl\ uncertain) per­
meated· surrounding space as perfume 
does the air, and for many minutes I 
could breathe comfortably . 

"Seeing that I understood what was 
expected of me. my captor began making 
mysterious motions near the edge of the 
cloud mu.\i.� which was in reality a. gra.v­

. ity screen, and I wu.tch�d, wondering 
what would happen next. After a min­
ute or so l moved over to my 'plane, 
carrying the oxygen-bowl along. 

. " 'l'he sensation of moving about was 
extrem<.>ly ollJ, und that of carrying the 
bowl '''ll-'l no less so. Nothing seemed to 
have ru1y appreciable weight. This Wl!-3 
due at lca.'>t partly to the gm,·it.r sct·ecn, 
which was adjustable to counterbalance 
part of the pull of either curth or moon 
as need might be aud thus make the at­
traction of the two bodies practically 
equal at a given spot. 'l'hc result of the 
usc of such screens L<; thnt the neutral 
zone, instead of a plane n. hail· 's thick­
ness, becomes for their purposes por­
tion of space perhaps some miles in 
depth. 

" I  examined t:nY machine, which 
seemed to be in good condition, although 
the gasoline was quite "low. The being 
watched me cutiously, then suddenly 
attached itself to .tho gravity screen by a 
tentacle put out, a.nd started hurtling 
th1-ough space drawing the screen which 
bore me and my 'plane behind him. Thi�:� 
dissipated the oxygen around tue and I 
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found the only wa.y I could breath was 
by dipping my head into the bowl. Then 
I managed with fair comfort. Mter some 
time I felt the speed decrease and raised 
my head to look around. 

' ' All about me were numbers of beings 
of all colors and sizes, but fundamentally 
similar to my strange captor. Among 
these strange creatures color apparently 
denotes rank or occupation. Their voices 
or whistles, which mo•re accurately de­
scribes what they h.a...-e iu place of voices, 
nre all in a very high key and >aiy from 
the sweetest fairy notes of dreamland to 
the siren note of a factory whistle. I 
noticed that those of dark, indistinct 
color had the siren-whistle voices, while 
some of the orange and pink and btue 
bodies ga>e forth extremely sweet 
sounds. 

"My appearance caused great excite­
ment a.mong them ; and I can not begin 
to describe m)· own sensations as I stood 
on that soft, cloud-like screen and leaned 
for companionship against the only 
familiar thing in sight-my 'plane. All 
about me was a confusion of these ex­
traordina.rily high-pitched w h i s t  I e. 
'·oices, and eYery\vhere these indistinct, 
,·nriously-colored bodies put forth most 
surprisingly the tentacles that served for 
arms and as surprisingly drew them 
back. And I was the subject of the 
hubbub. Evidently there was a differ­
ence of opinion as to what to do with me 
and my 'plane. 

" And while the discussion went on, 
they O'bserved due rega.rd for my person. 
Not ouc of them touched me, but their 
long tentacles came darting out here and 
there touching, investigating the 'plane 
and its mechanism. Ther recognized 
uud respected me ns a sentient being. 
The 'plane wa.o; a. created object 8H were 
their gt-a.vity screens. .As I realizetl 
their considerat ion, I could not but 
wonder, even in tho mi<bt of thi�:� !>lrangc 
scene, if a ct'Owtl of human beings com­
iug suduenly upon one of these unea•th­
ly creatur� would show equal courtesy. 

" At last the hubbub suddenly quicteJ 
and I witncs!!ed another snrp1·ising oc­
cul't'ence. The stran:,re forms stood stiJJ. 
expectru1t., moved by the approach o'f 
something unseen by me. Then while J, 
tO'o, waited,· breathless for the next de­
velopment, I saw coming from the direc­
tion toward which attention seemed 
turned a glowing, orange-colored being, 
bearing a blue-white sphere tha.t quiv­
ered and sparkled. The bearer of the 
sphere came forward and paused in the 
midst, then suddenly put forth two ten� 
tacles in addition ·to' the ones with which 
it bore the glowing Hpht>re. With these 
second two tentacles it separated the 

sphere into halves, and a gas strange 
-a cloud of perfume, the most exquisite 
I could imagine-<lame forth. I could 
think of nothing but the .almast divine 
sweetness of the odor. I drank in all my 
lungs couid hold, and llreathed deeply 
again and again. 

" I  found aftel"\\"a.rd that the odor is 
to them what food is to us, and is dis­
tributed at intel"\·als by orange-colored 
being�. I also noted that the gray and 
brown ones �:tlways �hift.ed the gra>\ty 
screens and seemed to be most int�rested 
in the intricacies of m�; ship, hence I 
infer they are the mechanics of this 
strange community. 

" After breathing in that wondrous 
odor, I remembered nothing more until 
I found myself alone. Where my strange 
captors had gone I could not gt1css. Im­
penetrable screen masses were aboYc and 
below tn<'. l\1�- 'plane wa.-; nearby and 
undisturbed. The space between the 
cloud masses bad been flooded with O�")'· 
gen, the source of which is still unknown 
to me. 

' '  \Vhether these e.reatures have homes 
and gardens and laboratories, I do not 
know, Qut certain it is that somewhere 
beyond what I ha.,·e seen, there must be 
abodes, �paratus with which to 'vork, 
to prepare the oxygen, the heavenly 
food-o-dors, to make the intricate gravity 
screens. I am consumed with a burn­
ing dcsit·e to penetrate beyond the cloud­
screen barriers and learn more of the 
life and wi'$dom of these eerie 1:1ut highly 
intelligent beings. 

" Finding myself aloue, I wandered 
-nbout between the cloud masses, but 
JareU not attempt to force my way 
throug-h tltem lest I �;huuld impair their 
ubilit�· to C'Omttet·act the fu•·ce o£ graYity 
anc.l �.<hou ld lind myself falling headlong 
toward <'arth ot• moon. �o, it h; betLct· 
lo wuit aud wuudcr. �\nd after a while, 
worn out b�· the WoJtdet• o£ it ull, I lay 
down and slept. 

" "WlJCn I awoke, tht·oo of the gray 
crt!a.tm-es ltad returned and were curious­
ly i.uvc�Ligat.ing my 'plane. I 1-ose from 
the <!lond-se!rccn, on wh1ch I hud been 

sll�eping, and joiut'<l them. They were 
Paget· to learn about the rnacltine, and 1 
wu�:� quite willing to- explain, but since 
we had no common language, no common 
gestures. not eYcn similar limbs in com­
mon with whiclt to gesticulate, we ma.de 
rather poor headway . . . . 

" These things have gone on for some 
time. How long I cannot accurately 
tell, as -my watch has long since stoppett, 
and the periods of twelve hours light 
and twelve of darkness of course do not 
obtain.her�. I imagine from tho growth 
of beard on my face tltat about three 
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(lays have passed. And now a new and 
otninous disturbance has arisen-omi­
nous for me. 

" More of these beings than I have 
seen before have gathered and are hurry­
ing about, first in one direction, then in 
another. Some are quite angry. They 
swiSh ba<;k and forth like specters in a 
dream, moving with incredible rapidity 
a�d always most unexpectedly putting 
forth those surprising tentacles. As they 
mull about, .first one and then another, 
and sometimes several at once, emit those 
odd, unearthly, whistle-like screeches, 
my blood runs cold. I am the cause of 
the disturbance, just how and why I do 
not understand, but I am the issue at 
stake. 

''Now they are tearing at the gravity 
screens. Some pull iu one direction, some 
in another. I do not know the strength 
of the· beings or of the screens, but if a 
screen should break-

the screens. They surely cannot stand 
the strain. The one beneath me is part­
ing. Instead of cloudiness, I see merely 
space beneath me. 

''My engine--''  

f 'Well, I }lave my 'plane ready-as 
ready as I can make it. Possibly the 
engine will pick up and start when the 
fall begins. But suppose the fall should 
be away from the earth and toward the 
mo·on-what then T 

There the aecount ended. 
The Major sat staring a long time at 

the little black book and sniffing the 
odor, faint, elusive, but still delightful 
beyond anything he had ever · encoun­
tered. Then he shook his head, sighed, 
and, picking up a pencil, marked· in red 
letters prominently on the cover " Ex­
hibit A, ' '  before he laid the little book 
carefully in the top drawer ctf his desk 
ready to accompany his report to Wash­
ington. 

" I  have taken my seat in the 'plane 
8Jld adjusted the safety belt. There is 
nothing more I can do. My action seems 
to have added to the excitement, but 
there is still dissension among them. 

' ' They are tugging in good earnest at 

Neglected Warning 

J AllffES IV, King of Scotland, being persuaded by the 
clergy and bishops to brea!r with England, and declare 

war agalmrt. He11ry VIII, contrary to the advice · of his nobil­
ity wd �e.utry, who were to bear both the expense and the 
'l)).ows of a. battle, thUI:I overruled by the clergy, raised 
an army and prepared to march to the frontiers ; but 
the evening before be was to take the field, as he was at 
vespers in the chapel royal at his palace of Linlithgo,\"", an 
ancient man appeared to him with a long head of hair of 
the colouJ· of ambeJ·, (some accotwts represent it as a glotT 
round hiR head) und of n venerable aspect, having on a belted 
plaid girt round with a linen sash. This man was perceived 
by the king before he came up elooe to him, and before he was 
seen by any of the people ; and the king also pereeh•ed him 
to be earnestly looking at him, and at the noble persons about 
him, as desiring to apeak to him. 

After 1>0me little time, he pr�d through the crowd, and 
came close up to th� king, and, without any reverence or 
bow made to his person, told him with n low voice, but such 
aB the king could bear distinctly, that he was sent to him to 
warn him not to proceed in the war which he had undertaken 
a.t the solicitation of the prie.�ts, and in favor of the French ; 
and that if he did go on with it he should· not prOl!per.·. lie 
added also, that if he did not abstain from his un-Christian 
practicea, they would end in his destruction. 

H8.ving delivered this message he immediately vanished ; 
for though his pressing up to the king had put the whole 
assembly in disorder, and everyone's eye was fixed upon him 
when he was delivering his message to the king; yet no one 
saw him any more, or perceived hia going back from the king; 
which put them all into the utmost consternation. 

The king himllelf was a1lo in great confusion ; he would 
. fain llave believed. that the !>'Pecter was a man, and would have 
spokm to him again, and asked some questions of him. But 

the. peopJe constantly and with one voice affirmed that it was 

an angel, and that it immediately disappeared after the mes­
sage was delivered ; that they plainly saw him and . felt him 
thrub'ting to get by them as he wen� up, but not one could 
see him go back. 

The king upon this was satisfied that it was not a � 
body, but an apparition ; and it put him into a great conster­
nation, and caused him to delay his march a 'rhile, and call 
several councils of his nobility to consider what to do. 

But the king being still overpersuaded by those engines 

employed by Monsieur La !lotte, the �'rench ambassador, 
continued in his designs for a war, and ad•-anced afterward 
with hi�; �rmy to the Tweed, which was thtl botwdary of the 
two �ingdoms. 

Here the army rested &�me time, and the king being at 
"Jedburgh, n lroown tovm in those pa1-ts. as he was sitting 
drinking wine very Iilentiful�y iu a great hall of the bouse 
where !�is headquarters \Va.B then held, supposed to be the 
old Earl of �lorton's house, the specter Mme to ltim a second 
time, though not in the form which he uppea.1-ed at Liulith­
gow, but with less regard u.nd respect to the prince, and in 
a.u imperious tone told him he was commanded to warn him 
not to proceed in that .war, for if he did, he sh?uld lose not 
the battle only, but his crown and kingdom ; and after thh;. 
wit.hout staying "fo1· an anS\\o·er, went to the chimney, anc.I 
wrote on the stone over it, or that which we c.all the mantel­
piece, the following distich : 

Laeta. sit illa. dies, nescitu,· o-rigo secundi, 

Sit labot· an -req-uies, sic transit glot'ia. 1nundi. 

That the king did not listen to either of these notices, our 
histories, as well as Buchanan, the historian of Scotland, take 
notice of very public1y ; and also that he marched on, fought 
the English at Flodden Field, and there lost his army, all 
his former glory, and his life. 



And So Ends 
The Last Thrilling Words of 

The Transparent Ghost 
By ISA-BELLE MANZER 

The ne.."tt after-noon Doctor, Daily in­
healed some more- of the liquid Fimi­
liarto Tra_11sparent gas. to make him in­
visible ! for he had d�covered that he 
was coming back in his n�trel body 
agsin .and he had found out timt the 
Transparent Gas would only make him 
invisible for three days untill he would 
begin to turn back into his nature! self 
again and if he wanted to play ghost it 
w.as necessary for him to take more of 
the gas; he had decided to take a long 
·walk On all sides the desert stretched 
away to the haze of nothingness �aland 
of the ma.ra.ge ; scens -which the jealous 
desert steals from a1id land s and hold 
up to the eyes of desert men to lure 
them on Rock- River with its cool, watter 
rippling which seem only a few feet 
a.way, then fade out to show a waste of 
dust and the graym mesquite, which 
rattles in the hot winds, On a rock 
plateau of thls range stooa this town of 
Kent City. and " it's streets are paved 
with the solid rock of the mountains. A t  
the upper end of the street the cliff's 
arose sheer for several hundered feet, at 

. the-lower end was a succession of broken 
ledges, which sloped off to the sand 
desert, where the winding trail come in 
from the rest of the world. To the left 
of the Town of Kent-City was .. a deep 
Rocky g<>Tge, so grotesque in formation 
that it did not appear to be a · Work 
of nature, but just around the cun""C 
was a grassy spot it ·was a Grave 
;rard. and just as Doctor Daily Ghost 
i erns the curve he saw that A Funeral 
was in progrcs8, or rather, had been in·  
progress, Tho . corpse Was there in the 
rough casket ; the grave was gug and 
the pall-bearers stood aside, reverently 
holding there hats in their hands. I 
reckon they're plantin some body, gess 
I, go over. " the ghest crossed over "but 
he . diden attract any attention. The 
crowed seemed to. be waiting for some­
One Two men were standing near the 
grave, talking earnestly The ·<Rtost asked 
one of them who the dead man one of 
them looked up and saw that there was 
no one he could see He walked abruptly 
away from his companion and halted n 
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few feet from a white-bearded mau. 
Podner, by your whiskers · yo're a 
preacher ; are ·yuh 1 I. youster be he 
said slowly and with his hand he stroked 
the white beard whitch hung nearly to . 
his waist line. then the man turned on 
his heel; facing the crowd. Folks, we're 
in luck 

The Funeral will proceed just like 
nothing happened 

Extraordinary, 5 '  
Ju�t a moment �id the preacher 

"What happened to 'be the m�ted 
" Not a damn thing, w·e needed n 
preacher bad and you showed up. There 
yuh Got it ! "  But Sir have you no 
preacher ? Nat now We did have untill 
last night you see he for got the honest 
rules in a gaim of poker which give him 
sinaller then kingsup in ten deals and 
the others got small cards all the time, 
but sir where is this poker-playin 
preacher Now ?" Well His Soal in Hell 's 
Delight ! ' '  and bis body in the casket ! 
!plumb> forgot that he coulden say his 
own oration, That 's where you come in 
handy, like· a gun in a holster. the 9ld 
preacher crossed to the grave and. looked 
down at the rough coffin while the audi­
ence moved in closer He preayed his 
voice was deep and musical, as he lifted 

·his· bared head and let his eyes travel 
around the assemblage, friends, I have 
been asked to say a few wovds over the 
mortal remains of one of. God's anointed 
men who hs labored in this Town of sin 
and sinners that the. true Gospel might 
be Brought home w you all He is with 
you no more, except in spirit but his 
many good works will live long after his 
name has bee forgotten 

Just then a Hand Tuched the old 
preacher sholqer and the voice of the 
Doctor, Ghost interrupted the man who 
deliver tl1e sermon, I dont like to stop 
a. preacher from a sayin what he know 
a bout a. man but thair know need of 
you telling a lie. to these men they all 
knowed that old fogy of a preacher 

The preacher tUrned and· lo-oked a 
round but he saw know one who was 
speaking to me he asked. I did i reckon 
parson. I. Doctor Daily Transparent 

Ghost. and I don 't believe in sayin good 
· of a old raskel like old preacher Baker 

if he is a dead man, and i dont belive 
that you a preacher if you a preacher 
where is your Bible Y Y  the man wh� 
clamed to be � preacher was so frightned 
he coulden anser the ghost some of the 
other men stagered and nearly fell in 
the grave. don 't get scart men if i am a 
ghost i not harm a one of you that done 
me a:ny harm but this old white baird 
man is know preacher he a raskcl and 
a gambler let me have that deck of 
dards in your pocket will you Y as the 
ghost finished all the men glanced 
quickly at the gambler who 'vas pren­
tending to be a sent, then the ghost said 
men I '11 prove to you that this mau is 

Know Man of Divine Providence he 
not A man of God. but He A Cur. In 
human shap, and is the most despicable 
human being in all the World. Men. how 
much of a reward is offo1·d for the mau 
who shot Preacher Baker The men 
'fu.rned to see who was speaking at last 
a man spoke up One thousand Dollars 
Mr Ghost It was Detective :Wright in 
disgnis the Ghost laughed ' ' I  '11 get your 
man for l1alf the reward.· get the mau 
and mr ghost the five-hm1dred is yours. 

The Preacher wts nearly Collapsible 
hut scarcely had the Dtective got 
Through speaking untill Doctor's Ghost 
took off his long white beard and then 
quick as ·a  flash of lighteing he jurked 
off the preacher wig and And held it 
out in his hand Before them stood a 
man with Hair as black as coal and eyes 
opened he stared at the croud around 
him his voice was not that of a saint in 
its place was a harsh, rasping enuncia­
tion, toneless, colorless he stood He 
turned away and staggered against the 
stome-wall, but the ghost held him fast. 
take it easy, old timer, advised the ghost 
the detective came up and took the man 
by the arm but he drc'v back against the 
rock then the Ghost said to the croud 
"Look at him will all of yuh' he is the 
man who shot preacher Baker in a poker 
game. and as you got your m.an I reCkon 
'I '11 be going I'll see later Detective 
Wright, and the ghost turned and went 
into the misty space of the desert-alone. 



Like Poe's Raven, the Parrot 
in This Story Was a Bird of Doom 

THE DEVIL BIRD 

P
ERHAPS you who read this story, 
rou church-going, God-fearing 
people, will not understund � man 

of my stamp. I l1ave always been of the 
earth earthy. I have believed in neither 
.God nor the Devil. It has been my be­
lief that when one die.� be · is dead and 
ftt prey for the worms-nothing more. 

I have been a. gross materialist. I havo 
believed that religion and God arc a 
panacea invented by the ruling classes to 
keep the people contented. But a 
strange and terrible happening has come 
into my life to make me doubt my phi­
losophy. Perhaps there i� a just and 
aveuging God, after al� 

By HAL HALBERT 

My name is Arthur Blum. Only three 
years ago I \vas a. respected citizen of 
a certain Southwestern city. I held a 
responsible position in a flourishing com­
mercial establishment. I was doing well, 
but not well enough,· I thought. I be­
came discontented. The crux of it was 
I didn't think I was paid enough to re­
ward me for my services, which were 
valuable and arduous. The O\\ner of the 
business was a crabbed commercial 
shark with a pious Sut1day face and a 
shriveled weekday COllB(lience. His name 
was Julius Perriott. 
He would not raise my wages; and so 

I set out to rob him. I was the cashier. 

I filled out the <'hecks . and he .signed 
them with a. flourishing, intricate signa­
ture of which he was very proud. 
I practiced \\Titing the signature and 

I became so e..�crt that I could dupli­
cate it. Any bank teller will tell you 
that an involved signature is eagy to 
forge. The rest wa..� easy. I took money 
as I needed it, charging on the books to 
various account.�. I was sh.rewd. I 
�:�tole in smn.ll amounts, here and the.re. 
But the inevitable happened. I cashed 
a check for one hundred dollars, charg­
ing it to advertising. Before I could 
destroy the <'anceled check he saw it 
and became suspicious. An audit fol-
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lowed and I was arrested. I had cov­
ered my tracks well, but not well enough. 

· I was given a three-year term in the 
state penitentiary. 

Did I do wrong! Yes, according to 
the customs of ordered society ; but I did 
no wrong according to my phil<Jsophy of 
life. I merely was not efficient. I got 
caught. Old Perriott robbed and swin­
dled his customers every day. But he 
was more efficient than I was. Tho cus­
tomers did not catch him. He got away 
with it. He robbed his emp'oyees with 
pittance wages. Some stole sneakingly 
while others starved-nobly perhaps. I 
alone tried to strike back with vigor, but 
he was too much for me. 

I didn't harbor any great hatred for 
him. He was a man after my own 
heart. I should have done the same 
thing in his place. But something, as 
I have said, has happened that has 
served to put a great doubt in my mind 
as tfl. the wisdom of my materialistic 
philosophy. 

I served my term and came out an 
expert broom maker; but I had no idea 
o! making brooms. Deep down in my 
heart, I think, there was a hatred for the 
smug society that had robbed 1p.e of the 
bright years of my youth_ I proposed 
to make it pay. I would take of its 
wealth. I would gamble my liberty, 
even my life, against its hoarded prop­
erty. If necessary,. I would strike to 
take my share. 

I W .AS released from prison on the 
first day of September. Two days 

later I dropped oft' a freight train as it 
slowed into the yards of a big southern 
town that abuts on a wide and muddy 
river. You can understand that I was 
a bitter and desperate· man. I had come 
to rob, plunder and to s�l. 

The bluecoa.ted policeman, who looked 
at me perfunctorily as I passed, wouid 
hilve served his employers well had ho 
shot me down. But be only looked at 
me with his searching professio.na.l stare, 
while I endeavored to shake my cheap 
clothing into a. semblance of respectabil­
ity. All the while I was making my way 
across numberless tracks toward the 
river front. From plans made long be­
fore, I had definitely fixed in my mind 
where I wanted to go. 

I reached a dirty street upon the river 
front. It was an ug!y neighborhood. 
I could see the muddy river moving to­
ward the sea not fifty yards away. Be-
.fGre me was a sign reading: 

· 

PERRIOTT and SON 
rrewels, Curios, Antiques 

It was a dingy sign, but I well knew 
that immense wealth was concealed in 
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that building before me. Here old Per­
riott, connoisseur and miser, -collected 
his jewels and antiques from the five 
continents and the seven seas. 

.As I stepped ·into the shop a premoni­
tion of evil seized me as if" a hand were 
clutching my throat. My spirits dropped 
to the ze.ro point. · It was the lower­
ing atmosphere of the place, I think. 
The dirty, dingy shop seemed to exude 
an aura of g'oom. · 

I caught a glimpse of an ancient spin­
ning wheel doddering on its last legs. .A 
clutter of curiously wrought brass ves­
sels gave off a somber sheen. I sta�d 
nervously as a Uill grandfather's clock 
solemnly intoned the .hour of six in the 
evening. I shrugged my shoulders vig­
orously in an effort to shake off.the un­
accountable depression. .And from the 
dark meaningless lumber of artic'es at 
the back of the shop appeared a stooped 
little man. A faded black skullcap was 
drawn down on a long oval head and 
from beneath this covering a few strag­
gly gray hairs struggled to escape. 

''Something, sir t ' ' he asked ingrati­
atingly, rubbing his hands together. 
His voice sounded low and far away to 
me, as if he were speaking from a dis­
tance. I looked at him close!y before 
replying and I was startled by his re­
semblance to his brother. .A little 
smaller, a little o!der, a little grayer­
that. was all. I pul".ed myself together 
and handed him a letter. 

"I came south, sir, for my health," I 
explained. ' ' My blood pressure is high 
and the doctors say that I must !ivc near 
the sea. �' 

dingy place ; but a bright, shining thing 
of brass, steel and concrete showed that 

. old Perriott knew how to protect his 
wares by the latest thing in burglar­
proof vaults. My spirits immediately 
rose. I was getting near the treasure. 

; 'Peanuts ! Peanuts ! Peanuts l "  
shrilled a nearby voice. 

I jumped nervously, and then looked 
around me in astonishment. Swinging 
from the ceiling was a wide perch and 
on the ncrch a black.ish bird balanced 
himself. He ruffied his feathers and 
cooked a dnrk eye in our direction in a 
most impatient manner. 

"Ah ! Huugry, Othello?" quavered 
the old man, eying the bird affection­
ately. 

Perriott fumbled in his pocket, 
mounted a chair and held up ·a few 
kernels to the bird. Othello gobbled 
them greedily. 

' ' An English starling, ' '  explained 
Perriott. " He's a good bird and never 
complains unless he's hungry." 

I looked at the bird with curiosity and 
lle returned my stare with glittering 
�yes. 

" He 's got the devil in his eye," I 
muttered. 

·But old Perriott did not hear me, for 
when I turned back to him he. was re­
garding me with sly greed. 

"You may start to work in the morn­
ing, ' '  he said. And he named a wage 
astoundingly low. 

My heart hardened within me, but my 
voice was becomingly grateful. 

" Very well, sir," I said humbly. " 1 'll 
be here." There the letter was, self-explanatory ; 

and there was the flourishing, intricate 
¢gnature at the end that we both �knew J WAS put to work in the office, some· 
so well. It represented me in restrained times aiding in the shop during the 
terms as a frugal, hard-working, honest infrequent rushes. The customers eame man-a capable c�erk and a competen.t from all over the United States, from office man. If there be a God, he'll not Canada, and even from Europe itself. forgive me that lie. They were mostly pseudo-connoisseurs,. 

He finished the letter and looked up collectors of various kinds and curio 
at me with his great dark eyes. hunters. They bought medieval mirrors, 

"You would workf" he queried. That the worn household gods of famous men, 
was all. No inquiry as to his brother. documents signed by history-making 

I put on an humbly straightforward statesmen, and many other thingt: that 
manner. I knew not of. 

" I  am out a. poor man, sir, and I must But the most precious of Perriott's 
live in the lowlands. I have a. bit of wares were his jewels. He claimed to 
money saved up, but I would work for have a great emerald that once was 
my board and a pittance for my tobacco. wa·rmed on La Pompadour's bosom and 
Perhaps, sir, you would :find me useful f "  a ·.rub,. that had graced the hilt of the· 

I caught a gleam of avarice in his eye. Black Prince's sword. I don't know 
.Ah .!  yes, he was a true brother of my about such things, but the gllmpse I 
former master. caught of the jewels when old Perriott 

" Come back to the office, " he invhed, opened the vault made my hear� beat 
civilly enough. We entered a sort of with excitement and joy. There were 
grilled cage with a bookkeeping desk . rare emeralds, pearls and diamonds from 
and a few chairs. It Was. a dark ana every Clime. �here were amethysts and 



rnbiet� in autique s�itingtt, opals, agatetl, 
turquoises, gamcts-their brilliance im­
prisoned in that impregnable nult. 

I was not ordinarily allowed to go u�r 
the vault when it was open. He un­
locked it, brought out the books. himself 
and then dosed it and whirled thG dial. 
Jt became an obsession with me to get 
into that vault, but the old miser care­
fully hid the twirling dial with his �dy. 
Yet my opportunity came. 

One. morning he came hurriedly into 
the office to get the famous e�rald to 
�hO\v an impatient prospective cus­
tomer. He began to whirl the dial pre­
paratory to working the combination. 
Othello was on his perch, rocking to and 
fro. 

"Peanuts ! Peanuts ! Peanuts !" he be­
gan to scream. 

The old mnu '"at! intent on his task, 
but his attention was distracted by the 
bird and he looked up ill\pa.tiently. 

":F'ced him," he ordered somewhat 
pettishly, offering me a. sack of nuts. 

The perch of the bird was directly in 
front of t.bc vault door. I mounted a 
chair and stood there pretending to feed 
the bird while he whirled the dial and 
thre'v open the door. In those few mo­
ments I stored the numbers safely away 
in my. brain. 

I offered my palm filled witli peanuts 
to Othello. But that strange bird 
fluffed up his feathers and retreated 
toward. his cage, eying me witli his head 
cocked tauntingly on one side. I threw 
the kernels into the cage and he plunged 
in after them. 

It may have been my fevered imagin­
ings, but somehow I felt that that black 
imp Othello hated me. He would 
flutter his wings at me contemptuously 
and open his beak as if to cry out, but 
no sound came. He seemed to be con­
tinually jeering at me. I grew to hate 
the bird. Perhaps it was a guilty ·con­
,scienee-if I have a conscienee-:-for all 
this time I was preparing .for the rob­
bery of that vault. I hs.d already tal!;en 
an impression of the keys to the shop 
and had tediously filed out their dupli­
cates. I had a!so traced the iutricafe 
meanderingg of the burglar alarm and 
knew exactly where to snip t}le connec­
tion. I was only waiting a favorable 
time to strike. 

The time came one dark and muggy 
night about ten days after my arri:Val. 
A heavy mist rolled over the river ana 
the old-fashioned street lamps were al­
most obscured by the clinging vapor. My 
plan was so simple and easy that it 
could hardly :fail to succeed. Old 
Perriott, a widower, rarely Cam.� back 
fo the shop after the evening meal, ana · 
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the 8j.)n, a -newly-marriecl mw1, never. 
Ten .minutes would suffice for me to loot 
the sa.fe. Wrapping the plunder into a 
mailable package, I \vould drop it into 
n nearby postoffice station, directed to 
my sister n hundred miles awn�-. I had 
already written h�r that I was �ling 
·her some books aud tho.� si1e might ex­
pect me soon. Fifteen miuules wouM 
see me back at my boarding-house, where 
I would establish an alibi. The crime 
would be attributed to -some light-fin­
gered Jimmie Valentine. A reasonable 
time and a good excuse for departure. 
nnd I could enjo;}' the spoils in comfort. 

made hi111 . handle it with the greatest 
care. My lw..art lightened as I waitA!d . 
for itt! completion, for I felt sure that 
old J,erriott would go home when it was 
clone to hi� trotisfaction, leaving m� to 
finish my plundering in 11afety. The 
drayman with many grunts edged the 
wardrobe into �e niche prepared for it, 
received his fee and departed. Perriott 
looked around the shop ant! turned 
toward the door. 

And then I heard something stirring 
over my head. There wa.� a. rustling on 
the perch above me, u finttering of 
wings, and then n screeching voil..'C 
turned my bloou cold in my veins. 

A
S I slipped into the shop, my keys "Peanuts! Peanuts l Peanuts! "  yelled 
working perfectly, the grand- the black devil. "Peanuts ! Peanuts I 

father's clock was tolling the hour of 
seven in the evening. Its hoarse voice 
reverberated -metallically throu�hout the 
building. First I cut the connection of 
the· burglar alarm. Then I made. my 
way carefully to the office, thr<mgh the 
eerie shapes of odd furniture, brassware, 
and the lumber of past ages that made 
up the stock in trade. A moment later 
r was flashing my dark lantern on the 
polished brass dial of 'the vault. Back 
and forth I spun it from the numbers 
in my mind and tlie click of the falling 
tumblers told me that my memory was 
good. A final click. I turned the wh(!el 
and the massive door swung open. I 
inserted a jimmy between the two inner 
iron doors and the final barrier fell. 

Peanuts ! ' '  
I have never known whethc�r it was my 

own movements or the flashing of the 
light and the bustle in the front of the 
s�op that aroused the sleeping villain. 
But there he was, an imp of Satan abon 
my head,. screeching out my doom. 

Old Perriott fumbled in his pockets, 
half turned toward the rear, hesitated 
and then came on. I believed that ·he 
loved that bird as well as his shriveled 
heart could love anything. If so, it is 
certain that that poor, pale ray of ten­
derness had cost him his life. The 
desperate thief lurking in the ·back of 
the shop was determined not to give up 
the. glowing jewels. not to go back tq. 
prison again. There before me in orderly array lay 

a Midas fortune. Before the concen- The old man shuffled down the narrow 
trated rays of my electric to'!"ch. opaLCJ . aisle and into ihe .grilled office. He 

shed their pale radiance, rubies burned, pressed the button that flooded us with 
emeralds gave forth their greenish sheen ligh�. What must have been his astOnish­
and diamonds twinkled like fallen stars. mcnt when he saw his rifled vault I What 
I did not touch the cash. It was not his horror when· he saw the fearful being 
great and I was after bigger things. I beforo him clutehing an i�on bar I I 
gathered up the jewels, row on row. and half pitied him even as I struck. But 
laid them carefully iu the box by my the b!ow went wild and his lips, 
side. I · wra.pped the box hasti!y, but shrive!ed by fear, opened in a bleat of 
with care, ai1d addressed it to my sister. pure terror. 
I was just rising to leave the vault when "Mercy, Blum ! llercy, Blum I Mercy 1 
the openinrt' of the shop door caught my Mercy I ' '  he screamed. 
ear. My heart dropped like a weight ;r averted my eyes as I struck �gain. 
in my bosom. Some one was coming in The screaming ceased, but the memory 
the door I . of that anim.al cry for mercy lingers 

It flashed over me then that it ·inust with me to this day. 
be old Perriott, for I had locked the Old l>erriott had fallen like an ox 
ooor securely behind me. I looked care- under the second blow. There · he 
fully from my covert and saw a light sprawled, a clumsy, inert thing. Was 

. flash on. It was Perriott and he was he dead f I was not sure. But even I 
giving directions to a burly drayman. I bad not fallen so lo\v as to strike a 
re·memlx>red a Chippendale wardrobe falle� man. I listened for an instant to 
that had gone out to a customer in the see if the screams had attracted atten­
citY that day. It eVidently bal'l been tion, but there was no sound save the 
retn�ed. and old Perriott, fearful of its lurch of a heavy wagon over the cobb!� 
loss, would not 'be· satisfied until it was stones outside. 
safely. unde� lock. and key . . The dray- I th.ought a m9JDent If by any chanee 
man grunted and sw:ore over hiS task, he should revive I were a lost man. There 
but Perriott was a hard taskmaster and was hut one thing to do-put him in· 



the vault. There the imp.rieoned air 
insured that he would not come out alive. 

I softly closed the massive door, 
twirled the dial nnd looked about me for 
the starling. I was resolved t.'l\at he 
should die. I l!'(>ked on his perch, in hls 
cage. He was not in the office. He had 
disappeared. 

I let myself stealthily out of the shop, 
leaving the door unlocked. Fifteen 
minutes later I joined a laughing group 
at the boarding-llOusc. The package of 
jewels was iu the postoffiec autl the 
jimmy l'eating on tho bottom ol the river. 
I had been gone exactly thirty minutes. 

"Where lta.ve �·ou been, Blum!" 
askcJ. one of the laughing group. 

"J ub-t · Ita vi n g a quiet pipe iu my 
room," I answered easily. 

1\fy alibi was perfect. 

I RETURNI<�D to the shop the next 
morpiug exactly on my schc<lulc. I 

found the office as I had left. it, orderly, 
commonplace enough in the morning 
ligl\l Old Perriott had been missed and 
the son had 'phoned the police. A police­
man and a plainclotltes man were there. 
The unlocked door had aroused the son's 
fea.r for the old man's safety, but the 
closed vault and undisturbed stock pre-
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eluded the idea of robbery. They were 
discussing a general alarm. 

As for me, I was confident. I had no 
fear. I was eager for the test to come. 
for I was certain that I would not even 
be suspected. I addre.sse.d young 
Perriott. 

"Will you open the vault, sid I wish 
to do some work on the books. " 

I watched him collect�ly while he 
whirled the dial. 'fhc door swung back. 
There lay old Perriott. He wa.-. lying 
on his face with one hand to\Vat·d the 
door. I had left him on his back. 

'l'he consternation wUil terrible. I 
ulouc was �ulm. 

' ' lie has been 9cad for many hours, ' '  
announced the officer, h.i.s voice appro­
priately solcnm. 

My heart felt joyous within me. Dead ! 
Now I knew I was safo. 

And then sometltiug came stalki11g out 
of that vault, a black demouic creature. 
It was Qthello. He fluttered up to his 
usual perch anu ru.fficd his t�thcrs 
diabolically. He was staring nt me, l 
thought, and his black eyes glittered with 
a fiendish light. He opeped his beak 
tentatively perhaps a <}ozen times, but 
no sound came. Suddenly he let out a 

Infernal Machine 

strident plaint that I will hear to my 
dying day : 

"Met·cy, Blum! Jlercy, Blum! Mercy/ 
Merc-y! Me,·cy!" he screamed, and it 
seemed to me thQ.t his voice was wail· 
ingly triumphant. 

"Met·cy, Blum! Met·cy! Merc-y!" I 
thought that he would never stop. There 
be was on his swinging pe1·ch, a devil 
incarnate, screaming me away to certain 
de<ith. 

J fell back, my face ashen, and stared 
with te�·ror o.t tho bil'tl. A fieud he was 
from l1cll it'lclf, sct-ee�hing out his 
eternal refrain. I coulu stand it no 
longer, with murder in my heart I 
started towurd the bird. The detective 
stopped me with le\·clcd revolver. 

" I  at·rcst yon fot• the murtlc1· of 
Audrow Pcrriott, ' '  he :;uiJ. 

TOMORROW.! die. I t•cud in today's 
papOl' of the electric chair newly in­

stalled iu the state ptmitcntiur.'·· I will 
be one of the· firt>t to 1'<'-*it myself it1 that 
deadly 11eat. But I t.lo not think of that. 
My mint.l keeps going buck to that black 
d<wil, Othello. Whether an emi&SIU'Y of 
God or Satan, I would die happy could 
I but once get my fingers around his 
neck ! 

THE Joul'l}alist of the reign of Henry III of France, 
undor the month of September, 1587, records the execu­

tion of a Norman, who invented an infernal machine, which 
he caused to be conveyed to the Seigneur de Millaud All�grc. 
It was a box, containing thirty-six pistol barrels, each of 
them loaded with a couple of bullets. This boli. was so con­
trived, that on opening it each of these barrels was to dis­
<>ha� its contents, firing off seventy-two balls. It was sent 
with n forged letter as from De r.lilland's sister, signifyip.g 

that she desired his aceeptanee of a curiosity, which the 
bearer . would instruct hlm how to open. This bearer was 
the inventor's servant, who had been taught the manner of 
opening the. box, but was a. stranger as to what it contained. 
�\ccordingly, by De Milland 's direction, it. was opened, and 

in his presence, when the pistoL� were all discharged ; but the 
gentleman and servant happened to be but slightly wounded. 
The inventor was thereupon apprehended and broken upon 
the wheel, for his murderous invention. 



The Fitial Installment of 

Coils of Darkness 
CHAPTER THIRTEEN 

BACK TO ENGLAND 
"IT'S the mo11t delightful thing im­

aginable-" L a d y Annabel 
Howard paused to have her cup 

refilled. 
" You remember," she re�Sumcd, " two 

or three months back, when Will took 
that little run around India. Well, he 
met her then, and came back positively 
raving about her. I told you all about it, 
Helen, at the time. You sw·ely must 
recall it." 

" I  haven't the faintest idea what you 
mean, Ann. If you can ever learn that 
we are not mind readers, and form the 
habit of beginning at the beginning, in­
stead of hind!.ide before-" 

Pretty Helen Ridenorth helped her­
self tO cake before turning a glance of 
gentle reproof upon her animated friend. 

" Helen! You 've simply no memory, 
my dear, or else you haven 't followed 
me. Why, of course every one knows 
her." · 

The ensuing pause in Lady Howard's 
remarks, due to the passage of the sand­
wich plate, was· hastily filled in by her 
husband. 

" My dear Helen, there.'s only one way 
�! getting at the beginning of my wife's 
stories, and that is to sit tight until tho 
end of them. They work on the same 
principle as the boomerang-" 

"Lawrence, you arc simply impos­
!$ible I How can Helen unden.-tand if 
you persist in distracting her from the 
pointf Now, as I was just saying­
where was U-what was I talking 
.about f_:_() yes I Well, when Will met her 
in India, he absolutely-really, I don't 
ever remember seeing Will so taken with 
anyone-positively not! I said to him 
then he'd quite lost his head. " 

".An.]label, I insist.-" 

' ' Give her time, Helen. Don't hurry 
her. " Lord· Howard soothed the im­
·patient listener as his wife paused for 
b�tQ. 

They were joine<l by several others, 
one of whom tactfully took upon himseif 
tht- 14ak ol relieving the tension. Lord 
Lesquith 's handsome sister was no to-

By SYBLA RA;MUS 
rious for prolonging a narrative llbame­
lessly, and Herbert Kalloch 's interven­
tion was gratefully received. 

'1 I 9.uite agree with Lady Howard in 
her opinion of Lady Halketh, ' '  the 
young Scotchman threw in cleverly, to 
be rewarded with ,_ smile of appreciation 
by the original promoter of the topic. 

1 1  There, you see I Mr. K.alloch is the 
first person I have been able to draw an 
honest ex"Pression from. But that's bo­
cause he's a man, I suppose-and it does 
take 11. mau to really give a woman her 
due, when it comes to her eharrrul. Now, 
not one of you girls has said a good word 
for hot· yet. If I do 1:111y it m}·self, I 
can always see another woman 's attrac­
tions, and give h�r full credit for them, 
too I"  

' 1 That is because you can afford it so 
well." Kallocb again slid gracefully 
into th� eouvcrsatiou, cncournged by the 
flattering reception of his previous 
effort, and seeing breakers ahead. 

Kalloch 's diversion was both success­
ful and opportune. Lady Annabel 
paused just long enough, as she smiled 
her thanks to the young man for hill com­
pliment, to permit a general chorus of 
praise to ascend at the mention of Lady 
Ha.lk:eth, 'vhose socjal success in England 
promised to be even more brilliant, if 
possible, than in India. Indeed, before 
Halketh had been able to stem the tide, 
he had tound his wife swimming so far 
out upon the social ocean that it became 
more and more difficult to hold her un­
divided attention to the purpose he had 
at once entered upon toward the lifting 
of the curse. 

With the first shock of the dreadful 
revelatiop had come but one thought, ono 
hope-to reach the centers of · medical 
science, there to battle for a means of 
salvation for his unhappy wife. Hal­
keth was a man to act without lingering, 
once he decided his course. Caring little 
for the astonishment of those around 
him, al).d still less for that of the Home 
Office, to which he immediately cabled 
his l't!signation with the request that it 
be acted on at once, he forced through 
the preparations for their departure. 

During these first terrible days the 
miserable pair lived through their 

t•outine in a kind of stupor of wretched­
ness, so numbed by their agony that. 
nothing seemed real, not even the flight 
of time. Mildred, in the fir�t horror of 
it, had been bowed to the earth �th 
grief and shame. For the time being her 
deepest self was awake and acti\'C and 
overridiug tho blighting thiug which 
possessed her. Her agony of spirit lmew 
itO bounds in those first days when Hal­
keth seemed a broken man, so fiercely 
had tllc ravages oi the shock bitten into 
bis soul. 

Her love for her husband was perhaps 
the strongest thing in her-save one, 
that dark �>ide te�porarily pushed into 
i.ho shadow. To !lee him suffeJ• aa she 
Haw him now, sleepless, with haggard 
face so draw-n tbat he looked years 
older ; tltis, to his wife, was torture un­
bearable. She could have torn. her own 
flesh, bun1ed it in the · flame, even, 
rather thnu be fo-rced to look on, speech­
less, while he endured his agony. 

At first, in her wild despair, she tried 
to find expression in which to clothe the 
storm of feeling sweeping her away from 
all human moorings. For the fil'!St time 
in their life togethe1· her husband was 
11.8 stone to her. 'fo do· �fildred justice, 
her sufferings were more for him than 
for herself. For him was the terrible 
passion of pity and remorse which all 
but wrecked her reason, and the more, 
as she saw almost at once, that he was 
where no effo·rt of hers could bring him 
the faintest consolation. 

It seemed to l\lildrcd that she could 
not endure to meet the pitying looks of 
those about them. Although uonc could 
fathom the cause of the catastrophe 
which had changed Halkcth in a few 
hours to the ghost of his former self, aU 
reali;red that some calamity far beyond 
ordinary trouble had befallen him. Tho 
pall surrounding the Halkeths and all 
they did was too sinister for even tho 
closest friend to touch. 

· 

Halketlt moved us one in a dream .. And 
Mildred, shaken ta the very soul, felt 
at last that she must go mad before the 
da,y would collle for their departure from 
the scene of ·her �If-abandonment to an 
Ullll&ture.l guilt. To atone I To atone f 
Her one longing now centered in the 
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weary cry, constantly rising from the 
depths of her sick heart-atonement I 
Atonement to Ernest ! The restoration 
of his happiness, even if he ·could ne'(er 
again love her as before ! 

Yet as the day of depai'tnre came, sh� 
fO'Ilnd a certain curious feeling suddenly 
overcoming the hitherto intense desire 
to quit this place of sorrow. For a little 
the dark curtain of remorse covering her 
soul since that awful night lifted a.t¥iflc. 
Enough for Mildred to know that al­
though sho might l�ve India, India 
would always be with her ; that,·-go where 
she would, do what she would, the long­
ing, the sick, intense craving for India 
and )Vhat she left behind her there would 
be with her always. 

By night Halketh had first arrive<r at 
the place which had held for him the 
deepest, sweetest things in life-and the 
most terrible. By night he left it, and 
with none to say him farewell. He had 
not given out the time of their gointr, 
for he felt it an utter impossibility to 
go through empty forms of lcavetaking. 

Only one, unknown to Lord and Lady 
Halketh, rode silently 'vith them, at such 
a distance tha.t no sonnd betrayed pjs 
preseu�. Rouald had carr-ied his bur­
den of son·ow aud sympathy ever since 
that night of horror and mystery. But 
he had endured in silence and unnoticed. 
His love for Mildred was one of those 
intense aod primeval elements of the 
·Self, and could no more be overcome 
than any othel' part of the makeup of 
the actual man. 

So deep was it that it did not even 
occur to him to try too shake off a. $Cnt� 
ment he would Qtherwise have felt dis­
honorobl&--a Joye for another man's 
wife. He would' have· died rather than 
let it come to light;.......especinlly than to 
have Lady Halket.h herself suspect his 
love fo-r her. He guarded himself so 

COILS OF UARKKESS 

duties made it possible for him to slip 
away without attracting notice, Ronald 
would follow Lady Halkcth as far as he 
dared, without her lmowledge. His only 
idea was to be near in case she might 
stand in need of protection. He thought 
it unsafe for a woman to wander alone 
in the jungle, and he was always uneasy 
until she bad returned. · 

After the extraordinary denouement 
of the duel, and the dreadful effects 
nfterward evident on both Lord and 
Lady Halkcth, Ronald felt that some 
deeper tragedy had taken place. Ho 
felt, too·, that all suspicion or animosity 
toward himself had suddenly left Hal­
keth. He longed to offer to serve them 
or help in any way in the mysterioun 
calamity crushing them. Yet he knew, 
with inner certainty, that it could not 
be; knew that no help could relieve, no 
solace bring comfort. He could only . 
look on, as he had always done, passiYe 
and helpless. 

Well, he would see it through ! Watch­
fully he stood by. His reward wa.S that 
several little opportunities came ·to· him 
for giving services slight yet valuable in 
protecting Halketh from the annoyance 
of having to foree hi& troubled mind to 
tiresome detail of which he was then 
almOt>t ineapable. Halketh realized and 
appreciated Ronald's quiet and efficient 
help, and the two men exchanged a long 
glance that told more than any words. 
The one read the other's true and loyal 
sympathy. The other read the horror of 
n t�ccret impossible to share. Impulsively 
Halketh grasped Ronald's hand. No 
more passed between them for many 
months, but a friendship arose in that 
moment which endured. 

CHAPTER FOURTEEN 

SOCIAL INTERLUDES 
sternly that the idea of his loving her THEIR homeward journey I Could it  
had ne,•er crossed her mind. The only be possible that this was that voyage 
indulgence he had permitted himself was so often talked of in those hv.ppy days 
to watch her from a distance. of that other life now so far back in th� 

Ronald's intuitions about Mildred past ?-when he had whispered : 
·were very keen. Perhaps a real love "Darling, the proudest moment of my 
someti�es br�n� this �ith it, to one life i.s yet to come-when I take you 
whose mner hfe 1s s�Ciently .awake to home to England to show them my won-r�d to them. L1ke an �lian harp, . derful wife 1 "  -
which answers to every passmg breeze, 

He Muld have shrieked a wild prayer 
that this cup be let to pass from him. 

Ronald's psychic senses Tibratcd to 
every fluttering breath which affected 
her. Thus he had always an uneasy · They were home at last, where surely 
feeling of something different, vaguely no woman was ever more warmly wei­
unusual, disquieting, which underlay her corned than Mildred Halketh, just as her 
varying moods. husband had expected, long ago. Noth-

. None of these escaped his keen eyes. ing now but the memory of what had 
He knew of her solitary walks, and that been, to give him strength to carry out 
they had invariably. taken place in the that for which the journey had been 
a.bseJlce of her husband. Whenever his made. 

Halketh threw himself into the work 
of locating the· most celebrated special­
ists in poisons. Then, in new consterna­
tion, he found himself confronted by an 
absurd obstacle to his plans. It was 
grimly ludicrous that after the agony 
he had endured, and the pain and diffi. 
culties fought through to reach this 
point, Halketh should find himself 
brought up against a situation which 
.thr�tened to baffie him seriously. 

Halketh found himself facing li.is 
master in the flood of social attentions 
pouring down upon them like the . re­
sistless Zambesi F�. At first he took 
little thought of it. It was natural that 
some invitations should be given them, 
and when he thought of it at all it 
was merely to brush it aside as a tempo­
rarily annoying matter of no moment in 
comparison with the tremendous thing 
always in his mind. 

Almost without knowing it was hap­
pening, Halketh suddenly found that 
they were so inv<>lved in the social net 
that it seemed next to impO!>Sible to ex­
tricate his wife from it. How was it 
possible? h� asked himself. Surely 
Mildred could not lun-e realized what 
she WM about in making so many en­
gagements I Or perhaps she was-.without 
the necessary energy to decline? Each 
day he tried to secure her co-operation 
in his efforts. 

"Mildred," he said fil'ruly one day. 
• · You really must give up this constant 
run of social affair!!. Do you realize 
that we have not eYen <.lined together at 
home once t.hi'> '"ellk 1 " 

"I lmow, Ernest, and I'm so son-y, 
too. But it seems almost impossible to 
put people off-" 

" Put them off! What. can you be 
thinking of V · Did we come here to dine: 
o11t with e,·ery one who asks us 1 Simply 
decline I Let us drop out for the pres­
ent. That is all that is necessary.' '  

. Halketh spoke with some sharpness. 
for his nerves wero far from steady. The 
constant delay, _ owing to the shoal of 
invitations which �lildred seemed in­
capable of declining, put him out of all 
patience. She glanced at him uneasily. 
He was very different from the adoring 
lover of the past. 

"I  do try, dear. llut everyone is so 
nice to me-''  

"JJater, Mildred," he interrupted. 
"Later on there will be time for all that. 
But just oow--I need you, dear-you 
must help me, for I cannot do it witho�t 
you." 

His face clouded as he turned aside. 
Any reference to their object .was almost 
more than he could bear. Yet it must 
be discussed and seriousJ..v, for time was 



}>al:."Slllg fru!tCt' 1 hall he could lla ve 
thought �ible, and with nothing done . 
liO far to show for it. 

But so it weut on. From day to day 
no _ improvement presented in · tht� �«>Cial 
·situation, anll llall;:ctl1 chafed bitterly. 
.\lildred, on hct· siuc, although �:�he pt'O­
fessed to be 4>,anlcst in her desire· to be 
cUred, allowed the fcu;eination of her 
new circle to enthrall her to such a dt'­
gree that it almost seemed as if the sel'i­
ons purpose they came upon ha.d been 
temporarily t.hrust into the backbrround. 

It wns difficult for l:Ialkcth to realize 
this at first, so intent wus he on the 
battle before him. He only lrnew that a 
thousand and one petty · hindrances rose ·
in his way as fast as he cleared the last 
away. Now that the moment was at 
hand to begin definite action, he founJ 
himself hampered in various ways. 
J.i1urthermore, a suspicion began to grow 
npon him that �lildred herself was at 
the bottom of it all, for her co-operation 
W!lS far less enerbretic than he bad ex­
pected. 

When, in India., the awful revelation 
had takeu I>iacc, 1uu.l .Mildrcu in her 
agony of remon;e and shame sobbed out 
her grief and longing to atone, Halketh 
believed her as "intent as hlmself in the 
quest for a cure. But as time passed 
Mildred gradually lapsed .iu,io a more 
indifferent mental and emotional state. 
Her system, abnormally stimulated for 
so long, seemed unable to su.stain highc.· 
aspirations for any length of time. Ai; 
the physical again asserted itself, de­
manding its accustomed needs, remorse 
was lulled little by little un�il life seemed 
good once ruore. Then, too, the old · 
necessity for seet·eey wus now removed. 
Her husband knew. He hau even per­
mitted her to have. the set·pc�tta ! Thus, 

· once again her radiant self, :Mildred 
keenly enjoyed the empty adulation of 
society. Her beauty and brilliancy 
.iound a larger a.ud more stimulating 
field in London than ever before. 

Halketh bad failed to foresee this con­
tingency. Another difficulty also e."{­
tended the delay· in beginning the real 
work he had thought to have ha.tl well 
under way long befo1·e. It wu� p;·o\'ilig­
not � easy as it s<-:emcd tr9rn a distance 
to strike at <>nee into the right line whel'c 
t.reatment for such a tl1iug could be 
found. The case was so peculia-l' and 
unique. Halketh had Je:u·ncd so f.ar of 
only one ma.u., among the many names at 
first obtained, from whom there seemed 

.a chance of ·fiuding what wa.c; needed. 
Then again, even to a scientist., ·under 
the seal of professional scerecy, he 
.shrank from expOsing the awful truth. 

COIL� OF DAitKNESS 

But ltc forced himself sharply to the 
mark. 

He had been waiting some dayH, as 
the physician wus temporarily absent 
from London, and by the time the ex­
pected me&�ge a1·rhed from Doctor 
Wildnorth, lfalkcth 's nervous impati­
ence bud reached such a point that he 
felt be coulJ not huve cndurcJ another 
uay of delay. Yet there came �:�till an­
other delay. The illness of the docto1·, 
which had been the real reasOn for his 
leaving London for a brief rest, bad not 
been improved by his .. ·acation. He felt 
unable to resume professional work at 
present, but would take pleasure in 
notifying Lord Halketh as soon as he 
found himself again in London. 

At this new link in the alrea:dy long 
chain of obstacles, Halketh 'very nearly 
}�'t heart. But his depression soon gaw 
way to acute anxiety �s eu<'h dny passed 
-t.he fear of Mildred 's chances being 
lessened with every hour of delay. This 
goad�d him to look for other physicians, 
us "•ildnorth was unattainable-for the 
present at least. He dared not wait. 
Already the danger signals were flying 
in the return to the old alternations of 
moods gTowing more and more frequent. 

To whom f-where no\v to apply Y 
How find another such specialist who 
might be capable of dealing with thiii 
particular thing-unique in the annals 
of medical history Y 

It seemed to him that he scarcely saw 
his wife of iate. There was no doubt 
that she simply left the responsibility of 
their quest to l1im. She never even 
asked what progress he was making, and 
showed no . further. outward interest in 
it. Her fhst wilc.l remorse seemed en­
tirely swal lowed up in her engrossing 
so'cial triumphs, which grew, so far as 
her husband could see. with. each new 
function at which tl1e beautiful Lady 
Halketh invariably proved the leading 
figure. 

Then one day Hallceth -wt1s 1·efc�·rcd to 
another great authority on poisons-­
Doctor Lynch-Pope, recently professor 
of medical jurisprudence and toxicology 
at a Scottish UJliver:>ity. anu now ju�t 
come to London to giYe a series of eight 
lectures to the �nior e:lu..'ls at the Royal 
College of Physicians. Hnlketh con­
�;ulted him the same morning, anq made 
au appointment for M:ildre.d at four t.bat 
afternoon. 

(JH APT Ell l!'llt'TEEN 

THE UNFORESEEN. 

BUT on this momcntou_.s �ay Ra1keth 
had difficulty in finding his \vife. 

Only by "iaiting for her iu her own room 
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was he at last able to <mt('h her as she 
flitted in between t.wo special affairs, 
both given for hct· ou this same after­
noon, as it chanced. 

" Mildred ! "  Ha!keth rose from a. 
deep armchair a� hi!> exqui�:�ite \\ife en­
tered hastily, her steps tmning to the 
bell. 

She started, then smiled a fleeting wel­
come as she reached for the cord. 

' ' You here, dear ! ...... ' '  
lie stood firm, obstructing with his 

hand on the bell. His face was stern, 
and he spoke in the resolved tone of one 
who has an unpleasantne.<ss to face, and 

· intends that nothing shall turn him from 
his purpooc. 

" I  ha,·e been waiting for you, Mil­
dred," he said coldly. "We eannot 
waste any more tim(}-" 

" My dear, ' �  she cut in, " I 'm so sorry. 
1 'm late now for Lady Scarrett 's, only I 
had to stop for my fnr. Vvon 't you ring 
for me, d1mr ! ' '  

Her flushed cheeks-bet· bright eyt:.<�! 
A dark cloud came ov<>J• Halketh '!I face 
as he looked at the lovely face smiling up 
at him. How beautiful she was !-how 
fresh and ra<liant ! Too we !I he knew 
those. �>-i!!ns ! He understood to whut she 
owed the buoyant health and bloom she 
sparkled with, the happy eager spirits 
Nhining out as she waited, impatient but 
still smiling. He loathed it now-this 
heetic bloom. Far rather would he see 
her fading away, drooping, anything 
thatt with this devil 's glow in eye and 
cheek. 

' ' No, l\fildred ! I shall not ring-and 
you cannot go to Lady Scarrett 's, or 
whoever it is-" 

' '  :\{y dear Ernest I Surely you cannot 
have understood me I I said, Lady Scar­
J•ett is expecting me. She is recei,;ng 
fur me this afternoon·. R-eally, dear, you 
must let me go--" 

He brushed aside her words with a 
wave of his hand . 

"Mildred, you ha.Ye allowed yourself 
�o be <:al·ried away. You let"t.hesc foolish 
social engagements take up your time, 
until our grcnt, vital purpose actually 
slips into the back of your mind. You 
do not seem to realize this. I must talk 
plainly. I must warn �·ou that yotl dare 
not wait. You . dare not lose a moment 
more, now, than necessity compels us to. 
Come ! "  

Many changes played across the love­
ly, e:tpre!il'h·e face, a.<� she list<'ned t.o her 
husband 's :;;erious voit>c. At first some 
annoyan<'e wa.<; there, to be follow(>(]. by 
a look of dread, �'I she perceived that he 
\Vas in deadly earneNt. 

" DeaTcst.," sho replietl, "you arc so 
good. so patient. You have done so 
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much, and I know I have not helped as 
much as I sbould -becatlse I have bad so 
little time late�y: But whatever you 
want me to do, I wiU: do. What is it 
you wish, Ernest 1" 

�he came to him caressingly, as in the 
old, h.appy time-before he knew ! It 
bad become difficult for him to endure 
demonstrations of love. At each touch 
be felt that he must push her from him. 
Yet he would not yield to the almost 
siokening repugnance. 

"Mildred, " he said in a businesslike 
tone, as he drew from his pocket a list of 
names of specialists he had seen, • • among 
all of these none seems to me the right 
man for the case. But only this morn­
ing, and quite by chance, I was told.of 
a new one ; on� that is, whose name I 

· ha.d not yet heard of. I ta•ked with him 
over "the telephone, and then went to see 
him. I was more favorab·y impress� 
by him than with anyone I have seen so 
far. l:le will see you thi!l afternoon. I 
am here to take you at once. • '  

She looked at him in startled surprise, 
and, it almost seemed to him, with re­
luctance: 

" You want me to go--now-the first 
visitt . .  

"Yes," 

" But how conld H-this afternoon, 
you know. It cannot be abso1utely nec­
essary that I go today. I really coUldn't 
disappoint- ' '  

' •  Perhaps not absolutely necessary to­
day," Halketh interrupted sharply. 
"But the appointment is made. It is 
time, Mi�dred, that you realize once more 

·what lies before you, and that you dtlre 
not shirk it longer. The time for action 
has come, and we must both devote aH 
our energies to this, and .this alone ! " 

She took his hand, but he withdrew it 
-to arrange his papers. 

" Ernest, dear;• ' she said coaxingly, 
" I 'm so sorry, but my afternoon is sim­
ply running over. I have Lady Wi!ton 's 
reception tonight, too-and I must look 
in at the Duchess 's tea after Lady Scar-

. rett 's. That will hard!y give me time . 
to -rest a bit \>efore dinner at the Italian 
Embassy-and I did want a minute for 
my gown for the drawing room, but I'm 
afraid that's impossible today. Any­
way-'' 

"For God's sake, Mildred I"  IIalkcth 
started from his seat. ' ' Have you no 
feeling, no· comprehension of your· con­
dition, that you put such nonsense before 
this-this- " He 160ked hopelessly 
at his wife, trying to think of some 
way to rouse her to her danger. 

· "Of course I have, dear J Don't. you 
see, it's only because I have so much on 
my hands this week, that I have to put 
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it off! But I 'll try any time next week, 
if you 'll let me know early enough. Now, 
dear, I must run away- " · 

lla.lketh stayed where he was, directly 
in the way of the door, and gave no 
sign of moying aside. He wondered if 
Mildred's almost total lack of feeling 
was one of the effects of the curse she 
was under. Perhaps it was a mereiful 
dispen�;ation of Nature that she .seemed 
to have forgotten the seriousness of her 
condition. With these thoughts in mind 
he replied to her ns gently as he could. 

" Dear Mildred, all this brings me to 
what I have been intending to say to 
you for some time past. ' '  

She started, and looked at him appre­
hensively. 

" I  want you to give up all this social 
business for the present. I want you to 
devote yourse·f, heart and sonl to-our 
purpose. Will you do _it, Mildred 7 "  

" Why, Ernest'! " Her voice took on 
a sweetly reproachful tone. ' ' I  would 
so love to do aH that you ask, but how 
can I, dear T I am simply buried in 
engagements even past the end of the 
season-and of course I know you· 
wouldn't want ine to break them, would 
you, dear Y ' ' 

In despair he flung out his clasped 
hands. 

' •  Mildred I Mildred I You drive me 
to madness I What do you mean by your 
indifference - your ca!lousness-your­
Oh, cannot you understand where you 
are going, my poor child Y ' '  

She wt>u�d have hung about his neck, 
but this time he put her back. 

"No; Mildred ! We are at no point 
for cajoling now. Things cannot-shall 
not-drift much longer. You must he1p 
me as you swore you would when we 
left India. Finish �·our wedt, if you 
think you must, but cancel all your com­
ing sea.�on. 'fhis I insist ut>on ! Do yon 
understand T "  

He left the room without another 
word. Disheartened, he called alone on 
the great Dr. Lynch-Pope that after­
noon. Frankly he told him of the dis­
couraging scene with his wife. The phy­
·sician listened closely, but made no com­
ment. As he granted an appointment 
for the following week he asked quietly : 

" What· will -you do ii she refuses to 
come t "  

" She will come ! " said Halketh, his 
jaw setting grimly. 

When Halketh reached home, after his 
interview with: Lynclr-Pope,· · h� felt 
uilaccountabiy tired. He alw.oSt fell 
into the first chair he came to. 

' ' If this agony of delay goes on much 
Ion:�r," he muttered� ." I  believe I shall 

�ve to have some treatment myself. 
Stanton I "  - to the footman - "Send 

. Rufus to me with a hrandy and soda­
to my room ! " 

Halketh got to his feet, unsteadily. 
·s.tanton noticed the way his mastet• 
walked as he went toward the stair:way, 
and paused on his way for the' brandy. 
As Halketh took the first step he reeled, 
and Stanton was just in time to prevent 
him from falling. 

" Your Lordship is ill-" 
Halketh gazed dully at the man, as if 

he did uot comprehend. .After a few 
seconds, in which he seemed to rouse 
himself somewhat, Stanton began t<dead 
him toward a chair. 

"If you would rest a bit, Sir-" 
But Halketh had himself in hand 

again. He turned to the stairs once 
more, sbaki:y. Stanton still supported 
him as he moun�d the stahs, until he 
reassured him. 

" No, no; Stanton, I 'm all right. I 
was a bit shaky for a minute, but it's 
nothing. Let Rufus bring the brandy." 

Stanton hurried on his e'rrand. 
Rufus was· told not to call his master· to 
dinner. He would ring wheu he wanted 
anything. So be was left alone, although 
Rufus waited, anxiously, hoping to be 
called. · 

All the Halketh servants had been 
long in the .service ·of the family and 
were devoted to their young master. 
But, like all other servants, they talked 
among themseives about the curioUs sit­
uation between the master·and mistress, 
which all who knew them sensed· but 
eonld n'ot understand. Also,. that ihe 
Lady's entire time was taken up with 
teas, dinners and receptions, which her 
husband hardly ev.er shared. 

" The rnuste;· Jooks terribly ill," said 
Stanton, shaking his head �dly as he 
held fort'h that night in the servants' 
dining room. ' ' I 'm thinking he's worry­
ing himself into a sick spell over some­
thing he's got on his mind. I wish he'd 
let me call the doctor for him, before 
we 've to send for him in a hurry-but 
I wouldn't dare suggest. it to his lord­
ship myse�f. ,_,. 

" I  wonder he ain't lonesome, poor 
dear ! ' '  sighed the second cook. 

" You've said it, Dykes ! "  remarked 
Stanton- portentously. · "It's looking 
after he needs-and that before it's too 
late ! "  

Rufus thought -it all over as h e  sat 
waiting, hoping to hear the bell. E�even 
rang. 

"It don't seem natural that the mas­
ter hasn't rung, " mumbled Rufus. " I  
don't like it! .someone ought to . go in. 
Her lad;iship.ought to be her�:>-, . .  



He shook his head doubtfully and 
took a turn about the room. 

"A bad business-a bad business, 
that P' 

He went to the window and drew the 
curtain aside and looked out into the 
darkness and the street lights. 

"No I It ain't right for him to be 
alone there all this time. I 'm going in' I ' '  

He closed the curtains with decision, 
then ran up to his master's room. Softly 
he entered, and softly he approached the 
hed. HaH<eth was lying on his back, 
his eyes wide open, yet seeing nothing. 
Rufus, in a shock of fear, bent down to 
look at him and heard a muffied groan. 
The master was ill-terrib!y ill, and un­
conscious ! 

Rufus rushed out to call help, to tele­
phone for the doctor, and to send mes­
!;8.ges flying here and there for Lady 
Halketh. The doctor came quickly, but 
not Lady Hulketh. None of the mes-­
sages reached her, and she did not return 
nntil a very late honr. 

The first doctor sent for two others. 
After consultation they ·agreed that 
Halketh was suffering from the effects 
of some long-oontinucd mental strain, 
and that he was now threatened with a 
serious attack of brain inflammation. 
He must remain hi perfect quiet and 
under the best of nurSing for some ·weeks 
to come. 

Mildred became entirely her O\vn best 
self under the shock of this sudden J:!l.i.s­
fortune. All that was good in her rose 
to the surface. Her love fo_r her hus­
band had been her greatest insph·ation, 
and now, for the time being, dominated 
the unnatural obsession. AU that love 
eould dictate came to Mildred in the 
care · she gave to her husband as she 
nursed him to recovery. 

Once again a!l was as it used to be. 
Too weak still to think cf. troublous 
things, Ilalketh enjoyed, without a ques­
tion, his wife's presence and devotion, 
thankfully forgetting, or at least defer­
l'ing the memories of the. torture of the 
recent past. His recovery was slow, and 
the. autumn was we:l advanced before 
·he feli something -like his old self and 
ready for serious work. 

As Halketh came back to strength, 
Mildred, on the other band, drooped 
.noticeably. She seemed to be entering 
one of l)er old pha�cs of lassitude-an 
extended one this time. Halketh grew 
an�ions again, aud feared the strain of 
caring for himself might be telling on 
her now. And this anxiety delayed his 
own recoYery. He felt th!lt her danger 

.grew with each day the treatment was 
�;�ostponed. 

When :Eralketh Wll8 definitely out� Qf 
dantrert and �th no - further need for 
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her n11rsing, his wife drQpped back 
again into t-he butterfly existence she 
appeared to love so well, and he found 
himself jrut where he· was before his 
illness so far as Mildred was concerned. 
And yet somet-hing had been gained. 
The closeness of each to each was almost 
restored. The old tender happiness was 
theirs again, as it  had been before 
Halketh faced the eurse. The great love 
he bo,re her awoke again in its strength. 
His heart cried out for her, and he clung 
desperately to the present bliss.(ul inter­
lude. He felt now that he had been too 
severe in his first grief and horror and 
in the past months of misery. 

Mildred's ·apathetic condition soon 
changed into restlessness, then into a 
highly restless state demanding constant 
excitement. She seized "hungrily on 
every new opening that promised a uew 
sensation. She went even·whcl'e and 
sought constan.t distraction: while Hal­
keth looked on in growing sadness and 
dread.- . 

OHAPTER SIXTEEN 

THE BLOW F .A.LLS 

A
S soon as Halketh had regained suftl-

cie�t strength be again sought Dr. 
Lynch-Pope. The doctor's associate re­
ceived him with the information that 
Dr. Pope was expected daily from 
Zurich, where he had been cal�ed for. a 
consultation a short time Since. Dr. 
Thursby undertook to reser"e the first 
appointment for Lady ITalkt'th. 

Thank God !-thought Hnlketh, as he 
motored home after his· talk with Dr. 
"Thursby. At last it began to look as if 
the first rcnl step was to be taken-bar­
ring the s' igbt delay of waiting foi> Dr. 
Pope's return. 

· 

.At this time :Mildred was entirely 
engrossed in a series of dazzling social 
affairs occasioned by the presence in 
London of the Viceroy of Indja, who was 
spcndiug a few weeks in England, his 
wife and suite with him. The popular 
Lady Ha1keth was an indispensab' e  fig­
ure at all these- events, and Lady Jane, 
tbe wife of the Viceroy, had conceived 
a great attachment for her already. She 
had issued invitations for a great recep­
tion in Mildred's honor. The occasion 
\Vas to be tt brilliant diplomatic affair 
as well, and all social Londo!) ·stood on 
tiptoe with interest and excited curi­
osity. 

:Mildred seemed ani�ted by a frenzy 
for movement, for · life, · which grew 
·hourly, her husband tbought desp!lir­
ingly. To his ·deep- concern and against 
his strongly expressed wishes, she had in 
tbese -late"days plunged ihto such a mad 
whirl of gaiety that he could not snatch 
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one moment of her time, even if he had 
felt the energy to try. 

He resigned himself to his wife's 
course, while holding on to the firm in­
tention of taking charge of her, forcibly 
if necessary, as soon as the summons 
came from Dr. Lynch-Pope. So now he 
desisted from all conflict on minor issues, 
and Mildred went her mad way lmdis­
turbed by 1·emonstrances. Their house 
was often filled with guests, though the 
master refused to trou�,>:e him:oclf to play 
the host. 

As the days aragged along whilo wait­
ing for the return of Dr. Lynch-Pope, 
Halketh grew more and more anxious 
ubout his wife. Iler present condition 
seemed to him different from any former, 
11tate. J Ie feared that some ominous 
change was taking place in her, and 
watched her as closely as he could. 

On the morning of the day of Lady 
J eune 's reception, a message r.amo to 
Halketh that Dr . .  Lynch-Pope was es.­
pecteQ. to rctmu that night, and would 
probably see Lady Hnlketh at eleveJl. the 
following morning. l\I.ildrcd had in­
sisted that her husband should accom­
pany her to the receptiou. lle was quite 
'vell enough now, she said, and it was 
nonsense to make that excuse any longer. 
Anyway, he needed distraction. · 

llalketh wearily consented. Nothing 
could have been more distasteful to him 
in his anxious and perturbed state. But 
Mildred was iu such a highly nervous 
condition that he did not dare to cross 
her in this fancy. On this particular 
"day she ·was a!most impossible. Xothing 
could please her, nothing be done to her 
satisfaction. So changed was she tha.t 
Halketh, on looking back on their fot•mer 
life, con!u hardly recogniic her as the 
same Mildred. 

It wus quite late when they left the 
house, much past the hour when they 
should have arrived. :\fildred had been 
so exacting that her despairing maid 
almost gave up hope of dressing her at 
n�l. Three tim� she changed ; three dif­
ferent costumes were tried anu thrown 
asfdc, until her fancy for a fourth lasted 
long enough to get her on her way. 

The distinguished company �as quite 
assembled by the time Lord and Lady 
Halketh arrived. No gathering of the 
season ·had included so ma.ny notables, 
diplomatic or otherwise. Lady llalketh· 
could scarcely respond to the chorus o! 
greetings overwhelming her before she 
could look about her. Her husband was 
drawn into a gathering of mEm whose 
talk at any other time w�>nld have beau 
of keen interest to him. 

But just now be was preoccupied 
with increasing uneasiness about - hi!:l 
wife. He· regretted that he bad con-



sented to her coming out in so alal'm­
ingly nervous a condition. 

Unaware that t.hc Secretary of For­
eign Affairs was asking him uu involved 
qu�tion upon the Indian situation. 
Halketh was craning his neck for a 
glimpse of his wife, aud totally failed to 
give the gentleman his attention. He 
was· recalled sharply to his present duty 
by the Secretary's pull at his arm. 

" I  say, Halketh, I don 't believe you 
have heard a word I 've been saying to 
you ! "  

The Secretary looked sevct·ely at him 
over his glasses, while Halketh turned a 
painfully vacant glance upou him. 

" I  beg yom· pardon, Sir- " 
Halketh's abstraction was obvious, 

and the Secretary · was known to be a 
bit t.esty of temper. Then Captain Fitz­
gerald, an old friend, laughingly came 
to the rescue of his former schoolmate. 

"I say, old chap, your wits arc wool­
gathering, as usual, I see. The Secre­
tary has been trying to get a sensible 
remark from you for some time past, 
a.nd you paying no attention to auyt�ling 
eicept those hapdsome girls over there. 
Let's take a. turn to the smoking room 
for a bit. " 

Fitzgerald linked his arm in llal­
keth 's, the mollified Secretary at his side. 
Everybody liked Fitzgerald. lie had a 
jolly way with him. that no one thought 
of resisting. Halketh felt at the moment 
that. it would be a relief from the laugh­
ter and chatter now rtmning so high, 
and the three men begun to make their 
way through the crowded room. 

It was rather slow going. As they 
worked along, IlaJketh caught tl1e clear 
ripple of hia wife 's l1igh, nervous laugh. 
und. in the sound ·was 'som'ethiug he ·felt 
should not be there. 

" I 'll finish this talk with tho fellows, 
then take her home--if it's possible, ' ' 
he said to himself anxiously, as the 
three slipped into a quiet nook just at 
the side pf the great arched portal which 
gave from the drawiugroom into the 
wide hall, eqllally thronged with guests. 

" Terrible jam, isn't it, Ilalkcth 7 "  
eai� the Secretary. " Shows how popular 
your charming wifo is. But I 'm most 
anxious for your answer to the question 
I asked you before. Your long experi­
ence on Indian soil makes your opinion 
of great value. You must give me your 
C.X:l!-ct views. '' 

Halketb, in self-defense, concentrated 
his mind on answering satisfactorily, 
seeing no other chance for escape. 

Meantime, 'the great eovent of the occa­
sion was about to occur. An excited 
whisper ran through the room and grew 
into a buzz of intense expectation. · &y-
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alty was at the door ! Everyone was on 
his or her feet, not to say his neigh­
bor's. 

Lady J eune pushed her way to Mil­
dred ou what would have been · a run, 
had the crowd permitted anything more 
rapid than a form of undignified wrig­
gle. The flurried hostess projected her­
:rolf as best she could toward· the guest 
of honor, who should have been in her 
place at her ladyship's side, ready to 
receive the impending honor. 

" 'fhank Heaven, I 've found you at 
last I "  she panted as she seized Mildred's 
arin. She had a strong desire to shake 
her soundly. Really, Mildred had been 
too provoking all that afternoon ! So 
scandalously late in arriving ; so thor­
oughly negligent since ; and then to slip 

. away from her side just when she must 
have knov.'ll tha.t the Great Arrival was 
due- any moment ! 

"Mildred ! Come with me at once­
at once ! Do you hear t Her ROyal 
Highness is  arriving ! ' '  

She drew Mildred through the CJ-owd, 
passing down the great drawingroom 
toward the door through which· the Royal 
Lady was just appearing. 

Suddenly :Mildred stopped short, as if' 
petrified. She stood, gazing at the oppo­
site wall, while her body began to 
tremble violently. She lifted one arm 
slowly, pointing forward. A strange 
hush commenced to fall. Those nearby 
followed her gaze, and those further on 
moved to see what it meant. 

A picture hung where Mildred's gaze 
had fixed itself:_a. picture of a beautiful, 
white:robed girl, over whom a mon­
strous serpent poised its coils, the head 
t·aised to strike. 

Slowly Mildred moved toward it, 
while the guests fell back to gi\'C het· 
space. Slowly at first she moved, thclt 
faster, faster-until she dashed herself 
upon the canv&ll, wilQ. screams bursting 
from her lips. Madly her hands beat 
upon it-clutching, striking, tearing, 
until the canvas· was rent like a rag, 
her wild shrieks . and wilder laughter 
echoing through the great rooms . .  

Before anyone i n  the daZed and horri­
fied company thought of going to her, 
she fell to the floor, writhing there as 
the screams died away in choking, dread­
ful gasps. 

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
THE COBRA'S CURSE. 

AT the first strange hush, Halketh felt 
the old, warning shadow fall upon 

him. It was that same, sinister, chilling 
warning he had ]m{)wn before, and never 
in vain ; so that now his heart beat faster 

.with va.gue fear as he looked about for 
his wife. 

When he heard her first scream-he 
understood ! With a bound he left his 
two companions while the Secretary was 
delivering himself of a weighty expres­
sion of opinion on Indian affairs. Forc­
ing his way desperately through the 
deil.se and horrified throng until he 
reached :M:ildred, he lifted her as she lay 
still writhing convulsively on the floo•·, 
jnst as the poor, distorted conseiousnes.o; 
faded, · and left her inert in his arms. 
The prayer filled his heart that thi� was 
the end-for death at this moment 
seemed more merciful than the life be 
saw before her. . 

Then he gathered her up as i f  she 
\\'ere · a child, and rose to his feet. 'fhe 
shocked hostess und pitying guests, for­
getting even Roya.lty in the presence of 
such a tragedy, tried to Le of help. But. 
Ha.lketh pushed them aU aside. 

" Home, horne l-l must get her home ! 
Will S01DC9HC please call my cad " was 
all thQ answer he would mukc, us, with 
set and stern face, he carried his uucon­
'scious wife toward the main entrance. 

� ' Home i-Full speed ! "  he said, as he 
got ·into the motor. 

He took her to her room and laid her 
gently on the bed. Then he locked tbe 
door and sat down to wait-making no 
effort to revive her. 

At last she stirred. Her eyes opened, 
and turned. upon his stony face. 

" Where am I 1  Ernest-what-what 
has happened � ' '  

H e  spoke no word. 
"Erncl!t 1-Ah !-" A scream, muf­

fled and. choking, rOl>c t.Q her lips. " I  
b."llow now-! remembcr !-Oh, J<�rnest ! 
- I  shall die ! "  

She broke into snt'h u terrible fit of 
weepin·g, SllCh Litter, rending sob!>, t.hul 
llalketh, unable to enduJ·c i1.., caught het· 
i n  his arms and wept ,�;th het·. Grad­
ually the agony spent itself. i\Iild1·cd 
lay exhausted, unable to speak un.til 
some time had passed. Then : 

" Ernest-! ha.ve not wished to tell 
you-but-but-they have all died ! Oh, 
my God ! l\fy Ood ! "  

She hushed the wai� as he started 
back, shuddering. 

" Yes ! "  she went on. " This morning 
-the last one died. And when I saw­
that picture !-Oh, Ernest !-you don't 
know what I suffel'-ltow I suffer ! "  

She groped for his hand, snatching at 
it com-ul.siYely. Gasping, she con-
tinued : 

"All summer it was wonderful. And 
t�en-then-they did not like the cool 
weather. ·. They did not feel like sting­
ing!- Oh, Ernest !-have mercy on 



me 1- But still, every now and then, I 
could make them-only it was no longer 
trtri>ng enough-no more the same-­
while .you were sick, you know. But I 
went on, until they began to die-one 
by one 1- .And now-the last one ! 
�rnestl You must save mel- I must 
have them! You must-you must­
'nwt-1" 

Again her voice rose to a. scream. She 
groveled in the bed, gnawing at his hand 
in her .frenzy. 

Halketh. seized her. He laid her 
gently on the pillow, holding her down 
quietly. 

"Mildred, look at me I "  
She did not raise her eyes. 
"Look at me, I say I"  

Slowly her eyes went to his. " With: a. 
supreme effort he began to speak. 

" Mildred; I can be bra.ve for both of 
u.s. Tell me- will you not die, rather 
than live like this f "  

She started violently, then start--d at 
him wildly. 

"1 would do it so gently, durliug­
becaW!e I love yon-" 

' '  You-you-what do you mean 1 
What do you ask of me 7- All, 1 know! 
I know what you want !-But I will not 
-l will not ! No ! No! "  

He waited uutil tilie w� quiel, 
' ' Not if you will not consent, dear. 

But would you not wish it? We would 
both go together, you know ! .And you 
t�hould uot feel it- I promi:se you 
that !" 

His unnatural, stony e<.�lm; the awful, 
cold-blooded propo:oition ; t.he11e, for I ho 
moment, terrified Mildred back t.o :;ome­
thing like reason. �he b'Obbcd, buL 
gently enough uow, at> she said : 

• '.1\ly darling I Uay Ood forgi vc me 
the t10rrow 1 ·have brought you! But oh, 
do not ask me this !-I cuunot ! ADd it 
shall not be necessary, Ernest. You will 
uot need to <lo it-for I cannot live thili 
way without tho poit>on. It will noL I.Je 
loug now !" 

"Do nuL fear, MildreJ," he said, itt 
the same calm, gentle voice. "It i-. for 
you to say. But-if I llU.lY not xeud you 

·to sleep quickly und ea.'lily-I t>hall not 
allow you to !>ear a long agony-'' 

She shuddered agaiu, woudeling au<t 
tearful. 

"You shall have relief, m�· darliug-I 
swear it! If cure there is, it shall l>e 
found I If uot-" 

His. voice had become natural again 
and shook with emotion. He paused, 
�hinking. 

"It can be a secret no longer, in a.ny 
case. The scientists must come. All 
medinine .shall be roused-to take tbi& 
qvil from you I "  

w 'J.\-4 
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As he turned to leave, Mildred 
clutched his sleeve. Her voice had a 
new, trembling note of plea.ding eager-
ness. 

''Ernest !'' 
He bent over the pillow, waiting foD 

her words. 
"Yes, dear-tell me2- " 
She hesitated another panting mo­

ment, then : 
' ' If-if relief does net come soon­

Oh, my husband !-Take me back-to 
India ! ' '  

His hand shook as he smoothed back 
the dark hair. 

"Let us not-speak of thatr-not 
yet i "  

She sank back again, turning her·face 
to the wall. 

Ha.lketh passed from the room and 
hurried to the telephone, and, in the 
least p�ible time to accomplish it, the 
great doctor and toxicologist was .in the 
house. With him came his as:sociate, Dr. 
'.l'hursby, aud two other men whom the 
great man had summoned, after his pre­
linunary short talk with Halketh ove•· 
t.be telephone. Tho four special ists we1-c 
:>howu iulo I he library instead of being 
taken at once to t.he !lick room. t.�yuc!J­
Popc ''-u.s Hlightly wrprised at this, iu 
view of the urgency of the case, although 
he was prepared to expecl wmethiug 
uuusual. 

Hnlketb patiSe<l alm�t the last ::�tep 
uf the Culvary his weird fate ca.l.led him 
to tread, when, the a�embed physiciau.� 
dose about hiin, be told the ghastly story 
of. U1at eYeniug, iu simple, heart-reach­
ing WOI'd!!. 

'rhc mcu •)I science were dum­
J'ouudec.J. No similar cal>e had come be­
fore them. Imagination could have c.on­
ju•·ed uothiug t.o approach t hr� t'f.'.ulity, 
whatever it. mlgltt ha,··e pictured. ],or 
the moment tbt-y did uot see theil· way. 
J:t;.xpe1•imeut und study, time and ob­
l'iervation, would be uec�ry befot'e a 
defini te treatment might be decide() 
upon. 

Meantime, however, the patient��:� con­
dition was found t.o be graYc. She stood 
in immediate need of Htimulatiou. The 
loss of another hour, even, could i10t bo 
liskcd. Trained nurse� we1·e seut for, 
and dootol'l:l l'emaiued 'dth her day antl 
night, though they the�J�.SClves were non-
plussed. 

· 

.Aa ·oYcry kllown resource of scicuco 
was bt·ouglit into action, as the grcate!St 
brains iu medi�ine studied over · tho 
unhappy girl, she lay helpless in the 
midst of all that 'vealth could procure 
for' her salvation. Telephone and tele­
graph "'ere Bashing· rnC888.ge8 here a.nd 
tlie·re, in search of the rare and little 

known drugs that Pope and his col­
leagues, even against hope, felt must be 
called to their aid. 

During this sad time of bitter sns­
pense and bitter agony for Ha.lketh, 
scandalized society wagged its forked 
tongue, wondering and conjecturing. 
The papers gave weird accounts of the 
mysterious attack, with imaginary � 
tails most effective for spreading the 
latest sensation of the day-Lady Hal­
keth's sudden collapse into insanity. 

The Halketh home was hushed, closed 
to all callers. All that was known was 
that the lady was seriously ill. She was 
surrounded by all the men of note who 
could be summoned. But her condition 
at the present time was too grave, too 
uncertain, to permit of any definite 

· statement being given to the public . 
Halketh remained entirely secluded and 
saw no one bot the physicians. 

They waged a nobl� l>attlc, thoso men 
of ·science. Yet as day �-ucceeded day, 
they Jmew it wa.'i no victorious struggle 
they we� �ghting t>O dooperately. In 
tipitc o.f uueensiug and devoted effort to 
bold up h('l' vitality, Mildred grew 
ateadily weaker. She feU at last into a 
t•oma whic.>h uo a\·a ilable �:>timulanL 
lieemed able lu reach. 

Dr. Lynch-Po!Je bud ut no time beeu 
able tv gi nl lialkelh a. definite opinion 
u8 to the lme cuudiliuu uf his wife. Her 
('.a.� was one quite apart from anything 
iu his previou�> experience and that of 
llli; ooot:t-ere.�. 'l;hu:;, ha,·ing uo data 
from fOI"lliCl' patient:>, they W6l'e all of 
them at sea uow. 'l'he,v studied Mi.l­
ured ':i varying �;ymplom!l and reactions 
day by day, buL ltuu not yet. wo•-ked. out 
a liue oJ' treatment thnt held auy prom­
ise. Nothing had thus fat· appeared to 
Hffect the couditiou · fo•· better or worse. 
Tho root. or the t•·uub1c seemed to b� 
beyoud. the reac!• oJ llll!dienJ tJ·eutment. 
Vitalif.\' was gradual ly !ilipping awa�·· 
.Jt had been �;tri<•ken a� i ts  ·soun·�'. �twl 
could uot. be lftimulatcd uo1· •·esupplieu. 

1uJ time passed, the ph,,·sieiau:; saw 
clearly this one great. fa(!t, und saw also 
that if they could not :;oou hit upon a 
remedy, the sufferct• would glide out 
into tho Beyond, as a wreat.h of mist 
piUISt>S into the atmosphei'O. lt was time 
to make Ualkcth aware of the threaten­
ing dauger, nnd t.o ol>taiu his cofiijent 
to a step which seemed the only l'ecourse, 
us matters stood. 

Accordingly, Lynch-Pope held a long, 
frank conferenco with him, in which he 
tri�d to place all the possibilitie8, so far 
as he could theu see t.hem, clearly and 
definitely. 

"Remember, Sir, " he said, ' 'I  do not 
feel that we are defeated, even though 
for tho present we feel compelled to go 
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back a bit, as one might �y-over our 
own steps. ''  

Hulketh li_gLcucd with hi� head bowed 
in his hau<b. . Tho :;tra.h1 was telling 
terribly ou 1JiUJ. He had scl!n only too 
clearly that hil-l wife's life was fast l:llip­
ping away from human power to . help. 
His ugouy grew more hitensc witli �uch 
how·. lie saw hcl" pa.!!Siug a�u.y. f1·om 
him, lilld the old infinite love came buck 
to him SO. Hlt'Ungly that he Could not 
stand the tortut'C. When the doctor fin· 

· ished speaking, llalketh Jooked up at 
him with both hope and �.11-cau in his 
woru face. 

" Saye �e.r! :->avo her ! "  

'rhe cry burst from him, and \he des· 
perate pain in his 4 uh·ering voir.e went 
to the sympathetic heart which. all the 
years of science a.ud its �.toic tt·aining 
had not made callous to human woe. He 
pressed Halketh 's hand ha.rd, as he 
said : 

' ' That is 'vhy 1 am going to propose 
something which I have led up to with 
t.he extJlanations 1 made to you ju�:�t 
now-regarding the necessity of finding 
a treatJ;nent to which she cun react with­
out delay or uncertainty." 

"Anytlting-auyUling ! Only save her 
-save her ! "  Halketh implored the 
great medical mau, who wa� plainly at 
the end· of his resources-save for that 
which he seemed to hesitate to propose, 
even in this grave moment. 

Lynch-Pope looked pityingly at · Hal­
ketb as be leaned tensely forward, await­
ing tbe · word of hopt>. 

" )fy lord, " he began, " I  trust \Vill 
forgive what I am going to say, for I 
solemnly believe it the only meau.'l of 
saving her. Tell me this:  Would you 
wish Lady Halketh to live, even at tho 
price· of a po�iblc continuance ·of the­
the-habit ? "  

Halketh st.a.rted violei:itly, nQr could 
he repress the shudder . running ovcJ• 
him. But-Mildred ! . Her life must bo 
saved I . Ho tried to. speak, thct\ choked 
before the words would cQmc. lie &'Wal­
lo,ved, made 8 struggling effort again, 
and spoke : . 

" Do  not ask me of .the future, Doctor 
-but in the name of 000, save her 
now 1." His last words came 'vildly. 

· Dr. Lynch-'Popo drew a deep breath 
a.S of -relief, and said with quiet em­
phasis : 

" I  think you have decided ...... isely, Sir. 
Now that I have your conRent, l will say 
that" she must . bo inoculated wi"th her 
former stimulant at oneel'! ·. 

Hniketh leaped up fr.om his chaii-. . 
" You mean�you aon't meanf-" 

He e\>uld not go on. 
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"I . do! " The doctor arunve� 
gravely. " 1  cannot answer for Lady 
Halketh 's lifu if 11ho romairu; much 
longer without it." 

Halketh pal!t!d the fioor like one ill· 
sane. Either alternati,·e was "too . teiTi­
b1e. J��des-could it be obtaine� 1 He 
turned a gha�;tly facu ou Lynch-Pope, 
who !:laid cncciurugin.gly : 

" Anything to keep h<!l' strength up 
just now,_ you know. IJater on we may 
l.w. able to effect a permanent cure. But 
for now there iii QnJy one thing to· do, 
und that quickly. ·we mnst gain time ! "  

" A t  any price, save her I "  CJ'iC<l Hal­
ketb, in his despuil·. ' ' But how-where 
-1 feat-do you belie\"e they could be 
obtained here f" 

" Easily. In fact,. anticipating your 
decisiou, I have already ,sent for them 
from· the Zoological Institute. · I learned 
tl1at there arc three alive at present in 
J.JOndon, nnd I believe they nre now on 
the · w�.y here." 

llalkcth 's agitation was so great that 
the doctor began to fear he .might give 
way under the �:�train. He felt profound 
sympathy for the unfortunate ht1sband, 
untl wished that some rclat.ive or dear 
friend might be with him durink the 
time of greater suffering that he fore­
saw. 

" I  beg you t.o leave everything to me, 
my dear Lord Halketh," he said very 
kiitdly. " I t  is unnecessary for you to 
distress youl'Seli. ' ' 

But Halketlt bad forbade the ·admis­
sion of anyone. He chose to endure his 
torture alone· while waiting through t11c 
hours which must pass befor·e suspense 
shotild · lift-either for better or for 
worse. 

After· ·some minutes of unbroken 
silence Halketh turned with a start,· to 
find that the dOc.tor was no longer in 
the room. 

' ' ·rho serpent--the serpent ! ' '  mut­
fcred IJynch-Pope, as he walked· quickly 
1.0 the �ck room. ' ' ' As  it was in tho 
Beginning. ' The serpent ! "· 

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 

ATONEMENT 

TIIEY awaited the arrival �f the grim 
remedy. After a time Ha.lketh sent 

a message to. the sick room; begging Dr. 
Lyn�h-Pope to come to him as soon as 
possib)e. When the docior came, a few 
minuteS later, lialketh said : 

"If ·she were taken back to India-do 
you t;hink it m,igb"t be more hot>efti( than 
to wait bere for tbe·-tpe-eff�t of what 
-we are expecting toni�ht f Th� 

·could of oourse go with · us,. to su.sta.J.n 
her meanwhile t ,. 

The "pleading in his words was terrible 
to hear. Lynch·Pope answered gUard­
edly. It was still too early to forbi<l 
l1opc. 

" At present. it is imp�ible to say. 
We must first" I)(.>C what results we shall 
hnYe, u� wr: now staud. ln any cast'; 
uutil  \\"C cau J'Ccruit ht::'J' strength, it 
would be tmsa[e to attempt tlloviug Lady 
J lalkcth. I hope fot· much, however, U.'i 
soon as we can u:sc the 'Stimulant." 

l lulk.cth droppc<l his heat! on l1is arms 
ucross a lablt�. lle wn!i almost. in despair 
.now, for the doctot• 's manner, ruther 
than his wo1·d�, had tol<l him that hop<: 
waH nearly go�u�. 

As Dr. Popo steppe(] iJtto the hull, 
St�nton came to him. , 

"If you pleu.se, �ir, there's a gentae­
man at the door who begs so hard tQ:_t�ee 
his lordship that I could not refulle to 
ask further instructions. Would ��OUJ' 
honor speak to him-begging your par­
don for the liberty I 'm taking f "  

"Who is he, Stanton � � �  Dr. Pope de­
cided to tukc matters into his own bands, 
if the answer justified it. 

"It's Lieutenant Ronald, Sir-an old 
friend of my lord and lady both-that 
much I know. lie's just arrived from 
India. ' ' 

Stanton paused a moment, dropping 
his voice still lower, although both men 
were already speaking in. whispers. 

' ' If I might malca so bold, Sir, his 
lordship's just killiug himself, sir-with 
g>:ief for her ladyship. .  He 'll go mad, 
sitting there day by dny, alone. And 
Mr. Ronald is such a fine, cheery young 
gentlenum OS WOUld do my lord a vtorld 
of good-and such a devoted friend- " 

Dr. Pope had decided. 
' '  B1·ing him up, Stanton l I will be 

1-esponsi ble. ' '  
" Oh, sir,. I thank you !-" Stanton·� 

relief showed in h is face. " And if I 
may ask, sir-how-how-does hel' lady­
ship '.:._ " 

He could not go on, and his voice 
broke with the last· word. 

![i)dred had always been much be­
loved by all in her service, do as s�e 
might. .Although her lapse frqm wif��y 
devotion in th·e last months had been 
severely censured, they loved her none 
tho 1�. And then the �1 with which 
she had nursed her husband in his recent 
sickness had almost restored her to grace 
in· the servants' hall. In their desire to 
defend her they ascribed her present 
sickness to the strain sh·c had theu p·ut 
upon herself. Nevertheless, ·that mys­
terious thing which conveys to those 
around th� sense of something undi­
vulgoo, secret and !:linister, was abroa"d 
�roughout the household. 
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As_ Stanton hastened to the waiting Office received anotl!er re«ignation. And 
\iSitOr, · the doctor re-entered t�e- room now, Ronald, with fear and anguish in 
where he had left Halketh, and ran a. his heart, stood in :Mildred 's home, to 
quick eye over him as he sat thel"e, ap- learn his supreme lesson of pain. 
parently sunk in a gloomy revery. Halketh sat at a table, his head rest-

Without addressing him, the doctor ing in his hands. · He did not moye as 
left again as quietly as he had come in, Ronald crossed the room quietly and 
to meet Stanton ooming up ·with Lieu-

paused near the table. He did not seem 
tenant Ronald. At his flrst gl�ca, the to realize that anyone was in the room. 
docto'r's trained eye recognized the true At last Ronald spoke to him, as simply · 
friend in the ex-soldier 's face. · and naturally as if both were back again 

' 'Pope is my name, and I am attend- in the old happy days in India. 
�ng Lady llalketh,''  he said in low tones. ' ' I 've just come in, Halketh. Let me 
· 'l am very glad to have a friend of hear how you are f" 
theirs here, to remain with Halketh just Halketh looked up at him "'ith a 
now . • � strange, ghostly look of a. far-back r&-

The sudden pallor which -blanched membrance. 
Ronald's face told its own story to tho " You love her, too l I'm glad you're 
man of science, skilled alike in reading her&-" 

the signs of emotional and spiritual That was all he said. But Ronald 
affiiction.s and physical ones. knew he had succeeded in reaching him 
· "You mean-you think there is-- and that he could help him as the cloctor 

danger T-" had hoped. 
Ronald could scarcely utter the words. 
"Do not take me to mean that there 

is no more hope for Lady HaJketh, Mr. 
Ronald. We are about to try a remedy 
from which we expect promising results. · 

It_ was of her husband I spoke when I 
said that it is most necessary that a 

friend be at hancl, for he has been under 
a terrible strain so long that I am really 
anxious about him also. ' '  

The doctor drew nearer the door, indi­
cating to Stanton that be himself would 
introduce the visitor. 

' ' I  must warn you, ' '  he whispered, ' ' to 
go in quite CS!>Ually . . Talk to him as a 
matter of oout:Se. Try to keep him from 
sinking further into the apathy you will 
find him in now. I hope much from 
your presence and support, my dear 
sir. " 

Pr. Pope opened the cloor to admit 
Ronald, and closed it after nim silently. 
. Ronald had heard conflicting accounhl 
o'f Mildred·� mysterjolls attack on the 
lirst day of his arrh·al, aud he had has­
tened to the llalketh homP. within au 
hour nlter·wurd. Deadly fear for her 
bad ·�>eized hint and drove him there, that 
he might leat·n the truth. 

Since the departure of Mildred and. 
tier husbaud from India., Ronald had 
tr.ied heroically to live down the suffer­
hti of ltet· loSM. Not that he had e\'et· 
t!xpected theh· acquainl.aJU!C t.o mean 
1.mything mol'\! than it had always been 
-simply tho reflect.iou of a joy that 

might ha,·e been ; in some othet· world, 
!!orne ot.heJ· life\ AL lm;t. howe>er. he 
looked it in tb� fa�� -- -to find that wtl� 
h� might know himself near enough fo 
see bet• now arid then,, - even - if only to 
glance through the window of the house 

- that- sheltered her-life would not be 
W<>rth living any longer. So ·the 

liome 

THEY came by night-those terrible 
messengers of the ghastly hope on 

which Mildred's life now hung. Nor 
was the time long in ·which even these 
might be of use, it seemed, so quickly 
had her vitality ebbed since the setting 
of that day's sun. 

.AJJ the light faded, the anxious med­
ical men found it imperative to use every 
possible means to stimulate heart action 
as they fought to ga.i� time until the liv­
ing things they looked for should arrive 

- to give their awful aid. 
Meantime, a slight response in 

strength induced Dr. Lynch-Pope to 
send a word of encouragement to Ha.l­

keth. 
Almost in the same moment came the 

arrival of the sinister-looking cage con­
taining the needed elixir, and prepara­
tions were rwihed for testing the eft'ect 
of the dreadful expedient that eve.ry­
thing now depended upon. 

The black hours of waiting Halketh 

h11d passed in silence, still sitting as he 
waa. when Ronald found him. The two 
men shared the vigil, with scarcely a 
110und breaking the quiet, until Pope Js 
hastily scribbled note of hope was 
brought. Then Halketh spoke-three 
words only, as he laid the note jW!t read 
ou the table beside him: 

" Stay with me 1, 
And Ronald's ans?.•er was little more: 
" I 'll � you through-al\\·ays ! "  
And they went back to their world of 

silence, not knowing if hope were with 

I hem, or fear alone, to be their final 
c.Jomrade. So they waited. At. every 
faint ·sound in that stilled house the two 
started and their ey� t'urned to the 
door. Yet still the time crept by, and 
message there was none. 
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At last it seemed jmpossible that so 
g'reat a length Df time could be in one 
nif{ht 011ly. It must be mo1-e ! And still 
no word ! Halketh could stand it no 
longer. He ?lutst know something, if 
only that they we1·c at work. 

"Wait for mc!"-
He rose from his chair, prc�;sing his 

hand heavily on Ronald's shoulder, as 
he half-whispered the words. For 
another moment he stood so, leaning OP 
the strong support he seemed unable to 
stlind without, then braced himself for 
the effort of '1\·alking. Ronald steadie<i 
him and walked �o the door with him. 
There IIalketh paused, standing for a 
time with the doorknob iu his hand, and 

staring in Ronald's eyes. 
" Wait for me !-" He turned, opened 

the door, and went out. 
Even as he nearccl. that other room, 

Dr. Pope came out. The look in his face 
sent the blood from Kalketh 's heart. 

"My lord, I wus coming for you-" 
IIalketh clutched his sleeve. 
''What-what-''  

He could gasp no other word. Tho 
doctor led him gently into the room. 

"We must still hope, " he said. " But 
-1 beg you not to despair, Sir-but the 

serpents will not bite t "  
Halketh groaned and covered his face. 
"N�no l-it is not so bad as that­

not yet 1 "  whispered Pope. " But there 
seems no way of rousing their activity. 
The cold-this climate-they ar� tor-
pid. " 

. 

' ' Then-she--she t-''  
"We hope to provide Lady Halketh 

with the stimulant, nevertheless. We 
have killed them to extract their poi­
son. Hypodermically injected, · it may 
avail- "  

.At that moment Dr. Thursby ap· 
peared from the in11er room, where Mil­
dred lay. 

" We arc ready-there is no time to 
lose ! ' '  he saiJ, holding up a hypodermic 
syringe. 

Pope sprang forw11.rd. " Come., Lord 
Halketh, "  he said quickly, and the three 
men entered the bedroom. 

Two docton� were bending oYer 1\lil­
dr.ed. Pope prepared to use th� needle. 

As he lift� the white arm, he paused. 
looked sharply in the quiet face-tht>n 
laid the arm �rently back agoin ou 1hc 
coverlet, turning to Halketh as he did �W. 

He uuden;tood ! No CJ�' posscd hiM 
lips. But eYell the little group or ph.�·si­
cians, men well ac�cu�tomed lo sud1 
scene.�, bowed their heads 'dth wet eyt'S, 
as Mildred Halketh passed away UPQU 
her husband's breast. 

T�ey left them there alone-together. 
The cobra's c� had p&BSed. 

THE END 



The· Concluding Installment of Houdini's 
Spiritualistic Expose--

THE SPIRIT FAKERS OF 

HERMANN STADT 

After fiJ�i.shill!f a a�,;atriCQl r.nyO!JCIIICI�t at 
Jloa,11achers c�tla.bl�lw�tt at Vict��t<J., Houdini, 
.V:aslct· of Escat>c, tu.k� a. jcw1�t tltrough· the 
J/U1'08 valklj. ne is o.pproaclied by the Counte&s. 
D-. 1oho ha.s falkm in the hands of somes· wt· 
pr.i�l� olackmail.e,.. headed by tlt� notorious 
Pop1)eM, a �-:Jtylecl .sp�r.t-ual�Hc m«lwm. 
Popket� ·has bce1� endtlaror.ing to .secure· ftom 
the Coanta.t D- aitct· 11er .sister, Rosie�.'¢. a. 

a 

By aOUJ?INI 

writtet� oon/048i<m of their dcotl fa.thM'.t mis­
deeds, illt&uding to later use thi$ confu.tiot� 
o.gainst them. Hot�.clini. u perBUOded to accom­
pauy ti��J Cot.�Atcu D- to th� CO&tle where lie 
tet�t�a.ri'£y fal.l4 wlto the ha.ruk of �ken& 
and .hi8 cpmradu • .  He is s�kl.ecl ond thrown 
into a secret dungeon of tl£c ca.stle where he 
okapc.s by 1nethod$ k1town otuy to hill�elf. At  
wltich. poir�t y w  tak� up th11 f'IGN'CUwe-;-

. 

D

ESCENDING the side of Castle 
D- .with my bands manacled in 
·front of me was rather a tickliij)) 

bu.sin�, but. owing to the shape of th� 
stones there. were many crevices into 
which l could dig my fingers, and the 
wall was ro.ugh en�ugh to · provide SUP.-
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port for my bare feet. I would have 
made my escape without great diffieulty, 
except for ·my hasty oversight in not 
locking the door to the dungeon when I 
left ·it ufter having thrown my �ssaila.nt 
into the oubliette. 

The rnlln managed to make his way 
out, and he recovcn!d hi� revolver, which 
had either b�n precipitated into the 
oubliette with him, or e�e was lying on 
the floor of tho dungeon in which I bad 
fought him. I went slowly down the 
wall of the Custle D- to within twenty 
feet of the river, when he made bis ap­
pearance at the window of the tower 
above me, revolver in. hand. 

He fired two shots at me, but fortu­
nately ha was too excited to aim accurate­
ly. I half dived, half fell, into the Ma.ros 
:River. The water could not have been 
mot;e than six or seven feet deep whero 
I dived, for my head came in contact 
�th the bed .of the river and I camo 
n�r boing stuck in the soft mud. I 
struck out tmdcr water for the oppo­
site shore, for my ouly hope lay in get­
ting away from accurate · rQJ.lge of the 
man's weapon. 

Swimming with the hands manacled 
is not as difficult as might be imagined. 
Those w·ho have seen my motion picture, 
•J Terror Island," in which I have to 
enter a ship through a door in the 
bottom, will realize that I am a strong 
swimmer, and my skill stood me in good 
stead ,now. A lump of \varm lead, de­
fleeted by the river, touched me gently 
on the shoulde-r and sank heavily past 
l}le. I realized that the scoundrei in the 
castle window was still shooting at me, 
and l wondered whether he could see 
me from hi� position above the river, as 
I swam nhder \Vater as close to the river 
bottom as I could. 

Fort�ed at last to come up for air, I 
found t hut I was well past the middle of 
the river, lind that the water was shallow 
enough to stand. I showed hardly- more 
than my nose above the surface, how­
ever, for I did not ctt.re to reveal myself 
as a target for flying bullets, even though 
·the dnllk wus deepening every minute. I 
took a de<'p breath, and continued my 
progress along the bottom. 

I finally pulled myself out in tho 
. shado\v of some bushes that ·gn!w on tho 
bank. Peering through these, I sa'v two 
faces at the window through which I had 
escaped a few minutes before. My as­
sailsnt ha<l been joined by another of 
the gang. who doubtless had hurried to 
his aid after hearing the shot& Another 
report rang out, and a bullet hit the 
'vater under the castle, close where I had 
dived. My foes had not seen me, then, 
as I swam across the river, for they be­
lie?ed I was where I had fallen in. 

This conjecture was confirmed a man form in whose power they were held 
minute or so later when another of the at that moment, and I resolved upon the 
gang came to the water's edge. He dangerous plan of returning t.o Castle 
peered along the buttress to see if he D- to their aid. 
could discover my body lying on tho If I had coolly weighed the chances 
bottom. He also fired one shot into the against me, I probably never ""-ould haw: 
water near where I hud gone intO' the considered such a foolhardy line of con­
Htream. Cupping his lips, he shouted up duct as returning to the �astle. The 
to the two !lcoundrel&J in the window, and meu there were my foes. They were 
then began peering

· 
very carefully into well armed, and desperate. I was un­

the river, walking downstream for a hun- armed, and lUI ked. Yet, after all, I had 
dred yards, in an attempt to- locate my the ad,·autage which attaches to �mrprise. 
body. Coming back to the buttress, he The five men· from Herma.nnstadt be­
u.gain t>earchcd the water carefully, look- lieved me dead. The obviously sensible 
ing upstream toward the spot where I thing to .do ·wa.<J to find a peasant and 
had fallen in. He again cupped his lips summon aid at once, but at the moment 
and shouted back to his fellow conspir- this seemed like a tremendous waste of 
ators. They shouted back to him to re- time, for the blackmailers had Rosicka 
main on guard and keep up the search. and the count� in their power, and 
Then they left the window. were perhaps even now torturing them 

The darkness grew thicker, and I into revealing the dead se<-rcts babbled 
.worked· to free myself from the hand- by their father in his dying delirium. 
cuffs. I had picked out the wooden So "I determined to take advantage of 
plugging from one of. the locks before the darkness and rt'!tun1. 
I left the oubliette, but the other \rns I could no longer see the ::;cu tiucl ou 
more difficult, for the plugging had ' the opposite bank, but I did uot doubt 
swollen as a result of its bath in the that he was the•·c. Taking the hand­
river. However, I soon had both hands cuffs with me, I '"-arily slipped into the 
free, and I chafed my wrists to restore :Maros Rh·er, and swam noiselessly to 
the circulation, for they had been cruelly the opposite bank. I crawled out 
lacerated by tho close bite of the steel: cautiously, and retreated into the 

How I unlocked the handcuffs is, of shadows. . Pretty soon I heard the 
course, my ov.'ll secret. Even though the sentinel coming slowly to\rard me. 
locks were mashed, I found them less Straining my eyes to see him ab well as 
difficult to remove than the German possible, I crouched to .spring. He must 
police handcuffs at Cologne, during the have seen my white body move in the 
trial of my suit against the police official darkness, for he uttered an e3:clamation, 
who had slandered me by publicly pro- and his hand was on the trigger of his 
claiming me: a charlatan. At Cologne, I revolver as I knocked it from his grasp. 
was stripped and fastened by a pair of · He was completely taken by surprise, 
expertly made links, which, on the testi- and offered arna.z.ingly little resistanco. 
mony of the locksinith who made them, I took his outer garments from him and 
co-uld not be opened et•en by tke key handcuffed him with the steel bracelets 
that locked them. The handcuffs that that Popkens had used on me. He made 
Popkens had clamped so tightly on my no outcry, and I gagged him to preYeut 
wrists, however, were ordinary police his giving au alarm. "Tith strips torn 
manacles, and I was thoroughly familiar from his owu undergarments, I then tied. 
with their construction, for I have made him to a stout shrub, and proceeded to 
locks my special study ·for many years. clothe myself in hi� trousers and blom�. 
(This particular cuff was made in Shef- I even tried on his shoes, but they were 
field, England and was one in general much too big for me. I re6eeted that it 
use throughout the continent. It  is a would be easier to climb the castle with 
clumsy cuff and can be jarred open .by bare feet than with shoes on, in any 
a quick glancing blow on the open side event, so I contented myself with the 
of the manacle. This causes the spring man 's outer garments, and turned my 
to snap back, which in turn pulls back attention to entering the castle . 
the small bolt.) But my wrists were I suppose I could have entered boldly 
bleeding, and my whole body ache9. from through one of the doors without ·being 
the brutal treatment I h&9 endured at detected, but the risk of meeting some­
the hands of the gang from Hermann- one seemed too great. I had found, on 
stadt. my descent, that the rough Wllll of the 

:My first thought was to summon help. castle was very easy to climb. so I 
With this in mind I elambered through decided to enter by the human 6y 
the bushes and struck out haphazard in method. I scaled the 'vall, and made 
the general direction of the village I my entrance through one of the windows 
had left. Then I though of Rosicka and in the seoond story. I stood noiselessly 
the Countess D-, and the devils in hu- in the darkness for a minute, and then 
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began to feel my way t.oward that part 
of the building in which tlle t;pirit fakers 
from Hermannstadt had confined 
U�"icka and the Countess. D-. 

The <loo1� into the con-idor \�as locked, 
l'or f had como into OllC of 1he 1"0010:-i 
t!Jat WIUI nt> lougc1· used, but I unlO<'ked 
it with much greate1· ca:>c t !Ju.u llltUIY 
America11 jail loclu;, for it was old, ve1·y 
�imply c<:'nstt'Ucted, and yiel<.leJ readily 
to my know ledge. 

�\:> I pa!i$d noiselessly down the cor· 
ridor, I heard a low moaniu� from one 
of the rooms. 'l.'ho door wa.<; closed, hut 
not locked, and I stealthily entered. [t 
wa8 the room into which the old servants, 
the man and his wife who lool\ed after 
the upkeep of the castle and cooked the 
meals, had been thrown by Popkens and 
his co..eonspirators. The ruffians had not 
even gagged them, for th2re was nobody 
within hearing distance besides them­
selves and the deaf caretaker of the 
groundS, when they were thrown into 
the room. It was the woman who was 
moaning. She was lying face down on 
the fioor, tied to a bedpost, and her posi­
tion was painfully uncomfortaMe. In 
addition, she was badly frightened, for 
she expected no mercy from men so 
brutal that they would strike a girl like 
Rosicka and offer such indignities to the 
Countess. 

I released them both, and sent ·the 
man. posthaste in search of help. I was 
afraid to let the. old woman go with him, 
for fear he would not returu, once they 
had left the dreaded castle behind them. 
So I told her to remain in the room. I 
cautioned her husband to make no uoi.:se 
aB he went out, and together we stole like 
two cats through the dark corridon; and 
out into the night. I grasped hi.:s hand, 
.whispered in J.\lagyar a command to re­
turn with all possible tipecd as soon � 
he got a sufficient uumber of men t()­
gether to effect a r�'Uce, and then I 
re.turued to the castle. 

I heard a weird voice, sounding like a. 
woman 's voice, coming from. the la..rge 
room where Rosicka. and the Counte&l 
bad been tied up. I listened at the door 
fol' several minutet!, but T cou.ld make 
nothing of the sow1d. No light came 
from beneath the door. and 1 judged t.hat 
the room was iu du.rkne:ss. Still that. 

uncanny voice droued ou, iu Jllagyar. 1 
could not diatin:,'1.1i�h rnauy woJ'd�>, for 
I he. voice came lo me ':c1·.v Caitltly · 
lh•·ough the door•. �l.Y r:uriosily and my 
auxiety at length got. the betl�r· of my 
t'eat'S, a.nd I noit�ele�>Siy, :stealthii.r, 
ovened the doot·. 

A luminous ring \nt� wo\·i.11g in weird 
tSpirala high in the air. 'rhe voice bad 
ceased momentarily, but 10oou the lumi­
nou� ring eeased its �;pirating an� 1'8· 

maint!u tltatiolllu·y, and the voice tflJOke 
again, softly, with a peculiar wailing in­
tonation. r wu� puzzled to know what 
W'liS happening. Tbeu the truth flashed 
upon me, and I WaJI ama�ec:L at the utter 
audacity of Popkens. llaviug failed iu 
lriJ> attempL t.o extort. f1·om Rosicka the 
se<:rct� of her Ol'ud !'ather, he bad the 
ctfJ·ontei-y to t'el>Ort OD('(: more to a �Spirit­
ualistic seance in an dfort to bt"('ak dowu 
her r�istauee, before attempting to 
apply torture. 

No other tK>und was hea.rd �cept the 
breathing of the four meu, and . a 
smothered exclamation from time to 
time from one or the otbet• of the two 
"'omen, who had been placed at one end 
of the table, a:s I found out afterward, 
and bound into their chairs. The voice 
droned on, and I soon ·realized that 
Popkens was trying to make . Rosicka 
think that it was her mother's voice com­
manding her to reveal the secret<>. 

'l'he seance, after all that had hap­
pened, could hardly be expected to con­
"ince anyone, especially Rosicka, for she 
knew now that the men were unscrupu­
lous charlatans. The plan was unworthy 
of so clever a ma.n as Popkens, for, now 
that Rosicka had seen that the men from 
Hermannstadt · were in. reality his ac­
complices, and other happ�nings had 
dashed her faith in him, she could hardly 
believe in the reality of any spirit voices 
that he might prOO.uce. But Popkens, 
the charlatan, confident of liis own 
powers to deceive, and knowing full well 
that he could imitate to perfection the 
voices of the girl 's parents, still thought 
he ·could wor� on Rosicka 's credulity 
through a !oieance, despite all that: had 
oocurred to undeceive her. 

I li!!tened for a while to the voice. 'rhe 
language w�:�s, of eoursc, · Magyar, but, 
as the voice spoke very slowly, I 

·
had 

very little difficulty in understanding it. 
Despite t.hc 'voird, sepulchral quu.Iity of 
the tone, which the medium obtained by 
holding t•olled.up paper in his mouth 
while he was !)-peaking, the voice must 
have ·borue a distinct resemblance to the 
Jiving voice of Rosicka'l> mother, for 
presently the gi1�l started weeping, and 
little choking solm joined the sepulchral 
Yoice in a weird duet. 

The ,·oice told Rosickn. lhaL hl·r fathe1· 
was undergoing terrible tonneuts, be­
cuw;e of the sins he had t:ommitted while 
in the bod�·· lu aoy m1sc, it �>aiu, t he 
torment� wouh.l coJttiHUl\ !01· mauy lo11� 
yeurs, for the mau. had �filmed grievomly. 
but, since no one wa�> utterly beyond Te­
demption, Rosicka had the chance to a&­
�>ist her father to a. possible future atone­
ment and end to his sufferings. $he was 
1·o wTite out the terrible confessi•>ns of 
her father, made in his . deliriutn. lind 

sign it in the prel>ence of the men who 
had come from Hermnnnstadt, so that 
they cou ld witneSR the signature. It 
would uot· Le neeessu.t·r to !'cad it to 
them, but. she mu:st �;how the confession 
t.o Pot>kens. 'l'beu siJc :-:hould take tho 
paper. u lon.c. iuto the l>la<•k duugeon, and 
conceal it. !Jehind a certain stoue in the 
wall, which the voice described iu del!Ul. 
'I' his slone was l<YOI:IC. u nd coulJ C!tsily be 
p lied out with a knife. She should l"C­
placc the 1:1tone, and �;ay not.hiug to a.uy­
one about. whatt �;he had doue. Popkeru;, 
said the voice, wa.-; very c\•il, and she wu:s 
l�ath to let him know the confession, but 
there Was l\0 Other Way itt Which the eYil 
Count D- could be. offered the chance to 
expiate his crimes; and furthermore a 
spell had been 'put upon. Popkens thut 
would make him powerless to make 
known to anyone the cont.ents of the 
document. She had been obliged to use. 
Popkens as a medium, beca.use the spirit 
of Count D- could not get into rap· 
port with a medium of more refined psy· 
chic fiber, but the spirit of the Countess 
would lend Rosicka her aid. The docu· 
ment could not be used by Popkens in 
any case, the voice explained, because it 
wonld be hidden in the black dungeon. 
and his mere knowledge of its contents 
could not harm Rosicka or her sister 
unless Popkens could prove his state­
ments. The other four from Hermann­
stadt would witness merely the signa­
ture, and would not read the contents 
of the - document. Theu, perhaps cen­
turies later, someone would discoYer the 
paper, a.ud with this catihly revelation 
of the old Couut 's crimes a chance would 
be given hh1 spirit to make expiation. 

1 was more and more am�ed as the 
seance proceeded. Popkens evidently 
thought he could convince Rosicka that· 
the spirit voice was genuine by branding 
himself us · �vii, fot· Rosicka now lmew 
that he was evil, aud might -take the 
frank admiRsion of this fact as a sign of 
the truth of the sean<'e. Truly, Popkcus 
lutd �ound the girl so easy to dupe in 
earl ier seances that he overestimated hct· 
gullibility. 

1 stole cautiously around the group, a 
�>ha.<low among the shadows of that great 
room. I stopped directly behind thf' 
false medium. As long as the men wen• 
not. actually toJ'l uring the women, I 
t hought it bt>Sf to nllow the seance I •) 
uont.inue>, und I hws H llow time for the 
reiuforcemen,t� to anivr.. But uow tlw 
\·oiee trailed · off indiRtinctl�· and died 

. away in a soft whisper. The luminow; 
ring, which was nothing more nor less 
that a phosphorescent ring painted on 
the wide mouth of. a long speaking 
trumpet, again began . describing . its 
\veird spirals in tbe air over the headf 
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of the sitters. Popktn� lit irre<..l une!U$ily, 
althO'Ogh he was �>"Uppo.vcd to lx: iu tL 
tl·ance. lle wu� mtLuipulatiug the 
speaking trumpet. which is put1. or tho 
!;(�k in trttde of cvel'y medium, when l 
tmddenly seizcsj the hand that held it, 
llnd closed my left hulll.l over hi�> witul­
pipe. 

I knew the signs. 1 knew that the 
seance was about over. A lamp would 
l!e lighted, I would be discovered in the 
room, the two women would be tortured 
(since the seance had failed to convince 
Jhem), and the men would either kidnap 
them or extort the document f-rom them 
before help could arrh·c. Help might 
already be close at hand, or it might not 
come for hours. My own position would 
become precarious in any case, for the 
men would undO'Obted1y murdcl' me out 
of hand. There was nothing for it ex­
cept to prolong the seance. Since_ the 
medium was about to· come out of his 
supposed trance and bring the sitting to 
an end, I resolved to take his place and 
continue the seance. 

:My grip was like steel at his throat. 
He could not cry out, nor could he re­
lease his right hand from the po,verful 
hold I had obtained on it. He clawed 
frantically at the band that was shutting 
off his wind, and a strange bubbling 
gurgle came from his throat This 
alarmed me, but needlessly. 

"He is coming out of his trance, " 
whispered one of the men to Rosicka, for 
so he interpreted the sound that he had 
heard. 

Popken.s slumped into an unconscious 
heap. I stuffed his own handkerchief 
int() his mouth as a gag, and slit his 
blouse with his own knife, silently, to 
obtain strips wherewith 'to bind him. 
This I ·did, silently, while the sitters were 
waiting for him to utter the groan that 
should show the spirit" control had left 
him and he had recovered consciousness. 
I had attended many seances. I knew 
the procedure well. 

I trussed UJY hi.a legs so that he could 
not kick or make any other noise with 
his feet wlien he came to, and took the 
medium 's place at the head of the table. 
Straightway the. luminous circle again 

' began to weave i ts loops and Rpirals over 
the heads of the sitteJ'!{, but it was l who 
manipulated thr. t rumpet, and not Pop­
kens. He lay bchiud me iu a. trance 
that \Yal:l mul'h more real thuu any he 
had ever undergone duriug his seance.'i. 

I had withdrawn from his pocket., 
while sea.J:ching fo1· his kn ifE.', sfweral 
wads of paper. already •·olled, aud [ 
stuck some of thh> in my mouth to give 
rJJy voice a sepulclu-al b'Ound. 1 n my case 
�his procedure wu reallt necessary, for 
'ff I had s}>oken in a uatural voice, the 

A mtll'icuu accent wit� whictL I spoke 
.Magyal' would h11vc bct•·ayeu me. But, 
with paper iu my mouth, and my voh:c 
further tlisguil;e<l. by the speliking 
trumpet, r Uegllll to talk, ver·y �:;lowly, iu 
broken wor�, u.s if I were the spirit of 
old C!ount D-, torit with contrition, 
und beggiug, pleading for a chwe.c to 
C.'( pia to. 

I continued in this vein for twenty 
minutes or more, when I rcalizeu that 
the other conspirators were getting rel)t­
less. I don't think they l:IUSpected I was 
not PopkellS, no matter how poor my 
Magyar accent may ba,·e been, for they 
could hl!rdly dream of anything so 
strange as Houdini, whom they had 1.-een 
drowned in the ?tfaros Uiver, returning 
to overpower the medium and take · hi.a 
place. But they had not expected so 
long a seance, and were impatient to 
have it over with. 

I sensed this impatience, and pre­
pared to meet the inevitable · discovery 
o! my presence. Of the five men, one 
was bound and lying by the river's banlc 
Popkens was trussed up, gagged and un­
conscious on the 1loor behiD;d me. TbreiJ 
were left to oppose me. The seance had 
continued for tho greater · part of an 
hour before I took Popkens's place. Help 
might come at any minute. But I could 
not count upon this; for I did not know 
how far the old servant had to go to 
summon aid. 

The sepulchral voice in which I wgs 
speaking trailed off into silence as Pop­
kens 'a voice had done. Rosicka. had long 
since ceased sobbing, for she no longe1· 
heard her mother's vo-ice. I arose silently 
and stole like u shadow to the two 
women. I cut their bonds with the 
knife I had taken from Popken&, and 
then pondered what e�e I could do to 
protect myself and the two girls. The 
thought came to me that I could over­
come each of my remaining three � 
sailants in the same way I had overco�c 
Popkens, and I proceeded forthwith to 
grapple with one of them. But I missed 
my first hold in the dat:kness and he 
uttered a frightened oath as I grabbed 
him. He half arose and his chair crashed 
to the fl.oor. We fell together, I on top, 
and I quickly had my knee at his throat. 
'J'hen one of the other two mcu lit the 
lamp.• 

I drew the re\·oh·er of the man w1der 
me und sprang to my feet J was not. 
quick enough, for I found myself look­
ing into the muzzle of another revolver.. 

" Drop that weapon I "  my oppouent 
shouted. 

I suddenly dropped to the floor, at the 
same time raiSing my right ·leg in a tre­
mendoUs kick ar t�e man's hand. He 
tired �s I dropped, and the revolver dew 

out. of lail:i hauu. lly b�t.t•e foot had 
hmded, painfully for me, _on the weapon, 
but. the kick lmu dixat·ailed the mao. 1 
at once �over·cd the other· muu, who had 
lighted the lamp, aud asRcd R�ieka to 
take his weapon from him. The Countess 
picked up t.hc othet• t-evolver. 'l'he ·man 
J tr·ied to throtUo at'OSe 11nd l'W!hed at 
me, tmarling like a wild be11st. l WllS 
forced to shoot, 1!1\u 1 sent a bullet into 
hi� knee. lie mmk tO' the floot•, with a 
look of pain, auu reaeheu for his revol­
ver. He was out of his head from rage 
and pain. F'ortunately for me, his 
wetLpon was in my hand instead of hili. 

" You sec, " I cxduimed in Magyar. 
• • resistance is useless. 'l'hc old set'\·a.nt 
went for help a long time ago, while I 
stayed here and heard year leadet• trying 
to delude the ladies into thinking it was 
their mother's voice they were hearing. 
There is your leader on the fioor. " 

I pointed to Popkens. 
• • He is unconscious--no, he is coming 

to. See, he is blinking .his eyes. I have 
been Popkens for twenty minutes, while 
Popkens has been lying there in a trance. 
It is well for you that you did not shoot 
me. It would mean the rope for all of 
you. ' '  

The men glowered at me. The man on 
the fioor sat nursing his knee and cursing 
very loudly. 

"The police have been notified," I 
said, ' ' and soon there will be many 
strong men here to take you into custody. 
Now, if you please, you will let the ladies 
pass out of the room. It is not pleasant 
for them to listen to such cursing as our 
friend in the CO'l'ller is indulging in. ' ' 

I waved my hand toward the man with 
the wounded knee. 

" No, by God ! "  howled the shorter of 
the two men, barring Rosicka 's way to 
the door. • • They will stay here, and we 
v.-ill do the going out ourselves. Stand 
out of the way, while I release Popkens.. " 

Popkens by t-his time _had spit out the 
handkerchief that I had stuffed into his 
mouth, and launched out into a ·stream 
of as disgusting and filthy profanity as 
ever I have heard. I did not understand 
nearJy all of it, but Rosicka. looked sick, 
and the eyes of the Countess opened wide 
in horror. I would not let the men untie 
him, and they would not let the two 
women pass through the door. W c bnu 
r-ea..-hPd an impasse. al:i they would not 
obey my commands, despite the weapon 
in my baud. 

'l'hen wddeuly ouo of the men kicked 
the lamp ove•·. and &H it crashed to the 
floor the room was plunged into dark­
ness. Rosicka uttered a Hhriek as one 
of the scoundrels wrenched the revolver 
!rom �er. Several dashes of tire BP.it 
into the gloom � the man ·shot at me in 
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the darkn�. Bot the sound of many 
feet caused them to burst out into the 
hallway. · 

They were too late, for they ran plump 
into the &'lll.S of a dozen peasants, who 
were armed with heavy clubs, ·pitchforks; 
and axes. The peasants h�d. been sum­
moned by the old serva.nJ, who accom­
panied them back to the castle. They 
quickly disanned ·the man who hud the 
l'evolver, and trussed. up all tht:ce cap­
tives in t.he room where Popkens lay 
straining at his bonds. Three of the 
peasants went out to the rive1· bank and 
brought in the man I had tied up. 

The �>ituation was hopelC$i far tlte men 
from llermannsladt1 but Popkens ha.d 
not yet plttyc<.l tho last <'a:rd in ltis gamt� 
of bruzen e.ll'J·out.ery. Buten ju his efforts 
to obtain the docnmeJtt, he now sought to 
effect his own l'elcaso aud the. relc.-u;c. of 
his companionli from the trap into which 
they had fallen. . 

' ' I  think, CouutcHs, ' '  suid Pop kens, 
who had just been swearing so fright­
·rully before l1er. " I  think you had 
better in�:�truct yOlll' people to unbind 
me and my com•·adc.-. uml Jet us b'O back 
to Hermunnstadt. 'rhe1-o arc certain 
secrets about yonr father that you might 
not care to have mado public, and if 
these people knew them, they would 
probably cha..c;e you out of tho country. " 

Rosicka turned white. I thought then, 
by the str.ango set of her lips, and I still 
think now, that it was righteOus and 
fierce anger ra.th�r than fear ihat made 
her blanch. I iel t keenly for the poor 
girl in that moment, but the Countess 
won my hea.rtieHt admiration. She turned 
her dark eyes on Popkens with all the 
dignity of' a q\teen. 

· 

' 'I  haven't the remotest idea what you 
are talking about," she Said. " These 
people aU knew my father, the Count 
D-, and if I were you I would not 

·!dander tl1e memory of that great and 
good· nobleman. l think, after all that 
.!laa �ppeneJ, you will not find anyone 
who will believe you. " 

This was a maste1· stroke. Popken�:� 
� how precarioWI his· situation 

was, and what actual physical danger he . knew the black dungeont and he planned 
was in. Besides, he had no proofs. to steal the document after Rosieka had 

I saw the Countess in Hermannstadt placed it behind the 8tone, and then he 
later, after the hearing 011 the cases of could blac�ail them out of � they 
the five spirit fakers. From her I learned possessed m return for restonng the 
thn;� .:.:Pop�ens had formerly . b�n an doeume�t to them. Thus he

, 
would re­

agent of the Count, her father, and it . . venge h1mself upon the Count � descend. 
was as such .that she had seen him at ants, a�d become m�ter of the1r �ates. 
Castle D-. Popkens was 80 close to the .Popkens was conv1cted ?f co�1racy, 
C t that h h 1 b . ted 'tb attempted murder, and kidu.apmg, ancl oun e a.c een assoCia w1 . . . . 
1.. : .... • :h· d · k · 

d h d"d 
he aud hlS compamons were gwen long •u.•u m l.s ar · crtmes, an · e . _I not prison terms. Among his disciples in 

dare 1·eveal_ them to �he
. 

author1t1es �e- Hennannstadt was a Russian named cause of hus own cr1mmal connection l leanadorff who left Hermannstadt and with them. made his "�ay back to Rnssia before tltc 
Under dures.c;, however, he told this authorities could apprehend him. 1 

story, which was as near a confession as have reason to believe that lleanadol'ff 
he made : he had acted as agent for the w��� in reality the false monk Dead or, 
Connt in a large number of promotional known as Rlt8puti_n, who became the.J.nost 
schemes backed ·by the Count 's money, sinister · figure in Russian history. · It 

but in whi<'h the Count's name md not will be recalled that lleador, or Ras· 
appear. The Count bad cheated him putin, witnessing· the feats of black 
out of all his share of the earnings,. aud magic perlOJ•med in the c�r's couct:: by 
threatened to e).l>OI>e him ns the acth·e lr,·in$ Bishop, told the Czarina that: he 
age.nt iu a number of mysterious rob- could do much more marvelous things, 
Leries, in which the Count, to protect and. fl·om that time he g1·adually gained 
hiniscll, had manufactured evidence an ascendaney 0'\'el· the Czarina, and 

pointing toward PopkenK· as the perpe� later the Czat•, .that mtl<lo him the real 
trator. . . Pop kens , had known of the ruler of Russiu. Never \\'us any .o.t.her 

ruler so profligate and wicked as Ras­oubl�ette and the blac� dungeon during putin, the evil force behind the throne his association in the dark· deeds. of the of Czar Nicholas II. 
Count, and l1c knew the mysteries of the Countess D- thanked me for all ! had castle as well as the . Count himself. He <].one for her, and told me she had but had returned to Castle D- to demand one regret in the whole 41llatter. 
a final accounting from the Count: by · "What was that Y "  I a�ked. 
threats of exposing his infamies, and "Do you remember," she rep}.ied, 
made his way to the COunt 's room only ' ' that when Pop kens tried to thr�ten 
to fin_d him dying. The two girls were me before my peasants, J. told bim my 
in the . bedroom, and I:'opken.c; listened �ather was· a great and good nobl�ptan 
outsid.e the door to the remorseful man's whom 1 wo�ld not allow him to slander¥ 
delirium. That w� how he knew that It is. the memory of that lie that hurts. 
the two girls were il\ p�ion of the If it were to be dO'lle over aga.in, I dQ not 
Count's secrets. He had become a think I could suy a good word for my 
spiritualist Ch?-rla.tan thereafter, having father, even if life itt;e)f were at stake. 
d�bbled in black magic and. deceptive I ask oniy that he be f�rgotten. Mr. 
tricks, and one day, when the Count'!� Houdini, you and I 11.nd Rosi�ka. and that 
daughter Rosicka attended o:ne of his de\lil PopkeDII arc the only persons in 
seances in Hormannstadt, he conceived the world who really know ·what my 
the bold phm of-getting ,her, by trickery, father w�. You ca.n sympathize wiPl 
to write down t11e confessions made by my feelings. ' '  
the Count in his dying deiirium. He THE END 

Caution of a Brothers Spirit 
TWO wealthy merchants, traveling through the Taurine 

hills into France, upon the way they met with a man of 
more than humu.u t�tature who thus said to them : '.'Salute my 
brother Lewis Sforza, ,lJDd deliver him tbis letter from me. ,. 
'l'hey were amw:ed, an<l asked who he was? ne . told them, 
that ·he was Galea.cius Sforza, and immediately:: va.J$bed o.ut 
·of sight. They made haste to ·Miian, and·delivered the duke's 
letter, wherein was thus written : " Oh Lewis ! take .heed .to 
tbyfK'lf, for the Ycnetia.nl! a.nd }'rench will unite to thy ruin, 
wd dcpriY·o thy posterity of their estate. But if thou wilt 

deliver me three thoulWl.d guilders, I will endeavour that the 
spirits being reconciled, the unhappy fate ma.y be averted ; 
nod this I hope to perform, if thou shalt not refuse what I 
have requested : farewell." The subscription was : " The soul 
of Galeacius thy brother." .This wus.laughe<} at by most as 
a fietioq :.but not long af�r, the duke was dispossessed of his 
government, and .taken. prisoner .by Louis XII, King of 
France. Thns fa1· Ben1ard Arulnils� in th� first sect.ipn of 
1he .history of Milan, who also was an·.eyewitne& of what had 

p&88Cd. 
. 



Further Adventures on the Planet Venus 
Are Graphically Described in the 
Following Chapters of 

DRACONDA 
By JOHN MARTIN LEAHY 

CHAPTER THIRTY-POUR 
. ST. CLOUD AWAKES 

W ENTERED a richly-furniahed 
room and took seat, Henry and T 

beside Draconda on a divan, the prinees.<J 
and :Mynine on another n.nd the old man 
iii a big chair, which, though there were 
�;everal servants in the room (soon dis­
missed by the queen) ,  had been pushed 
forward by Nytes. 

It was a pretty sight to see the prin­
cess perform this little act of kindness 
for the old man. She wa& on the thresh­
old of life, in the first flush of womanly 
.beauty, while he was white-haired and 
wrinkled, had one foot on the brink of 
the· grave, as it were. lie than:J<ed her 
with a smile, then looked at us with' 
wondering eyes. 

The room was rich in furnishings, but 
everything bore the stamp, sUmptuous 
though all things were, of a beautiful 
simplicity-a simplicity akin to the dress 

. of Draconda. '£he room was lighted by 
little hanging l iunps of silver, and the­
plain, somber beauty of · the place 
seemed to soothe the eyes and the mina. 

"Now we are alone, " said Draconda) 
" and can talk. I thought we should 
be favored with the company of the high 
priest, whose name, by the 'vay, is Sal­
lysherib, and that of Ta Antom, which 
me&ru:l The Wolf ; but Ta Antom-there 
is no need to flpeak of Sallysheril)­
wished to be excused. lie is not pleased 
.with what-with the mystery of that 
which bas occurred. It is just as well 
that they did not com&-no, better. I 
am more at case." 

She wa& silent for a moment, as 
though in troubled, painful thought. 

"Oh I "  she cried, with a RUdden move­
ment, a curious look flashing over her 
face. 

Then her low, musical laughter filled 
the room. . 

"How silly I "  she exclaimed. " Par­
don me, my Quainfan, my Farnermain, 
but I was thinking of something that­
How happy it we� if sometime�t we 
r.ould only rai:-;e a bar'rier aga.inst 
1 hought I But enotJgh of thial 

"I was going to tell you- " 
She looked at me, a smile touching the 

comers of her mo�th. 
' ' Not yet, my l<'arnerma.in I ' '  she 

laughed. 
" But I was going to tell you-this 

is my old friend Mayto. He is a philos­
opher-the wisest man in all the land. 
But he does not gh·o his wisdom to the 
world, because of the priests, of whom 
more anon. ' '  

"It seems," I observed, "that they 
wield a power truly dreadful.' '  

' '  Dreadful.T Alas, my Farnermain, 
you have caught a. glimpse of it. But 
hear now the �ry of Ma.yto. 

"l'!any years ago, he was seized and 
condemned to death by burning for the 
blasphemous teaching that Venus is a. 
sphere and goes round the sun. That 
this world is a globe he proved by the 
rising of Alpha Lyrae as one goes north­
ward, the sinking as one goes to the 
south. This phenomenon, too, enabled 
him to deduce a planetary circumfer­
ence-which was remarkably near the 
true one. That Venus g� round the 
sun was not so easily proved, but he did 
it. Alas, though, Truth finds foes where 
she makes none. 

' ' For the people thought him a mad­
man, acclaimed the horrible condemna­
tion of the sacerdotal sup:.:eme council 
as only ignorance can acclaim. Mayto · 

received the homl>le pronouncement 
with composure, ftiuched not at all 

' ' I  had closely · followed the trial-if 
trial it inay be called, for Ma.Y.tO was 
condemned to death or ever be was ap­
prehended, and he knew it-and greatly 
'rished to see ·this philosopher whoso 
love for Truth raised him above the 
qualms of the .flesh and the pain and 
destruction thereof. 

"Therefore, the day before he was to 
be burned-for the matter was moving 
with despatch-he was brought before 
me, who then was very young: it was 
ten y.ears since, terrestrial years, that is. 
Into this very room he was brought and 
stood there where you see .him now. 
There he stood brave and defiant, asking 
no merc1 from any one. He was a giant 

among Yahoos, a Newton among Pithe­
canthropi, and my heart went out to­
ward him.. There he stood naked to tho 
waist, bare of foot, his hands tied be­
hind him and his body, wllSted by dun­
geon tttarva.tion, encircled by lash welts ; 
and upon his head, a crown of great 
thorns had been pressed down tight, the 
blood from the thorn wounds trickling 
down his white hair and wasted cheeks. 

"The sight cut me to the heart, and 
I resolved to save him-if the thing v.·ero 
possible. Of course, it was, or he would 
not be here now. Another time I shall 
tell you the wholo of the story. Let it 
suffice now to say that the expedient I 
seized upon, and which might have eost 
me my o,vn, saved Mayto's life. The 
revocation of the death sentence, bow­
ever, had thls proviso, to which I at first 
feared Mayto was hot going to assent : 
he must maintain an absolute silence as 
to his blasphemous belief that Venus is 
round and goes round the sun, even as 
the moon goes round the earth. A fool 
had but to look to see that the sun 
moves, and, as for the earth and the 
moon, they are lamps, not worlds. Any 
but a fool could see that, too. 

" And thus it was that I, who then 
had seen but three lustrum.s, incurred 
the enmity of Snllysherib, and there has 
been war between us to this day. There 
was a mystery about me that he coulu 
not fathom, and that mystery drew the 
people to me, even though he· tried to 
make it appear that I was_ an emissary 
of Satan. Ever hns he watched for some· 
thing that would enable him to destroy 
me, but that something never came. As 
perhaps you have seen, the war between 
us is not likely soon to end. The end 
will come only when one or the other 
goes down. " 

There was a slight pause. 

"A strange story, is it not f And, if 
nothing else, it· proves that humanity is 
humanity no matter where you find it 
-on earth or Venus, on Mars perhaps, 
or �rlds that encircle about .Aldebaran 
or Vega. " 

She looked at me whimsically. 
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• ' Something seems not clear in your 
mind, �· .It'arnermain." 

"It is tllis, 0 Draconda : couldn't 
you have conquered by revealing- f" 

Query that comprehended was in her 
eyes. 

"The truth f "  
"Just so." 

She smiled biiterly. 
' 1  Have you not learned, my Farner­

main, that, as Innocence herself some­
times has to wear a mask; so Truth must 
at times stay hidden or silent 1 Alas, 
in . the world of consciousness. mau 's 

intellect is · as a bat-a hideous,
· 

poison­
ous thing, hiding ju caves and fearsome 
places, moving only in the twilight zone 
and the kingdom of darkness. ' '  

" Yes/' said Henry Quainfan. ' 'And 
he who earries a torch for others must 
himself walk in shadow." 

D&ACOND.A 

"No;" she laughed ; "you ·tell me. 
I am not C<lgnizant of anything that has 
occurred on Terra since eighteen hun­
dred and eighty-six. But, first, tell me 
of your j�urncy and that marvelous 
thing �n which .you came, 0 Quainfan.. 
It was called . the Hornet, was it not f 
That was a funny name. " 

Henry and I looked at each other. 
Was it any wonder 1 .  What on earth 
were we to make of these things r 

Draeonda wus twenty-five. She bad 
just said so. She had been born on 
Venus, and yet her knowledge of things 
terrestr.iul did not go beyond the year 
eighteen hundred and eighty-six I Non­
sense-gibberish-hocus-pocus ! 

DrJleonda broke the silence wit� a 
little silvery laugh, which rippled mer­
rily round the room, and again �ed 
Henry to tell her of our journey and the 
thing in which we had come. So he pro­

' ' By the way, " I Mkcd; "does Mayto ceeded to give her a suceinct account o£ 
know how you leamed English t "  the discovery, the Hornet and . those un-

Dra.conda laughed. earthly days in space. She broke in with 
"No, my FarnerJ!lain ; he docsn 't even many exclamations and questions, and, 

know what English is. ' '  when he ha:d finished, told him he was 
"He is a great man," He1.:ry said. the greatest man that had ever lived, 

" 'l'ell him, 0 Draconda, that I am bon- whereupon he fluShed like an abashed 
ored to meet one so learned and brave. ' '  country swain. 

The qu�n t ra.nsln.ted, when· the old '.'Now tell me of the terrestrial hap-
man arose and bowed to us, Henry and penings," she said. "Of course, I mean 
I Stood and bowed with deep respect in the ones that have occurred since the 
turn. year eighteen hundred and eighty-six; 

" And now tell me things ! "  said Dra- the others I know full well-some of 

conda� " Tell me about yom• Q.i.scovery them too well, perhaps: " 

and the journey, 0 Quuinfan-no, first So llent'Y went on to tell this mys­

thc yeaa·. Judging from your dress and terioua woman whnt had happened ·on 

weapons, I should �;ay that it h; not, the earth
· 

since eighteen hundred and 
W:tcr a.ll, far from the year nineteen. eight.y-six. 
hundred. ' '  I tried to tJ�ink, but t:hiulc I could 

" How in tllc wodd . ' '  �;aid l ,  amazed, uoL �'ly t hought� Wf'l'c all jumbled up. 

"ilid you lose ull count of the time�" r �ound my�lf: iJ_nagining the a.bsunl�t 

�'I diun't," she told me. "And for things. .l �at bewildered, d�mbfounded, 

u good L'eat�on : 1 IH.!Yel' had it to looc 1" · thunde!-:struck . . 1 often think �f t.hose 

1 d ' ·f d :. 
first mmut� wtth Draconda. gver had 

was U lllu OUU Cu. • . l t o  �ure myself 1u vu.nous way� thai. " 1\tystc�· follows 
H<'n�· Quaiufau. 

mj'8Wry,''' tlaid L was uot dreaming it aU. 'rhe t�tn!Jlge­

l>raconda. laughed a. little. 
" Bu 1. whu t is the yt!ai· 1 '  · �he asked. 
Hem·�· Lold her. 
· ' .And the month 1 ' '  

ness of it, the unreality of that which 
WU$ r<ml--1;0 wonder I Ulll makjng a 
fool of my!!elf-madc my poor brain 
rairly t:lpin. 

Ju�>t think of it \Vu..'l i L  uuy woudet· 
The month \vas giveu 

of the mouth also. 
und t.he day that my brain wcuL round and round 

" I could . tell from ·''oUJ' dt-e� und 
�·our w('apom; LhaL oot. mauy )'t>ar!i lutJ 
clap!!ed since-that. the· time was ncar 
Lbe �·ea•· u.iueteen htm<.lred, ;' :she :;aid ; 
' ' but., before you ca�e, I did not know 
wllether it was tbc twentieth centllJ"Y, 
the fort.ieth-or the eightieth 1 · aud 
now te.ll me thing�:�. ' '  

" I  think i t  i s  you who l:iliould teU: us 
thlngti, 0 Druconda," l l:laid. " We are · 

iu u�ter darkness. " 

a.ud round 7 Bear with me a. moment. 
l{ea·o wo had journeyed a.U the way .from 
l lu� t>arth. and on this planet ealleJ 
V'l!llw;, \\'h06e orbit j�; twcuLy-tive mil­
lion::� of mile::!·wnward of Tert-a., WE! baJ 
met a womun who l:ipOko Engli�;h : We 
wcr� aitt.ing bcHidc her now . .  And she 
bad said the possibility of coming from 
'rea-rU. to · Venus ·"neYer bad entered her 
head ; ergo, �e � lied. 'l'bat was U:l­
e<mtestable, or ellse·nothing ever was in-
COOl testable. 

· 

But whyf Yes, whyf Howe:v.er; 
there was no light forthcoming in· that 
direction. All that was palpable was 
that this myster1ous and wondrous be­
ing had said the thing which was not. 

Also, what'had happened on the eaJ'th 
since eighteen hundred and eighty-s� 
was a blank ta her ; in other words1 she 
was not cognizant of anything that bau 
occurred on Terra for near thirty years. 
And she was only twenty-five !  How in 
the world had she crossed those years 
between! 

· 

Furthermore, she had been born here 
on Venus, never had left Venus, and no 
Terrestrial ever had landed on Venus 
before us. 

What did she think we were f 
.Also and furthermore, before our 

·
at·­

rival, she had not known whether the 
time that separated the now from that 
yea.r eighteen hundred and eighty ·mx 
was fifty years, a hundred, a thousand 
or a million years in extent : 

Y e gods I What was I to make of 
these things 7 

" So l "  exclaimed Draconda when 
Henry had finished. ' ' So men sec 
through solid steel and granite now, talk 
without wires, soar with the eagle and 
the condor, sport with the dolphins and 
dive to the haunts of the mermaid I And 
you, my Qua.infan-yon have unlocked 
the terrible myst.ei-y of the atom, seen 
the beat, as it were, of Nature's heart ! "  

" No, no," h e  said : " .unlocked but one 
of its mysteries. And her heart, I fear, 
is not there. ' '  

" Ah, well, " aaid Dt·aconua, · ··you 
h.a.\'0 blazoned :rour name big on . -the 
marble cliffs of time. my Quainfan. high 
aboYc the names of Newtou and Coh.im­
bus. 

"And thus science udvaucet:�, and thc­
ologJ.: advances \v-ith her. And .r�L 
�:�dentist. and thwlogiau- thc•·e they sli 
glaring u.way at each other. Well, tiO it 
ha� ab\�a�·s beeu, unJ �o, I haYe uo doubl,  
il. will al\\:u�·s be. 

" lJnfot1uuate it is that. Bcienc.c uud. 
Rcligiou urc so uutagonistic to· euch 
other, for xaeith<'J' i� \dlOll.r right . and 
where one bas weakneHs tho othet· has 
�:�treugth. One could not IJe without tne 
other. i!;a(lh owe� to the other a debt, 
und eaeh will not consider that dt>l>t-
at�knowledge ii. eYt>ll. , " S('it>u<:e �'l icouol'lu�;l ic.: uud Religiou 
shows a. \\'cakue..� fot• whicl1 it is difficuit 
to accou11t, in Yiew of her !Strength of 
agel>, in believing thHt, because Science 
has, for instance, forced man to lh-e on 
a ball instead ·Of .a pancake, her antag­
onist wilf one day . destroy the ana.go· 
getical -\•erity. That will never be de· 
stroyed b)� ·Science. Her domain does 



not include the spiritual, and, when sbe 
ponders on spiritual things and attempts 
to put them into a test-t11be, then she is 
�g but scientific. 

"Just what I'v" said a thousand 
times," I remarked, for Draconda had 
paused. 

"And, in like mutmer, " she went. on, 
" Religion is anything but rdigious 
when she ponderli 011 earthl�·, mat.eriul. 
things, aHemptH to make of them �� 
balloon in whi�h vue must ride to readt 
heaven, or, ii blasphemous enough to 
doubt its Dh;uc llUlllttfacturl', go down 
to damtiation etc mal.'' 

She glaneed at Bent-y Quaiurau. 
"Just what l ',·c :mid u thou1:1a11d 

times,'' he told her. 
J?raconda laughed a littlo. 

"I thought it, ' '  11he ll&id. " However, 
Religion, if nmestraiued by Science, 
who ever forcea her to let the material 
alone, would till tl1e beautiful Universe 
with devils, gh�1s and the tlhrieks or 
damned souls, \vould plw1ge the minds 
of men and womcu into darkness al\d 
the fear that surge:; in darknel:IS ; wbilt.>, 
on the other. hun·d, Science, if uru-e­
t�trained by .Religion, who e,·c1· force.'i 
·her to let the st.rit·it·tud alone, would !'end 
the glorious Cosmos crwnbling to a heap 
of dead atoms. 

"But my, how I have been t.a.Lkiug l 
Now I listen. 'fell me about literature 
-oh, did you bri ug any· books ! " 

'�we bad five or six dozen," Henry 
said ; " but, when the Hor-net-" 

"Oh, you lost them all ! "  
''No ; we have three.'' 
"Goody, goody I "  exclaimed Dra­

conda, clapping her nands in girlish 
fatihion. " Let me see them I Quick I 
What are they f Hurry, burry I "  

4 'That we have two of them h ;  itue to 
the merest chance: his Bible Rider has 
with· him always, but Goodness only 
knows how I happened to have, in one 
of my pockets, The Deerslayer-" 

"Dear old Leather-Stocking !" ex-
claimed Draconda. "And the othert "  

" A  little volume of P�." 
"Not Gordo?� Pym, I hope. ' ' 
"No: The Murders i-n the Rue 

. Vorgue, 'r'h6 Gold Bug, Ligcia, The Fall 
of the House of Usher and a few others. 
The best C1f Poe, you see." 

"Yes; but I could easily wish it hac1 
�� something else. Life isn't tombs 
and grave-worms-nor is that death, 
either. 

" 1 'Tis not the whole of Life to li11e. 
Nor' aU of de<ltk to die.' 
"Probably, though, my Quainfan, you 

think�r have thought-otherwise.'• 
' "How on earth, 0 Draoonda, did you 

know thatt" 

DRACOND.A 

"I didn't know it," the queen smiled ; 
"I but thought it." 

For � time she sat silent, turning the 
pages. 

" What a contrast ! "  she said. "\Vhere 
an antithesis more striking : Cooper and 
Poe ! One like the sunlight streaming 
on forest and ocean ; the .other like the 
moon-gleams gloa�g o'er tombs :  one 
clear-eyed, with the brown of the sun ou 
h.i,ij �heek.; the ather a co�anion to 
dt·ago� and owls." 

" Pretty hard on Poe, " I thought, but 
ull 1 said was : 

" You love Cooper!" 
1 ' .Adore him I'' said Draconda. 
She took up the Bible from her lap. 
' 1  .Ah, ' '  she said, suddeuly pausing in 

the turning of the leaves. " Listen : 
1 '  ' Where wast thou when I laid t.he 

foundations of the earth 7 declare. if 
thou hast undel'!'ltanding. ' " 

Neither Henry nor I made response. 
' 1  Silent I ' '  Draconda obsen:ed,' with a 

whimsical smile. 
. .  Your answer, 0 Queen," Henry 

:said. 
" No---eveu I can n9t say, " returned 

Draconda. "But this I do kn<7W, my 
Quainfa.n : we were! Yes, and even 
eternities before our sun his terrible 
march began!"• 

Henry Qua.infau said : 
" In a. certain sense, 0 Draconda, that · 

is undoubtedly sober truth : what I mean 
is, not that I believe in the immortality 
of the individual soul (though it may be 
immortal) but in that of-what shan I 
say f-in the immortality of the Spirit of 
Life. As Lord Kelvin puts it : 

" ' I  am r�dy to adopt, as an article 
of scientific faith, true· through all space 
and through all time, that life proceeds 
from life, and from nothing but life.' ' ' 

"My Quain fan, my Quainfan !" said 
Draeonda. "I don 't mean that. " 

" I  know it, " he told her. 
" You have left the highway, " said 

she, " taken a footpath leading into 
shadows. '' 

"Just so, Draconda: the shadows 
east by the mountains called the Mystery 
of Life." 

" Butr-" began the queen . 
Came a sharp word CJr two from just 

without one of the doorways, a woman's 
voice in answer, then the clang of 
w�pons on the marble floor. 

•wMnc6 1uwe we conw, IUill wTlitker- fk) we go1 • • •  Since the traditional Ume of • ..td4t� 
'1M sun 1•<Ut W hw planet• thf'tlugh the tD<Uttu 
of epaoe not lu• t114n 225,000,000,000 milu, or 
more than 2400 fimq tAe c&tanoe that ��­
Gtu hiM from tM 6tl1l'4 • • •  �6 'W<UI Ot.lf' 
little ,Z.,Mt tchen it �g6tl out of the cloud&. 
of c�1 WMI"e � tlwl ._. tD� At. "ll'tmder 
mGrch" kgan1-0orrel P. BtJt'tMa: Ct&rioritia 
of 1M fig. 
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A moment, and the lady had entered. 
She made obeisance to her queen and 
ldood with bowed head till Draconda 
bade her speak. 

The sick mau from the stal'S was 
awak&-with which intelligence Dra­
conda acquainted us forth·with. 

OHAPTl.'R THIR7'Y-Fll'E 

THE MEETING 
" HE is lying quiet," said Dracouda, 

' ' though plainly surprised. Shall 
we go to him now f I would that I mighl 
bid him welcome, but that would not be 
expedient, what with the surprille it 
might give him to hear a. Venmlian spe.ak 
English.'' 

So we all arose and directed our �taps 
toward the room in which we had left 
St. Cloud. 

It was not until afterwards, by thv. 
wny, that I thought of this curious fact. 
to be writ on my brain in letters of 
fire :  

Draconda. had not n.��ked, uor had we 
· meutioned, our companion's name. 

However, we found St. Cloud appa.r· 
ently uslcep agaiu, his face partly cov­
erd and in skadow. 

I have often WO'lldered what tho 
anagnorisis would have been had hill 
features been in tbe full light and whoUy 
uncovered. Then the queen would have 
discovered the terrible truth from a dis­
tance, and, if he had not awakened from 
the light sleep or stupor in which he lay, 
she might have stolen out quietly f?h as 
not to disturb him, lmowing-as surely 
she would have known-that the sight of 
her, what with his weakened mind and 
body, would inevitably prove fatal 

Of course, she might not haYe done 
this ; she might have screamed just the 
same, and the same horrible thing might 
have happened. What i11 the use of 
wonderingf We call only hope that it 
will never be seen again. Nor, indeed, 
do I think that, throughout all the ages 
of eviternity itself, any mortal eye will 
behold what we saw in that room. 

All was still when we entered. Could 
be heard only the soft rustling of the 
women 's dresses and the faint sound of 
our feet as they sank into the deep nap. 
Once there came from without a distant 
and w8.iling cry, which I thought came 
from some aquatic bird on the lake. My­
nine, the princess and the old philos­
opher Cl\me ta a stop about three yards 
from the litter, the old man leaning on 
his cane; Draconda, Henry and m� 
advanced to Morgan•s side. He had not 
stirred. 

"It seems he had gone to sleep 
again," Draconda said in a w�. 



I nodded. 
" Yes, it seems so, ·•  Henry whispered 

back. 
Then ·Draconda look a �:�lep forw1u'll 

and, lealling over, look�d at. blorgan ':s 
face. 

I Wlil:i wu.t.ching d�al.r. 
Suddenly I heard a shat'J!, paiHtul in­

take of breath ; OYCl' her -fcalur·� �hot 
tho :straugc�t look-let'l'ible, gha�>tly. 
�he stood there, leaning u\·et· and �;tur­
ing for a few �ccon.Jif. then of ·a Nuddt!ll 
Hung her body up uutl back a1:1 though 
tll·n�ck ut by a ::;crpeul .  het• f<ll'C white ru; 
tlc�tth. e\·eu tho lips it �emetl, llDU tlleu 
th<'re bun;t from het· llu·out. a screum 
that drOYe into lll,Y bruin like U Ullggel'. 

" Jlcl" �:�he exclaimt:J, her \'oice tL 
huat� whi!lper. 

I :sl�ppr.d towru·u her, for 1 fearcJ sh" 
\\ iJs going to fall. 

" What is it1" J illlk<!d. " Wha.�t" 
" Why didn't. 1 a:sk-oh, w�y didn't 

I ask his name Y ' '  
Then a little fiet·ccly : 
" Why tlidn't you- 7 "  
Here ISPCC(•h wa�:� fl'Ozen on ltel' lips; 

her eyoo, which hud uen!l' left Morgan 'H 
face for an in�:�tant, bec8me wide anti 
agleam with hot'l'Ol'. 

Thc1·e wllS ll souuu from the littet·. 
I tumed my look t.o !;t. Ctoud, !Jut, 

before it had reached him, there bm'lit 
from his lips the mOl>t frightful, terror­
.filled scream I have ever heard iu all my 
life. 

He bad raised himself up QU one elbo\v 
and wus staring at Dracouda \\ith eyes 
that seemed ubout to start from his head. 
Never have I seen on another face that 
un:ntterable terror whic$ was stamped 
ou his still and livid features. The face 
seemed to be crushed in, the eyes bulged 
out, by & terror and horror that were 
ont of the eartll. 

Hi�> lips moved ; no sound, though, 
issued from them. Again they moved ; 
but still no soWld. At the third attempt, 
he succeeded, anu the words bU1'8t from 
his lips like n thunderclap : 

"Blanche! BW.nchel" 
I started at that name, a.ud a shiver 

ran through me. 
Dra.cond& prew herself up. This 

simple movement had an effect as swift 
as awful : St. Cloud's terror became a 
thing for which there is no utterance. 

" Speak ! "  he shrieked. "Speak ! "  
Draconda said never & word. 
She just stood there loolring at him. 
" Speak I "  he shrieked agaiti. "In 

God's name, Blanch&-are you in the 
flesh 7" 

Then from Draconda 's lips came these 
wol'lls, her voice hard and coid : 

"Of course I "  · 

Morgan shrieked hor1·i bly. 

· • \V'hy--<>h ! ' '  he �Jci'P.aml•d. · · I Slt W  
,voU-\\ith Illy own c�·c� I �� w .r•Ju--vlt. 
--oh l ' '  

His boU,\' jo1·kl'J i 1 1 1  '' u si l liug ���lSi 
liou, t.lte c,\·es tloHbin�r l'httl : tlt�11. ttl 1�1·· 
ing OllC !ihOI'f. fl'i!{hi.(ul �<l't'U III. 1\ ltieh 
mwst" hun� n:ached ! •.1 ''''4'1'Y •••Jt'lllW in 
l hc great pu.lal't.'� he fell b�c· l< anu \\'(1:-; 
:stilL 

Fol' a li f l. I<! t;pl:lce. uv t•ll� moYeJ ; t.heu 
lleul'y wPnl. ami lt'uuecl c)\'f'l' 'Mo1·gau. 

" Deali.' · ht' :said, �;l.t-uighteuiug up. 
He t-ltoud looking HL Dracoudu. 
Sit(� �id 11othi11g. 
Silence fell--hca,-y, li\\'ful. 

:-;o I his n•�·ste1·ious Draeonda, whom 
lon1d, was Bl�tnl.'hC, the woman whom �t­
Cioud had iu !lome wa.r Wt"Onged 011 fcu·­
off 'T'errn. who had Htalked through hjll 
Jt"<'ams, wh01;o gh� hacl t�omo und tor­
t.urC\1 ltim in tho mountuiu tolllb--lJUI 
who wus Blanclu_; 1 

Fleury had known �t tJloud ftar• 
ltearly te.u :rc�m-;, anu he knew uothi.ng 
about Bluouho. Ho had neYet· heard of 
l1er on lltc ea.1·th, had lli'Vt>t' h�rd h�t· 
name <'re Morgan in �>lumber spoke it iu 
that mined city in which dwell the 
Ohams. 

Of ('.0\ll':-lC, he WQS DOt com·ersaut with 
St. Cloud's affairn; but, hud this dis­
Mtrous one with. Dracondn ( what�\·cr it 
was) oecurrcd dut·ing that de<'atle, lw 
wotlld, in all likelihood; haYe kno'm of 
it. Henry bad told me he wa::; almost 
sui·e that Blanche hAd come into 'Mor­
gan's life priOT to their meeting. This, 
it is obvious, would make Blanche-or, 
rather, Draconda-'at the most fifteen 
years of age 'when that unknown 
tragedy, a. love trage•dy perhaps. had 
occurred ; wherefore, it seemed to n:i.e, 
there was something wrong here. 

Not that I did much thinking. In­
deed, I did not try. These things just 
came darting thl"ough my mind, t.hat \vns 
alL What was the use of thinking? 
Mystery had succeeded mvsterv · and 
what was the use of thinking at cli 1 

'Ve should nave to· wait, wait till 
Draconda was minded to e.>..-plain. 

But wl10 in. the world was this mys­
terious woman, the mere sight of whom 
had killed in a manner so terrible our 
dark, handl;ome, mysterious 1\[organ St. 
Cloud ? Who was she Y How had sho 
come from the earth to the Planet of 
TJove Y And why-oh, why-had she 
liedf 

How long the silence lasted, I do not 
know. At last, however, Draconda. 
spoke : 

" It was unfortunate ; it ?.'as awful I 
would to Heaven I had asked· your com-

paniou 's name:-. Had I lmo1�11 ·he was 
i\lvq�au �1. ( !lvuJ. this awful thing 
II Oltld 11•-•l ""' I'C happ!!I!Ctl. J lt! ha� 
•·!w ugttd tnlw!a, ..' 1'1 I ku�::w him the iu­
�;laut I lutJL\P.U l'luiiel.'·. I :<hu ! J ·�xplaiu 
l u l t·r-· nvt 11\J'.I . 1 n11t:-;t IJ..: alouc, He 
i�; dt!a d - - :-;lu!u l.as hi� o11 11  ft.•ll.' . his uw11 
:)Ul. 

�lw L'cll l:iihmt. aud -;�t·mcd tv t'Untlet• 
clct.·l·l�·. nttt'l' glancing ' l lli�·ld.'· ut. I he faca 
,,[ the J�ud muu. 

'I'IH\ sil�nc•· wus IJrokcu '-'·'· l:ieur,\' 
<.luainfau, who u<.ldl'c�:;:.;ed hi1us<!lf to the 

•. ,ueeH. 
' · \\' h,1· wili .'·ou uvl l'' P I <i,iu. 0 l)ru­

c:vut.llt � \\'hat. iu the name of Heaveu, 
doeN tIt i�; meu 11 ? Ho,,· t.liJ ,1·ou l'OI!It' 
lwre: Y uu knew this JUUJt on lha 
curtb ? "  , 

" Y  e�;; 1 clitl, · '  �>he auswet·crJ. 
'' Wh,\·, UracouJn, ' ' he said a little 

wildly, "do �·ou �-tpill these "'ebs of gib­
bel-ish � You lta,·e gh·e11 us uou�>ense, 
uttc•l' nom;e11sc. This meeting has 
J >l'OYed iL \Vh,y, 0 Utar.:onda, do you 
:.pin these web"i of wutds lllvre tiimsy 
tbnu the :-;pidcr's wei.J � · ·· 

" 'l'hosc a1·e . bolu wonts. · '  she ·said 
softly, looking straight into his eye�>. 
• •  No Venusian would dat-e �peak like 
that to me. " 

Ue made a. suddou wild gesture, then 
said humbly : 

' ' I  �cg your forgiveness, 0 Dracomlu. 
.But surely you· knew what was in my 
mind. Thi� meeting tluew me into a 
ftightful tumult-which pcrhap� you 
understand, . 0 Draconda. But J �tm 
sorry ; I beg your forgi\"encss. " . 

Dra.conda forgave him with a look. 
As her eyes looked into his, I BSW in 
them a mysteriou!l softness that brought 
my heart into my throat. 

' ' Do not mention it any more, ' '  she 
said. ' ' And, indeed, I can not blame 
you for uoubting m�· word. But, here 
in the presence of this <lead man, I can 
not explain. '' · 

She now tumed and addressed a few 
words to the princess and old Mayto. 
I saw Henry's loQk wandet• from hel' to 
the face of St. Cloud, then ba.<:k to the 
queen. 

" I  am sorry, " she said, turning to us, 
' ' but I must go now. I want to be alone. 
Here you will be safe from intrusion or 
snares-may entertain eYCl'Y feeling of 
security. And now I must �bus unseem-. 
ly bio you good-night." 

" Good-night," we murmured as this 
mysterious and, in a way, awful woman, 
with a swift glance at the face of the 
dead man, turned to go. 

She and the bewildered Nytes, fol­
lowed by the equally-bewildered phil-



oaopher, walked slowly t.o the curtained 
doOn\·ay, where the <tueen !ftopped 
(whereupon the princ.esa 1:1nd old M:ayto 
also came t.o a. halt) and Hlood looking 
back at us. 

"And yet, '' �:�aid Dt·ac�nda iu a low 
\'oice, looking at HIO!my Quainfau, "it 
hurts me sorely to know that yut' think 
my words false. ' '  

She paused, stiU looking at my com­
panion. The curt.airu; were held asido 
by two servants. 

" Good-night," t:ilie coucludt!u. 
Then they weut tilowly through th� 

doornay and wei-e bid. from view as the 
curtains fell back into t.hcir place�:; be­
hind them. 

CHAP'l'ER THLR'1'1'-t;JX. 
ACCURSED 

FOR a. while, I gazed at the curt.aius, 
then turned my look to Hem·y, to sec 

him staring at the fltce of the dead mau. 
A few moments, and out� eyeg m�l, 

questioning. He shook bi� beud, mutter­
ing something that 1 could not catch. 

Then suddenly he tun1ed and signed 
to the Venusians to leave the room, 
which they did immediately, leaving us 
with Mynine and the thittg that so short 

· a time before had been Morgan St. 
Cloud. 

Shortly afterwards, he e.xplained to 
the girl, who bad been watching ltim 
was n look t�tcady and tt·oubled, tltat we 
wished ta be alone now. She hesitated a 
moment, looking ut him in a strange, 
questioning manner, with eyes in. which, 
it seemed to me, there were adumbra­
tions of a terrible fear (I  lwew. what she· 
ieared ; it wal:l that the queen might take 
her lover from her) , and then she turned 
and slowly left the room, hesitating a.t 
the doorway and glancing at.Henry with 
unchanged eyes. But he did not see, for 

. he was again staring at the face of St. 
Cloud. 

There was silence for a time, broken 
ol.lly by the beating of my heart. 

Henry was the first to speak, his voice 
husky, curiously unnatural : 

"In Heaven 's name, Rider, what does 
this mea.n Y Good God I what-!" 

He left the sentence unfinished. 
"We'll know-when Draoonda is 

minded to explain. ' '  
H e  went to the litter and stood look­

ing down on St. Cloud's face, a strange, 
hard expression on ru!l own. At last he 
�vered up those pallid, horror-stamped 
features, then, with a wild, a.nd, I think, 
unconscious, gesture, began walking 
�ack and forth with nervous steps, at 
length coming to a stop beside me. 
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" Rider- " he began. 

liis eye!� fi.."<.ed themselves on vacancy. 
' •  Yes T '  ' 1 suggested. 
There was no response. 
It wa.�� patent that his mind '�as in a 

terrible turmoil. · And why t BeeaUHo 
the sight of Draeonlla. had killed .MOTgan 
St. Cloud Y I did not think l:lO; uo, I 
was tr.u-e thet·e was something else. 

I remembered cct·t.aiu wor& he had 
lfpoken to the queen, that p<.-culiar soft­
ness 1 had t�ecn in J1er ey�, the way iu 
which she had addrel;SeU him when :We 
w� lcaYing, �nd othet• thin�. �he had 
�:�poken, it seemed to me, as though there 
was some tacit unde1-standing between 
t.ht!m. And all this, of coun;e, poiuteJ 
lo but oue thing : That thig n�teriolm 
queeu w� the woman · of hio drea.nur­
though I could not, for the life of me, 
Hee how her picture could have been 
!!tamped on bi1:1 brain, · 

Y ct, even l:!o, 1 feured that it W&$ true 
-and 1 Joved her. Strange-t.et·ribly, 
Hweetly strange. But I loved her, and I 
uo now. 

.And, o( coun�e, all this threw my owu 
mind iut.o a frightful turmoil Jealousy 

· went coursing througlt my veins like a. 
molten flood. If Draconda was hill 
" dream woinan, " there could be no hope 
for me ; if she was, my life was blasted 
even now, for I knew that only Death 
could end that sweet; agonizing pain at. 
my heart-and I knew uot wltat Dra­
eondu· was not• what !>he had been. 

Love had. come in its mysterious way, 
as swift o.nd blinding as the lightning­
in n manner I never had belie,·ed thut 
love could come. 

And, anyway, what hope could I have 
of winning· this · queen Y Why, the 
thought itself was a madness. 

I lons-cd to know if Draconda was in­
deed his dream woman-and yet dreaded 
the knowing . 

It was Henry .who broke the silenco. 

' 'Rider ! ' '  

" Yes ! "  

" Maybe· you '11 think-it's · n queer 
thing ; bnt it's a fact." . 

".A fact-:-what Y "  I asked, with a sink 
ing of the h�rt. 

"It · iS she, Rider: Draconda is my 
picture woman, the woman . of my 
dreams. ' '  

"Oh ! "  said I. " How wonderful ! "  
"Wonderful beyond words, Rider." 

· I said it was, or something to that 
effect. 

And there waa a silence. 
So there it was ! I had expected tha� 

had steeled myself to keep b�k any sign 
of the efl:ect.-it would have upon me. And 
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1 succeeded. At least, 1 am prett.y sure 
that I <lid. I do not think Henry evor 
learned by word or tlign t hat 1 loYed his 
Draconda. And yet how c�tn we be b'Urs 
of these things ? 

Perhaps, though, Uraconda herself 
kucw. 

\V ell, i L l.ta.J eo me, the ex}Jected had 
eomc, and my life wa:; blu�ted, I was 
accu1-sed. A� he �>poke t.ho�>e words, 
l>Omething c1Uuc crat!hing down upon me, 
!iomething t.hut. <'l'U!:Ihell with tho weight 
of mountai..ll.S, whooe awful weight is 
�l'ushlug me �:�till. 

Often have 1 pondered ou the exceed· 
lng Htran{;.�Uc� of it all. A �:�hort tims 
bdore-'such a short tirne-1 had ne,·er 
set e,·e:; on th.is myste1·ious qu<>eu, and 
now • l loved her, knew my li (c · wu�> 
blru.t.ed becau�e she ww; Henry Qua.in· 
fan's ' ' dream woman"-the woman 
whose pictu�e Wid been stampcu ou his 
mind, :;tamped in· a manner· whith. I 
thought, would be forc,-e,· bc�·oud the 
w1derstanding of the finite mind. 

And to sec her become his wife-well, 
1 would be a man, though my heart 
would be broken;  already it was IJroken. 
Y eJi, I wonld be a. m1:1n. Though jealousy 
went through my veins like a flaming 
flood, filled my brain with spluttering 
nud hiHSing lights, though I hated 

· Henry, yes, actually hated him (and yet 
loved him, too) , even so, I would be a 
man, would conquer all the wea.lale&SeS 
of the flesh-imprisoned ·�>pirit. Yes, I 
would hide all that was in my soul, that 
might be in the day�:� to come, aud I 
would fight side by side with him md 
her until they were happy or d.isa.:;ter 
overwhelmed \U> all ; and. if the first 
came to pass, then I would go away. 
Yes, I decided upon this as I stood th�re. 
I would go away, so that I could not see 
Draconda. any more-for that 'vould be 
n torture unbearable. 

It was I who broke the silence : 
" It is wondrous, Henry, as wondrous 

as mysterious. And think of it-the 
c:hanee of chances that brought you to 
her ! "  

And I reached out my hand and 
wrung hi�yes, congratulated him there 
in th.e presence of the dead man. 

CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN 

DEATH .AGAIN 

"BUT-" said Henry Quainfan. 
"Well ? "  

" You think that Draconda-weU, has 
a mind photograph of me' "  

"It's possible. " 
"Of course, it is possible, Rider. But 

-has she!" 
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" You.. must ask the lady herself that 
question. " 
. '' Ft'om certain little things, though, 
Rider.:_" 

He looked at me quizzically. 
" Yes-! think so, too, "  I said. 
".You do¥" he asked quickly. 
I nodded 
' ' You notiood ¥' '  
"Y cs, I noticed. " 
" I  ne,·er believed it possible, Rider. 

Aud life has (:hanged, cbaJtge<l won­
drou�>ly, iu un undreamed-of nuumct·, 
since we entered t�ut hall-t hough what. 
the end may be, who cau guess that.1 
]}velji.hing is different uow. 1 8CC

. 
wh" 

thin� alway11 hurt� why 1 didn 't. kllo�v 
what. to do-ox�pt loso myself iu work. 
Somet hing hurt� �d in w�, and work 
only, 1 forgot. It wa1.1 because I htldn 't 
foun·d Draconda.l" 

"Little wondel' you hudu 't found 
her! "  

• ' .But, Uider-thi11 meeting l ' '  
Hi�:� jaws snapped 11hut., his e.n�:� Wt•JJt. 

to the littcJ•, and hi�:� band�:�ome faco gn�w 
dark and Hned. 

· "In Heaven 's name-, " he ul'oko out. 
." what was he to l>t'Uconda 1 �he i� a 
my�:�teriow� woman, uud t his lll\!ct.ing·­
it belspca.k� som<'-l. hing awful. I J•ad ju�1. 
�;eeu immortality f<H' thn firsL I iru&---1 
�w it iu ltet• c)"l'.l:i--tmtl then ·�arne this 
dreadful th ing to fill my mind with 
black, writhiug thought� Why didn 't 
Draconda. explain t And how ou cn.rth, 
Rider, is she going to straighten the 
thing out 1 Bom ou Venu:v-and then 
she had knowu Morgan oJi ·the earth ! "  

A t �l'l'iblo look c-ame jn to the : grciy 
eye�, which turned ugain to that covered 
uud IHelt>SS fot·m iu 1:he litter. 

" 1 1. must I ta \'C l>ceu somethiug LeJ.·�:.i. 
ble, Hidet·. ' '  

" 13ut..:_bc ljNJ ! lin !laid so himself. 
Good Lot·d, uou 't you reu��mbet· whut 'he 
said in the tomb, to Draconda ·� ghoolr­
or, . mtber, to t-he ghost of Blauc.hc !''  

" I  remember, " said lienry. "Of 
course ! "  · · 

" Well, don't be a fool ! "  I told h.im. 
"Don't iet-remember CambyseS and 
Nitetjs, Henry. More tra.gedies 1lllYe been 
caub-ed by black thoughts, fears and 
blunders, than by all the he and sho 
devils that ever have lived.' '  

· 

"I remember. And that will not bring 
about any tragedy here-though tragedy 
there may be. And ?lfynine, Rider I How 
can .I explain Y The girl will never � 
lieve." 

"Oh, well," I .said, "there's not need 
of.a. lighted lantern until it's dark." "�es. b��· you- �··t light the ·la_ntern . 
until you have it. However, let's go into 
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this othel" room ; it will be more cheerful lieved her picture was that of n .  real 
in there, aud Morgan can sleep just as mate, that he existed or ever had existed ; 
well alone. " and, 110 lJelieving, she had (and here i� 

So we went into the room ill question, the terrible thing) falleu in love, though 

where Henry took seat on a. chair, my- in a troubled way, with Ta Antom. 
self ou the bed. In a few minutes, I Believing that the breaking of her be­
lay down . I closed my f::yes und thought tt·othnl to the powerful Venusian would, 
-thought-t hought. Minute after min- in all likelihood, be succeeded by some­
ute _passed, the minutes became houra, thing unpleusallt in the extt·cme, e\·en if 
and still I lay there thinking-thinking. she exercised

· 
all the diplomacy of which 

If?w I wished that I could sleep, so she was capable; the queen had planneJ 
thnt, fpr a ti me, all would be iol·gi>tten. to proceed with this unplcn:-Jant busine� 

My ima�inution run riot-bcl"amc a u� gently l:tnd jud.icioJISI.r e�::; possible. 
phanhv;mugoria t hat. wus a nightmar<', a But, wheu 11hc met 'fhe ·wolf this duy, 
uight.murc in which, C\'el' aud anon, her pla.lU; were in l>Ome manner over­
woul_d ·appear that mu�nmy-likc thing 1 thrown : Hhe :>mat>hcd the cmgagemen t. 
hnd seen in a dt·cam, that creature who theu and thet·c, whereupon 'fhe Wol( 
bad wurn('<l mn uewr to Het �vcs on watched his chance and, �;word in baud, 
(�ucen D1•acondu. 

• •:rept iuto ou1· room to make an end of 
Nev<'r once uid Ht:my Quui11fuu t he man \vbo had taken his sw.ectheat•L 

break the si lence ; aud, wbcu [ spoke, �rom him. 
which wa:; Meldom, h.is response was But .Ueury, who hau not falleu a�leep 

1nonosyllubic. · · \Vhent>,·er 1 Jo"Oked, il OUl�e, heard 'l'a A ntom stealing l.tp be­
was lo 1>ee him sit.tiug the\'o staring into hind hi.m. Bpt·iugiug t.o hi:-� feet) he 
vacan<'y. �\·ed llim�clf from wlwt stll'e.lv �ould 

At lengtl • - i t  must ha,·•.• btJCn in 1111, hrn·c bce11 a fatnl t h J·ust, t h iJugh he 1·c­

lal!l. houl'l:! of darkness·· - I �<un k otT tu t•t'i\'l:d u \\"OIInd iu I ho I� ft. at'£11, l.lC81' •t.bc 
�Jeep. 1t wus a tJ·oubleu �deep, u night· shoulder, thut, •··�nd .. •-rd thut limb utter­
nuu·e. indt:<.'<l, and ft·om it l .  WWi aroul:letl, ly usele:s.o;. . H e  succ•·etkJ in grippiJJg 
ubout t.wo hou1� b<'fon� · miJJnv by a· hit� unt.u.gonist ·l' swo•·d a •�m, unJ uow hi.:s 
great crasb, whil�h brought m� 

'
to  my str�::ogt.h stood him iu good stea.d indeed. 

fc�t. before. I Willi (�YI.'ll half awakt>.. And, He mauug�d to t lu'Qw hil> etu�my, and t.hc 

110 o'·.e.rwrought. wct•t IJty 11t•t·w-t�, as I h�o. fulling upon a chai1· nud smmihiug 

spt·ang up 1 H<'reamcd aud sct·eamed yet h to pieceH, crashed to the fl.ooq and the 
· ct·w;h of theit· ·(alling aroused rue. Ug11111 • 

. I was dreamiug.whcu thllt crash eamo, 'l'he Venusian wus a powerful DUill, 

still wa:s dreaming when. 1 spmng up lJut, in a struggle wi th strength as the 

and screamed-the dream and the decisive factor, Henry, I nm sure, easily 

reality blended together, though at .the could have come out tbe victor ... 'l'a 

time J did .11ot know but what it all waH An tom, howc,·er, hall taken him by ::.·m·· 

a dream. prise, had two arms to his one-to say 

1 would to J l eaveu i t  had been ! nothing of the ,\·capon. 

'l'hn �unlighL · wus �:�h·eaming in 'Phe in�:�taut I bl'camc wido awake and 
t.hrough the wiu<.lows. I n  a t�tran� uu- gt•a.<;ped the }Jt',L'ilous po.�it iou of my com­

oart.hly \,·a�·. I HaW a Torn\ mad.ly st.rug- paniou, I jerked out a revoln•r (I had, 
gl ing ou the floo·r, in oue o[ the Ia.1• �lll"C ouJ· rescue from tho tomb, worn 
col'nerl$ of thn. room. 1-Jyen as my eyes �t:. l'loud 's ccutJ·idge-bdt,. with it:; 

f�ll upou it, it u.i·rJSc ;md instantaneously pt'udeu t wcupon, us WC\11 as my own, aud 

became two fot'Ols---ont' Hem·y Quain- · had lain down. without taking t\tem off), 

fa.JJ, the other The Wolf, locked iu a but, 110 swift were the gyrating move· 
struggle :so savage that the men were ments of friend and foe, I hesit�ted to 
like beasts. fire, fot· fear of hitting Henry, from 

I · 
may as wei I, I suppose, set down whose wound was gnshing a crimsou 

het·c what had . happened, what had stream. 
· brought about thls terrible scene, to have I start.ed toward. them ; but, at that 

so strange and terrible an end. very instant, a white-robed female 
Of course, a woman was the cause of figure, sword ·in hand, looking like a 

it, and that woman, as doubtless the specter against the dark background of 
reader has anticipated, was none other wall, came rushing into the room. 
than the queen. Some fluffy stuff that the woman·wore 

For Drnconda loved Henry even as �ad. flown �P over that �ide of her face 
Hen_ry. lov� Draconda, �ad a picture of which was toward me, completely hiding 
J:rim· mor� vivi�even than that one which the features and enhancing not a little 
Love .had liiiQled,· �ith..- so sqre a. touc� , th.at terrible spectral quality of the 
�n the canva!l of.. his soul: but, like her figure. 
lover from the earth, she had never be· . Wi� a little cry, she darte(l toward 



the n1en, and, with another cry, short 
and fiercely Vl-ild. she drove her weapon 
into the Venusian's body-drove it clean 
to the hilt. 

.As the slrie.ken man, wilh two feet Ol' 
);0 of the blade pt·otruding ft·om hie; back, 
pitched to the floor on ltis face with u. 
groan, that gauzy stuff slowly feU from 
the countenance of the being who made 
the fatal th1'Ust, revealing to- my aston­
ished eyes the lovely fucc of the queen. 

OllAP1.'EU THIIlTY-EIGHT 
THE BTJOW FALLS 

1 lt!.ADE an exclamation and stood 
· aghast. 

Draconda gave way to no feminine 
weakness. Though pallid of face, cada\·­
crous even, and trembling a little, she 
was calm-l1er calmness somehGw strik­
ing me with horror. 

DRACONDA 

" A  tourniquet, ruy Farnermain J "  
aaid Draconda. 

" I  doubt--" 
"Do not doubt, " she said a little 

sluu·ply, " but fetch me one ot those 
cut·tain-cot·� I l:iomething, unything to 
stop the flow I 'fhe pl1ysiciau should be 
here iu u moment, but, in the mean­
tim�" 

I was already hurrying back with one 
of the cords, slashed off with my hw\t­
ing-kuife, aud in a few moments the 
tourniquet was in place. 

Mynine, her bloody fingers atremble. 
had startea to help with this instrument 
of tortur(\ but the queen had spoken 
sharply to her, whet-eupon the girl had 
sullenly desisted. 

We checked the fiow, but stop it we 
could not� 

HenlJ- was sitting on the bed ; finally 
he lay down. · She gav.e the fallen man a swift look, " Winged me, all right, 1 1  he smiled. then hurried to Henry Quainfan, who 

was leaning weakly against the wall. · ' That man I "  exclaimed Draconda. 
F;:om his wound a fountain of blood was w why doesn 't he come ? "  
gushing forth. He was sG coYered with Scarcely had she spoken, howe>er, 
gore that I feared he had received at when her Esculapius entered-one of 
ieast a half dozen wounds. the skinniest, ugliest men I c,·er have set 

I looked at the stricken mau, writhing eyes on, and as cool as an icicle. A skill­

there in mortal agony. Draconda, too, ful man, howe,·er, was our Dr. Quixote-­
turned her -eyeR to her victim-to her who, by the way, was a priest also ; 
quondam lover, who RO short a time be- �ll physicians are here. Remember­
fore had held her in his arms, afiame ing Sallysherib, I felt a little uneasy on 
with her velvety embrace and her kisses. that score, even though I assured myself 

W.th band . . th that Draconda knew what she was about. 
· 1 a groan, one gr1ppmg c 

hilt of the sword, he rolled over on 'one . . But my fears were growl�less : Dra­
side that he might see her better and conda bad no stancher friend (�v�n 
curse her with his eyes ; then suddenly though he was a purple-robe) than tblS 

he rolled back and in a. moment had e.�- doc of the sorrowful figure. 

pired. In a few minutes he had stanched the 
flow and was dressing the wound. This 
latter done, the soiled bed-clothes were 
removed· and new ones put in their place. 

Some men aud women, among whom I 
:mw Mynine, who ,.,as pushing her way 
through them, had appeared in the door­
way through which the queen had en­
tered on her swift . mission of death­
taking in tho bloody scene with wido 
.cye.-J. 

Draconda turned and gave a sharp 
command, whereupon one of the men 
vanished on the instant. 

Without her queen 's permission, My­
nine came boldly into the room a�d hur­
ried toward her beloved, her lovely eyes 
1:1wimming in tears. She made a hurried 
obeisance to Draeonda, and the next m<>­
·ment WWI beside Henry-the dark eyes 
of the queen, for a moment,. fixed on her 
in a look that had something simply ter­
rible in it. 

Henry, we soon lean1ed, had received 
but one wound, but that certainly waa 
·one of an alarming nature. I feared, 
as I looked, that he would never use that 
arm again. . 

Not long afterwards, Dr. Quixote left 
us. 

Draconda was sitting on the bed, her 
eyes on Henry's face, while !\-fynine, 
silent and motionless, stood watching the 
twain with an expression that cnt me to 
the very heart. 

Of a sudden a new thought struck the 
queen. Her eyes rested for a moment 
on The W ol£, then she arose, and, going 
to that doorway through which she had 
entered, she spoke a few words, where­
upon some men came in and bore away 
the body of her whilom lover. 

She stood watching the melancholy 
little group till it had vanished with its 

. lifeless burden, and thCD, turning· to me, 
she Haid : 

" I  never dreamed that Atropoe would 
commission me to sever "the thread af 
that life. The Moerae are more cruel 
than kind. 'l'hey will not let us wander 

!or long on the flowery ways of our 
hearts ' desire-. They dl'ive us forth to 
the brambled and jagged ways of 0\11' 
hea1;ts' loathing-ways whic.!h we must 
tread Ol' SU\'ely we shall perish anu UJ>OU 
which maylulp we slu!.ll pel'ish iu the 
tt"Cading. 

"But," and she sighed, ' ' what is the 
use of talJ...-ing thus1 What is is. my 
J�'arnermaiu. and the cars of the Fates 
are deaf to our prayerli nnd our wail­
ing. ' '  

' 1 The Fu.te::� obey, Druconda. ' '  

She looked at me quickly. 
1 1 'Tis so, my Farnermaiu. And soml..'­

times 'tis we who- commwu them. · ' 
"So it seems. But my poot· intellect 

has no plummet to sound those deeps in 
tbe Ocean of Being. ' '  

"But the golden dawns, the sWlsets of 
glory and the storms that sweep over it 
-why, my Farnermaiu, what Columbus, 
unless indeed he be mad, thinks the 
black sea abysms more wondrous than 
the beauties arid the mystery through 
which he is sailing! "  

" Yet, i n  fancy, h e  wanders down into 
coral halls and the awful abysms below 
them.'' 

"In fancy-yes, my Farnermain. 
And, in fancy-at times, indeed in truth 
_,\'O can wander through the coral 
palaces and the terrible sea caves of 
Fate. " 

Now came the most surprising thing, 
iii. its way, that I ha,·e seen in all my 
life. There, in the presence of the 
golden-haired woman who loYed him so 
well, to say nothing of my own-why did 
Henry Quainfan tell Draconda there ? I 
fancy, however, that Henry could not 
answer that question himself. 

For, after pondering for a moment, 
Draconda suddenly turned, went back 
and seated herself in a chair which she 
had dl'llwn up to the bedside-her left 
hand resting on the bed-elothe�, near 
Henry's· right. 

It must haYe been accidental ; at any 
rate, his hand touched the queen 's, 
whereupon his eye.c; opened und his 
fingers closed over hers. Draeouda 
started, and I coul.d see her atremble­
trembling as she bad not done at the 
slaying of Ta Antom. 

I, too, trembled, and something rose 
up in my throat that threatened to suffo­
cate me. 

I wanted to go away, but something 
seemed to hold me in that spot. 

He drew her to him, drew her close 
and whispered in her ear. Yes, with 
Morgan St. Cloud lying in the next room 
a corpse, with Mynine standing there so 
near him-thus did Henry Quainfan 
tell his love to this mysterious queen. 
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A::; he whi::;pered. I �>aw her face light 
up until her beauty �>hone a:; i f  through 
a !ipirilual radian<'c-tlll'oi'lgh a halo 
that rendered vi�>iblc uu thal face of 
ineffable loveliness a glory not of tho 
earth, ouc that would shine on in ih1 

beauty when the :;uu uud the t;{at•�; arc 
dark. 

Hrt• lip�; were �;lighUy purlcJ. het· 
breHsl , on whieh 1hc cll·ess wws cut low, 
ritsing and fulling t utnult nuu:;ly. 

When Heut·.r hall do111: whis!Jt•t•iug, 
Dt·acondu bent. het· lu.!ud u u t il her t:heel< 
Louched hi:; ; thou�oth J t:ould uot xce her 
lips. 1 .  knew I ha.t :she wax whh;pcring 
back-word�; thun whi<·h swt�lct· uevet· 
fell on huruan cat·. :::>tu.lt.lcnly she mit�ed 
bet· head, kiS�:�eu him 11oftly but pu�iou­
ately on thp lips. 'l'hon it wu� t hat 1 
heard !>Omclhing like 11 t�ob. uud �-d. not 
a sob ut all, and which IJroke ft·om the 
lips of Myninc. . 

I turned and lookoJ at the girl. She 
was white, white as a. sheet. IIer hands 
had clenched :so that, as I uf.terward� 
learned, the pink nails had broken 
through tho soft white flesh. Her lips 
were slightly parted, discovering he1· 
snow-white teeth of pearl. And upon 
her quivering features was stamped the 
most awful suffering I have eYer seen on 
a woman's face. 

I ho.ve not attempted to de�;cribe, have 
left to the reader's imagination the effect 
this strange love scene had upon me. I 
felt that I wa� suffering in a degree be- · 

yond which no mau 's agony of heart 
ever had gone ; but, so great was that 
rmffering npon this poor woman 's face, 
even in my own I was cnt to the soul by 
the sight of it. 

We had saved he.r from dell th, aud 
now something had come perhaps as 
black and awful. There was no telling 
what this stricken worn� might do. 

Dra.conda, too, heard that souud. She 
arose, flushed and trembling. As tho 
blue eyes met the dark, there was some­
thing in those cerulean depths. that made 
t�e orbs actually hideous. 

· 

. I  took the stricken woman by the arm 
and tried .to lead her away. 

But Mynine would not budge. 

CHAPTER 7'HIRTY-NINE 

'MYNINE GOES 
"SO,' ' &lid Dr�eonda, as though speak­

. ing to herself, "it has com� 
soon." 

I turned m.y look to 'Henry Quainfa.n ; 
his eyes wore on Mj-nine, misty ·wiih 
tears." 

'Rii�heJ· to my !>u1-p1·isc . . it. was· to me 
tlia queen addressed her!ielf. 

D.R.ACON.UA 

' 'Vaught . iu · the will� ot !!'ate, my 
lt'a.ruermaiu 1 ' '  Mhe :;aid. ' •  And every 
moment whirls u� into new troubles." 

I uodded, though it wus my opiu.iou 
Lhut Fate had been wssist.ed somewhat in 
this matter. 

'l'he quceu �>aid : 

' '  1 lmderstand-that is, thi� bril'l told 
me. this morning, t-hat Rhe � �etrothed 
to- to my Quainfa� he1•e. ' '  

" l L  srcnltl it i::� 110, 0 Dracondu. AM Iot• 
I h(l customs of this laud-well, how cau 
I kuow of t.hcm 7 ' '  

" 'l't'Ull, t1·ue. How could you lmow. 
How l'OUJd my Qua.iufa.n know 1 ln this 
laud, then, tho pre1·ogative of love-mak­
iug is the woman's, and the woman·� 
on ly ; if tuc m.un �tccept� her advances, 
embraces or kiS!ie:-; l1er, then they arc 
engaged ; furthermore, stt·angc though 
this may ::�ecm, the engagement can be 
broken only by the woman�xcept, that 
is, in certain cases. " 

She looked at me interrogatively ; 
however, I stood silent. 

By the goddess Melpomene, why select 
me as expositor 1 

' ' That the girl spoke the truth, ' '  the 
queen went on, " I  believe. But-well, 
you see he loves me." 

She blushed like the palo dawn. 
" Yes," I nodded. 
" Mynine did speak the truth," came 

Henry's voice, weak and troubled. ' ' But 
I never loved her. "  

A curious look-probably one of be­
puzzlement · and passion commingled­
shot across Dracondn 's features and 
lingered there. 

"It seems, " �he said, " that there has 
been a !ltra.nge, a terrible mistake. ' ' 

"A terrible mistake, indeed," I told 
her. 

'"I do not understand. However, if 
Henry were a Venusian-but my Quain­
fan is not, and so the law can not apply. 

' ' But, ' '  with a sudden alteration of 
voice, tu�ing toward h.er lover, · ' ' this 
is very unpleasant, you are weak and 
wounded, and so I shall dismiss the girl, 
and the matter can be explained to �er 
later. '' 

' ' No, ' '  said he. ' 'Now that it has come, 
let it be explained here. But-! know 
that Mynit1e will never believe me. ' '  

Draconda listened intently, holding 
her sweetheart's hand, tho while Mynine 
stood like a stat-ue. 

" Myniue," said the queen, when 
Henry · had finished, " explanation has 
beeu mad+! and T re.w-et exceedingly 
that it had to be given in a. tongue that 
thou canst not. understand, f.ot• · per­
chance thou wil� thirik I use Triy office 

of trliuslator to color t-he e.xplamttion. 
But I pray thee, my .Myuine, do · not 
t hiulc that, for th�tt thing l will not do. 

' '  'l'his man whom t hou· lovest-my 
Myuiue, tho Lord Quuiufau ne,·er did 
love thee. A great mistukc hath �.;�eu 
made, a !lLrange mi:;take, aud i t  hut14!tlt · 
him sorcl�·- .Heut· now, my .Myninc :. 
knowiug t hut.. thou didtot lo\"O him, and 
beli<',· iu� thal there wn:; uo escape f1·om 
that lomu whc1·eiu �'(\ had heeu im­
priwned uy the Lot·d Tu .Au tom, that. all 
of �·ou would !!Ul"Cl,,- pet·i.'lh in the awful 
black.ue!il�, aud w i�hing to fill thy la."t' 
earth!;-.· hom':> with that !lweet. which he 
kuew t.he belief t.lwt thou wast lovell 
would bring to thee- ' ' · 

Uerc M'yniue 's face grew deathly pale, 
her body rigiu U.'! Mt.ouc ; only, the lips 
quh·ered, qu.h-crcd :-;o pitifully that · ·I 
tut'lled my eyes away. 

"Becau�:�e of this, m.r }fyuine," the 
queen went on, a perceptible change irt 
her tones, ' ' the Lord Quainfan �ade be­
lieve that he did love thee. After the 
rescue, he could have told thee that he 
did not love, bnt he could have made no 
explanation ; wherefore did he remain 
silent, continue to make believe that thou 
wast loved : That was why he did not tell 
thee the truth. my Uynine. " 

The girl made no response. 
After looking at her queen for a. space, 

with eyes somewhat vacant and yet very 
hard, she turned her blue orbs to the 
man who wn1> the innocent cause of her 
tragedy ; and, as they looked into his, 
her eyes did not change at all : they w�re 
somewhat vacant a.nd very hard. 

" Tell her, Draconda, that I am very 
sorry, ' '  Henry said, ' 'and that I hope 
we will be friends always. " 

Draconda trau�;lnted forthwith, but 
1\lynine m�tdc not the slightest response. 

Draconda 's face showed her displeas­
ure, and I saw that the poor girl noted 
this. Henry held out his hand to her ; 
after glancing at her mysterious and 
dread queen, Mynine extended her own 

. -the 11budder that came when his hand 
touched hers telling more forcibly than 
any words could have done the awful 
revulsion that had come over the girl . · 

The blow had fallen; all her wondrous 
love had been metamorphosed into a 
frightful hate-ho'� frightful we soon 
were to learn. 

" Mter all, m,\' l\lynine, " s&d Dra­
condu, ' ' there is a NWeet cup beside the 
one that is so· bitter : the Lotd Quain fan 
and his · eompailions· did- 113.ve thee from 
the sacrificial knife and tlames. " 

And then it was thit Mynine spoke : 
-' ' I· would� b Queen, that he had been 

too late ! ' '  



There were no tears .in her eyes now; 
her voice, though, was like that of a 
weeping woma.n. 

· Draconda. went to the girl, plaeea a. 
hand gently on her shoulder. At the 
touelt, however, Mynine quivered like a. 
leaf in the wind ; hastily the queen re-­
moved her hand, looking at me with hurt 
eyes. 

" I  a.m very, very sorry, my Mynine, " 
she said, "a.nd I will do for thee what­
soever is in my· power to do. Tell me, I 
pray thee, what thou wouldst haYe. And 
I ·hope, deep in my heart, that thou wilt 
not harbor black thoughts against me, 
my M;r.nine." 

"l pray thee, 0 Queen, that I may 
depart hence. I p1·ay thee to accept my 
poor thanks for thy proffered kindnesl:l, 
9 Queen ; but my life is like a tree · 
blasted by the fire of heaven now·, and I 
would go hence." 

"But wliither wilt thou got" 
"Na.y-I know not, 0 Queen : Only do 

I know that I would be gone." 
"Bethink thee well," said Drnconda.: 

" :a:ere thou wilt have all that thou 
mayest desire ; if thou go hence, I be­
lieve, then thou shalt surely die. " 

"Perchance, my Queen. But, pardon 
me, 0 Draconda, here I co�ld not have 
aught that I d�lre--hcre I should have 
only pain and such an ache in the heart 
tli�t death itself would be swc.et. So I 
pray, 0 Queen, that I may go hence. 
And I thank thee for thy proffered 
kindness to one so unworthy-which my 
heart will always treasure. ' '  

"Well, do whatsoever thou wilt," said 
Draconda.. " But I say· unt.Q thee, my 
Mynine, that I think tbou art. a fool. 
And--well, I did not mean in this very 
palR.C.e of Condcrogan, if thou wouldst 
uot so desire." 

".May I go hmwc, 0 Queen Y "  
"Yes; thou mayest go. I have said 

t.hat thou mayest do whatsoever thou 
wilt. But I say unto thee again, my 
�ynine : I think thou art a fool and tha� 
if thou go hence, then surely shalt thou 
die. '� 

Mynine made obeisance to her queen, 
courtesied to me; then; without even the 
most fleeting glance nt Henry Quainlan 
(who had fa lien asleep) the girl went, 
her· face toward the dread Draconda 
until she had pruosed through the door­
way. 

I wondered if I would ever see her 
again. and I confess that I was a little 
bit afraid of Mynine. 

DRACONDA 

CHAPTER FORTY 

TO SALLYSHERIB 
"QNLY fancy I'' 

So I told myself. 
The queen's words, however, showed 

that it was not a. fancy lightly to be dis­
missed: 

" I  should fear that girl, my Farner­
main-were her position one of power. " 

"Are you sure, 0 Draconda, 'that you 
have nothing at all to fearf" 
. She laughed a little. 

" Nothing ! What can she do1 In all 
likeliho·od, she shali be slain by the 
priests. I tell you, my Farnerroain,· I 
believe she is walking straight to her 
doom." 

" But is there not perhaps some- f "  
"My Farnermain, she can do noth-

ing, " Draconda interrupted lightly. 
"I  hope so," said I. 
• �·Have no fear, ' ;  she said, smiling. 
But Draconda was mistaken. 
For-as we learned some time after­

wards, of eourse-:M:ynine went straight 
to the high priest, Sallysherib, and made 
such an impression on that pious gentle­
man that he decided she would be a good 
auxiliary in the prosecution of his 
scheme to ()Vcrthrow the qneen's power, 
destroy her and men from the stars. 

And, as the issue proved, Sallysherib 
did not overvalue his fair confederate ; 
indeed, how could even that son of 
iniquity have known the truth f 

" I  feel very sorry for that girl," the 
queen said after a pause. "It was a 
cruel blow, cruel indeed. What sa.ys 
. Anae-do you know Greek, my Farner­
main t ' '  

"I have studied it." 
She then quoted in the original tho 

following lines of Anacreon 's, though 
her Greek was not like that which I had 
studied: 

" Y  eB-loving � a painful thrill, 
And Mt to love t'AOre p<Unful stillj 
But dh, it is the worst of paitt, 
To love and not be loved again!" 

· 

" I  fancy, 0 Draconda, that .Anaereon 
knew his subject." 

"And to love and not be loved again 
sometimes causes terrible disaster, my 
Farnermain . .  However, w.e have nothing 
to fear from that girl. As I said, in 
all likelihood she shal.l be slain by the 
priests--mayhap before yon sun enters 
the gates of twilight.' '  

She went to the sleeping man and 
kissed him tenderly on the forehead. 
Th� she sat d� softly on the bed, 
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putting her hand on his, a rapt, angelic 
look on her l.ovely features. . 

· .  

For a little time, she sat watching his 
face, apparently oblivious to my very 
existence, then look,·d up aild blushed a 
little. 

"My Faruermain, did he tell you' I 
mean about the picture, his love picture 
of me. " 

I nodded. 
''Did you ever hear of anything more 

11trange and wonderful T And I have n 
picture of him, too, my .Farnennain. And 
we have met at last, after all these years 
-after so ma.ny agel!. ' '  

" Ages f" I exclaimed. 
''Even so •. ' '  
" What do you mean, 0 Draconda Y "  
"That it bas been a long, iong time, 

my Farnermain. But at last we hiH·c 
found each other. And I am so glad. ' '  

She certainly looked it. She was a 
queen, the ruler of a mighty empiret and 
the great ones bowed doWn. before her­
and a loving woman watching her be· 
loved as he slept: 

Suddenly Princess Nytes entered, pale 
of face and excited. She came alone. 
She courtesied to me, who. arose and 
bowed in returti, and then hurried to 
Draconda. They held talk in low tones; 
several time I caught the name T� 
An tom. 

This woman of mystery had just 
killed a ma.n-and there she sat on the 
bed, taUcing quietly, her hand on Henry 
Quainfan 's, while the ma.n whom, until 
a few hburs since, she had loved was 
lying dead in some other· room in the 
palace . 

Of course, however, at that time I did 
not kno'v that Dracondn had loved Ta 
An tom. 

And .there was MoTgan St. Cloud. The 
thought of those dead men .fllied me with 
horror. 

And she took it so coolly. 'l'his some­
how contributed to the horror that 1 
felt. I wondered if she had killed any 
one before. Perhaps, indeed, Khe had 
slain many persons. After all, what 
manner of woman was this Queen Dra­
conda. of Loom f Cleopatro.-like f But 
I soon dismissed that dark thought. F'ar 
something told me that this mysterious 
queen, who I wished soon would iS&'UC 
from that mystery which enshrouded 
her, was a women noble and pure. 

Of course, it was obvious thai Dra­
conda and Henry Quainfa.n had lived 
and loved in some other world. But 
what world 1 And where 1 For thus only 
could be explained their love pictures of 
each other. T9-is other world, no doubt, 
was a Paradise; and from this Paradise 
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all human beings had been banished be­
cause of some transgression, which 
doubtless must be expiated' in some way 
during this }jfe of the flesh. 

Thus we have �u explanation of those 
wonderful and dnsive ft-eling�i and 
Yisions that are· ul'Oli�Nl in the human 
soul at times, Cllpcciully by mn11ic anti 
more especially aml powerfully by love. 
&>me oile bus l:KliU that nl\li!JC tell:� m; of 
thingy that we never have seen and nc,·e•· 
shall see ; but 1 do not believe that now. 

For I believe t hu.L musi1! a•'ott�s mem­
ories of that othc1· "world, a world that 
was--or, rather, is--a Paradise. 'rhc:;c 
memori� m·ouscd. b�· music nod lo,·c are 
so faint a.ud my:,;te•·ious that we do not 
l'e<!Ognizc them as memoric�. Lhnt i� all. 
The predominant. thing in them, as 
e\'eryone knows, is the it· wondrout� ami 
clusiYe beauty ; uovcl' iJ; t.he1·e anything 
sordid in t hem ; ncn·1· �:au they be 
ut·ouKed b.r thi tigs t�o•·did or terrible ; aud 
what daes this prove ( o•· indicate, if you 
please) i f  not thnt thctie visions arc 

· visions of Paratliso � 
It is scan�ely net'Clilitu·.r, I>�· I he way. 

t.o suggest how thi�; belief u[ccts our con­
ception of loYc. 

AI; haH bt•NJ su.id, 1 bclic,·c that fot• 
�Some tramgrcssion ( aud a tcl'l'ible Olll.\ 

it must ha\·c !Jcen) human beings have 
been banished to this life ol' the flesb 
and tha-t iu tlus life they must make 
Lhenu;el ves li 1. Lo en t cr uga in i nlo Lhei ,. 
Paradise homo, perl)ap�;, indeed, living 
many· lives, und on many �Spheres, beforo 
the day of their J'C?.dcmptiou <•omes ; and 
1 believe that t.hei•· •·edemptiou mmst be 
won-as; indeed , every •·edempt.ion must 
be-througl• goodly tleetl and through 
love. 

BuL to ret.uru. 

At length Draconda �>aid : 
" I  have told Nyt.es all. And 1 must 

go now, my Farnermain, a�;; thet·e arr. 
some important maU.ers waiti11g. And 
pl'obably more important ones forthcom­
ing. " 

She looked aL me curiowsly for a few 
moment�. 

"My lt'arnermaiu, · •  she begaJJ, 
"would you mind- Y "  

" I  would be glad, 0 Draconda . "  
"One of )1our revolvers, " she said. 
" G1'eat h�vens ! "  I exclaimed. "ls i t  

like that 7 "  
She nodded. 
" Probably worse. " 
I began unbuckling one of the belts.­

not thinking that it \Vas St. Cloud's. . 
"You came \veil-armed," �raeonda 

observed. 
" Yes. And yet not so weU either : 

One of these-this one was Morgan's. " 
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Her brows drew togetJier. 
' ' Yours, please, my Farnermain," sho 

said. 
Accordingly I removed the other belt, 

nnd in a few moments it was enzoning 
Draoonda 's waist. 

' · I  shall keep it conecalod-so, " sl1c 
said. 

" It tiecms, 0 Dmconda, U1at. Trouble 
cume with us, aud in teniblc guise. " 

' ·  �ly .l<'at·ucrmain, ' ' �;;he tintiled, ' ' dou 't 
be �yopic i" 

�he bent uud JSortly kissetl Henry ou 
t he forehead, then turned to go ; but., � 
she turned, her eyeN fell on the blood­
gt.uiued plucc of the fltruggle and the 
resultan t tragedy, and she stopped. 

' ·  Thooe �>laillS must uc remvn!U at 
once, ' '  tShe tSa.id. '' 1 forgot them. • '  

Then she a':ld the princetiS quitted the 
room. 

lu a few minutes, a couple of men 
cu Lered and began to remove the blood 
stains aud the ot.her marks of the 
�t-ruggle. 

· 

And, . as J watched t.hem working. 
noiseless almost as shadows, 110me freak 
of memory brought the�;e "'ords of 
Southey's to mind : 

" Tl!ou,1 hast been b.uy, JJ('af.h, t11is 
da-y, ana yet Brft half thy u:ork is 
d01�e!''  

CHAPTER FORTY-01\'E 
ANOTHER MYS'rERY 

D
ARKNESS lay upon the pallice of 
Conderogu.n when Henry Quaintau 

awoke. 
• ' How late, R_iderY " be asked. 
·• Dark about two hours. How 's t.he 

liu.?" 
''  Dal'ned w're. l:)o 1 fell li�lleep 1 .Kind 

of-well, effeminate, eh 1 But-what 
happened ?''  

• · :Myuine went. ' ' 
· ' \Vh.ere1'' 
I shmgged my shoulders. 
' ' Don 't know. ' '  
" They '11 probably kill bel'! " he ex­

claimed. 
" That·�:� \\that Draconda. told her : but 

1-he girl wouldn't listen to rea8Qn. ' •  
Henry groaned in \Hetehedness of 

l'pllit. 
' ' What a brute I 've been, Ridel' l "  he 

bul'st out. " l'r{ynine believes that I lied 
--lied and acted like a mongrel . And 
how can you blame her for �nking that 
very thing'" 

" Forget that, " i told him. " How- t" 
'1 You· know well enottgb, Rider, that I 

never can forget it-that my manhoOd 
lies beswrched.' • 

"You've hitched your fancy· to a 
kite, ' ' I said-though full well did I 
know that he never co•uld forget. 

He wa.<i �;;itting on the edge of the bed 
now, bracing h.i!ru)elf up with his right 
UI'Ill. 

· •  Deucedly wenk. Rider, " sliid he. 
" Must have lost a. deal of blood, or 
spirit, Ol' wmcthing. HowC\·e1·. to t'C­
t urn to l\lyn i uc : you know, I �>hould-" 

•' Stop i l l  Or. i f.  rou must iudulgQ iu 
•·cproaeh, let i l be a�,raiu:->t the lady that 
de�:�Ct"\'t•s it .. ' '  

' ' Who'�; thal '! · · he demanded. · · Not 
Draconda, certain!,,·. .\.nd �lyuine, poor 
girl-''  

' · J doH ' t  mean Dracouda or .Myniuc : 
I •neau I<' ate. · ·  

' ' Poo1· Pat e ! "  he mu1·mw·ed . . . What. 
�:rimcs th•!�· eommi t in �·our ua·me l "  

H e  �>at �taring u t  t he �:arpet. his head 
:sinking forwa.rd. 

' · I  '11 �Sound the alar Pl. ' '  :said 1, • · for 
something to eat." 

' ' No. 1 want nothing-only a. drink of 
water. You kuu ,., my heacl feeJ.s like a 
t•oUaprsed. balloou. ' · 

In a few minute�>. he lu.v down and, 
•·ather to my surprllic, wat' �Soon asleep 
once more. 

Ju t.hc meantime. 1 hau. s�u much of 
Queen Dra�ontla and had had much talk 
with he•·. whieh hat! enhanced the mys­
tery of J his cxtra01·dinary woman and. 
revealed he1· ma1·velous iutellectual pOii­
:.�ions and powers. l le1· matheai1> was, 
without exa�:,rgei·u,tion, :simply amazing. 
N�'·m· had l d •·eumt!d that inlellee.lual 
acqui�;itions :.o rli\'cr:sc or so gigantic 
could be fouud iu one so yow1g, 

Also-and this puzzled me in a wa.y of 
which t •:oulil �i,·c no adequate concep­
tion-t he•·e wa.; a ��ct·tain mat w·ity in 
he1· t.houghts. a <'."uicism eYCn, that sur­
prised me in a wa,y us yugue Iii> it was 
disturbing. l thought I wa1:1 p t·cpared 
for anything, quite be.,·ond surprise 
now ; but, when I rcmal'lted on this 
cynical quality, it. led to tsomet.hing t.bat 
amazed me e.xceedingly, a!i 1 think it will 
the reader al!:lo. 

' 'So you do uot. uudert1tand t.hi.J; 
�yuicism, ali you ca.ll it, my lt,arner· 
main ¥ "  

" N o :  i t  strike:; me as sLnmgc that one 
:;u young should find that bitterue�>S iu 
the cup. ' '  

' ' Young ! ' ' t1ho exclaimed. 
And she laughed a little my&1el·ious 

laugh. 
' ! "Te be<!omc cynical, my Farner­

main," she went on, "when many years 
and the bittet· experience Of ina.ny years 
are ours. And, ili.deed, whiit iS c�ei.inn 
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truth,, 

"I do not understand, 0 Draeonda : 
what can many years have to do with 
yo-ur cynicism f ' '  

" Many years have done it, my Farner­
main, " she smiled, "many years and 
E'J..-perieuccs many and terrible. I know 
this sounds �tbtrurd to you ; but it is u. 
solemn fact. Now, how mauy years do 
you think I have seen t I me8.ll, of 
eoursc, terrestrial years, not Venusian. ' '  

' ' Twenty-five. ' '  
Again that mysterious smile. 
' ' You said so, 0 Draconda!' '  
She shook her head. 
"No, my Faruermaiu ;  I did not say 

solemn fact. Now, how many years do 
'' WhaU" I cried. 
" I  did not suy that, my li'urnermain, 1 '  

she laughed. 
Oood heavens, there was another ouc ! 
" You said that you had seen but three 

lustru018 when May to wus · brought be­
fore you condemned, "  t>aiu I, not u. little 
bewildered, ' '  autl than ten yeai'S, ten 
Lcrrest.•·ial years, have p�cu since then. 
That 11urely makes twenty-five yeara-­
unl�, indeed. you meant V cnm;iun 
lustrums, which would muke you even 
younger. But i:iurely you meant tcr.Nl.'l­
triul one8. ' ' 

She nodded. 
'' 1 meaul tel'l'estl'ial lustra. ' '  
" But� good heaveus, 0 Draconda, 

twenty-the ycal'l; urc uot mu.uy years I ' '  

·she laughed soflly, he1• laughter like 
the music of falling walel'li. 

The pl'incc:ss was wutehing us intently, 
u. plaintive look ou hl••· lovely fa.cc. 

"Of a surety twenty-lin! yca•·s a1·c 
uot rmtny years," :;aid the queen. " But 
I ha."e seen more, mauy more. l u  a.Il 

· likelihood, this will seem an utter ab­
f:IUl-dity to you, my },unermalu, but 1 
have. seen- " 

"Good he-d. vens, 0 Dru.couda., " 1 broke 
iu, " what-- ! "  

·And the1·c I slopped, aud I starcJ. 
"My }i'a.l'Uermaiu, ' '  she laughed, " I  

lu1.ve �en five timei:i twenty-five yeat'IS l 
One. huudrcd und twenty-five yearn have 
.l l:leeu ! 'rhink you uot, my Farnermuin, 
lhut �hul i� many years¥ "  

· 

"1 shoulll �my it is I "  
She leaned back, laugbiug, and looked 

at me whimsically. Oood heavens, there 
it was aguin ! A hundred and twenty­
five yeul'IS old ! Anu t>llc was iu the firl:it 
flush of matu1·c beauty ! Two lustra 
6ince, she Will> fifteen years of age, and 
now sho \Vas one hundred and twenty­
the! Ye gods �nd starfishes ! That cer-
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tainly was going some I Perhaps she had 
u.;;ed ;>. round nu�ber for convenience 
and was t!veu n little older. One hun­
dred and twenty-five years of age l And 
ten years before, she was but fifteen ! 

Draconda, who was hugely enjoying 
my mystification, broke tho silence, say­
ing: 

" \Vell, my Farnermain, who do stare 
us though there w.as something unearthly 
before your eyes-well, my Farnerma.in, 
what do you think t "  

" Nothing, " said I ,  " nothing at all, 
0 Dracondn. I have discarded that 
function as useless. '' 

She laughed a little. 
" Do you think that I am a fibber f "  

she teased. 
· 

" 0  Draconda," I exclalmed, " why do 
you fool me thus 1 Jlow in the name of 
Reason, can you, who ar� in the .fil'st fun 
bloom of womanhood's flower, .be one 
hundred and twent.y.fh·e years of agef 
It is ul)ljurd-utter nouacnse-moou­
shine in dayiight. Why do you befool 
me thus, 0 Draconda f "  

" Pm·don me, my Farnermain, "  she 
said sweetly, "but I did not say thut 
I am one hunJrcd and twenty-five years 
of age, I I  

"Whatt" I cl'ied. 
She laughed. 
" I  did not sa.y that I am one hWlured 

u.ud twenty-five yean; of age. " 
"Good heaven.�>," suid I, " what iliJ 

you say then 7" · 
" I  did not sa.y tbat, my Farncrmaill : 

1 um but twenty-five-twenty-five ter­
restrial ycu•·s, fo1·ty Venu!liau. "  

f W lm  Unt!ll'.ed; WilOUllded. l>t'UCOIU]a 
looked u t  ntl.\ •·oguishly fJ'Om uudcr he1· 
loweJ•cd h1sh� ro1• tt. lillie l:IPU��l', than 
bui'Ht iulo !!Udden and rippling laughter. 

' ' You looked so funn,y ! " slte said. 
' '  J<'unny Y Is iL lillY wonder that I 

looked funuy 7 Your age iii one hundred 
und twenty-five yean;, and yet you are 
only twcnty-fiv·e yearM old ! About as 
ra.tioual, that, as t.hc old belief that the 
Umven;e was <'reatcd in six dllys anJ 
yet in au instant of time. " 

" And how do you know, my Farner­
tuniu," Ka.id Idle, " that six days are any 
longer than an instant of time f I nfinit.y 
o.f time and space there must be. Noth­
ing can annihilate either time or space. 
Tndeetl, are they not one and the same' 
In order to annihilate them, nothing 
would ha"e ta be created, and nothing 
simply can not be. For, on the instant of 
creation, it would be SOfl&et1ting, would 
it notf What think you, my Farner­
main 1 "  

'• That that, 0 Draconda, is a mystery 
unsolvable. ' '  
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"And/' she went on, " since time is 
infinite, how can one part of it be t�n:r 
greater than any other part or le$ than 
the whole f " 

"It can not be," said I, " if time is 
infinitt! ; and then those old priests were­
right. But that is oul:'· An aSl>umptiou ; 
in the nature of things, it can not be 
anything ehie. llow can time be infi­
nite? lf it is, then the .A.lmight�· is uot, 
and it is unutterably absurd, 0 Dra­
conda, to think that Goo is finite. How 
could the Intiuit" Cl'catc uuothe1· infi­
nity? The moment it came into h::i!lg. 
O.od would lose His iufinit�·, llll(i. uf 
(;Qlltse, the ·�reated 1-nfill-ily woulu be: 
finite, for i t  would not be Omnipo�l!t!CC. 
a.nd, in order to be infinite, it would han! 
to be everything. If the lnfinit,,· C!'<:all!d 
another infiuity, then all infinity wouh1 
be desb'Oyed, ancl it is absurJ to sufJpo:sc 
for an instant that infiui ty cuu be 111111i· 
hilated. ' '  

Dt·acoutla laughed. 
"Thou how, m.r Farncrmaiu -aud 

watch your worJt>-can Uod c•·catc u 
finite 1 And •·cmcmbcJ•, if He cau 't, then 
He it> not all-powerful . "  

" 0  D l'acouuu, why ask lhc Wla.LU;Wer­
ablc t "  

' ' No answer, 111y Farucrmain ! ' ' ahe 
smiled, uplifting u fiuge1·. 

" Or COUl�C not. : OllC <:all not uwswer 
the unauswerable." 

" But, " suiu 11hc, " if U10 Altuighl.,,. 
were to crcalo a fu.ti.tc. l J c  too would b�.: 
finite, for lie would not. be that created 
fiuilc, and H the Almighty wc1·c uot, 
ho\v eo-uld lie be infinitc1 Eilhe1• in­
finity ot• its u,utithe:;itl mu�t be. Both 
<'llll not. 'rhel't! ill 110 stwh t hing tis a 
Jinik, nl." )I'UI'IIel'nll.llll : Ollly iuJiu.it:o· is. 

And what. ha,·c you lo !laY aguiusl 
that 1 "  

" Prepo.'>tc•·ou� ! "  J c•·ieu. 
.Agt�.iU the Hll\"Cr or he1• laughter. 
"!<,rom your own words, my .ll'aruet·· 

main, I ha\·e asked it ! But-let us not 
pursuo tho matter farther 110\\", To re­
tul'll. 1 Hhull stop with the �;lalement 
that I ha.ve Mean one hundred uud 
twenty-five :rearH and yet am but tweut�·-
6ve yeara of age--fo1', it seentli. that will 
give you enough to think about fo1• Home 
time:" 

' ' 1  sltould say it will ! ' '  
" Do you think that 1 am fibbiugf" 
" That �·ou are iooliug, 0 Dt-aconda. "  
"My Farnermnin , "  �:>ho said with a 

tone of seriousne.'!ll that had uot been iu 
her voice, though her eyes and lips re­
mained smiling, ' ' I  am not befooling 
you-.:..really I am not! What I have 
said is the truth, the whole truth and 

(Continued on page 84) 



SPORT FOR LADIES 

A Grim Little Tale 
·By ·STANLEY G.THOMPSON 

"It is t1UJ fi,·st time that ever I 
heard the breaking of �os WCJ8 a· 
sport fot· k:uiiu. "  (.d.s Yo" Like It : 
.d.ct I j scene ii.) 

Cl1'Y newspapers have little time 
and lcs.<; space for the small 

. affairs of small persons which 
concern only themselves. If a police 
reporter had not been well acquainted 
with the craving for publicity of a de­
teetive friend even the following orief 
item might never have found' sp·ace in 
the ClWrsViJl6 J ouNw.l. It occupied ·but 
eight lines : 

"Ed 'Cockney' Craven11, one of .two .con­
victs who escaped from Norton penitentiary 
lut W<.'<'k, Willi urre�lt•d ut eight-thirty 
o'cl<X:k lAst night by Detective Sergeant J. 
M. Swt>eney at the ho1ne of A!Jua. Brooks, . 
234 Ninth St. rret. He was very drunk, the 
detective said, and refused to �ell what 
hnd become of his cou1pani9n iu tlte escape. 
He will be returned to tho prison tomor­
row.'' 

'.fhc name of the O,ckntly 's compan­
ion was left out of the brief story, "and 
the readers neither noticed nor cared 
for the omission. H the arrest had any 
e·ffeet "

on the 'citizens of Ca,rrsville, it 
was to malte their sleep more peaceful, 
since they knew aq escaped murdc.rer 
was uo longer at large, although Norton 
WIIJJ so far fron1 their city that they had 
not heard of the escape. 

THERE was nothing spectacular in 
tlw flight. of Cticknei Cravens and 

Marsh nil Stollar(! from the Norton 
penitentiary. 'fhrrc never is ·anything 
specta('ular about lwrd work, and that 
was what �ad eft'cct.c·u their get-away. 
Six months of bnck-hrcnking, hand­
blistering digging had preceded the 
night they crawled t.hrough tba ceiling 
of t.heir cell to the at.t.ic of the cell­
house, slid do,vn a pip�. scaled a \vall 
and dashed five hundred yards into a 
dense thicket on the rh·cr bank before 
tl1c alarm wus given. 

Two tn<m more different. iu e''l!ry way 
than St.ollard . and Cravens wou"Jd b.c 
difficult to find. The .former \Vas .Anler­
icau bor.l), He stood six feet, t�ree, in 
his bare .fet:t and weighed �· �rifie .oyer 
t.\VO hundred pounds-. IP. his colleg(' 
cla�·s be wa.c; eaptl.\ill of · the football 
teaM, a basketball star and a first-class 
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pinch hitter, while as a swimmer he 
won· every plize for which he was per­
�itted to compete. 

His sobriquet of " Cockney � '  \Vas one 
of the few things Cravens had come by 
honestly. He wils an under-sized man, 
a·foot shorter than Stollard, skinny and 
unhealthy. His fe'v remaining teeth 
were rotted. For athletics, or any other 
form of p.hysical exertion, he had the 
utmost contempt. In manner, too, he 
was vastly different from the Amedcan. 
Tlie ·latter 'vas, like most very strong 
men, soft sp�ken and· courteous, while 
i n·specch the Englishman was as w�cked 
and as fierce as he was small in stature. 

Ea!!h was serving a life sentence for 
killing _a fellow.man .. Stollard had been 
sent to the prison after a trial which 
had attracted considerable att.ention in 
the small city wliere he lived and was 
known as a rising man in the general 
contra.cting "game." He ha.d l'ost 
patience with a· stock salesman who had 
visited his office several times, and had 
pushed the ·solicitor out of his door. 
The push was given 'with considerable · 
force, tht·owing the salesman to the 
·floor and cauSing a fracture of the 
skull ·which proved fatal. · Cravens, 
who had left the London underworld 
with the police· hot on his trail, was in 
prison for stabbing a "drunken sneak 
thief in a. brawl over a woman in a red 
light saloon. . 

These men occupied the same cell in 
the p�n.itentiary _for three years, dur­
ing which the World War came to ao 
t•n<l and the United St�tes adopted pro­
hibition, much to the disgust "'of the 
Coch."lwy, though not to his immediate 
personal_ discomfort. 

The· plot t.o escape otiginatcd with 
Stollard·. Be '�ould have · preferred to 
have had for a. partner any other man 
in the prison than GraYens, or, most of 
Hll, hn would have liked to go.it alorH!. 
But, he felt, N;capc he must. und, a� 
umch U.':' Ju� abhorrt!tl thn nu1.11; Cra,·ens 

. umst .be his }>1\rtner. A rP.form wave 
· had· s\\·ept the State and he knew that 

parole or pardon w-ithin a. decade was a 
reix[ote· possibility. . 

By :::uperi01;ity of mind· and bo<;ly 
�tollard kep�.)lis.JlelJntate at tlte. tal!k or 
remo,·ing particles of stone :from tho 

ceiling of the cell. Often the little man 
groai1ed and begged the other to let 
him rest during tho long nights, hating 
physical labor more than he loved free­
dom. These requests were granted as 
often as they were refused, but s�.ol­
Jar<l 's inbred 11ense of justice preven�ed 
his doing all the work from which �ach 
would benefit equally. 

Stollard lifted the O,ckney through 
the aperture in the ceiling. When they 
reached the opening in the wall they 
had made by a drain pipe, the .little 
man trembled and said he could not 
slide down. Patiently, the American 
took the little man on his back and 
�<lid down with him. The big man also 
boosted his companion over the ivall, 
and half carried, half dragged him 
along as he rat! toward· the river. At 
the bank the two drew up. Cravens 
was panting. 

' '  W 'y the bloody 'ell 'ave ye come 
'ere f "  he demanded. " 1'here .a.in 't no 
rylewy 'ere. " 

"We want no railroad," whispered 
the other. "·We're going· by boat." 

Cravens iiated water in all it.s fo'l'ilis. 
As a mcaus of tt·ausp.ortation it ··ap­
pealed to him as little as a beverage or a 
<:leaning fluid. Stollard ordered him 

· to be quiet imd to remain c'onceaJed in 
'the bushes until he returned, and 
!ltarted away. 

" Ditch me 'ere, will �-d" �briekcd 
the little muu, but. the American int{•t·­
t'Upted with a command that �:;Heuced 
him. 

The formet· athlct.c had once been n 
guest at the Norton Boat Club, and was 
able to mak<! his way without difficulty 
to the boat house, not y{•t open for the! 
summer. He took the best canoe he 
could find and broke open several 
loc-kers. Alt.ogetht•r, he n1a.naged to find 
doth(':; enough for the two of tbe01. 
though the cost.nmes wcL·,� motley 
t:nough in make-up. 'fhc cscap•Jd convict. 
lh�u covet·cd as well a� he could evi­
dences . of ltis visit to the cluh. 

Cravens "was �_urprised. to st>e Stolta1·d 
return.. He- dom1ed the clothes, st.ill 
grumbling, . but. set up · a �owl of pro­
test when .he !)a'v t.he canoe. He dco­
clared he would not ride on a river 



t.hree--quarters of a mile wide in such a 
·" bloody fryle Hamericau" boat. 

44Ride in it, or make it alone," said 
the American quietly. Tlre Englishman 
already had begun to rely on his com­
.paniou to such an extent that he feared 
not to obey. 

Stollard disposed of the little man in 
the center of the canoe, threw one 
paddle into it, seated himself in the 
rear and pulled out, sticking close to 
the shore. Later, he decided, he would 
teach the cockney to handle a paddle. 
By daylight they had traveled thirty 
miles, and at dawn they camped, cold 
and hunftry, in a thicket of v.·illow trEres 
where the insects of early Spring made 
llfe a burden. Stoll�rd bore these bard­
ships silently, while the other cried to 
high Heaven against them. 

The next night, after a long alterca-
. tion in which Cravens stormed and 
swore, while Stolla.rd spoke with c.alm 
superiority, the little man updertook to 
master the art of handling the steering 
paddle, and did so with moderate suc­
cess ; so that, with Stollard pulling in 
front with long, clean strokes, the tired 
fugitives reached a small town ten miles 
from their camping place by midnight. 

Here Stollard gave the Cockney an 
assignm€\nt which suited his tastes and 
training. He broke into a general store 
while the Aruel'il!HU kept watch. 

Clothes, iood, blankets, cooking im­
plements and hardware useful in a. 
camp were carried to the canoe. Cravens 
also rifted the cash drawer, taking 
thirty dollars a11d a r�volver. These he 
carefully concealed from his com­
panion. 

FOR four days the fugitives continued 
theit· downstream journey, traveling 

by night and camping by day in the 
manner of Huckleberry l''inu. Stollard 
.reacted to the outdoor life. ltis muscle� 
bulging and hardcniug, sud the prison 
pallor lea,·ing his face. He did most of 
the paddling and practically all of the 
C&mp WOrk. eraVCI_lN, wltose position at 
the rear paddle t•equircd but little exer­
tion, spNlt hiK 1 ime in caiup lying fJa.t 
on his back and cursing everything in 
·general. 

On the flfth <lay the fugitives arrived 
ncar the city of Carrsville, one hundred 
aud fifty miles from the prison and in 
another Rtatc. Stollard carried the 
canoe and tho tmpplic:i several hundred 
yards inland, l)ccnusc of tltc nuinerouR 
boats on .the river around the city, a.nd 
camp was made in an out-of-the-way 
ravine. After the American h ad cooked 
and served breakfast, Cravens became 
unruly. He demanded that the other 
consent -to his going into the city·; for 
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by this time he had thoroughly accepted 
Stollard 'a leadership. 

Wearied by his companion's entreat­
ing and wishing a. few hours alone, 
Stollard permitted the Cockney to go 
sho1tly before noon, exacting a. promise 
that he would return at three' o'clock. 
The American, having been in prison, 
thought of the prohibition law as strict­
ly enforced a.nd respected, so feared 
nothing on tha.t score. Otherwise, he 
would have held Cravens in the camp. 

When Stollard awoke from a nap he 
knew by the sun that it 'vas consider­
ably after three o 'clock. Cravens had 
not returned. 

' 'That dirty rat has gotten himself 
arrested, "  he thought. "No'v he will 
lend tho police to me. " 

He began making prepa.ratioJlS to 1lee. 
First, however, he took from a. secret 
pocket in his undershirt a small sack 
he had concealed from his dishonest 
companion. It contained .a number of 
coins and bills-eighteen dollars and 
seventy cents in all. He had counted it 
so often that he knew every piece by 
its individual marks. This wa.s his 
prison treasure, the result of many a 
surreptitious trade with fellow-prison­
ers to whom he gaYe his allotment of 
tobacco a.nd other luxuries. 

Tho arrest of Cravens, Stollard 
decided, meant that he must give up 
ltis scheme to proceed down _the river 
to its mouth, now only fifty miles away, 
and then down the Father of W a teN!, 
to the ocean, escaping observation by 
extreme caution. He ha.d expected to 
arrive at the ocean beiore tbe fall days 
became too cool for canoeing. Then to 
:;orne foreign land- · 

" Hi , "  a voice broke in on his 
thoughts. "So ye 've been 'oldin' out 
on yer old pal, 'ave ye 7 "  

The leering face o f  Craveus peeped 
from behind a tree. Th.e cockney obvi­
ously was under the influence of liquor, 
nR he hove into sight, snarling at the 
f:lther. 

"Glad you 're back, " said Stollard, 
quietly; "Now, 've'll get ready to break 
camp. "  

" Bryke camp, 'ell I There'll b e  no 
hryking camp tb..Ut night for we. Mt· 
jyne's wytin' for me now, a.n' ye 'll 
gimme that mo�ey for more o '  this." 

Cravens flourished a bottle of moon­
shine, two-thirds empty. "An' bloody. 
vile stuff it is. Blarst them thievin' 
tcmperanC(.'--" 

The cockney finished with a string 
of oaths. 

" Give me that. " Stollard rose quick­
ly, seized the bottle and threw it to the 
·ground where it was d&Shed to pieces on 
a rock. Cravens was wUd. 

4 'Ye blarsted, bloody " he 
roared and, made bold by alcohol, 
l"1,\Shed at Stollard, swinging his fists. 
The American thrust out one ha.nd and 
pushed him back. Cravens lost his 
balance auq fell to the ground. 

"Now see here, " said Stollard. " You 
go over to that tree and sit down while 
I make a fire. We 're going to have a 
little chow and move on. I 'll break 
ca.mp while the food's cooking. ' '  

With the air of a whipped dog, 
Cravens obeyed. · 

Stollard busied himself gathering 
sticks with which to start a fire. 
Cravens noticed that his back '\Vas 

turned. At the Englishman's siJc lay 
one of the canoe paddles. . Silently he 
rose. He picked up the paddle. 

The big man whistled as he worked, 
while the cockney slipped nearer. Rising 
to his full height, Cravens awung and 
brought the paddle against the other's 
head, flat side front, with all the forco 
in his little wiry body. Had he struck 
with the edge it might ha.ve been a 
death blow. 

Stollard f�ll forward. He \'l"as mo· 
mentarily stunned, but his great vital­
ity brought him. to his feet again, his 
hea.d throbbing as il it would burst. 

"You damned little cur ! "  he shouted, 
and seized Cravens. In t.he beat of his 
suffering, he struck the co�kncy seve1·al 
times in the face, drawing blood, and 
pommeled him in the side unmercifully 
before he regained his composure. 

The cockney's resistance was futile, 
and he cried for mercy. Stollard flung 
Jilin to the ground. 

" You dirty little cur I "  he said. 
" Another trick like that, and I'll break 
every rib in your miserable littl•� body." 

Suffering lcs.os now, Stollard turned to 
llis work. while the Englishman crawled 
to the tr�e aud lay i n  misery, groaning 
and rubbing hia woundt-�. 

'l'he American was ratht�r H.'lhawcd of 
his anger. ' 'He's a mist'rabl� little 
1;at," was t)tc trend of his thought. 
" and I'll get rid of him soon, but T 
shouldn't have hurt him so mu�h. Of 
c·ours�>, one lik� him couldn't be <'X­
pected to .know what fair flgbtiug 
means. '" 

These thoughts prompted Stollard "' 
step ten yaTd.'! away to where the sup­
plies were concealed under the over· 
tun1ed cano<' . . He would open a jar of 
sliced bacon and have a real feast, just 
to show the. oth�r he held no animo&ity 
against him. 

Cravens saw his companion move 
away, and took from its place of con­
cealment the revolver he had taken 

(Oontim.ud on page 84) 



Here's a Quaint Little Fantasy 
Born of Whimsical Imagination 

The Man Who Dared to Know 
By JUNIUS B. SMITH 

THl': l\IJ\N \\' HO OA IH�l> '1'0 
KNOW t!\o.�l tlw l.l\lok he was 
I'Cauin� and studied j ts uindiug 

\\'jth (\le l!)"f of a (;I)UI\OiS.>;t:UI'. J-.le bCid · 

emplo:r·�J mau.r CXfJCt'ls to ��� l'llCI' tb<: 
datu. l�ot·Jed ou lh<'. engraved pages 
between it� bro\\'llish-rcd, fte:-tible ieatlt-
ern coYers. l t \\'lll-1 I he �encutogical 
t·ecot·d ol' hi 111seiJ'. .la mes · Wiud�.t· 
Bournct lt·. htsl of his I inn of" Bout·uett�. 

He hnd slurt.cu the wol'k t�ome twenf.y 
years before� and hut.l spcul thou&lnds 
of dollars on if. ; and nt lu�-;L tho com­
pleted book was in his hands. lie w� 
glad to have finis.hctl his r�arclt. lie 
\VOtdd have trucetl his uncC!Itry to the 
dliw:u of ct'Catiou . : . perforce ho 
t�topped · becauKe a forbear, who ·had 
CO!lle out of tbc wilderness, told ·not 
whence he had come. Well, it was quite 
a spun : himself at ouc end ; at the other, 
the ancestral being who hau woocu with 
a club and tulked a language now tlead 
anu forgotten. 

lie thought of tho mon('y spent upon 
thil; rccot•tl. A huudrc.dfold mort� would 
he spend could l)e but vivif.v tl)e pug� 
und :;ec the deeth� of th� who hut! gone 
before him. · 

'l'hc rvom ww.; ligltlcu l>y the bla:t.iu:; 
th·c of un open gt·ate. l ie  watched the 
danc�ing flames uutil his eyes were weary 
and his liu:. c'o:sed. llc 

'
would let fancy 

wen vo a pietut·c for each pa� oi the . 
r·cn�rt.l ho bad madr.. 

A :-;t nur:!C voi•·c <'ailed his llaHW. 'l'hc 
leg of u clmit• dragged with mnflled ca­
dence aguin:;t the soft carpeting of the 
room. l i e  opened his eyeS: Seated some 
fotU· or tivc feet distant, Wa$ a man of 
wonderful physique, dark-complexioned, 
eye;-:-� with the glint of twin flt.'lr� through 
a cloudless night, teeth of ivory �-;liowing 
as he smiled an un!atbomablc smile and 
clasped the arms of the mahogany chair 
in which he sat. 
' ' You wished. to see me." It was a 

statement, positive and in even tone, as 
though the verb were used advisedly. 

' ' See you 1 Surely you are mis-
taken- "

. 
· · 

"About your ancestors. " 
Bournette sat upright. 
' ' Your pedigree is not complete, " the 

\"isitor went on. 

' ' It is ax \!o.i:nplete Rl:i hunum i·e�:�t!l!rdJ 
(!an make it . ' '  

lle xhook hix U!!HU : ' '  l have records 
older thau yvul':->. " 

Bournett� ·� fir�:�t anuoyant•e had pa::;­
:>tld. \Vhoi:!ver be \\'as, perhlip�c�. his \'i* 
itoL· al� mad•� u hobb.\· of genealogical 
r��:�eardt. 'J'hcir lines n'light evfn merge 
at Keme poi..tit. a.':l \\'a:s :Ct·equently 1 he I!Ust.'. 

A num hud (�ro pal'f•ntt4'; fouJ• grand-pal'­
eufH; f'ight gr·t�at. grandparentx, und so ou. 
till, thwretil.'ally, the world would uot 
have held the people a few generlltiom; 
would muke. · Pra<:ticully. however·, t.hr.y 
ran into each other-line..� came together 
time and again . Blootl streams flowed 
like fluctuating rive�, leaving islandx 
here ·and there, naJ'ToWing to a tenuO!fts 
thread,' spreading here and there, dis­
appearing, perchance, as in the sands of 
the all-eousuming de�o�crt. 

As fo1• himself, he had trac(\d hm own 
blood buck through devious channels 
until it11 wource beeame lo�-;f, in antiquity, 
the farthest removed authentic ancestor 
being' he who lrud wooed with 1:1. club, 
had come out of the wilderness from 
nowhe1·e and bud told no one who he 
\\'US. 

Bourueltc leam·u .  fo1·ward und i·o­
garded the other intently, eyes spark­
Hug. " You have older l'eeords than 
mine • . . but tell me • . . give me 
proor . . . and you can charge your 
own price if they pa.ss �:;erut.iuy. " 

" My r�ord:; ure not for �ale ; but-
watch !' '  

· 

He got up auu· cr�ed to a camera of 
which Bournette for the first time be­
r.ame coguizant. He focused it" against 
one pale green-tinted wall, then waved 
n hand : 

" Behold I .An ancestor of yours in 
the. Stone Age, beating to death an ani� 
mal for food. Observe· the club he is 
using � note the !$kins he is wearing for 
protection from the elements ; see the 

· hairy arms and legs, the knotted muscles, 
the. low, receding. forehead. Your blood 
and his ·are the se.me. ' '  

I t  was. all clever trickery, o f  course. 
Some grafting photographer was show­
ing him faked pictures for a purpose not 
yet disclosed. Yet he said nothing, for 
another picture had come upon the wall. 

• ' J  <:all show ,\'OU t.he meauderiugs of 
n>Ul' blood-strearu. from ,·ourself, till �·our :;lim\' unee!)1or:-; l·umc o�t of the :sea: 
·�·ut- i (  .�·ou look - it will J6$tro�· �·our 
peace 0 f miud uutiJ J'Vll ure . gathered tO 
.row· fathet'H. ' '  

" And what Joes i t  pro til you·7" 
�ournat.te J'ound ,·oice.. to ask. 

" K  iud mu:;t �\; it:; kind ; I be re:stleill:l 
consort wit.h the restl�'l. J. would have 
Mmp\IIIY in my suft'el'ing." His IIUlD­
ncr was iut.cnsely t�el'iou:;. 

' • Bhow me things no one
. but myself 

kuow�;, " Buurncltc tempori�cd. 
'fhc stranger tuJ'Ile<l to his camera 8Jld 

Hour·nette saw him.'tclf Hs of the present. 
Au hiu.t.u11, a.nu l)et!t'Ct C\'CIIts were de­
picted. He saw hi!i l ife weuve back to 
the days of hi:; boyhood-to t.he river, 
in which he had died save for a piece of 
floating wood caught in agoui�ing l!ltrug· 
glc. 'rhcrc against order� !from home, 
ltc ne\'er told. 

lie saw his most :;acre<l l!a:stl� in the 
ait·, the l!ouJ. travail thro�,t.gh which ;he 
had one time puS!>cd. . 

' ' Go on ! '
,. he cxclu imed in exquisite 

torturf. ' · I-\  how me who I alll, whence 
[ came, \\'hither· 1 may go. " · 

"Of lhe fullu·e, i t  is not given for me 
to :;a.,,.. Hut the pusl -ugain, l  warn you 
. . . Dure �·c take the risk ? ' '  

Bo1ll·uette laughed shortl�·. " 1  will 
take the ri�;k. 1 -·tlarc-to-lmow. " 

A ma.u, nuked, :;ave t!OYC:retl witb �t­
tctl hair, llquattcd bcfol'e a !ire. The 
burning sticks point.cd like till! spokes of 
a wheel. Forked stakes driven into the 
ground supported across the flame ·a. 
green stick upon which was some meat. 
It was the leg of an animal . . . It was 
the leg of-a-man ! 

"Good God l "  cried Bournettc. 
The pi<'turc changed. A beautiful 

woman, dressed in richest medieval silks, 
flashed before his vision. 

' ' Honored in history : You descend 
through her. " 

A child was spirited away and given 
to the heathen-become as of another 
race. 

uHer child. No one knew, save her· 
self. The father died that he might not 
tell." 



Bournette watehed the child grow and 
become a mighty hunter; watched him 
l'i��C to tli.e command of his nomadic 
tribe; S!I.W depicted the wars that netted 
to him�>eli and tribal members, mothers 
fot· their children. He :-shuduered in 
fascinated horror. 

Abruptly another form appeared : An. 
impal>l!ioned orator, in Roman tuuic, was 
haranguing an excited mob. Wordt1 fel l  
from hi� lips in liquid fir(', Botll'nette 
fotmd hilllilelf on .feet, wildly checril1g 
what the orator-his kinsma.1�aid. 

Theu he fell buck into h m  leuthcm 
ehllil'. 

TI!ROUG HOU'l' the uigllt scenes 
· reeled before him, nt>l ht sequence, 
but :mntcbed hero and there. out of fo•·­
gotten hiHtOry -out of t h·� �Cl'et lives 
of his progenitor�>. llf! HUt eothrnlleJ, 
�.xpericneing the gamut O( l.ltUIUll\ emo­
tions, 

The tire in the gt·ate bnrucd lo,�. lie 
rose and replenished its fuel, then took 
his seat again. 

•' You ba,·c not shoMt me my imm� 
&iate forbears, ' '  he pointed out when the 
night was nearly don<'. 

"Your parents, you mean ! "  

THE MAN WHO DARED TO KNOW 

' '  Precisely- parents, grandparents, 
great grandparents. Let me look upon. 
some faces I would recognize. ' '  

"And some that you would not. It 
were wU;e that you see no further." 

' ' I would see it all , ' '  Bournette in­
sisted. 

"Yet . . .  your parents. lt we1·c 
bcKt to forego seeing them." 

" You imply 1 " 
' •  Nothing. ' ' 
" Then proceed with the pictures. But 

bc.fore you do-Who are you, anyway ? " 
Hi:> ,;sitor regarded him intently, 

fully a minute, before he nn�wer� 
'J'hen be sa.id : 

• • 1 am tlw one you l1a ,.e summoued to 
yom· prct;ence. { am the one ��ome to 
wret•k your house upon the �nds. The 
lives o£ others are their own and woe 
w1 to him who seeks to wrest from them 
their sccreb;. Behold ! . . . The prico 
you pay f.or transcending the bouu<h> of 
maierial self. ' '  

He turned and 6w1g on. the wall a. 
pictru·e of two strange people. 

. .  your parents : theil· meeting: th�ir 
wooing : their nmrri

.
a.gc ; the child that 

was born to them. 
"Yourself ;  �·our early J i (e : the ado­

· J'ation of your father and mother ; their 

True Courage 

poverty : Star\"ation. It threatens to 
lay hand upon you: 

"The sacrifice I T ou nrc taken away 
and given to another : History eYer l'O. ·, 

peats itself, with variations. 

" Your foster parent� whom you al­
ways thought your O\m. ' '  

Bournctte sprang to his r�et nml 
dosed his eyes in agony. "�Iy Uoo! 
My God! It eau:t bo h·ue F' 

The other laughed with il'Otdc fiend­
ishness. 

" But my pure.tt� ! Wh.�ro aru they ? 
.Do they lh·e 1 Their name�� Can 1 fiud 
them 1 f:-lharc with them my weulth ! "  
HiM hand� grop<·d fot· :-<upport", 11s he 

·TceJcu ugainr-t the tuult• besid� whi<.'h he 
had been �itting throughout the 11ight. 

A no his ,;sito1· mock<'d him : ' ' f told 
th.ee thou <.'Ouldst not ask of the futurt'. ' '  

Silen<.'e <.'anw down as a. pall. Some 
way Bournetto knew it wa:;: the end. He 
opened his e�·es. Of the visitor, or his 
camera., there wa.� not a sign. 

One hand, still. upou the tablt', touched 
a. lcath�nt-bound Yolumt', Yiewed with 
so much prid�· the night befor�'- He 
picked up the book and rift!ed its lea.v�. 
Then be t.os.'led it into the fire a.nd stag­
ge�d from the room. 

�N the American army was at Valley Forge, in the 

winter of 1777, a captain of the Virginian line refused 

a challenge sent him by a bro�er officer, alleging that his 

lif� 'rns devoted to the service of his country, a.nd that he 
did not think it a point of duty to risk it, to gratify the 

caprice of any man. .His antagonist gave him the cbara.cter 

of a coward throughout the whole army. Conscious of not 

having merited the aspersion, and discovering the injury he 

:>hould sustain in the mindM of those acquainted with hhn, 

he repaired one evening to a general meeting of the officers 
of that line. On his entrance he was aYoided by the company, 

nud the officer who had challenged him insolently ordered 

him to leave the room, a request which was loudly re-echoed 
from all pal'ts. He refused, and asserted that he came there 

to vindicate his fame ; and, after mentioning the reasons 

which induced him not to accept the challenge, he applied a 
large hand-grenade to the candle, and when the fusee �ad 
caught fire, threw it on tho floor, saying, " Here gentlemen, 
this 'vill quickly determine which of us all dare brave danger 
most" At first, they stared upon him for a moment in 

1$tllpid astonishment, but their eyes soon fell upon the fusee 

of the grenade, which was fast burning down. Away scam­
pered colonel, general, ·enBign, and all made a rush at the 

door simultaneously and confused. Some fell, and others 
made their way over the bodies of their comrades; some suc­
ceeded in getting out, but for an instant there was a general 

heap of flesh sprawling at the entrance of the apartment. 

Here was a colonel jostling with a subaltern, and there fat 

generals pressing lean lieutenantS into the boards, and blus­
tering majors and squeaking ensignR wrestling for exit; the 
size of the one and the feebleness of the otJh�t· making their 
chance of departure pretty equal, until time, which docs all 
thin� at last, cleared the room, �nd left the captain standing 
oyer the grenade with his arms folded, and his countenance 
expressing every kind of scorn and contempt for the tra.in 

of scrambling redcoats, as they toiled and bustled, and 

bored their way out at the door. After the explosion had 

taken place, some of them ventured to return, to take a peep 
at the mangled remains of their comrade, \Vhom, however, 
to their great surprise, they found a.live and · uninjured. 

When they �ere all gone, the captain threw himself fiat on 

the 6oor, as the only possible means of escape, and fortUllately 
came off with a whole skin a.nd .a repaired reputation. 



An Eventful Night in a Haunted Forest 

THE GHOST- EATER 

M

OON-MADNESS Y A touch of 
fever ! I wish I could think 
so I But when I am alone after 

dark in the waste places where my wan­
derings take· roe, and hear acrO'SS infinite 
voids the demon echoes of those scrca.m.s 
and snarlll, and thn.t detestable crunch­
ing of bones, I shudder again. at the 
memory of that eldritch night. 

I knew less of woodcraft in those days, 
· though the wilderness called just as 

strongly to me as it does now. Up to 
that nigl1t I had always been careful 
to employ a. guide, but circtllllStances 
now suddenly forced me to a trial of 
my own skill. It was midsummer in 
Maine, and, despite roy great need to 
get from Mayfair to Glendale by the 
.next noon, I could find no person willing 
ta pilot me. Unless I took the long route 
through Potowisset, which would not 
bring mo to my goal in time, there would 
be dense forests to penetrate; yet when­
ever I asked for a guide I was met with 
refusal and evasion. 

By C. M. EDDY, Jr. 
Stranger that I was, it seemed odd 

that everyone should have such glib 
excuses. There was too much ' ' import­
ant business '' on hand for such a sleepy 
village, and I knew that the natives were 
lying. But they all had ' ' imperative 
duties, 1 1 or said that they had ; and . 

would do no more than assure me that 
the trail through the woods was very 
plain, running due north, antl not in the 
least difficult for a ,·igorous �·uung fel­
low. If I 11tartcd while the morning was 
still early, they a\·erred, I could get to 
Glendale by sundown and avoid a night 

\ 



in the open. Even then I suspeeted 
nothing. The prospect seemed good, and 
I resolved to try it alone, let the laT-y 
villa:gers hang back as they might. Prob­
ably I would have tried it eveu if I had 

. suspected ; for yonth is stubbom. and 
from childhood 1 hud only laugheu at 
superstition and old wives' talc�. 

So before the sun w�1s high I hau 
started off through the trees ut a S\\ing­
ing stride, lunch in my hand, b'1Utrdiau 
automatic iu my pocket, and belt filled 
with crisp bills of large denominations. 
From the distnnccs given me! nml a 
knowledge of my own spcc.'tl, I had 
figured on making G leudnlc a lltt!e after 
11unset ; but I knew that cv<•u if detained 
over night through some miscalculation, 
I had plenty of camping experience to 
fall back on. Besides, my ,Presence at 
my destination was not really necessary 
till the following noon. 

It was the weather that set my plaus 
awry. As the sun rose higher, it 
scorched through even the thickest of the 
foliage, and burned up m;>' energy nt 
every step. By noun my clothes were 
!ioaking with perspiration, and J felt 
myself faltering in spite of all my reso­
lution. As I pushed deeper into the 
waods I found the . trail grf'..atly ob­
structed with underbrush, and at many 
pcint� neurl�· cffHl·cd. 1 t  must hav� 
been weeks-perhu.pt:i months--.-;incc 
a:nyone had bJ•ok<!ll hi�; way through ; _and 
l began t<> wondet.· if 1 •:oulct. ufter all ,  
live up to my �!eheduk. 

At Iengtl). having gt·own ,.e1·y huugr,,- . 
1 looked for the det>pest patch of shade I 
could find. 1md proceeded lo f!at tJ1e 
lunch which the hotel had prepared fo1· 
me. There were some indifferent saud­
wiche:;. a piece of stale pie, aud It hottl13 
of Yery light �;ne : b.v uo means sump­
tuous fai'P. hut wclcomo euough t.o one 
in my etate of overheated exhaustion. 

I t  was too hot fo1· �moking ltl be of 
'-'II." �;olace. l'lrt I did not take QUI. tlt.Y 
pipe. lnl'IP.ad. I t�tJ·etchcd on-self at full 
length under· Lhc tree:. wbC:u my meal 
''-BS don<'. intt>nf. ll1l stealing a few mo. 
ments • t·c�<t before t\Ommencing the la� 
lap of my journey. 1 suppose 1 was a 
fool to drinl\ l h11t wiuf' : for. light though 
it WU.'i, it. rm.n·ed just. enough to finish 
the wm·k the sultry. oppressive day had 
begun. l\1�· pit111 l!alled for the merest 
momenW L'.\' t-elu:xat.iou. yet, with scarcely 
a. warning _vawu, I dropped off into a. 
sound slumbct·. 

II 

WHEN I opened my eyes twilight 
was closing in about m�>. A wind 

!II.IIued my cheeks. restoring me quickly 
to full perception ; and o.s I glanced up 
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at tho sky I saw with apprehension that handsome, with thin, clean-shaven ·face, 
blark racing clouds were leading on a glossy, flaxen hair nea.tly brushed, long, 
solid wall of darkness prophetic of regular eyebrows that met in a slanting 
violent thundcrotorm. I lmew now that uugle abo,·c the nose, l:lhapcly cars set 
I could not reach Glendale before moth- low and well back on the head, and large 
ing, but the prospect o£ n. night in the (!Xprcssive gray cyC/i ulmo!)t luminous in 
woods-m.v first night of lone forest their animation. \Vhcn he smiled a wel­
cnmping-becamc very repugnant under <:orne he showed a magnificently e,·en set 
these trying conditions. lu a moment I of firm \vhite teeth, and as he waved me 
decided to push along for a while at to a. chair I was �;truck by the fineness 
least, in the hope of finiling some shelte1· of his slcndet· hiUlds, with their long, 
before the tempest should break. tapering fingers whose ruddy. almond-

Darkness spread oYer the \Voods like shaped nails were slightly curved and 
u. heayy blanket. The lowering clouds exquisitely mnnjcurcd. I could not help 
grew more threatening, and the wind in- wondering why a man of such engaging 
creased to a veritable gale. A flash of personality should choose the life of a 
distant lightning illuminated the 11ky, recluse. 
followed by an ominous rumble that · · Sorry to intrude," I ,·entured, • · but 
seemed to hint of mali�rn pun;uit. 'fhen 1 've given up the hope of making Glen­
I f�:lt a drop of rain on my outstretched dale before morning, and there's a storm 
hand ; anu though still �-u.lking on auto- · coming on ,•,-hich sent me looking for 
matically, resigned myself to tlle inevita- cover. " A11 if to conoborute my words, 
l>le. Another moment and I had seen there came at thi::; point a vh•id flash, a 
the light ; the light of a wiudow througll crashing reverberation, and the first 
the trees uml the darkness. Eager only breaking of a torr�ntiul downpour that 
for shelter, I hastened toward itr-would IJeat m.auiu.cally against the windows. 
to God I had turned and fted ! My host seemed oblivious to· the ele-

Thcre w� a sort of imperfect clear- ments, and flashed me another smile 
ing, on the farther �ide of which, with its when he nns"wcrcd. His voice was sooth­
back against the primeval wood, stood a iug and well modulated, and his eyes 
building. 1 had expected a shanty or helu u ca!mness almost hypnotic. 
log-cabin. but stopped short in surprise ·· You're wdcome to whateYer hospi­
wh<'n I beheld a ucut. and tal->1efu1 littlr. talit.v 1 <:un offct·. lmt J 'm afraid it wou 't 
house of h\"O stories : some st>venty yem-s I.Jt> nm<:h. I \·c a J.!Umn leg. so )�ou 'tl have 
old b�· itx im•hite.('fttr<�, �'<'f. still iu :• l o  do lll<J:-;t vf the waiting <>ll yourself . .  !£ 
statr of t•epait· betokening llw •·los�l and · .' ott ' J·t� huu:;•·�· �·c.nt'll lind plenty in the 
most. •:h:ili1.ed <ttt�ntiou. 'l'hrough the kitrhett.-pl�nt�· vf {ood, if not of cere­
�-;maU pa.ncs of �)JlC of the loWCJ' windows mouy I ' '  lt ISCl'lllf!d to lllC t hat. I could 
a bright light tilwnc. a11d towCird this- Jelect t he !ilig-hteat · t ruce Clf a. foreign 
:-;puned b�· th.- impad ()f anothet· rain· 1:tccent in hi.c; tone, though hi:s languuge 
Ji'Op-l pt-esentl�· hurried acrol>!> t ile 1\"Ul:l tiuentl�· correct aud idiomatit:. 
deat·iug. t·a.pping loudb· on .the doors as Rising lt• <Ill impressi,·e hight., he 
�:�oon as 1 gained lhe step,;. headed fot• thP. door with long. limping 

With �>tnrtling promphless m�· luwt•k steps, a.u'd 1 noticed the huge hair,v arms 
wus answered b:,· a deep. plP.asant ,·oic!e that hung at his side in such curious con· 
which uttered the singlP. �sUable, f rast "ith his delieutc hands. 
" Come ! "  · · Come. ·' '  be suggested. · · Bring the 

Pushing open the uulot•ked door. l en- lamp along with �·ou. I might as well 
t el'ed a shadowy halt lighted by an open sit in the kitchen as lter1'. " 
rioorwa.y at the ,;ghf .  bt>youd which was 1 followed him into the- lt<Jll aud tht 
a. book-liued t·oom wit.b tho glestnin� t·vom across. it, aud at. his di1·edion nul­

window. As I closed the outt>r door be- �>acked the woodpile i n  the l'Orllet· ;md 
h.ind mr. T t�oold not. help Hot icing. a ·. t.ba cupboard ou the w�:�IL A few mo­
pe-euliar odot· about. I he hous� : a faint., ments latet·. "·hen I he tit·c w11s goi ug 
P.lusive, seat·l•ely flpfinllble <!dot· which uicel:v. I atlkerl hi111 i f  I migbt. n<:>t prt!­
somehow mtggested animaltS. M�· host, IJS.re food f••r IJOt.h ; bttl he t'(IUI'teously 
l surmised. must be a huntet· or trapper. deelinerl. 
wjtll Ius lmsiness •·ondul't�d on 1-hf': ' ' I t 's too lwt L(r eat. ' '  he told me. •• Be-
pt·emjses. . �ide:;, l had a bit � brion� you t•arut>." 

'l'hr. mnn who lut.d spokeu �t. in :t Aftt>r w�.t,shing the dishes left. from my 
capadou�> ea."y-chair beside IL ma rhle- lvnc mea.l. 1 su.t down for a while. smok­
topped <'E>ntf't' table. a long lowtging- ing m,v pipr. <'on tont<'dJy. :\f�· host asked 
1·obe of gray swathing hiEdean f01m. The a ·few questious a.hout tb!' neighboring 
light front a powrrful argu.nd lamp ,·illages, lmt- lupsed into- sullen 1ae.it.urn­
threw bis features into pr·ominencf\, ani! it.y when be lNtrnerJ · T was au outsider. 
liS he eyed' me mtriously T studied him As hP. hroodcd there �;ilently I t'OUld not 
in uo less detail. He ww; ::,trikingly help feeling a quulity of strangeness in 



him.; some subtle alienage · that could 
hardly be analyzed. I was quite· certain, 
for one thing, that he was tolerating me 
because of the storm rather than welcom­

ing me with genuine hospit:dlty. 
As far the storm, it soomcd almost to 

have spent itself. Outside, it wns al­
ready growing lighter-for there WI:U; n 
full moon behind the douds-and the 
rain had dwindled to n. tt·iviul dri��lc. 
Perhaps, I thought, .L t•ould uow r�ume 
my journey nftcr all; au idea which 1 
3uggested to my host. 

" Better wail. t.iU morui.11g," ho ro­
mar�ed. "You l:!O.Y you '1·e ufoot, and 

. it's a good three hoUl-s to Glendale, I ''"o 
l wo bedt·ooms .up11tai rs, and you 'ro wel­
come to one or them j£ you eare ta stay. " 

There "·as a. sincerity in his iuYitatiou 
which dispelled any doubts I had held 
reg�rding hll:! hospitality, and I now con­

eluded thut his silences must be tho re­
sult of long isolation frolll his fello·ws iu 
this wilderneso;. A fter sitting without a. 
word through three fillings of my pipe, I 
finally began to yawn. 

"It's been rather n. att·cunous day for 
mo, " I admitted, " and I guess I 'd bettet· 
be making tracks for bed. I want to be 
up at sunl'iso, you lmow, and ou my 
way." 

11Iy l1ost waved hls arm towat·d the 
door, through which I could see the hall 
and tho staircase. 

"Take the lamp \vith your' ' be in­
structed. " It's the only one I have, but 
I don't mind sitting in the dark, really. 
Half the time I don't light it n.t all when 
I 'm alouo. Oil is so hard to get out 
here, and I go to the villu.ge so seldom. 
Your room is the one on tho right, ai tho 
head of tho stairs. " 

Taking tho lamp and tmning in the 
hall to say good-night; I could see his 
eyes glowing almost phosphorescently iii 
the darkened room 1 had left ; and I wus 
half reminded for a moment of the 
jungle, and the cil·cles of eyes that. some­
times glow just bcyoltd the radius af tho 
campfire. Then I started upstairs. 

.As I reached tho second fioor I could 
hear my ho.� limping across the hall to 
the other room below, and perceived that 
�e moved with owlish sureness despite 
the darkness. Truly, he bad but little 
need af·the lamp. Th.e storm was over, 
and as I entered the room assigned me I 
found it bright ,\-;th the 1·nys of n. full 
moon t.bat streamed Oll the bed from an 
uncurtained south ,\;ndow. Blowing out 
the lamp and ]eaYing the house in dark­
ness but for the moanbeams, I sniffed 
at the pungent odor that rose above th� 
��e�t of the kerosen�the quasi-animal 
ndor I had noticed on first entering the 
place. I crossed to tho 'vindow and 
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threw it wide, breathing deep of the cool, 
fresh night air. 

When I started to �ndress I paused 
almost instantly, recalling my money 
bolt, t>till in its place n.bout my ·v."aist. 
Possibly, I re1lected, it would be well not 
to be too hasty or unguarded ; for I bad 
read of men who seized just such an 

opportunity to rob and eYen to murdet• 
tile Htrauger ""·ithin their dwelling. So, 
a.n'U.nging the bedclothes to look as if 
they covered a �;leeping figure, I drew 
the room's only chair into the concealing 
!lhadowe, filled and lighted ruy pipe 
again, and sat dov.,1 to rest ar watch, 
as the occa�;ion might demand • 

III 

J COULD not have been sitting there 
long when my aensith·e eal'S caught 

the sound . of footHtep!i ascending tho 
stairs. All tho old lore of robber land­
lordli rushed 0'11. me ufresh, ·when another 
moment revealed that the steps were 
plain, loud, and careless, \vitb no at­
tempt at concealment ; while my host's 
t.read, u I hn.d heard it from the head 
of the staircase, was a soft limping stride. 
Shaking the ashes from my pipe, I 
slipped it in my pocket. Then, seizing 
and drawing my automatic, I rose from 
the chair, tiptoed ael:Ol!S the room, and 
crouched tensely in a spot which the 
opening door would cover. 

The door opened, and into the shaft o.f 
moonlight stepped a man I had nevel' 
seen before. Tall, broad-shouldered, 
and distinguished, his face half hidde\\ 
by a heavy square--cut beard and his 
neck buried in a high black stoek of n 
pattern long obsolete in America, be was 
indubitably a foreigner. How he could 
have entered the house without my 
knowledge was quite beyond me, nor 
eould I bcli�ve far an iustn.nt that he 
had. been �oncealed in either of the two 
rooms or the ,hall below me. As I gazed 
intently at him iu the im;idious moon­
beaDIS it seemed to me that I could soo 
directly through his sturdy form ; but 
perhaps this was only an illusion that 
came from my shock of surprise. 

Noticing the disarray of the bed, but 
evidently missing the intended effect of 
occupancy, the stranger muttered some­
thing to himself in a foreign tongue and 
proceeded to disrobe. Flinging his 
clothes into the chair I �d Yacated, he 
crept into bed, pulled the covers o\·ea· 
him, and in a moment or two was breath­
ing with the regular respiration of a 
sound sleeper. 

My first thought was to seek out my 
host and demand an explanation, but a 
secand later I deemed it better to make 
8111'8 that the whole incident was not -a 

mere delusive afUlr-effect of my wine­
drugged sleep iu the woods. I still felt 
weak and faint, and despite mi recent 
supper was as hungry as if I hajl not 
eaten since that noonday lunch. 

I crossed to the bed, reached out, and 
gt·asped at the shoulder of the sleeping 
man. Theu, barely clu�cking a cry of 
mad ft·igbt. and dizzy astonishment, I 
fell buck with pounding pulses w.u.l 
dilated eyes. For my clutching /i1&gers 
had pa.�scd dit·ectty through the sleepit1g 
furm, and seized only the sheet below! . 

A 1:oruplctc analy�:�i� of my jarred uml 
jumbled HCnsat.ions would be futile. 'l'hc 
man was iutaugiblt>, �·et 1 could still aec 
him there, btm· hi:-� regular breathit1�, 
und watch his figure us it. half-turned 
beneath the clothes. And then, a� I was 
quite ce11ai11 of my own mad!les8 or 
hypuo:sis, 1 hcaa·d other footsteps on the 
lltuirs ; so:.Ct, pudded, doglike, limping 
footsteps, pattering up, up up • • . .  
And agu.iu that pungent animal smell. 
this time ln rctloublcd volume. Dazed 
and drcam-drowsC<l, I c1·ept once more 
behind the protecting opened door, 

flhnkeu to tho Dlat·row, but now resigned 
to any fate knowu or nameless. 

Then into that shaft of eery moonlight 
stepped the. g-aunt form of a �at gray 
wolf. Limped, I :�hould have said, for 
one hind foot wna held iu the air, as 
though wounded by some stray shot. The 
beast turned i� head in my direction, 
and n.s it did so the pistol dropped from 
my twitching fingers and clattered un­
heeded to the floor. The ascending suc­

cession of bol'l'ors was fast paralyzing 
my will and consciousuess, for tTtc eyes 
that ?tOW glm·ecl i1J1,·ard me {ron� , that 
heUi.sh 7tead we1·e the grey phosp7wr· 
escent cy�s of' my host a.� they had pured 
at me flrro-ugh. the darkness of the 
kitc1U.11. 

1 do not yet know wbethet· it saw me. 
'I'hc eyes h1rn.t>d from my direction to 
the bed, aud guzed gluttonously on t.hc 
�ectrol sleeping form there. Then the 
head tilted back, and from that demon 
throat came the most ahoddug ululation 
I have ever heard ; a thick, mu.tseou:;-, 
lupine howl that made my hcat·t �;tantl 
still. The fonn on the bed stin·ed, 
opened his eyes, and shrank from what 
he saw. The animal crouched qniver­
ingly, and then-as the ethereal figure 
uttered a shriek of mot·tal humau un­
guish aud terror that no gliost of legend 
could counterfeit-t;prang stra ight for 
its victim's throat, its white, firm, even 
teeth flashing in the moonlight as they 
closed on the jugular vein of the scream­
ing phantasm. The scream ended in a. 
blood-eboked gurgle, and the frightened 
human eyes turned· glassy. 

· 



'That scream had roused me to action; 
and in a second I had retrieved my autO­
matic and emptied its entire contenta 
into the wO'lfish mon�>�trosity before me. 
But I hea.t·d the 1mhindered thud of each 
buUet as it imbedded itself in the up­
pogit:e waU. 

·My nerves gave wu.r. �linu fc1u· 
hurled. me toward t.hc doo•·, and bliiul. 
fear prompted tho one buckwu.t'tl glauco 
i� which ! !laW that lhc wolf had �muk its 
teeth · iuto tho body of ill:! qutu•t·y. 'l'het' 
canie· that culmituitiug yen�Wry impres­
�tion . and tho Jcvastati..ug thought. to 
which it gu.,·e birth: 'rhi� wa.a t.he same 
body 1 had thrust my hand thro·ltgk a 
f&w inomentl; befo1·c . . . anJ yet eu� 1 
plunged down that black nightmare 
staircase 1 could ltea1· the cr-unching of 
bones. 

I V  
flOW 1 .found the trail t-o Glendale, or 

, how 1 managed to tmverse it, 1 sup­
pose I shall never know. .I only know · 

that sunrise found me on the hill at the 
edge of the woodK, with t he steepled 
village outspread below me, and the blue 
th�ad of the Cutaquu. sparkling in the 
dis�noo. HaUcss, coatlcss, a!:!heu-faced, 
und as soaked with perspiration as �f 1 
had spent the night abroad in the storm. 
I hesitated to enter the village till I had 
•·eco-vered at leu!lt �omc outward sem­
blnnce of comp<>�>'Urc. At  last I picked 
my way down hill anu through the nal'­
t·ow streets with theil· tiagstonc sidewalks 
and Colonial doorwayM till I reached the 
fJn.fayette HouMe, whose proprietor eyed 
me· askance. 

· • Where ft'Olll ISO early, tlon f And why 
the wild look ? ' '  

' ' I 've just come through the woodt:l 
from Mayfair. ' '  

�-' You--eame-through:--thc Devil '!l 
.Woods-last night-and-alone 1 The 
oid man stared with 1:1. Qlleel' look of 
alternate horror and incredulity. 
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"Why not!" I �ountered, "I couldn't 
have made it in time through Potowisset. 
and I had to be here not later than this 
noon.' '  

� · And last night was full m(}Qn/ . • . .  

Afy Gawd I"  Ile eyed me cul'iously. 
· • �ee auything of V asi li Oukranikov or 
lhe UountY" 

' ' Say, do I look that IDmplc7 What 
al'e you trying to do-jolly met" 

But hitl toue waH as grave as a priest·� 
us he replied.. ' •  You must be new to 
these parts, SO'll.uy. lf you weren 't you'd 
know all about Devil's Woods and the 
full moon and Vasili and the rest.. " 

I felt anything but flippant, yet knew 
J mt11tt not seem serious after my earlier 
remarkl;. ' ' Go on-I kuow you 're dy­
ing to tell me. I'm like a donkey-all · 
ears." . · ' · 

Then he . told the legend in his dry 
way, stripping it C1l. vitality and convinc­
ingness through lack of coloring, detail, 
and atmosphere. But for me it needed 
no vitality or convincingness that any 
poet could have given. Remember what 
I had witnessed, and remember that 1 
had never heard of. the tale until aftet· 
1 had had the experience and fled from 
Lhe terror of thO'!!e crunched phu.ntoru 
bones. 

' ' There used to be quite a few Rua­
IDaD.S scattered betwixt here' aud May­
fair-they came afU.\1' one of theil· 
nihilist troubles back iu Ru�ia. Va�:�ili 
Oukranikov was one of 'em-a tall, thln, 
handsome chap with !Shiny yellow hair 
aud a wonderful mannet·. 'l'h<'Y said, 
though, that he wa� a servant of the 
devil-u. wt!rewoU and eater of men. 

• 'He built him a hoUBe in tJ1e woods 
about a third of the way from here to 
Mayfair aud lived all alone. Every once 
i n  a. '"'b ile a traveler would come out 

of the woods with SO'me pretty strange 
tale abo1lt being chased by a big gray 
wolf with shining huma11 eyeR-like 
Oukranikov 's. · One night somebody took 
a pot shot at the wolf, and the next time 
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the Russian came into Glendale he 
\Valked with a limp. That settled it. 
There wasn't any mere suspicion now, 
but hard fact�. 

"'l'ht!n he seut to Mayfair for the 
Counli--ltil'i name w�ts Fcodot· Tcber­
ucvsky uncJ he haJ bought the olu g-dm­
brcl-roofed li'owlcl· place up �::>tate l:)tl·eel 
-to come out Hud sec him. 'l'hey all 
warued the Count. l'ot· he wu.s a fiuc mun 
aud a �;plendi<..l ·ueighbor, but he suid he 
(!ould take l:�u-e of h iumelf all  right. 1t 
was the night of the full moon. He wus 
brave as they make 'em, and all he did 
was to tell some men he had arollnd t lie 
place lo follow him lo VasilFl>l if he 
<1!-dn 't show up iu dt!ceut time. The�· did 
-and you tell me, sonny. that you 'yc 
been through those woods at night 1 ' '  

"Sure I tell _., .. ou''--1  t1·ied to appear 
uonchalantr-"1 'm uo l'onut. und here 
I am to tell the tale ! . . . But wiJUt did 
the men find at. Oukl'auiko\· 's house � ' '  

"They Iouud I he Uount 's mung led 
body, JSonuy, u ntl <� gaunt gray wolf 
hovering over i t  with blood-!Sla,·eJ·ing 
jawli. You cau gue.� who the wolf was. 
.And folks do su.y that. ut e,·er�· full moou 
-but ISOtmy, ditln 't you l:ICe or heat· any­
thing 7 "  

" Not u. tbiug, pop ! And Ha�·. what be­
came of tho wolf-or Va.sili Oukra.IJ.­
ikov1 "  

"Why, sou, they killed it-filled i t  
full of lead and buried it  in the house, 
and then burnEid the place down-you 
knO"tv all this wus Mixty yeltrs ago when 
I was a little �>have•·· but I remember it 
a!S if 'twas yesterday . . , . 

I turned a.wu,,· with u t;hrug of my 
:.houldet-s. It wa� nll l'i<J ClUaint uud silly 
and artificinl in thl· full light. of dar. 
But someti mes when J HDl alone aftor 
dark in wubte places. Hlld he:tJ' the demon 
echoes of thoxe �-tet�um1; <llld sna rls. und 
that detestable crunching of bones, l 
::;hudder again at ·

the memory of that 
eldritch night. 

THERE are in Turkey two kinds of mon�, very different 
from eaeh other, but equally remarkable. The differ­

ence between them proceeds from the sort of regulation that 
their founder has imposed respectively upon them ; ihat of 
the Mewliach Dervise is to turn round like a totum, to the 
sound of a tolerably soft music, and to acquire a holy intox­
ication from_ the vertigos, whi-ch are the natural consequences 
of this strange exercise,. if habit did not preyent that effect, 
w·hj�, however, they generally make up for at the tavern. 
Tile custom of the otJ:ter monks, -called Tacta-tepen, is .mo� 
doleful, and mo� savage. · It consists. in gravely -marching 

o� after another round their chapel, and pronouncing the 

name ?f God· with a loud voice, which they strain at every 
stroke of a. drum beaten on the occasion ; but very soon the 

str�kes gradually following closer, become so loud that these 
wretches are obliged to make great exertions of their lungs, 
and the most devout never finish the procession 'vithO'Ut spit­
ting blood. The appearance of these monks is always gloomy 
and_ auStere, and they are so persuaded of the sanctity of 
th�r p�tice, and so sure of pleasing heaven by their howl­
.bigs, that �ey_ never look on other men but with the most 
profound contempt. 



· A Five-Minute Tale of Supernatural Adventure 

THE THING 
By FRANK MARION PALMER 

I
T IS easy to recall it, bit by bit, just 

as it o�curred, though it �hould have 
been fo1·gotten long ago. 

I can, even now, visualize the THING 
88 I saw. it in all its frightfulness. Timo 
has accentuated the memory of that 
haunting half hour. 

The immediate result of my enervating 
experience was a benumbing of the senses 
� partial paralysis of the mind. The 
frenzied fear, the gripping horror of it, 
came t� me later when miles away from 
the scenes of its occurrence. 

I had retired late. My room, number 
307, wu� on the third floor of a down­
town hotel, which town and which hotel, 
for good und suffi<'ieut l'eason:-$1 I shall 
nat �:Jay. Several cups of strong coffee 
bad rendered sleep out of the question. 
Tho weathet· was WU1'Jll1 but. a damp, 
sticky, wnokc-htd<'H JittZc, {lue w the 
crowded sbippiug that lu�· in the hut·bor 
below, penet.ralcd cvcL·rwhcr<'.. I fancy 
the night was dark, but the electric glare 
of the city turued night into day-. 

At last, lulled by the stillness within 
:md the hum of the city which cnmc to 
me througl1 my open wimlow, 1 slept. 
}fy sleep wus 11. dt·c:amlcss, l<'aucn uncon­

· l!ciousu(':i.'i, Jar· fr·om l'C!(N�xhiug. 'rhen 
came t.he iutt'Ouuction to my 1mwmal 
HS"perience. 

J could IH'\"I!J' (!.XpJain wJty 1 'heard it 
:-)0 uisliUt.!l.l�-- :-;ouudly u�ltii.�p, my ears 
WE'J� pe�inf.ully smitLen Ly a Jull, heu,·y, 
Hic:k<'ning, ::nnothet-eu C.'l:plosiou. 

· I wus awiike lUlU ulcr·t in au in�tuut, 
tr•yil•g to account for it. 'l.Jight of day 
Wat; puUug the t:lcctrie glare and obje<.:L'l 
wcwe pla.inly vi�ible within the 'I'Oom. 
Without my open window I could se�, 
through the blue murk, tho outlines of 
buildings act·o� the street, the serrated 
1-lky-line far above. I got up, stretched 
and yawned ; took a turn around the 
I'Oom, lit a dgarette an() laid down again. 
I had not aeeounted for the noise, but 
finally eoncludecl that. it came from some 
natural caUH&-a.pparently out on the 
street. At any rate, I thought no more 
of it aa I lay there enjoying my morning 
smoke. 

I was about to doze again when the 
room was suddenly filled, saturated with 
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the vilest smell of burned powder I have 
ever encountered. It was absolutely 
sickening a.nd seeme'd mingled with the 
smell of burning human flesh-the 
t>'teuch that hangs over a b'att.letield the 
morning after a carnage. 

So, I said to myself, that explosion was 
in this building, on the third floor and 
not far fro� my room l 

I was still reclining and had taken an­
other cigarette when the THING .came 
into my room, putting an end to all 
thought of immediate investigation. 

It came in t.lu·ough the wide open win­
dow from the ftre-escapc. Its shape \\'88 
that of a human body, entirely nude, 
perfectly distinct in outline a.nd detail, 
yet lacking in the extremities-a torso 
only-so <listinct and lifelike that I could 
soc the folds of .flesh, the contour ur 
mmcl�, . 'the pinky-yellow color of the 
skin, and yet, so trull8parcnt wu.t:l it, the 
window ca�:�ing, the figured wall pupel', 
the outlines of the dresset: and every­
thing it passed, were visible th1·ough it 
-as pln.iluy discernible as though it wore 
not there. 

It floateu in�lowly, Hlowly, as a mist 
o.f early morning might ente1· one'�:; case.­
mcnt or u wisp of smol<t•, wafted in on u 
sb·ay br()(·�e-uusubsLautial, filmy, yet 
$CCtni11.g to hayc the �:�ubstancc of flesh 
u.ud blood. 

'rhu 'hcau oi my bed was exactly op­
pOIIilc the window, a.nu I h11.d splendid 
vautage for contemplatio1t. 1 wus not 
Joug in dh;coveriug the incompleteness 
·of that spectral vi.!iitor. It Jacked lumd.a 
and forearm.s, the lower extremities 
were cut off above the knees, and, to 
coUlp!ete the phantasmal horror of it, 
there was 110 head upon those broad, 
powerful shoulden;-only the stump of 
a muscular neck. 

The awfulness of this armless, legless, 
headless shape was further in tensified by 
tho fact that the extremity of each 
tl'Uucated member seemed to drip red 
blood! 

· 

.All this I saw as it floated into my 
room through the open window-a 
ghastly shape that defied description­
while I was breathing the stench of a 
day-old battlefield. 

And now, the last, the mO'St weird de­
tail of all-the most inexplicable-the 
one that indeed filled me with astonish­
ment was yet to come. 

Between my open window and the 
door, against the wall, stood a dresser 
surmounted by a large plate g� 
mirror. 

.As the THING advanced, fiaated. 
through my room, to melt, .v a� or 
draw through the solid panels of my 
door, it, perforce, must pass by this 
mirror. So clear was my mind in those 
trying moments, that I had dwelt upon 

· this ,·ery fact as the THING advanced. 
flnd had speculated as to what tho re­
flection of . a spectre would bo like. 

Let science explain. this singular 
phenomenon ; I can not. The reflection of 
my �;pect t·e wnli no spectre, at all I It 
was the aolid, substantial, flesh, bloOd 
and bouc o:£ a six-foot man. about thirt.y 
years of age, not lacking a single mem­
ber, perfect i:n colot·, form, feature, a�:> 
nude as the day he was born, gracefully 
floating by the big lool..-ing glass ; his eyes 
closed, a contented smile lighting up b.is 
handsome features-much l ike one asleep 
whow face is transfigured by a pl�asaut 
drcu.m. 

And then, just us tho figure wats flout­
ing free of the ghL'll:I-II.S t.he bevel 011 
the cd� or tht� plate began to distQrl 
the otherwi-;c perfect lineaments, th1: 
head wn� tUJ•ncu by ::�omc Olld ntovem·cul. 
of the bO<.Iy, the eye::; opened und lookt:d 
straight into mine l 

With a ::�tart, I half ar<>f>C and called 
out : 

" Arnold ! Ob, Arnold, is it, can it 
be.. • • • ! ' '  

Even a s  I cnllcd-fooli-;hly, idiotically, 
pleadingly-in a hollow, unnatural voice, 
I knew there would be, wuld be no re­
sponse. For an instant, fear-fear that 
he might heed my cry-that he mi(Jht 
delay his uoiselesi:J flight through my 
room, gripped my throat and stilled my 
voice. 

But now the apparition· ou.t of the 
glass, was at the door. Through it I could 

· plainly see the outlines of the door 088-
ings-a.nd it was becoming less and 1686. 
It was gone. The phantom drew through 



the locked and bolted door as vapor 
through the meshes of a sieve. 

Such was the 'fHING that Yisited me 
in my room on the morning of Scptem-
ber 2. 

· 

AB soon as it wus ·gonc my feet touch­
ed tho 1loor. I unlO'Cked the door imd 
went into the hall All wa� q11iet out 
there. I heard no sound, smelled . no 
burning powder. If there were .guests 
in the other rooms they all must have 
�en sound asleep. One oould have heard 
a mouse creep in that gloomy· hullwa:r. 
t closed the door and got into bed. When 
I awoke again the clanging jar of the 
�treet tl·affic told me it was late. 

t bathed, shaved anu dressed. As I 
walked down the �all aud took the. ele­
.vator. to the office I scawted ·the faces 

. of 't:be late risers. There was no look of 
$Qrprise, curiosity-consternation, on a 
�gle set· of features. .A,ll was ns com­
monplace as upon any ot)ter moni.ing. 
Nothing unusual had happened. 

And such was the effect of those pass­
ing and re-passing guests that my bar­
rowing experience of the early morning 
began to seem unreal and all but passed, 
for. the time, out of my memory. At the 
office I paid my bill, listened to the com­
monplace talk of a garrulous clerk and 
went away, '\vit.bout having mentioned a 
word of my experience. 

On the stage, homeward bound, a chat 
with a seat mate and the beauty of 
Aut.umn foliage painting the borders of 
the highway red, brown and yellow, oc­

cupied my attention. But when I ar-

TH.E THL.�G 

rived at Maple Shadows I was silent no 
longer. 

I hotTified my wife and daughter until 
they ruu away from me. Then I 1ollo\vet.l 
t� tip. 

" But Arnold Mathews 'ras killed at 
Chateau ·Thierry. You told m'e so, ' '  said 
my daughter. . 

"He was ! I saw him killed with my 
own eyes. His legs, arms and bead blown 
into bits by an exploding bomb dropped 
ft:OI1l the air. Not a shred of his cloth­
ing rcmaiJ?,ed-" 

" And this one-:-Vgh I do go away ! 
You make me shudder. Oh, dad, how 
awful ! "  

From the sheer lack of an audience I 
desisted. 

" Watch the papers tonight and to­
morrow, ' �  I ventured again at the dinner 
table. " A  man committed suicide this 
morning at tho Savoy Hotel. Ho1u he 
did it I am not quite prepared t<> say, 
but I should think, that, owing to the 
character of the. explosion · and the ap­
pearance of the THING after. . . . " 

My wife stopped me with a gesture of 
disgust. 

"George, that is not n nice subject for 
the dinner table. ' '  

"Wen," I reiterated, unwilling to be 
squelched so suddenly, "be killed biro­

self, ju�>-t the same, in a room across the 
hall fro·m rhine. · . .  You'll see. · Watch 
the papers. ' '  

And this is  what we read in the eve­
ning paper : 

Extraot:dinary Escape 
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"SUIOIDE AT SA. VOY HOTEL 
"Arnold .Mathews, a. g\test at the Stt.-roy 

Hotel, oci-upying t·oom 308, committed 
suicide IMt. night or early this JUI>rniog. 

"About tho middle of tbe afternoon, 
'1\'hen il. was found that Ute mau wottld 

not respond to repeated knocking and that 
tho door was locked from the inside; the 
roo11:1 was hroken into. A gl'Uesome sight 
met the eyes of the landlord, clerks and 

oiBce.rs of the Jt�.w. 
"On the bed, in a sitting position, 

brn<'ed against the footboard a.nd S\\·athcd 

In all tho blankets the room contained, 
was found the dead body of )lathe"·�. 
Thorough exnminntion of tho mutilated 
body together with bi� of e'l'idence found 
on tbe lx.'ll and elsewhere in tbe room, led 

those present to belie\'e that the deceased 
bad attachecl n. piece of fuse to a large 
dynam!l�: cap, placed the cap in his mouth, 
111ised his feet. and l�:g.s from the floor, then, · 
COVIlring himself completely with blankets, 
sheet.s, pillo\vs und his own clothing, ( the 
man was entirely nuked), lighted the fuse 
and, deliberately folding hie arms, ea.lmly 
awnlted the end. 

"'!'he bed, floor, '�alls nnd ceiling were 
bespattered with blood. The body was a. 
gba.stly sight� Nothing but the trunk wu 
left to indicate that tbe rema.ins had once 
been a human being. .Arnold Mathews waa 
about 28 years ot age, six feet in height, 
light oompluion, brown hair and eyes. He 
was a stranger in the city, and en eBort 
i11 being m�t<le to locat-e some frle�d or 
relative. Tho motive Is still unknown. 

�<No one 1tas a.s yet been found who beard 
the sound of the cxplo�ion. Tllis is not 
strang�.-, aM thll entire third floor with the 
cscrption or two rooms-Mathews' room 
and the one oppo!lit-was unoc<'upied. 

"The officers nre trying to locate one G. 
n. I.awton. an ex-army surgeon, the man 
who ell'pt in numl.er 307, the room. opposite 
the one occupied by Arnold Mathews last 
llij(ht." 

soME �me Hince a chief in the yi\Jago of the L
.
aktl of the 

Two 1\lcuntnin:-:, when going to boo, ineautions1y st.uck a 

lighted candle against the \rninscot .of a garret where he 
and his household, amounting to eighteen perscins, had retired 
to rest. After some time, the tallow, by 'rnich the candle 
adhered, melting, it. fell down, unfol'tunately, into a bnsket 
wuere there was a. bag containing eighty-four potmds of gun­
p<>wder. The consequence was·nn immediate e:\1>i6sion, which 
blew off the roof, rent away tho sides, and, in a ·word, 
reduced the horu;c to splinte�. lly · RU<'h an accident, one 
would suppose that many weJ'(� killed unll . wounded : but it. 
•� quit.e the reverse; for iio't a single perSon,, though. all 

were blown out' of an upper story to the distance of thirty 
yards, wa.q injured materially. 

The chief, yrbose name is Jacob Comma.uduut . ali�htcd on 
his feet in a canoe on the beach, through which his legs pene­
trated as far as tho ankles, and held him fa!;t, as it wert>, in 
the stocks. There he was found bv some of the inhabitants. . - . 
in inexpressible terror, imagining his situat.iou to baYe pro-

: ceeded f�om �ome malicious demon, whose exi� and entran<'C 
had destroyed his bo�se. A child who was sleeping with its 

he.a.d near the ba.c;ket, suffered no other hurt than having its 
hair !ringed ; and to crown all, a leathern bag, containing 
three pounds more of gunpowder, und lying in the Mtno 
basket, was found Deal' tpe ho\1$ tmexploded. 
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N E M E S I S  
By H. P. LOVECRAFT 

Thro' the ghoul-guarded gateways of slumber, 

Past the wan-moon 'd abysses of night, 

I have liv'd o 'er my lives without number, 

I have sounded all things with my sight ; 

And I struggle and shriek ere the daybreak, being 

driven to madness with fright. 

I have wh.ir1 'd with tho earth at the dawning, 

Wheu the �;ky was a. Yaporous fiame; 

I llil\"C seen the dark univen;c yawning 

Where the black planet� roll without aim, 
Whc1·e they roll in their horro1· unheeded, without 

knowledge or lw;tre or uumo. 

I lu.wo drifted o 'er seas without t•nding, 

Undc1· siniste1· grey-clouded skies 

'!'hat tho many-fork 'd l ightn iug lli rcudiug, 

That J'c�>ounu with hy�;tericul cri� ; 
Wit.h the mouus of invi�iule dacmou:-; thaL out of the 

gre�n wu.L�n· rise. 

l have plwlgt:t..l like a. uecr thro. t.he a.rchce 
Of the h<Y'cl.I'Y Pl'i!llOl'dia) gl'OYC, 

Whe•·e the oaks feet the pl'el)Cncc· lhat m<H'chcs 
�\nd �;lnlk�? ou whc1'e no �;pil'it uure�> rove, 

Aud I ficc from u thing that sut'l'ound�:� me, and .leero 

thro' uead branches above. 

I have stumb.led by cave-riddled mountains 

'rhut rise barren aud bleak from the plain, 
1 h.a.ve druuk of the frog-foetid fountains 

'l'hal o<t.tc down to t.he m�h and the main; 
And iu hoi curs'd tarn� I have seen thing�� I ca.re not 

to gaze on a.ga.iu. 

I have scann'd the vast ivy-clad palace, 

I have trod its untenanted hull, 

Where the moon �rithiug up from the Yalleys 

Show:; the tapestried things on the wall ; 

Strange figures discordantly woven, that I cannot en­
dure to recalL 

I have peer 'd from the casement iu ''"onder 

A t  the mou]deriug meadow� nrouud, 

At the muuy-roof'c.l villa� laid unc.lc1' 
'I'ho cur�;c of u gran�-girdled grouuu ; 

And from I'OWS of wl1itc uru-can·cn lllut·blc 1 listen 
inteut.ly for �>OUUc.l. 

I have haunt.eu t.ho tomb:) of tho ag�. 

I have .Bown 011 the pinions of fear 
Where the rsmokc-belchiug Brcbus rag� ;  

Whe•·c the jokulo; loom snow-clad and dl'C!H' : 

Anu iu realms whl'rc tlw suu of the t'l�e1t con�;umw 

what it  ltcwr can cheer. 

I was old wheu t.hc P.u�:�.raoh.s first muuutcd 

'I'he jewel-deck 'd throne by the Nile ; 

1 was old in those epochs uncounlcd 

When l ,  and 1 only, wa�; vile ; 

Aud•Mun, yet uutu.iutcd aud happy, dwelt in blhss on 
the far Arctic isle. 

Oh, great was tho siu of my spirit, 
And great is Uu� reach of ito;. doom ; 

Not the ·pity of .Heuvctt <:all dtce1· i t ,  
!\or l'all •·espite be found in the lomiJ ; 

Down t.he iufi.njtc aeons come beating the win� of I!Jl· 
merciful gloom. 

Tltro • the ghoul-guarded gateways uf slumbc1·, 
Past tlte Wlni--Jn.O<i'n 'd abyssts of night, 

I have liv 'd o 'e1· 1Jl.,IJ lives without n-umbc·r, 
l ltavc sOtmded all thitLgs with my sight;  

A11d I struggle atm sh1-iek &l·e the da.ybreak, hci'fl.g 

driven to 11urdness with fright. 



A Five-Minute Yam-

SHAD OWS 

IN ABJECT t..en·or, Tod Grogan 
crouched ou the ijtairs. 

The house was in til Lor darkness. 

tsuppoaedly deserted, :''fit dowu below l1c 

could hear the 1:1ottnd of t:omeoue moving 
ijteaJtbi]y about .  Cofd P<'l'Spiratiou 
broke out on his forehead � though bis 
brow were a sieve. H is teeth dJatte1-cd 
and his bands shook a�:� if he w�L·e t•nlsicd. 

In the greH.t fold:; of blat·knl.'!i�. which 

enveloped ll.im like a. �>hl'VItd. nothing 
C01uld be discerned. �'rcrm the bleak and 

barren mountain solit udes, the wail of 

coyotes drifted to hh; ea•·s, hut from Lhc 
room below· came a sound still mo1'e t.er­

t•ible, the faint t·usHc of �;omeone moYing 
CHUtiolll:lly aboul . 

Tod Grogan W<Jij a. (ubriti\·e ft'OIIl jU!l· 
Lice. }Jl fact� lie had always been a fugi­

tive. Since eat•liest dtildhood, he had 
fought incessa.utly ag-c1iu�;l shadows, and 

now be was meuucetl by I he greatest 

�hadow of all. Folks used to �Y of him, 
"He is afraid of his owu shadow. " But 

\Vhat no one l:lwtpected was (.hat be was 

afraid of everybody else's 11hadow ��� 

well. When thet·e wct·c
.
Ho �:�hadowa. 'rod 

Urogan �as fearlc:s$. but where Utey e.x­

i�:�ted his. terror WW$ bouutUcss. 

The fears which he had encountered 

during his lifetime had made of him a 
pitiful wreck, fea� none the less frigb� 

ful because they existed only iu hi� oWlJ 

twisted mind. 
And then there had come a du.y 'vhich 

had marked a nauseating climax in his 
life. He had killed a man in u. fit of 

temporary insanit.y. Up in I he hills, 
where the huge pine trees loomed up to 
meet the sun like great gaunt spectreH, 

'•hen the ground was covered with 
frozen snow whicl1 crunched beneath his 
feet like breaking bones, he had been lost 
fot three days and nights. During the 
hours of sunlight he had been far from 
valiant, but as the shadows of evening 
·orept down ever the purpling hills, fear 

By FRANK OWEN 

·drove him absolutely mad and he raceJ 

1 hrough the weird, eerie fort>l!ts shriek­

ing like a madman. 

Thus he raved and lore about through 
the et•hohlg woods unt.il he fell cx­

hausled. ·rheu one nigh1 , as be rushed 

through the mount.aius iu the pitch-black­
ness, he had t•uu full-tilt ilito a, man. 

With a c1·y of horror. •rod Hrogan drew 
!tis knife aud �:�truck. When the anthori-
1 ic:s found him he wus sliJI ��h{•ppin� 
a. way al the �:�hapele�:�s, lifclti!lSS bvd.v. 

SEV]!;RAL d11y� later h•J '''IJH giv1m a 
pcl'fuoctory trial, I:Oilvictcd of mur­

uel' in thu firs( degree lWd t.bt·ust. into 
prison. His guilt. was elJtablit�bed. 'l'h�: 

(.rial waH merely a legal .forma,lity. 

'l'hen ·followed dreary hours of :::oli­

tude, unbroken �;a\'e wheu the old guarJ 

brought him food. At night he luy on 
his cot in I ho dark prison cell. waiting 
for the dreaded hour I hal would rob 
him of life, hi� mind a chaos of fanta�:�tic 

emotiob�;. He wondered about death. 
what would come aflcrwat·d. Perhap�> 

a man ·� life was simply suuffed out. b,\· 

death and his soul �xisted no Jouger. 

He did not l'l'.ally .fea.r death, but the 
thoughts of t.hc countless shadows 
t hrough which he would ha\'e to pass be· 
fore the ultimate end. made of him a 
pitiful thing. [n the yard they wet'C 

building a scaffold. 'fhe sound of the 
hammering came to hi�; cars like the 
ominous beating of drums pla�·iog a fu­

neral dirge. Only a few more days and 

the black cap would .be placed o\:er hi� 

oyes and be would be led out like a bea�:�t 

to be sll·angled in the presence of a few 
friends of' the Sta.te who had been in-

. vited to witness the cYeut.. Lying in his 
ceU, he imagined be could see his olack­
en.ed face, protruding eyes and f6aming 

lips. And it would all happen in dark­

ness. That was the most terrible thought 

of an. 

One morning h� u,·cl·powcJ•eJ the ulJ 
guard and aftct· stealiu� hilS clothes. he 

left the prison without oppOl>itiou ft·om 

anyone. \Vhethct· t•r nut he had killed 

the guard. he neither k.uew uo1· cared. 
He wru; free ; uothiug elr,c mattered._ And 
�·eL can a fugitive ever be fre� ? Tod 

Grogan had elicaped from jail but he 

could not brf.'ak awa�· i't·om the clutch­

ing grip of slwrluw�. 

No"·· a:; he t\I'UIIl'hed mt I he :stairs, his 
l tlood !Hid f umed I n  i1·c. l i e  lititeued. 
'l'h•••·c \\'lJ," uo mi�>lal<illl! lltl� fat.:!. that 
:-!1)111COI1C Wl)S nlO\' in� UUOU1. ill I he l'OOID 

lwlow. Prl'llaps tlw•'<i wcrr nlOI'C than 

oue ; perhu ps 1 ht· huusl� wax slll'l'OUUded 

m1d escape im pussibk 'I' hen: \HilS nol 
the faiutest. t·ay of light. nn�·whcrc dits· 

••ct·uiblc. )�\'Cli l hc moon wH .. ') hidden 
hy billows of doucl. 'rhc blackness 
yawned up l hll stui ffi 11·i l h  I>U('h au in­

tcwsily I hal it 1;\.'CUH'd pt.'Op)cd u�· U thoU• 

:;and g1·otc:;quc :;bapcH. 

lu hili baud. •rod Grogan clutched u. 
reYoh·eJ' which he luu.l !!lolcn from the 
pri�on guanl. In i l  lay hitl ouly hope. 

He ct·ept l�a.utiou�;ly dowu the stair�. The 

hoa1•ds creaked llf! loudly as the snap of n 
whip. At the foot of the stairs be paused. 

'rhc sound was much more distinct now. 

He tried to locate the corner from 
whence it came, then fired twice. 

For a moment he waited, and than, as 
the sound was repeated, he knew that be 
bad failed. Again he fu-ed, once, twice, 

three times. But the sound continued. 
He had only one cartridge left. He 

hest.itated for a fraction of a second only, 
then placing the rcvoh·er to his temple, 
he fired the last cartridge. 

And now the moon br'Oke through the 

clouds and shone softly into the room. 

•roo Grogan's body lay in the direct path 
of the light. IDs glazed eyes seemed 

turned toward the moon. Ont Of t1ie 
shadows a huge blaCk eat padde<i softlY. 
forth and licked the dead ma.n 'a cheek. 
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A Series of Vivid Articles 
Written by SEABUR Y QUINN· 

D WEIRD CRIMES D 
No. 5. Mary Blandy 

T
WO dirty, unkempt urchins " Tomboy, tomboy, live like a man and 
fought and struggled in the die like a man. 
gutterwa!' of Henley. The elder, " 'Fighting git·l.s and crowing hens 

8 ragamuffin lad of thirteen or so, bore · Altuays come f1J some bad ends.' his antagonL<;t to the kidney ston� pave-

ment, pressed his knee upon the other 's < � Ye'll die on the gallows, Mary 
chest and leaned forward, intent upon Blandy, and all yer father's money can't 
gouging the little fellow's eyes ,vith save Y� from it. 

1
�omboy, tomboy, gal­

thumb and forefinger. It was a trick lows-bll'd tomboy · 

he hlid learned from t.be bullies of the . The girl made a threatening gesture, 
waterfront ; a t rick no decent English and he took refuge in flight, but his 

lad would sloop to-hut this little alley raucous taunt of " Tomboy, tomboy, gal-
rat was not a decent Bnglish lad. lows-bird tomboy !" could be heard long 

'' H 1 h 1 1 . .  d th 11 
after the patter a£ his broken-soled bro-e p, c p . sereame e sma er 1 d · h 

bo c. ht · 
1 t 1 k th 

ga.us no onger soun ed m er ears. y, .ug .mg c cspera e y to eep e 
sharp, unclean nails of his enemy from She tossed a copper for comfort to the 

his eyes 
· lad she had rescued, remounted her pony 

· and rode slowly toward her father's 
There was a clatter of .flying, iron- house. 

ringed hoofs against the paving flints, Ma Bland _ was the O'lll child of 
a shout of con1maud to the older boy, ? ) . Y . • 

d tall b llli' ·cd . 1 li d 
FraneJs Blandy, a pronunent sohe1tor of 

an 
. 
a • au w-n- 11 gu • s m an the town of Henley, on the Thames ; and 

straight as a youth, :Bung herself from because her father had wished a son and 
her pony, laying hor 1�ding cro� merci- boon disappointed with a daughter, he 
lessly across the unfair fighter s shoul- had done the next best thing and had ders. Mary educated more like a young squire 

Surprised by the sudden rea1· attack, than a young noblewoman. 
the boy loosed his grip on his opponent's At fourteen she could ride, fence and 
face and turned furiousiy to defend him- shoot as well as most boys several years 
self. He might as. well have attempted her senior, and better than some, and her 
to beat back the north wind. Right proficiency in the classics was a source cut, left cut, back and forth, the girl of wonderment and no little shame 
swung her whip with the speed and among parents with sons in the neigh­
skill that mark tho practiced fencer borhood.. Many of these, .piqued by the 
and the stret1gth that tells of ht>.althy girl 's e.-... traordinary ability, contented 
young muscles gro·wn strong and supple themselves with saying !Alch training 
through systematic exercise. and efficiency were unladylike, oniemi-

"Thon churl, thou mean, base var- nine and entirely disgusting. So, at an 
let, thou Fre1u;hman!'' she cried, still early age, Mary Blandy suffered un­
plying her whip. "Dost fight with popularity among the parents of her 
teeth and nails, like a yowling gib-cat t boy acquainta.n.ces. 
Thou 'rt not fit to breathe the air of In a few years unpopularity was in­
England ! ' '  She cut him again across creased a hundred per cent., for Mary, 
his writhing shoulders. . the young woman, proyed herself as apt 

Hopelessly worsted in tbo combat, tho at all feminine accomplishments as 
boy drew oft' a Rafe distance and made Mary, the girl, had excelled in boyish 
the oldest gestures of insult the world pastimes. 
knows-that of the thumbed nose. Her father's bouse became a rendez­
u Yah, garn, tomboy I "  he mo<'.lted .from vous for the eligible yonng men of 
his zone of safety be�·ond the cut of t.he vicinity, and many a "womanly 
hf'r whip. woman" sat beside her lonesome fireside 
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while young_ professional men and offi­
cers from the nearby garrison made the 
rafters of the Blandy withdrawing room 
l'ing with their song and laughter. 

Of all the gay young He.dcoats who 
came to coru·t Lawyer Blundy's daugh­
ter, the most favored was Captain Wil­
liam Henry Cranstoun, an infantry offi­
cer, brother to Lord Mark Ker, of Scot-· 
land, and possessor of a yearly in<..'Olne 
of £1,500-a very respectable fortune in 
those days. 

Other suitors gradilally drifted away, 
and in the course of time the captain's 
proposal of marriage was duly made, 
discussed by the Blandy family, and 
accepted. 

Happy i.n the possession of her gold­
laced lover, Ma1·y Blandy went about her 
preparations for marriage, choosing silks 
and taffetas for gowns with the nice dis- · 
crimination that lll:lrkcd all her dealings, 
embroidering silk stockings for wear at 
t.he grand court levees she would attend 
when her p1·ecious sweetheart should. at 
last be promoted and ordered for duty 
at London tov;n, and between whiles 
dreaming the long, long, open-eyed 
dreams every girl dreams during l1er 
engagement. 

'l'hen, one day, came a. letter fot• Law­
yer Blaudy from " the North "-Scot­
land. It was signed by a yotmg woman 
claiming to be Captain Crawrtouu 's ,rife, 
and, what was more, the mother of his 
son. 

:Mr. Blandy called his daughter to 
him, showed her the letter, and told her 
she must hn"e · noth.ing more t.o do with 
the captain. 

Shocked as she w11s, :Mary still held 
faith in her lover, believing the best of 
him, as all good women do of the men 
they love, deda.ring there was either 
5ome mistake or that the (�ptain would 
be able to make a. �tis.factory explana­
tion. 

This he 'l't"'lS given a.n opportunity to 
do that very night.. and when confronted 
,\;tb the documentary evidence of: hls 
perfidy, coolly denied any attachment 



·'With the lette1• 's sender. Wbeu La\vyer 
·81andy, worldly wise ft•om forty YWl'H' 
ptactice of a profCl;llion wbi(·h huR itx 
tap-root::; in humuu fl·ailt.ic.�, u<.><:la l·ed he 
heeded something lllOl'C th<lll  I he young 
officer's ba l'P. denial, the (•aptain m;ked u 
:few day�:� ' gl'ace in which to ma1-shul bm 
defense, dt>clm·iug hl'. too, would pl'O'· 
duce document.ul",\· c,·ideuc". 

Bla.ndy wu� u jw4 mau , uuJ acceded 
to the c�tptain 's I'ClJUCHI, but put hjm 
on 1llil honor JJot to sec ot• ('Ommunicutc 
with Mary until he t�lwweJ the promh;ed 
pape.rH. 

A 
}'EW dayt1 lal.er (Juptaiu Ct'lluslowL 
�ppeared ut. the Blaudy resideucc 

with a. lettc•· bearing a. signature iden­
tical with the ouc M1·. Blatu.ly had re­
ceive�. ThiH let.tcr, uudressed to tho 
cap·�in, admitted its sender Waf{ neither 
hi�t wife· nor his son 's mother, and had 
no :claim whatever upon Captain Wil­
liam Henry Crunst.oun of His nfajcsty's 
Army. 

The canceled cngugemcnt was re­
newed, and prepuratio!lt> for the wed­
ding were

. 
almost complete when a 

seeond letter came for Mr. Blandy, 
imploring him u.ot to Jet his daught!'!r 
marry a scoundrel. The writer averred 
she had been led into making a denial 
of ·her wifehood by �n urgent appeal 
from Captain Cranstoun., telling her he 
had no intention of marrying Miss 
Bla.ndy, having become engaged to her 
merely !ls a diversion. He hao urged 
liis wife to stultify herself because he 
had' no ehance of preferment in the 
servjce if it were Jmowu he was mar­
ried, whereas, if he could pass as single 
a few months longer, l1c would surely 
be promoted and would then acknowl­
edge her as his wife and bring her to 
live with him. 

With womanly unselfishness she bad 
agreed to write the letter- he sought ; but 
hr from feeling proper gratitude for 
her sacrifice, the unprincipled rogue bad 
sent copies of her renunciation to her 
family, who thereupon tnrned her out of 
doors. She was reduced to starvation, 
and prayed Mr. Blandy to release her 
husband from his engagement and re­
store him to her. To prove the truth of 
her claiTD8, she enclosed the letter 
CraD.stoun had writt.en, asking her to 
sully her r�putation for his sake, and de­
cl�ring his engagement to Mary a mere 
frivolous pastime. 

Such evidence could not be ignored. 
Tn spite !)f fervent protestations of iruio­
c�ence, Mr. Bla.ndy sent the cockscomb 
i•n.ptai'n about hiR lmsin�s and forbade 
i,j� daug�ter. 9n paii1

. 
of disinherita.nc!e, 

ever to see him' or write to him again. 

WEIRD CRl.MEI::> 

�ut the lonl that laughti at locksmith::; 
pa.yli C\'en less attention to parental com­
maudl-l, und, though l\lu1·y dutifully for­
bot·c seeiug l ho c•uptaiu , t1he cart•ie<f ou 
a. l'.Outimtal r.lande.stine col'N!:>pondeuco 
with him. His eatrnest diS&\'OW!tlS or all 
wt•oug-doing, hi�J pussiouate declnration.'i 
l hat be wa�· the victim or: a designing 
woman who soughL to stand between. hint 
aud happiucs.�, oYerbo1·e Mar�·':> custonl­
ary ket>u judgment. ( u  a sho1-t. time 11ho 
t!<m!lt><.l to th.ink u[ him nK a J�t!eh·er and 
1·cgarded him as 1.1. gt·catl�· wrot�ged man. 

Ow�e ot• l wic-.} she undcl'took t.o pl<.'lU.I 
her \on�r 11! C<lllSC With bel' (ather ; UUt 
he1• advauces called forth such outburtttH 
of. temper f•·om tho indignant old geu­
t.leman that sho Cea.scd the attempts. 
Mary had not inherited bet· father 's 
auburn hair and gray eyes without a fair 
share of his choleric disposition, and in 
the course of their arguments she repaid 
most of his irascible remarks With com­
pound interest, forgetting that keyholes 
are as fairly adapted to servants' ears 
and eyes as to keys. 

Bcr father 's adamant attitnde and her 
laek of intimate acquaintances among 
the neighborhood young women forbade 
her telling her troubles to a disinterested 
list.ener, and with this safety vent denied 
her, she poured forth her woes to her 
companion in misery, Captain Crans­
toun. That gentleman was absent on 
leave from his regiment, .... ;siting rela­
tives in Scotland, and it may well be 
supposed his replies were far from 
urging her to meek obedience or patient 
waiting. Yet never did he counsel her 
to defy her parent openly, nor did he 
suggest a romantic elopement. Jtlr. 
Blandy possessed a considerable fortune 
and an unrelenting temper. If :Mary 
contracted an unsanctioned marriage, 
she would certainly come dowerless to 
her husband, and that eventuality wa� 
fa.r from being included in Cranstoun 's 
program.. 

In these circumstances he had recourse 
to n strategem. Pretending great elation, 
he wrote his forlorn sWeetheart that he 
had met a witch in the highlands of 
Scotland, a woman able to brew all sorts 
of potent dranghts. She could concoct 
potions which bE!got instant and undying 
love in the breasts of those who took 
them, she could charm birds from their 
nests and snakes from th-eir holes ; best . 
of all, she could prepare a medicine­
quite harmless to the taker-which, 
could Mr. Blandy but be induced to 
swallow it, would instantly turn his aver­
sion to Captain Cranstoun 's marriage 
'vith his daughter into a. beaming con­
sent. 

Mary kuew the powei· or Scotti�h 
witcheS-were· they not. being cou-
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demned for Horcery at e'r·ery court t.erm f 
--and this particular '1\itch, Cranstoun 
wrotf.', \\'US more powerful iu her magil', 
l>oth uhwl\ und while, than any yet cou­
demut'tl to 1Htllg. 

'l'ru�;tiug imvlic·itly i11 ltet· lovet•'s 
promises� i\lu r�· joyfully awaited the 
coruiug ot: the paf.'kct whieh should b1;ug 
her a hu pp�· issue out. of all h�r afllic­
l.iou:-:. 1 n due time the dt·ug a.r1·ived. 
llllil'l\etJ, w; hud bC<.'ll agree\1, · · Powdc1·� 
ior poli!;hillg ::;coltish pebble:;. " I t  was 
fino, while, aud, when applied to the 
tougue with a tuoi�teued fiugct·, had th•; 
faint-, lat•t-t�wcet tasto of apples. 

A t  her first oppol'tunit.y, Mary mixeJ 
a geuerutm portion of the medicine with 
l1er father '� morning gruel, then waited 
expectantly for un abatement of hi!! 
hatred of Ca.pt:ain. Cranstoun. But in­
stead of becomil1g complu�saut, Mr. 
13landy grew more testy than ever. 

Fearing the charm bad lost some of its 
potency in the long trip, from Scotland, 
.Mary administered ·a still strouget• dose 
the following morning. 

Shortly afterward her father took lu 
his b� with violent stomach pains. 

For a few days Mary gave him no 
more of the powders, and his health 
began to mend gradually, but his temper 
remained as hot as formerly. Letters 
from the captain urged her to continue 
the " treatment," and, feeling sure her 
lack of succoos was due to insufficient 
dosage of· the magic powder, she pre­
pared a larger portion than ever, pour­
ing it into the broth prescribed by the 
physician. 

Almost immediately ){r_ Blandy be­
came desperately ill. The doctor was 
summoned post-haste, bnt declared his 
skill unavailing. The patient 'vas dying. 

Then, and not till then, was 1\lary's 
consciousness awakened to the enormity 
of her actions. At last she realized the 
mysterious powders and her father's ill­
ness were cause and effcet. Overcome 
with horror at the part she ha.d unwit­
tingly played, she rushed into her 

_ father's bedchamber, and falling to her 
knees, sobbed, " Oh, father, dear, dear 
father, do what yon will '\\ith me, mete 
out any punishment you see fit, but for­
gi\·e your foolish, love-blinded ch.ild. Oh. 
my £ather, my :father, forgive me ; for­
give me." 

In spite of the violent pain he suf­
fered, Mr. Blaudy lay calmly while she 
told her story, tears streaming down her 
cheeks. her words split with sobbing. .At 
last he put forth his band, laying it 
gently on his daughtt>r's bo"•ed head. 

" My dear. " be gasped. "T forgh·e 
tht>e fi·eelr. Na.''· more, T bless thee, and 
pray God will bless thee. Now gq; anJ 
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say no more of this business, lest thou 
shouldst let drop t�omc word to thine owu 
prejudice. Farewell, my child, and may 
God pity and wawh O\'er thee. " 

A8 the ·weeping girl gl'Oped her way 
blindly from the room, Lawyer Blandy 
muttered, "Oh, the ,;nain, the gmcelcss 
villain I To come to my house, eat at 
my table, and iu return take away my 

. lif.e and ruin my daughter ! • • 

B&-idc herself with grief and remorse, 
Mary ran from the house, seeking soli­
tude in which to weep away some of the 
anguish iu her heal1_ At last, feeling 
she must soo he1· father to implore his 
forgiveness once more before he died, 
she re-entered the house and sought the 
death chamber. 

A strange man, roughly ch·essed aucl 
armed with a heavy bludgeon, stood at 
the door. As she approached he smiled 
malignantly at her. 

" Tomboy," he announced, " thou 'lt 
not enter here. Thy devil 's work is 
already done. " 

With a. start Mary recognized the 
bailiff. Though age had altered him, he 
still bore a strong resemblance to the 
gutter urchin she }\ad thrashed years 
befQre for fighting with his nails " like 
a yowling gib-cat." And, at his repeti­
tion of the epithet "tomboy, " she re­
membered his shouted prophecy in the 
streets of Henley : "Ye '11 die on the 
gallows, Mary Blandy." 

Now he was a hanger-on at the jail, 
a thief-taker, servant to tho constable. 
" Tomboy, " his taunt of years ago came 
back to her, " gallows-bird tomboy." 
She had been a girl of fourteen when the 
dirty street Arab had called her that. 
Now-

She leaned weakly against the wall for 
support, closing her eyes in 'hopeless 
misery. 11 TomOO'IJ, tomboy, gallows-bird 
tomboy!" the words seemed beating a 
rhythm in her pulses. 

A band fell on ht>r �:�boulder. ".Mary 
Blandy, in the name of our lord the 
King . . . . ! "  

She Wa8 ruldcr arrest. 

HER trial for parricide was held at 
Oxford on. March 3, 1852. .Among 

the witnesses for the el'O\m were her 
servants, all of whom testified to the 
hen ted debates she had with her father · 
over Captain Cranstoun. Not one, how­
ever, could be mado to say she had 
�bown any evidence of harboring a 
grudge. On the <'Ont.rary, all the testi­
mony showed that her anger evaporated 
almost as· soon as it boiled. 

While England today enjoys what is, 
perhaps, the best system of crim.inal pro-
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cedure in tho worlcl, a. system uuder 
which speedy results· are achieved, and 
few, if any, innocent pert:sol18 suffer in­
justice, she wru� just emerging from �he 
dark age.<>, in which to be accu....ed ·of 
crime Wall almost tantamount to being 
convictet.l, when 1\Iary Blaucly was called 
to the bar, 

Persons accused of felony ''"ere per­
mitted cqunsel, it is true, but only to a 
limited extent. Their lawyet'S might 
advise them on matters of law, but, 
though the crown was numerously and 
ably represented by trial lawyers, coun­
sel for the accused might neither e.u.m­
ine witnesses for the defense, cross­
examine witnesses of the prosecution nor 
advise their clients respecting examina­
tion of witnesses or any other matter 
of fact. 

This might not seem so great a bard­
ship at first glan� but when it is re­
membered that a trial consists merely of 
measuring facta developed in evidence 
by the yardstick of the law, it 'vill be 
seen that for one untrained in the law 
to develop a proper legal defense from 
the testimony of his witnesses, or to 
break .down the prosecution's case in law 
by astute C1'068-exa.mination, was almost 
an impossibility. Add to this the fact 
that, while the crown's lawyers might 
address the court and jury at length, the 
defendant's counsel might not be beard 
in argument, and the -hopelessness of the 
accused's plight may be realized. 

To offset the inability of the defend­
ant to be heard through counsel, the the­
ory that the judge himself was charged 
with . the protection of the defendant's 
rights was laid down, but only too often, 
in those days, this theory .was no more 
than a legal fiction-a grim jest at the 
pri.<wner 's expense. 

The indictment for murder covered 
several parchment sh�ts ll.!ld charged 
that Mary Blandy, spinster, 4 'not having 
the fear of God before her eyes, did 
wickedly, wilfully, maliciously and of 
her deliberate and premeditated malice 
feloniously kill and murder her father, 
the said Francis Blandy, of the town of 
Henley aforesaid, against the form of 
the statute in such case made and pro­
vided and against the dignity of our 
lord, the King. • '  

' ' How will you be tried, Ma1-y 
Blandy f •' asked the court's clerk when 
he had finished reading the interminable 
hodge-podge of legal verbiage accusing 
her of murder. 

"By God and by my country," the 
girl replied, using the prescribed 
formula which signified she desired trial 
by jury. 

Twelve residents of the vicinity were 
sworn 4 'well and Vuly to try and a true 

deliverance ntake between our lord and 
King and �fary Blandy, spinster, " and 
the trial commenced. It lasted eleveu 
consecuth·e hours. 

When all the crom1 's witnesseS had 
been examined (no testimony was of­
fered by the defense ) ,  and the attoruey­
geueral hacl hal'augued the jury, -charg­
ing :Mary Blaudy with the foulest of 
crimes, next to treason, known to the 
law, the judge nodded to the girl. Her 
time to speak had come. 

Bewildered by the untamiliar .. sur­
roundings, denounced by the very ser­
vants of her father 's house, and wfth not 
one friendly eye upon her in all that 
crowded court room, an inexperienced 
girl rose to plead for her life. 

· · 

An eyewitness of the trial describe.'i 
her as being above medium height, ·.erect 
and proud in bearing a.nd with calm eyes 
and unruflled brow. She was piainly, 
but decently, dressed in a gown of dark 
woolen stuff, with white linen collar. and 
wristbands. Her voice, though low,· was 
distinct, firm and unhurried, and het· 
wide gray eyes never left · the judge 's 
face as she spoke. 

Among all the addresses delivered in 
court since man first sat in judgment on 
man, Mary Blandy's surely deserves 
high rank for strength and simple elo­
quence . .  The speech attributed to Robert 
Ernme� has long been held a masterpiece 
of forensic oratory ; but Emmet was a 
practiced orator and fired with patriot­
ism. Mary Blandy bad never addressed 
a publiq gathering in her life and was 
on the point of exhaustion at the end of 
eleven hours of denunciation--an ordeal 
sufficient to break the spirit of a strong 
man. 

4 1 M"y lord, " she began, dropping a 
courtesy to the court, 41 it is mortally 
impossible for me to cletail to you aU the 
hardships I havo endured-but worst of 
all, I have been aspersed in my charac­
ter. In the first place, it has been �:�aid 
I spoke ill of m"y father, that I cursed 
him. That is entirely false. Sometimc11 
little family affairs have happened, and 
've did not speak as kindly to each otbet· 
as I could have wished. I own I aDl pas­
sionate, my lord, and in my passion 1 
may· have dropped some hard words ; but 
your lordship must have noticed what 
great care has been taken to recollect 
every word I have �:�aid which could be 
applied to my disadvantage. These arc 
hardships, my lord, such as you yourself 
must allow to be so. 

41It has been said, too, that I endeav­
ored to make my escape. Your lordship 
will judge the difficulties I laborcu 
under. I had lost my father ; I WO!>i 
accused of being his mUl'deress ; ·I was 



not allowed to go near him. I .was for­
saken by my friends, affronted by the 
mob, insulted by my set"Vants. 
, . "Although ·r begged to have the lib­
erty ·to listen at the door when he died, : 

· :T -wus not allowed it. 
·· ,·,My keys were taken from me, my 

shoebuckles . and g'cirters, too-to pre­
vent my making away with myself-as 

·though I were the most abandoned crea­
ture. What ('Ould I do, my lord t Was 
this a condit ion iu which ta attempt au 
escape ? 

"Wlteu I wns arrfll,;tecl in my home .l 
waa ·locked up for fifteen hours without 
a. maid to atte�d the decencies of my sex. 

" I  was a:;ent t.o jail, and the high 
sherur told me he mu!'lt put an iron ou 
·me. · A lit.t.lc later be came again and 
said ·he musl. put a llt.ill heavie•· irou on 
my·_a'itkles until my day in t!OUii. arrived. 

'J:·w88 chained like a Ha\'Uge beast my 
· loid 

' 

"New�:�pa.pOt'N und bullade mongct� 
J?..ave made freo wit.h lllY reputation ; J 
have becu ··�pl.'c:ientcd W> th<' most abun­
doned of m.�· :-;t•x uud p•·cjudk'i!d in th� 

· c�'es o! the world. 
"''l subotit myl'el r to you1· lot·dshi I> uuJ 

to 't.hc worthy jury. I do asHuJ·e you, as 
I am to an!{wcr ut the gt•('at tJ•ibunal 
where 'I um Rome day to appeal'. J am 
entirely inuo(•ont of my fathet·'s death. 
I really t hought the powd('l' an innocent, 
inoffensive thing, and I ga,·e it  'to him to 
}:!rb(lure his love. 

, ., It has been mentioned, I should say, 
that I have been ' ruined '. }Jy lord, in 
the· !j(;:nse the witue.<;ae!;i meati, I have not. 
I am ,.iJ·tuous. But wh<!n a young girl 
lo.sC�> h<'l' cha•·a.ctcr, js not that her ruin� 
Is· it uot ruilling m�· cbura�ter to have 

- tJus vilE\' charge of' lmu·dl'J' lu id upou me f 
. . �' .W hal('\·e,· may lx- the cn�nt o£ thili 

trial, my lot'(l, r am ulr�udy ··uined most 
· eJJ'C'ct.ually anu �yond the hvpo p£ re-
.d.emption . " . 

, 
. :.'c�•·cfi•ih� au� paiustakingly, the j�d'go 

_mstructed the JUry in the legal defi.ni­
�on� Qf murder in �he first degrec,·mur­
d�t 1!1 the. second degree, manslaughter 
and itmoccnce. · He seems u)· have be� 
a just man '�ho took his dut.r to . con­
serve the pr1soner's legal rights . seri­
<!1,1Siy. The instructions done, the ·coUrt 
rs>ae, wa_iti�g the jury's retirement. . But 
!10 m_ovement came from the jury box.· 
'l!pe clerk frow:ned in annoyance. A 
bailiff motioned to the .jury's foreman to 
. re:ti!e, but was answered by a stubborn 

· ��.ake (!f the head.. 
· 
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erate when the foreman answered in the 
negative. 

He was 110t given the opportunity. 
' ' We have, ' ' replied the foreman. 
" Prisoner, look on the jury ; jury, be-

hold the 'prisoner, " · cried the clerk 
mechanically. Then, as Mary Bland�· 
rose and regarded the men who held her 
fate, the clerk continued : ' ' Gentlemen 
of the .jury' bow do 'you find the prisoner 
at the bar, guilty or not guilty ! " 

' 'Guilty I ' '  tlie foremun Rpoke 'the 
word of doom gruffly. 

}fal'Y Bla.ndy '�; unpopularity in the 
neighborhood had paid itls final divi­
dend. 
" you� Yerdict js that you fiud tho 

pnsouer a.t the bar guilty of. 
UlUl'd('r in the first degree t So say all 
of you 7 "  the clerk intoned, following 
the ritual of all �riminal trials. 

.Again the jurors nodded solemnly. 
" B1·ing me my eap," th(\ judge Ol'­

det·ed. Au attendant fet ched a smaU. 
blaek silk <mp, whieh the .iudgo fitted 
O\'f!l' hi� full-bottomed judit>ial wig. No 
:-;e11 tcnce of deal ti cou IJ bo pJ'Qnonnced in 
au English C\OUrt 1mleJS the judge wore 
this S)'lll�ol of m<YUming. The Rymbol­
h.m . of. the bla<'k cap in English eonrtx 
wn:i equivaJ.ent. to the br<>ken wand in 
Oenmm mb·unnls when the death seu· 
tcnce was given. • 

Briefly the court congratulated Mary 
Bla.ndy on having had a fair and impar­
tial trial by a. jury of her peers, and 
ordered that she be hanged by tlie neck 
until dead on the .sixth. of the following 
month. · As legal form prescribed, he 
ended the sentence with the prayer that 
God would haYe mercy on hct· soul. 

The_ girl received her senten� calmly, 
nor· d1d she "'astc breath in vain pleas 
for mercy. She was not a lawyer's 
daughter for nothlng. Nbne knew better 
than she the· inexorable course of British 
justic.e.. 

During the thirty-three days of her 
imprisonment Mary's contluct was 
marked by the utmost gentleness. Not 
once was she heard to protest · against 
ber fate or to reproach the servants and 
former friends on whose testimony: she 
had been condemned. Poor 8-irl, why 
should she cling to life T Her father was 
dead, and she condemned in the world's 
opinion as liis

. murderess ; her lover had 
forsaken her ; in all the world she h&a 
not a single friend or well-wisher . 

April sixth dawned bright and warm. 
hbry · Blandy arrayed ·herself. in· a 
modish gown of black bombazilie with a ��Gentiemen .. <lf. the .jury/� e�cll}imed 

.. �he clerk, "have yon:a�d.upon .a .ver­
. dict ! "  � Re. w.as ·:p�p,a.� t9. -11:11ggest • •. •1.:s� ttreic� III �� tM4.amu ·"'I'M JlGuUJ 
sarcastically �t they retire and delib- JCm-or M'IU'YUra." 
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whlte kerchief about her throat. When 
the sheriff's men came to lead her to 
execution she wished them n cheerful 
good mor11ing. 

Executions in England in those davs 
were publicly conducted, and the gallo�n; 
on which criminals were banged was not 
erected in the jailyard for eaeh execu­
tion. It wns kept standing in an open 
field, where its grim shadow was a con­
stant 1·em.inder to evildoers, and this 
field was nearly a mile from the jaij 
where Mary Blandy was confined. 

A carriage 'ru�; offered he1·, but she de­
clined, saying she wonld enjoy the .April 
sunshine ns long as possible. So accom­
panied by the officE-rs and a cle;S)'Illati, 
she set out upon her lal'lt. joumer a-foot. 

P1·cvious to JeaYing fbe jail, her wrto;ts 

had been CI'Ossed aud bO\Uid before hN' 
with black ribbon!!, a cone<!ssion to hct· 
�;ex and gentility. unEI thi.'5 modE\ of fyiug 
her bauds perm i f  ted h('t' to )�<•Ill u pt·a�·o•· 
book hefot·e het·. Tlli.� w<•s another r.om·­
tcs,y, Jor tondemned <·1-iminals' l1und� 
were <�u:-;tomarily ]u.<;ht'l.l bt>hlnll their 
l>acks with ropt'. 

'l'he uttE\ndiug r:leJ·g,vnit�n read the 
oFfiN� appointed fo1· exccutiotts in the 
Book of Common Pru�-e1·, but Mary 
Blan<l .... · op<�llr!d hl't' hook to the PMltcr 
appoint-E-d for fh<' sixth •.lay of tliC nionth 
aud l'f>ad f•·om Pl'ulm 3� : "Blessed is 
he whos� lllll'ight<?ousness is iorgh·cn 
and whose sin is t>ovc•·ed. I said ' I will 
confess my sins unto- the Lord. 1 and so 
Thou forgavest the wickcdne� of my 
sin." 

Beneath the gibbet a stepladder. 
draped in black bunting, had b�n' set 
up, and on this she mounted two rungs, 
saying, " Gentlemen, I brse<!ell �·m1, hang · 
m� no higher, ior deceney'�; sake. " · 

But the loiotted noose,· swinging ·ft·om 
the gallows ' crossbar, would not reach 
her where she stood, so she. climbed to 
the ladder's top. A puff of wind <!a used 
the ladder to sway slightly, and the poor 
girl cried out in torrot· of falling, raising 
her helpless, bound hands to sten�y ·her­
self. 

" Fear ye not, tomboy," cnlled a 
. hoarse voice from the group abou� the 

gallows, "ye 'll . fall clean to hell in n 
minute ! "  The ('hie£ constable turned 
and struck her tormentor such a. heavY 
blow in the mouth that his lips bled. s� 
her old enemy's last meeting with �[ar_y 
Blandy was like his first, the occasion of 
a beating. 

When the rope h�9 been adj)lsted, 
Mary raised . her hands, · drew her kcr­
chlef over her. face, and stood a moment 
in sil�t prayer. Then she h�ld her 
prayer book .forward. 

This was the signal agreed upon 'be-
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tween her aud t.he sheriff. 'l'wo husky 
jail attendants heaved the ladder from 
beneath bet·, aud Mary Blandy 's slender 
IJody swung between earth and heaven. 

It was half an hour befot:e they cut 
her dowu, for her weight was not great 
cuough to break her neck, and she 
aotranglcd �;lowly, while. the great crowd 
of mean folk, gathered to watch t.he exe­
cution, 11tood itt lt�:�ng-jawcd amazement 
lo see a womau fight so long for life. 

:\1. one o 'clod< the following morniug 
:1hc wcu; caJ'I'ictl IJy tcm�lllight to the 
[amily ,·ault at Henley, autl. with the 
•·ope thttt straugled hct· still about her 
!Slim, while throat, buried beside the 
father for whose murder, rightly or 
Wl'Ongly, she was hanged. 

DlLlG-l!:.N'J' search was matle fin· Cap­
fain Cnuu;louu, but the t>coundrel 

had heurd of .Ma•·y 's arrest., aud, desert­
ing the �:�.rm�·. fled to France. For five 
years he lived u. fugitive from julftice, 
but tho government took legal proceed­
in� to attach the source of his income. 
At hu1t, reduced to abject poverty, he 
died in a home !or t.he in'digent kept·by 
the church at Boulogne, and was buried 
in a nameless grave in foreign soil: 

T71i.� is lhc Fifth Article (If a Se�s 
That Seabury Quinn is Writing for 
WEIJU> TALES. The Sixth Will .4.ppear in 
Our Next Issue. It is Entitled " T1tc 
lV ere wolf of St. Bounot, " ancl Desc-ribes 

SQtiiC .�tartli?'U '1'1Li11gs that llur)pened in 
P'rance Uucler tire Rciun uf Charles IX. 
Be S1H'C to Iicacl this Gripping Article 
in tke May \VEmo 'l'ALJ>..";. 

�------------------ 3 

DRACONDA 
(Continued from page 61) 

nothing but the truth : I \f88 born in 
this very city of LO'Om, in thls very 
Palace of Conderogan, and that was 

. twenty-five years ago, and so I am but 
twenty-five years of age ! How could I 
be any older? Now-" 

" Bot- " ' I  struck in. 
"Oh, you big goose, "  sl1e laughed, 

"stop butting and d<Y some thinking ! "  
. "\Vhat 's the use Y "  I wailed. " What's 

the use of even trying to think T" 
' '  :M:y Farnermain, ' '  she said seriou.sl.y, 

"can you not see how what I have ut­
tered cau be divested of its seeming 
absurdity ! For I assure you it is no 
more ·than that. " 

I shook my head. 
" Won't you explain, 0 Draconda7" 
"In due season," she smiled. " I  must 

go now. And r. pray you to ponder on 
the absurdities that I have uttered, to 
seek the key that will unlock the my&-

THE HOTEL DETECTIVE 

tery. I tell you, the human mind is one 
of the blindest of all things created, what 
with its prison walls of the flesh. 

SPORT FOl{ LADIES 
(Contimtecl frum t>age 69) 

" You, my Faruermain, . put all yow· 
faith in those beliefs and thought pro- · 

ceases that the wise ones have declared 
infallible, and t.hut� you do not t>ee (who 
11hould long ago have seen) aud think 
that the darknc�>s which is in your own 
brain is gibbel'ish uttered by me. 

ft·um t.lw general store. 1L contained 
but one Clirtridgc. 

�tollarJ. got the IJacon aud t·eturned 
lo the tire he hlid �;taded without look­
ing di t·�ct ly at the Cockney. His back 
Hgain waH tul'llcu. l::ilowly (;ravens rose 
and took deliberate ai.IU. 

l::)imultaucously with the report l::itol­
la•·d 's body ft•ll, dying, mlo the tire, ex­
t.iuguisbiug it and scatte1·ing embetli. 
A thin 11lrcuUJ ol' blood flowed from tha 
wound iu his teUJplc. 

' ' Your mind, my }'uJ•ucrmu.iu, is likt! 
au eagle with its wings weighted do\Vll-· 
though it is not yo'ur fault. at all. But 
�:�trh·e t.Q �L off tho1>e weights, my .l<'ur­
nermaiu, which are but the bluudel'l> of 
ilivers flesh-entombed souls, and thu11 let 

your mind soar up to the wonde1· 
heigh�, even liS the free-pinioue<.J eugle 
l:i<Jal'S. " 

But I shook lily head, feeling cert�:�iu 
that it. would be futile to try to disco\·e,· 
in her gibberish anything save gibberish. 

" WeU, 1 mUIIt go now, " 11he said, �Smil­
ing at my mystification. 

'fhen, with the princ�, 11he quitted 
the l'oom, �Saying with u. little laugh as 
she vanUshed : 

1 1  Thin;k hard, 0 Farnermain. ' '  
For a. little space, I stared at the cu1·: 

tains through which this extraordinary 
creature had vanished, then began to 
walk back and fO'l'th, my feet falling 
noisele6Sly on the rich carpet. 

Think I I did think, but I could not 
make out anything rational. 

She was born on Venus, had passed 
all her life on Venus, and yet she had 
knowu Morgan St. Cloud on the eart.h ! 
She had seen one hundred and twenty­
five years, and yet she was but twenty­
five years of age ! 

T�at, to use a 'phrase of Nutty Bump­
po's, certainly was a "nonplnsser. " 

"DraC01tda" lV1'll be Co11cl·uded in the 
Next laSt� of WEIRD TALES. It Rises to 
an AstomuiinJ Climax. Be Sure to Read 
tke End of this StortJ! 

" I  would like to have my case post­
poned for a ,week, your honor, as my 
lawyer is ill. ''  

"But you were caught with your 
hand in this gentleman's pocket. What 
could your coUnsel say in your defense !'' 

" That's what I 'm curious to know, 
your honor." 

Two women went for a walk and 
presently climbed to a cemetery which 
overlooks one· of the most beautiful val­
leys in Yorkshire. 

"I think, " said �ne of them to her 
friend, after they had admired the view, 
"that I should like to be buried here. 
It's such a healthy spot." 

Uraveu11 pau�;ccl to wake ccrtaiu he 
wa::; d(>ad. Then he walked to the body 
aud tut'lJeu it. o\·er on its back. I t  was 
the wor·k of a few secouu11 to remove 
the sack of woney frow the lifeless 
mau 's pocket. . 

" Brykc me t·iiJ::;, wHl yc f "  �>narled 
Uraveus into the lifeleS�> face. " Not with 
thi!l ye won 'f.. ' '  looking fondly at the 
J.lit!lol. '!'hen Lo gH \'e the weapon a. far 
fling iuto the bu�>hes. 

" Brykc mo l'ibt!, will yc 1 "  he rc­
pelited, al:! he prepared to leave the 
ravine which Stollard had �Selected for 
a campiug place beel!use it was evident­
ly so far f1:om the beaten paths of man. 

"Bryke me ribs, will ye ' "  again re­
peated thi� mau, who uc\'t:l' had heard 
of Shakcfipcarc. ' 1  I 'll have ye know that 
for me the bryking of ribs is a sport for 
ladies. " And, with a final ldck to the 
b�dy of his erstwhile leader, he went 
back to the city, whct·e Alma Brooks 
and Detective S�rgeant Sweeney were 
waiting for him. 

-----------------

The propril•lol' of a vill�:�gc litOI'e was 
11ittiug with tile loafers who had formed 
a circle. around the stol·e. His sole as­
sistant was a ·youngster who had lately 
drifted in from parts w1known. A 
woman entered and asked for a pound 
of cheese. · She would not allow the 
assistant to wait on her ·but insisted on 
having the proprietor. The lad must 
have been tr.aincd in some city office, 
for to this demand he made firm reply. 

"Can't disturb him now. He's in 
conference. , .  

A man arrested for murder bribed a 
simple member of the jury with a hun.­
dred dollars t<Y insist on a verdict of 
mansiaughter. The jury were out a long 
time, and at last came in with the desired 
verdict. Afterward the prisoner bad an 
opportunity of seeing the simple juror, 
and said : " I 'm obliged to you, my 
friend. Did you have a hard time t" 

"Yes," replied the man.. "A deuce of 
a time. The other eleven wan� to 
acquit you .. '' 
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EARN BIG MONEY 
spare time, at home, vicinity, represent;.. 
illg music publishers. Ad� circu­
lars for tnusie orderS. Send lOe for mu­
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".!'Ne Queatlon Coupon" cood wttb 8JI.7' order. S�o. 
5'rodrupp, · 1161-831'4, Oht�o. 

ADVERTtSEMENT 

THIS department is open to all readers Of Weird •rales.· who have. some 
questfo.n.to proppund. Houdini ·will attempt � an8wer any logical ques· 

tion ou· subjects relating to physical or psychic phenomena. · Readers are 
requested. not to do.plioate• questions tha.t' have ah-eady been answered by 
·:uoudini in these oolu:auis.. . Questions pertaining ·to the .future �.tid pel.,;onlll­
jties will receiv-e no attention. They muSt - have a general inJ:el:est,- 'othcrwiw 
they will ilOt be considered. All con-espoud61ce will be· h311�lled. by ·n�diui 
p.ersonally and he is egpeci�Uy interested in h�g from those havilig. unique 

. cxperie11c� not
. 

easily e.xplained.�The PuuliS7ie_r.'i. . 

', 

FOREWORD 
Znir8med in me is a. love of .mystery 

and marvel. As a· child; ··Red -·Riding · 

of the . Soci�ty -�� Am�rici!.h. -Ma�cia:ns, 
care· of the Tiffin Studlo wm· 1-cich him.. � 

HoOd, Ali Baba., and the Arabian Nights Houdini. 
foun� as much f�vor with_ �e aa· the cjo )Veird. 

'!'ales; 
stories from the �ble. � were � to  Chicago, 111. 

Dett'Oit, Mich. _ ' 

me by my mother. Stones_ of �e weird : . .Dear Sir :  · 
and won�.rf� .. exercis� a . s�assing I have just finished reading your ex· 
charm over my unagin�tiou. I feel there po!ic of _spiti.tualism in the -March issue 
are ma.ny. �bousa.nds. . like �e and fro� of Weird 'J'ules, and· can assure yo1� that 
these I will be· delighted to �ear; Who I am very anxious to read the next iu­
k:n.OWII but that this departmen� �:r .'�e �llment 
the means of bringiDg to light an�ther · I ,;,as born in a t�ectiou of · :.Wng1a.nd; Poe or another lfawthome? Only by where it is the custom for those who wish -writing � you · learn to write: By to sink a well, to employ the servil-'tlti of throwing o1f restraint, the_ greatest·. a " dowser. " 
pi�.s ot li� he.�� been,produced. ·· A "dowaer" i<J a person who t111.vchl � department IS y_ours as muoh as around ,vith a forked t)vig, jabbing it in 
mhie.-BOUDD!�

- the ground, and when this twig moves, : 
No. 1 turning suddenly in his hand, he states 

· noudilii, 
� e!o Weird Tal� 

Terre Haute, Ind: that ·water will be found below. · Expe­
rience .shows that in' this practice, he is 
usUnlly though not invariably correct.. 

Now these ' ' dowsers ' '  are not ·as a rule . Chicago, m. 
·Dear Sir: 

Years a� there traveled around the 
cotp1try a man named Samri S. Baldwin, 
knawn. as the ''White MahatiiUl.. ' '  Could 
you tell roe if he is still living, and if so, 
where a. letter could reach him . . · 

Were there my oth�r White Mahat­
mas that did the same kind of' work ' 

scientific or learned men, ,nor have the{ 
any speCial local knowledge. Vecy .ofton 
indeed, they are merely laborers. · 
· Sometimes this man di.Mpenses with 
the' use of the "dowser" being able to 
tell by his own sensation �t he is over 
water: So common is this custom in this 
part of .England I refer to, and so great 
is the belief in these-" dowsers" that few yours very truly, 

H. L. �pie indeed would think of sinkin� a 

An-swer to No.· l . well without t)le aid o�;- one of these 
. There were a · number of WhiteJ m:en. 

Mahatmas, all imitating S� S. Bald- Many expla.n�tions have been offered 
win, who is 'still alive and now resides of this practice and I ain auious to hear 
in San Francisco, California. A let� · your· opinion -regarding-same. 
addressed to the Golden Gate Assembly · It is very . true that · in sticking this 

. · �wig in :the' ground, it will mov& at 
*Hund-reds of Zellers h<we 6e6n .reooivea b1J times "'just as · if it' were alive" in this H()Udini since the announcement of · ihi& U. · • 

parlment ,,. the Jlaroi. if�.· . :Nme rtou noe. particUlar .section of the coantcy where 
permie ,taking up " mcu�y of thue " amr«l I come .from, but a Iil.rge �rcenta.ge of 
on t:WCOUnt of �he � tO g�t t� . .d.pril .� .people are great believers in spiritual­
on sa� on !ime. � ciepGrtmMt bi;dl .fa'r to ,  . ism, _aqd people. :who have faith in this 
b600m6 on -sn��tmg fe4tt.w! .01: WBIBD T� sc>rt of phenomenon insist that it is a afld the- pu?>lisher&· G&S1WCJ you th4C · s�l . . · • • 

spa.ce wiU be ollot«l ino �er 4U coon11. while sp1nt matUfestatxon.. · . 

subjects. (Continued on page 88) 
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Dotit 1f1 
B:eo�� � 

'J'o let eray. balr IJJIOU nur loolal, by mal<� 
you eeem old, S. 110 unDecHaary wheD lola"l'y 'I'. 
Goldman'• Hair Color Reet.orer will brine back 
tbe 6rl�o&l color eurely and aafely. Very eully 
appllt4-you almply comb It tbrOIIt'h the h&lr. 
No •reaay eedlment to make your balr eUok)' 
or -'rin117, nothlne to wub or rub orr - Net 
t>eautltul. Datural. becomlnc balr. 

loly Reatorer la a clur, color!- liquid. clean 
.. water. No dan•er or atNoulnc or dlecolora­
tlon. reetored color Ia oven and natural In &II 
Upt&. Faded or dle<:olor.-1 hair reet.ored llln aa .ucc ... fully &114 oatw-&lly u .,.,. b&lr. 
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PERSONAL MAGIETISM 
PPrsonal macnetlam, will power, nerve 

force. atamlna----.:&11 It what you w!ll--la the 
lnt&nf'lble power that coutrcla hum&n dee­
th>Y. It Ia the k<'Y to all bualncsa and 80<!1&1 
ouceeaa. It :rcu como In conu.ct with peoph•. 
:rou c•nnot atrord to be Without tllls knowl-
��:-o:� .. J!.v��0:u:O .,,:t:�';����aa:����!� 
your Personal Masnott•nt at your OW'D home. 
\Ve lr\lar&nte.. lt. Intelll&�nt people the world over are atudyluc this wouderrul forc:o, and 
those who rt>&-'er It n.chlotvc La� ... e. 
�..-8. .FREE BOOK tell& you bow you can muter It at home. Do not eend &nY money 
for lt. Tho book Ia &baolutely ·tree and Ia 
.,ent to &dvertl• our 1DatHutlon. 
Tbe Flio� College Co., �t. lle9, ClevolADd. 0. . 
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ADVERTISEMENT 

(Conti?�-U6d from page 86) 
Thanking you for any attention you 

may give this, 
Yours very truly, J. H. 

Answer to No. 2 
This is not new ; in fact, it is centurie�� 

old and you will find any number of 
'books in y9ur library regarding same. 

The fact remains that these " dows-­
eis" or water diviners were not always 
accurate, and in view of this infallibil­
ity, it is w1wise to believe that they were 
capable of l�ating water or metals. 

'{he Psychical Research Society have 

a human encyclopedia. on the subject! I 
know you will not dare to answer this. 

How do you explain Jacoby, who in 
his autobiography said he saw a number 
of musicians iu his room and they played 
until early morning? Jacoby was a. 
brilliant man and a gifted scholar. 

How can you, at the present time, ex· 
plain how this happened ¥ 

1 do not think you would care to an-·· 
swer this question, but am sending it te' 
relieve my mind. 

Yours truly, · 
H. w, 

gone thoroughly into this class of hu- · Ans-wer t-o No. 4 
mans, and i would advise you to look up No I do .not consider myself a human 
their literature on this subject. encyclopedia, but I have been delving in 

Houdini, 
clo Weird Tales, 

Chicago, Ill. 
, Dear Sir : 

Peoria, Ill. 

l Some time ago' I attend a seance in 
I this town, at which quite a few people l were present and the manifestations 
! were really wonderful. . 

I went there, purportmg to be an 
ardent belieYer in spiritualism and was 
well recei-red and was made the objeet 
of quite a little attention by the medium. 

Now as a matter of fact, I am an out 
and· out skeptic, but confeliS I do not 
lruow how to explain some of the phe­
nomena I have witnessed. 

Duririg one of the sittings or seances, 
the mediu� sat directly in front of me, 
held both of my hands in her right hand, 
and placed her other hand ou my 
shoulder. Then I could see by glancibg 
upward a trumpet moving around the 
room, then a guitar and then a mandolin. 
This instrument would float over the 
heads of the sitters, and I have never 
been able to discern how this was ac­
complished. Can yeu e.xpla.in ¥ 

Yours very truly, H. W. 
An.su.oc,. to llo. 3 

There are several ways of the medium 
getting one hand free "9:•heri you are s�p­
posed to hold both. · It is one of the 
best lruown ruses used by fraud mec<ll­
ums. 

In order to guard yourself in the 
future, when you go intO' a. !leance room, 
insist on holding the ·medium's hand in 
your own. You do the holding, and do 
not allo'v the medium to hold you., See 
that there is no confederate to produce 
the manifestation.s, which is frequently 
done. 

.. --
Houdini, 

c!o Weird Tales, 
Chicago, DL 

Dear Sir: · 

Springfield, m 

· You are answering all questions on 
spiritualism. . Do you consider yourSelf 

mystery ever since I could walk and talk, 
and if there is anything in the .line of 
mystery I do not lmo·w, I certaiilly. am 
going to try and find out. 

Any time you see me billed anyWhere, 
drop around and have a chat. 

I am not prejudiced, as I keep telling 
people. I am perfectly willing to � 
lien•, but J have not been convinced or 
converted as yet. 

Jacoby did write that · he saw and 
· heard musicians in his room. He· �lled 

in his servants, if you remember the in­

cident, but they were unable to see them. 
After I am suspended from the top 

of a building by my ankles and make 
my escape from the restraint and come 
down to earth, the whole population and 
the houses whirl about me, but that does 
uot signify it is true. 

Therefore, I claim that he might have 
thought he had seen the musician& and 
heard them, but that does not necessarily 
make it true, although in his own mind, 
it was true. 

You go to any insane asylum where 
you are pefmitted to go by the author­
ities, and you· will nnd a lot of poor 
mortals who hear voices and see fon.ns. 
I think that Jacoby simply had halluci­
natiollB at the time this happened,· and 
that is all there is to it. 

No. 5 
Houdini, 

cjo Weird Tales, 
Chicago, IlL 

Dear Mr. Houdini : 

Louisville, �y. 

Am glad to Ree that you are writing 
for Weird Tales, as it is my favorite 
magazine, and I am sure many other 
readers will bear this ·same opinion. 

:rD. this city, which is a. hotbed for 
spiritualism, you are confronted by be­
lievers and non-believers at every turn., 
I have attended many seances, and prob­
ably never get a "kick" out of any, on 
nccount of -my pronounced views against 
this sort· of stuff. I ha,y-e �een told bc-

(Co-ntin-ru�· � pogtt 90) _ 
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Again She Ord�rs t ., . 
'Y.I Chicken Salad,Please" 

FOR him she is wearing her new frock. 
· · . For him she is trying to look her pret­
·. tlest. If only she can impress him-ntake rum like her-just a little. 
·� Across the table he smiles at her, pro�d 

of her pretUness, glad to notice that others adlniie. And she smiles back, a bit timidly, 
· a bit self-consciously. 

What wonderful poise he has! What .com­
p�t'eiself-posse5siont · I! only she could be 
so thcro.ughly at ease. 

Sh� pats the folds of her new frock nerv­
. oiillly� hoping that he will not nopce how 
· � she is, bow uncomfortable. He 
- dOOtm!t-until the waiter comes to the.ir 

table and stands, with pencil poised, to take 
;. th'- Qrder. · 

. · 
· · d). ehiclten salad, please." She bears her-

self give the order .aa.in a daze.· She hears 
. . hUJl repeat tl}e · otder· to the waiter, in a 
'rather surprised tone. Why had she ordered 

· that again! This was the third. tjme �e 
had ordered chicken salad while dimng WJth 
him. . 
. He would think she didn't know bpw to 
"brder· a dinner. Well, did· she ? No. She 

· . .""dfdil.'t know bow to pronounce tltose French 
· words on the menu. And she didn't k'now 

how to use the table .appointment a'S grace­
- fully as· she would have b'lced; found that 
· she couldn't create conversation-and was 

actually tongue-tied; was conscious of little 
crudities which she just knew be must be 
noticing. She wasn't sure of herself, she 
.didn't know, And sh� discovered, as we all 

. do, that there is only one way to have com-. · plete poise and ea.Se of miumer, and that is 
to know definitely what to do and· say on 
. every OCC88ion. 

Are You Conscious of Your 
Crudities? 

It is not, perhaps, so serious a fault to be 
unable to order a correct cUnner. But it is 

·. ju.1t such little things as t�ese that betray 
· ut-that reveal our crudities to others. 
·· · Aie you sure of yourself? Do you know "pl'e(:isely what to do and say wherever you 
· :� to be? Or are you always hesitant 

an(f ill· at ease never quite sure tha� you 
· haven't blundered ! 

<A Social Secretary 
for Life! 

Tbe Farqou• Book of Etiquette 
Nearl)' 500,000 Sold fo!. $3;50 

N O W  
ONLY 

, 
Wo have on our abolves at the preeen. 

· daie 8j1Vera.l thoueand "''- ot tbe Book 
.ot EUquett(l In tho -rerular $3.50 ediUon. 
-'To clear the ehelvcs quickly and make 
room tor new edition� now. boln1r printed. 
Neleon Doubleday, Inc., makes thte· un­
uaual otrer: To the next few thouAJtd 
people who order tho Hook or EUqlfotte. 
the special barc&ln price of $1.18 will · 
W e:d.eodcd. · In othor WOrdl, If' )'OU &Ct 

. · wltllout delay you can ..eecure ·the coli\• · · �\•14 two-volume liet ot "the Book o!"Etl• · 
; , qu1tt. &t pz:ac=t.l�aiiJ' half ttu; u.ua.l. -�· 

· u.-, the epeolal coupon. It ,"!fill • brlos: . . thl Book · ot Eltlquetto to )'Ou. promptly.,.. . •t the apeelal batPl� PrJ.ce.. · 

Every day in our contact 
with men and women we meet 
little unexpected problems of 
conduct. Unless we are pre­pared t9 meet them it is �ev­
itable that we suffer embal'­
rassment and keen humiliation. 

Etiquette is the armor that 
protects us from these embar­
rassments. .It makes us aware 
instantly of the little crudities 
that are robbing us of our 
poise·a»d ease. It tells us bow 
to smooth away these crucU­
ties and achieve a manner of . 
confidence and self-possession. 
It eliminates doubt and uncer­
tainty, tells us exactly wha\ we 
want to know • 
· There is an old proverb 

wbicli aays "Good manners 
make good mixers." We all 
lcnow how true this is. No. one 
Ukes to associate. with a per­
son w.ho is self-conscious and 
embarrassed; - whose crudities 
are obvioua to all. 

Do You Maa Friends Easily? how to create conversation, how· to conduct . yourself with ease and dignity? . 
By telling you exactly what is expected Would .you use a·fork for your fruit salad, of you on all OCC81fions, by giving you a or a spoon ?  . Would you cut your roll with a wonderful new· ease and dignity of manner, knife, or break it with your fingers ? Would the Book of Etiquette will help make you you. take olives with a fork? � How would more popul.ar-a ''better mixer." This fa- you take celery-asparagus-radishes ? Un­mous two-volume � of books is the recog- • less you are absolutely sure of yourself, you 

nized social authority-is a silent social · will · be embarrassed. And embarrasment 
secretary in half a million homes. �not be concealed. . 

Let us pretend thl!ot you have received an Bo k f Eti tt c· invitation. Would you know �ly how to 0 0 que e tves 
·acknowledge it? Would you know what·�ort Ufelong Advice? 
of gift to send, what to write on the card Huncheds of .thousands of men and women that accompanies it! Perhaps it. is an in- Jmow and use the Book of Etiquette and find vitation to a format wedding. Would you it increasingly helpful. Every time an oc­know what to wear? Would you know what casion of importance arises-every time ·ex­
to say to the host and hostess upon arrival ? pert help, adVice and suggestion is re­

<iuired-they find what they seek in the 
If a Dinner Follows the Wedding- . Book of Etiquette. It solves all problems, 

Would you know exactly how to proceed 
to. the dining room, when to seat yourself, ·. 

answers all q\lestions, tells you exactly what 
tO do, aay, write and wear on every occasion. · It you want alw� to bl aure of youn•tt. to have 
eaae and poise. to a.vold embarrassment &lld bumlf• 
iatJon. aeocJ tor the Book of Etiquette at OliO<". 
Take advantage of the. apeelal b&r&'alo otter . el<· 
pl&lnec! Ill the panel. Let the 13oolc ot EtlqllettG 
·•'" you complete aelt·-Aion ; let It banlah .the 
crudiUos that are perllape makln�r you IOif-con­
IIOioua and uncomfortable -..·hen you ahould bo thor­
ousbly at ea.ae. 14&11 thla coupon aow while you aro thlnklntr of 
ft. The Book of Etiquette will bo a<!nt to you In a 
plain carton wtth no ldeotlf)'l na- marks. Bo among 
th..-o who will take advaotaae ot the epeelaJ otter. 
Ncleon Doubled&;JI', Inc.. Dept. 1504, G&rd�n Cit)·. 
Ne.., York.. · 

�N-ooualioAv��;7D.��i�------c....t•n Cttso. New York 
I a.c:eept your apeelal barl'aln olfer. You m&:T 

· MUd me the tamoua lwo-... olume Book ot Etiquette. 
In • plain carton; tor which I will t;IV6 the peat­
man ollly $1.91 (plua dell..-ery charc<!e) Oil arrival 
-lnatead · ot the n�gular price of $3.50. I am to 
haft the prlvl)cce of returnln�r tho books within 6 
da:ra au4 b.avln.tr mJ' IJloney n�tund..S it I � llOt 

. 4�lltrbtec! with tbem. .. . 

- N�e---------------------------------

. . A.d4rell8 . .0 Check" thiB IIQU.&NI If you want theM booU ·wttll�e lbeAutU'al fulJ.I-her blnc!ID.a' at U.U wtth l&m8 returu prlvllqe. . . 
(<mfen 1.-- � u.;, U . . 8. an� ,..� .... f2.6H 
claM � Of"dlt'. z-.tMr bUuU,.g. � · V. ., ... u � tria.\ ontn.) 
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Sex Se·crets 
futlr (IJfailed-1111tmatd, lcJCrilln alii Vi•iiiJ llloac�ated 

1'hc world's lt.�t and �:rmteot volume on thia 
moo;t vital and inleniK'IY lnternUI\lr aubJect otl'ered at blu-ely enouah \o cover coat oC procluct.lon, packing 
and moilil\¥. PlAinly and vividly explains and lila,.. 
�r .. tC!S Intimate &x �rf!l� ui)On which the very lawv ur llfe '"" baO<.-d. Writ.kll by 1\Uthorilio:� on the ..ubject foe brides, groom., hwsb:u1d,, wlvCII and 
vsrenl.o. 

14 ........... o.t·lf·U.O....., ..... 
All Ia 0111 (o�H�T 250 page•) 

Ju.t like �n1: fourteen oeparate lntereaUnst anil 
cntranel!llr boob and every one ot them worth the 
prlee ot this enUre volume, which cont&ina over 260 � of the Tn<Je't intimate aex accreta and m&nJ' 
><tnklnc 1Uu.atrst.ion10-vivldly protra,ylnlf lex faeta that ev•ry rod-blooded per110n abould kno• about. 
'rhlo remarkable out,of·th.,.ordlnary volume Ia eaally 
'Ororth 810.00 to anyone., but \o introcluc<� this vital !l.nowledae Jato a million new homes, tha League will 
dittrlbute a limited nunlbcr !or a ahort tlme only at the rldieuloualy low prlee of $1.87 which Jncludea 
I)O&I.a.re. . 

fllruO NO MOJIEY juat your name and acldrea•, �n and ustandard Sex K.nowl­
cd�e" will ·bot majled \o you under nlaln wrapper at 
the reduced price, whfeh you may pay !)Ottman, Read 
it thl"'U&'h ""' have thouaandv of others and you wiiJ 
lind many par&lll"'J>ha and IUustratlono any one ot 
which Ia eaaJ1y worth ten times the cost of this whole 
book, whleh you wlll treaaur-e •• your moot intimate. lnltluctlvc. and private p.,.sesllon for )'•ra to come. 

TIE IT.._.U lEAGUE 
• .._ .. ,_ ._. Tt��ea, ._." 

.{&K4 tll()tltll order 'llril/1. Conlldicu• aftd P�i(lfl. �.) . 

She Found 
A Pleasant W � 

To Reduce Her Fat 
ThoUIC>Il<b of overlat 

people ba,·e creatly re­d�<ced tbeir weiiht and 
atcained a normal tic­
ure by follo•;llC the advice of othcre ... ho 

ond reeomn.eod the 
Ia PreaeriptloD 'l'beao barU>· 

tittle ro.t redueas 
are prepand iD tablet 
form from tbe oarue ;,.. &JeCI!eDts that formerly 
o:ompooed tbe famou.o 
Mannola Prtteription toe fatreductloa. 

U you are too fat. • ou owe It \o younoelf 
to al."" tt.e.G f .. t roducero a fair trial. All the better � &Ioree tho ,..orld over tell Jlarmoia Preemptioa Tablela at oue doUar per 
pacbce, Aek }'our druulu for them « lleDd 
oce dollar to the MarmOl&·Co., e430ar6eld Blc!c., Detroit, Mleb., and aeeure a PAOkaae of th- tablet& T� are harmle. and muot YOW' wtiaht without 10i.Dc throucb IODC. � of tireaomo es� and otarvatioa diet. If you an too fat lr7 tbls todq. 

Sex trutb at Jut. Dr. Cowan•• 
boolc �won� In plain under-

IWI.f:�� :V��::� .. .::�!.;":.• a�k!� OJ' A NEW LIII'E" TELLS ABOtlTt Tbe Sex Appeat--chooelne a Mat-BIIMtul 
Uarri....-HOW BABJES .ARE OON· 
CEIVED AND BORN-Wllat to AvoiCS­
Twllll'bt Slee_.tc., •oa p,..es UIWJtratecS. 
TBJ8 BOOK 18 NOT FOB CJIIU)BJSN, 
Special ecliUon or thil u.oo boolc oomt POet­
paid for $3.00. (C. 0. D. 10c e�ra.) 

OGILVIE PtJD. CO. 5'1 n- St., Dept. "- Ne• York CI.Q' 
SEXUAL - LOVE AND LIPE .I 

ART STUDIES 
� :;',!j� ........... I ll Pholol'•·aphs 3%lt5�-$J.OO 

CO Pbotocraphs 3� xS�--- 2.�0 
U PhOtoCT&pha 8.lt10--- 5.00 150 llllnlature 3amp1U--- 1.00 

Howard S.les Cocnp&l\1' 
Oept. 4, 1154 Folsom St. 

Ball Francisco, Cal. 
tt. U. A. liUMA.N M.&ONBT ":Vttll our lnetructlone by hol41nc band ., ... ,. any 

coltl IJOU C&Jl cause It to mo..-e at Will: no threada. ...tree. or mapeta. Prlco . U. Dlr.ct Bel• Co., 
lUll N. Euclid, _ St. Louis, Mo. 

A.IJVER'I'ISEMENT 

(Continued {1"(}11t page 88) 
cau��a of the fact that I am a non-be· 
liever, I will ne.ver he visited by any 
reu.l manifestation. 

'l'he only thing I could never under­
stand is why do all mediums employ 
various para.phemalia iu conducting 

. their seances. E'ot• instance, why is it 
necessary for the departed ouc to speak 
through the medium with tho aid of a 
trumpet or hor1i � If thcl'e is such a 
thing as communication with the dead, 
can ybu advance a logieal explanation of 
why a trumpet or horn should be used 'l 

Yours very truly, 
H. M. 

Answer to No. 5 
�he- aid of trumpets, tambourines lllld 

musical instruments used in seances, to 
the best of my knowledge anP, belief is 
simply to give auricular proof that the 
spirits are present, and in speaking 
through· a trumpet, it is the simplest 
thing in the world to mtiffl.e your voice 
and make it difficult to recognize. 

At one seance which I attended in New 
York I distinctly detected the odor of 
the ·departed spirit, the medium having 
indulged in the brand of spirits which 
are prohibited. 

I have known mediums who could talk 
through trwnpets almost any �ime or 
place, depending upon how they were 
seated. at the seance. 

l did one seance with Mrs. Wreith, 
the celebrated Detroit trumpet medium. 
Dr. Wallace being friendly with both of 
us, made an appointment, ·not telling her 
my name. This was in London. It was 
very difficult to get a seance, and when 
I did, I went in unannounced, but after 
an hour the seance '9as blank. 

.As I left, she merely said, ' ' I  am sorry 
Mr. Houdini, that we could get no re-­
sults." I was staTtled. She said, "You 
did not think I knew you, but . we 
traveled' together on the '.Mauretania' " 
-so you see had Mrs. \Vreith not recog­
nized me, we might ( 1) have had re­
sults. She evidently was afraid of tak­
ing a ch..an.OO with me. 

No. 6 
'Mr. Houdini, 

cjo Weird Tal� 
Chicago, IJ.L 

Dear ·Mrt Houdini : 

BuffalO', N. Y. 

I attended a '�:o-piritualistic seance rc· 
c�tly presided o\'er by a. lady medium. 
There were some fifty· odd people in the 
audience. Slips of paper were passed 
around with the request that each one 
write on ti1e 11lip of paper and WJk a 
question that he desired to be 8Jlswered. 
We :were requested to Cold the paper 
with the writing inside. The . questioru; 

were coUected and placed ou u table, the 
mediutu paying 110 attention to them 
whatsocvcl'. 'l'he medium then invited 
someuue to hlin<.lfoltl her. As I was sit- ·' 
ting in the ft•on.t t•ow, I volunteered. She . 
l'equ�-ted �� kid glove from 110m� lady in 
the uudicucc and, receiving this, placed 
it ovet· her cyt'l:i while I tied it seeurel,y: 
over her eyes with a handkerchief. I 
am po.sitivc of her inability to see. 

All wer·e requested to �;peak right oat 
and identify their message when read. 
She said that �:�he would make no at; 
tempt to llllSWet· the questious �J.Sked, or­
t•ead them, but that she would give them 
the impressions which she would receive 
from them. 'fhen she took a seat at the 
table at the side opposite the audience, 
facing the audience with the table be­
tween her and the sitters. She opened 
several of the questions, smoothed them 
out and laid them on the table. Then 
she took one of them and pres!>'ild it to' 
her bandaged forehead and began. 

It was remarkable the effect sbe 
created with those present. Women 
cried aloud at the questions and an­
swers the medium gave out. Finally she 
eame to my question and said : 

" I  get the influence of a young man. 
His name is Henry. 1 get the vibration 

of a. young man who has suffered con­
tinual illnE>.ss. ' '  

Then the · medium addressing me 
naked, · •  Js that correct ! "  I replied 
that it wa�:�. Then she stated that' Henry 
was well and happy and not to worry 
ahout him as he wa..� beyond all physical 
suffering. 

Now, :Mr. Houdini, I am convinced 
that this medium was a fraud. I have 
attended a number of seances with pool'. 
r�-olts and haYe little faith in tl1em but 
this medium puzzled me a lot. The 
question I asked on the slip <Yf paper 
was, " H•--, have you any relief from 
your suffc.ringt" My handwriting was 
purposely bad and I wrote the proper 
noun in such a manner that it would be 
ha.rd to distinguish whether the word 
was Harry or Henry. I did this to dis­
cover if the medium actually read the 
queStions or not. I am convinced that 
she did but how1 Perhaps you can offer 
an explanation. 

K. H. 
Ans1t.'c'· lu Nu. 6 

'l'he method used by this meruum is 
\'CI'.Y t�imple and ia not new. lt has·been 
greatly improved upon receutly. If I 
run not mistaken it wa� fi1·st used iu the 
early '70"s. When you tied the hand· 
kerchief with the gl oves over her eyes, 
she simply fro,med as mueh as possible. 
Tbeu b.v raising t.he e.rebi'OWS abe was 

( 0fJ1l.tiJ�ued mt 1)age 92) 



ADVERTISEMEN'f 11 

New Hair for YOu 
in 30 Days 

•or Your Money Instantly Refunded 
My amaz� �uarantee means just exactly what it says! I don't care how thin 
your hair ls-I don't care how many treatments you have taken without results 
--if new hair falls to �ow a.fter usln� my method-then the test costa you abso· 
lutely NOTHING! The convincin� evidence 9f what I have done for others is 

now yours-entirely free. Simply mail the coupon below. 

By ALOIS MERKE 
'� fd Uae J'amou.s Merke Institute, 11'1/th Awmue. New l'«i 

N. 0 matter how long you have been 
troubled with loss of hair-no 
matter how ma.ny different treat­

ments you have taken without results-! 
�ve discovered a. startling new treat. 
ment which I · absolutely guat·antee will 
grow new hair in 30 days-or e...-ery 
penny you have paid me will be instantly 
-and gladly-refunded, 

No one, SO' f111· as I know, has ever 
dared to make such a sweeping guar· 

antee before I But do you suppose that 
I could make it unless I was absolutely 
confident that my treatment would do 
all I chum f Never ! I would be out of 
business in a week. But I KNOW what 
my method will do. For 1 judge, its 
remarkable value is t>hown by actual 
statistics covering thousa.uds of cases 
treated-C7lly three people ·in every hun­
dred asking the ret-unt of tkeir money! 

Not One Penny'� Risk! 

WJtat Users Say 
� lik• lAc /ollowi•g 

Gr. t"eMvcd cUIIIOit C"I>CI"II dQ btl � M,k4 l�<•tj. �) 
"In the abort tlmc I luLvc ueed your treatment I havt" pined remarkable resui!M. Dandru4 hall disappeared 
entiMiy. My ocalp is now all full of lin�. new hair. I 
would not part wiU! my 
trea.tlnent for 10 times ita oott." A. W. B. 
"Th t.op of nay l!catl i� 
uow al!nost covered ..,fth 
new hair about one-half 
Inch lonr. I have �n tl")� m. ftve yeano, bul co:old 
11e'l'er lind anything to make ftlY hair lfroW Ulltfl J�QVr trut.m�t. T. ('. 
-ren ,.ears ago Ul)' h11ir 
atan.ed felllnsr. J used h�<lr 
tonica conatanUll , but four 
peare aao I dl&played a per. fec:t full moon. I. tried evemhinc__- but wiU.OUt ftiiUlte. Today, however. t�aaub to 1""Ur treatmat. r am pletlaed to Inform you ·u.t I have quite a new 
� o1 hair oae IDeh lonsr. u, � �!!'- utoDbbecf at tbe l*Wt. F. B. B. 

Now I l'ealize 
that you have 
perhaps wasted 
a · lot of time 
and money on 
t 1· E\ a t m c n t s 
which c o u l d  
NEVER restore 
your hair. Very 
likely you ar� 
:-;kepti<'al. A I 1 
rigbl.  J don 't 
blame �·ou. And 
I 'll admil. t·ight 
hPt·c I hat mr 
tJ·ealmclll. mtty 
not help you 
eith�r. Fo1• yoUJ• 

case may be one 
of the few in 
every hundred 
t.hat. is absolute-. 
ly hopel6SI!. In 
any case, 1 want 

you to try my treatment at my risk­
and if after 30 days you are not more 
than delighted with the results produced 
-then all you need to do is tell me so, 
and without asking. a single question I '11 
mail you a check refunding every cent 
you have paid me. I don't want a· cent 
of your ·money, unless I actuaUy grow 
hair on ?JOur head! You, of course, are 
to be the 1:10le judge. 

Entirelr New Method 
My treatmeut ili the result of loug 

;\·ears or experience gained in treating 
t-housand<> of c1.1scs of loss of hair. Tills 
induded· many years whi•·h f spent in 
:>uch famous ceut.crs or scientific research 
tts Heidelberg. Berlin, Paris. Gcne .. a, 
and Buenos ArreH. Aou my methO'd iJ:I 
entirely differeut from anything known 
or used before. 

'fhere is no .lllaSSilgiug-no singeing­
no "mange cures"-uo unnecessazy fuss 
or bother of any kind. Yet results are 
usually noticeahlf' eYen after the YtlJ'Y 
few first treatments. 

My treatment proves that a very grea.t 
many cases of loss of .hair are caused- · 
not by dead hair roots-but by d<n-mmtl 
hair roots, which can now be awal<en.ed 
and made to grow hair again. The rea.­
son other treatments failed is hecanse 
they did not penetrate to these dormant 
roots. To make a tree grow you '""ould 
not think of rubbing ' ' growing fluid ' '  on 
the bark. Instead you would get right 
to the roots. And so it is with the hair. 

Io all the world there is only one method 
· I kuow about of penetrating direct to the roots 

and stimulating them lnt() new activity. And 
the principle of tbis method is embodied in the 
trelltment that I now olfer you on Jny poaftive 
guanmtce of Mti&fa.ctory result�, or tho trial 
fOBUI you nothing. 

Already great numbers of men and womeD 
. who only recently were troubled with thln. 

falling ho.ir ha.vc, through t.his method, ao­
quired. · healthy hair that is t.he envy and ad· 
miration of all their friend& As for dandruff 
and a�imilnr scalp disoTC.lers, these in many 
ua��es disappear, often with the very fil'11t few 
lrea.tmentli. The treatment can be ueed in 3113 
haole in which tbere is electricity. 

Free Booklet Explains 
Treat:Jnent 

Jl you will merely fill in and �l tbe coupoa below I will gladly ��end you-Mthout coet or 
oblig11.tion-an interesting 32-po.ge booklet, 
deecribing my treatment in detail. 

This booklot contains much helpful inlo111J111o 
tion on the care of ha.lr. 

No matter how thin your hair may be-oo 
matter how little ba.ir remains. this booklet 
will prove of det>pe�t interest w you. So maU 
the •:oupon ucw-und if, ";11 be llllllt you by 
return nut.il. 
ALLlED. MERKE INSTITUTES. Inc. 
511 Fifth .Ave. Dept. 414 New York City 
ALLIED MERit£ INSTITUTES. Inc. Dept. 474, Sll Fifth An • •  New \'<Kk CltT 

l'lea.e sencS m�. v. 1t11�ut "<'"' or oblii"&Uton oo 
���a��. ".s�� ����r:u�eHo�k����\�'

n
• 111 

N•me --- ·-----·-------------(Slate "Wb.etber Mr.. Uln or Ura.) 
Addrua ··-·--········-··-·---·-·····--

<:"IW • • • • . . .  · · - · · - -··· - ··-- Sta.l�-----
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ADVERTISEMENT 

(Continued {t-am page 90) 
enabled to see enough to suit her pur­
pose. 

You understand I am not exposing a 
legitimate performer's efforts. When a 
medium resorts to trickery, I feel that 
the <leception l:lhould be e.�plained. ta pre­
vent their playing upon the gullibility of 
the public as much as possible .. 

No. 7 
Houdini, 

clo Weird Tales, 
Chicago, Ill 

Dear Sir: 

Evanston, ID. 

When modem science · dawned, the 
world was dark with superstition. 
Fantastic notion& fettered the human in­
tellect. Witches, with their bony hands, 
wove a spell of death and ruin. Sorcer­
ers, with their magic signs and incanta-

1'111a--serruJ1 .... _�llookc!eterlbe8themarnlollalltrmct tions cast enchantments over the reason 
��- orce, .. �..., tella bow VIolet Ran reTttallzn ft'IWJ · 

• • • • �1 ancl wortce app&NDt mlncl• 1n onreoaatac pa1a of men. Astrology, 'nth Its tradition 
..... � Ple&Ailt to uaelD J'Our home. d . . 

Phnleiauaachlahabome totbnpWa ltow Vloletltan and ogmas, held the common mmd m 
tau medetllem well. monar ancl happy. eo�a. Uloatrated. thrall. aatu.alllhotocrapb,acieotUioolaarta aadd188nmi.U'aFREB 
QUICK RESULTS-No Medicine . Agaill.st th� i�eas, the lea11�ed �·oiced 
VloletRa -..s. _,_ ... ,_ t 1 _.,._ ... It' _._ VIgorous opposition. The belle£ In the tl••· Jlwv"aq....,...-,7_011 ee re...., .. ... oJloe, a ....cD- tr 

b'li f � . 
...... 110H afte-r tbeeau.e. Tbat'a wh:l' reantta areqa1c]land ansmuta 1 ty o one e1ement mto an-

permcwent. Dr. Duncan, Kew&DH, Dl wrltH,"Vlolet � . 11 tile n.ae.t tblnar leverated . . .  torellen l)alJa. tnatme��ca other was opposed to Its fundamental 
are eo pleuant all my� patlenta like ft." Use tu·o-lfat • . . bome, aan Dooton bfllll. See list ot ailment. VIolet a.,.. conceptions. ·The rnmsiDl!lSlOU of 
trMta nceM8tUllJ', and manJ' othere,DOt apaoe to u.t. Suo- th h •1. � ... 4ec-dll OD bealUl. tbili book ahown!le wu. oug t wuvugh leagues of barren space 

Beauty Aid f!.-tf!rl!!!.-1!! �as c
f
ried 

ll
upon as imp

ed.
ossib

t
le. The ea

t
s
h

t-
=-.........-.�or u.o�vWoe�""' · --. mg o spe s was sneer a as unwor y EaDO.._.,...._._ �olb._-:;:..1�·= of discussion. The notion of a world of m Cash ;:;;:ff ;��= reality, interpe�etrating the natural 
--. �wt�Mt � •caumnc DISCOVUIY world, yet defYing the grasp of the 
....... � · -- - --ot-loab.- .. -1 • ==-- l:r.:-�"=: e = =..s�-7 to natw;IW. senses, was brushed aside as a 
...... ..:;.= o.t .-.. ..r.. t-4 t�ee �-"' � poetic fancv The idea of physical pri- ....... �Ban.SeQ.d..,d'a&B�. ., • 

CtiMII y..,. All•ent aelow feW ..... Advloe 
matter being rendered invisible at will 

a- lleiiUUII IIIIot .U..te noo.ohllr _._ .,11u·w.e��t.rt wu laughed away. .. � � ;;:....""" Jt is noticeable, however, during the 

E$'- =..,., J. l:::r past century, although the philosophers 
� � as. · .=- . have remained steadfast in their attitude 
--------- - of resistance to the claims of, the mystics 
va.REX RECTRIC CO •• 1:� 'i?:M.tl{; that the march of discovery. has bee� =-��-::.:.._•:r:.r::H:::'� tendillg more a.nd more to the occult. 

"-- Scholars of the old school have given 
more attention to beliefs they once 

__________ ...., ___ _;.; __ sneered at. 
· 

_....., . Olt.F!:;;;:::;::;;;::::::;;::===== .... !!!!:=====- Surgery and medicine today attest to 
the favorable results obtained by the 
use of hypnotism. There is a marked 
di1ference between the early a.nd present 
attitude of science toward the phe­
nomena of telepathy. There w� no law 
known to physics \Vhich would lend 
probability to the claim of telepathists. 
The advent of wireless and radio-phone, 
pulsing their messages through vacancy 
have aroused thinking people to the 
possibility of psychic phenO'TD.ena. Those 
advanced in science, tend to pave the 
way for those eagw to pursue the doc­
trines of spiritualism, and the trend is 
not against, but toward spiritualimn, de-

f!pite the efforts of a dominant resistant-­
force and such men as you. . -:.;�: -;:-:;..� . 

It· is inte-resting tO' learn what you 
have to say against the ability of· those·· 
persona commonly said to posses& medi­
umistic powers. I do not deny that the 
spiritualistin movement is attended by. 
�rome who practice fraud, but, Houdini, 
do y0l:r1fuow of any movement of scien.':' 
tiftc research or otherwhse, in whicJl• 
quackery doe11 not, at :some time, or· 
other, make its adventt 

Is it possible that your mind may !Mt. 
inftuenced again.b-t spiritualism by rea.. 
son of the fact that in your effort� to 
entertain or instruct the people before 
whom you appear, you may find it neees:. 
sary to be somewhat studied or in other 
words, unreal! 

I do not mean to say that you a� not 
a practical man, for I believe you are, 
but I am inclined to think that your 
life as an entertainer does not lend it� 
self to tho proper meutal condition io 
take up the �ubject of spirtualism, in 
the frame of mind that you r�1Uy tiliould 
have, to beoome an honest investigator. 

I am sure you are seeking for the 
truth in this great 1mbjeet, and I am· 
indeed sorry to see you take the decided 
stand you have against such leamed and 
sincere men as Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, 
Sir Oliver Lodge and others. 

It is possible that you may be doing 
your fellow men a great service, bnt I 
really feel that in your capacity a� a 
public man and a. man who enjoys the 
following you do, that you may be com­
mitting a grievous error. 

I trust that in the conducting O'f this 
department, you will leave it open to 
both sid&J of the controversy, if such you 
may call it. 

In closing I wish to say that I am 
pleased to see your appearauce in Weird 
Tales, for I am sure you will be adding 
quite a little to this publication, which 
is blazing the trail of a literature loved 
by men, since childhood. 

Yours Very tntly, 
S. T. 

Answer to No. 7 
I have ca�fully digested your letter, 

and it might interest you .to know that 
for the past 30 years, I have been a 
mystifier, not only of the public but of 
magicians. 

In fact the ·work I do appea� so easy 
to duplicate, that up to date four hu­
man beings haYe lost their lives imitat­
ing some of my hazardous �otunts, and 
the reason they apparently seem 80 eagy 
is because I have been at this 80 long, 
that it seems to be second nature to me, 
or p<m.<�ibly a sixth sense. 

.(Q_qnfinfU4 � page 94) 



ADVERTISEMENT 

The Critics Say 
By 

Edwin Baird 
Editor of WEIRD TALES 

Is a GOOD Novel 
" Delightful with yuuthiul .�b.arm and freshness. "�Boston Globe. 
' ' ltN hwnot• i�:; natural and unforced. ''-Binn.ing11am Ade-Herald. 

" 'rho autltOJ' tourh� 1·eality diNCoucertiugly.' '-Netu York Trib une. 
" A  story full of ,·ivacity auc.J romance.' '-Lauisville Oom-ier.Joun�a.t. 
"'['here iN rat·c beauty in the treatmeut. ''-Jt'ort Worth Star-7'elegra:m. 
" Thi�:; particular stot·y up peals to li

.
fe, love aud romance. "-R01L$lon Chronicle. ·, '  Charrriingly wl'ilten \rith a combination of pathos and comedy. '  '-i'i ew Orleatw; States . 

. .  Oue lays ' F'ay ' uowu with a lingering regret that the story is ended. "-Loui-sville 'l'imcs. 
" The heroine is winsome enough to retain the readet·'s interest to the end. "-St. Louis Post-Dispatch. 
' ' Its C:<.."Uberancc of youth is of a sophistication-one was goiug to ��&y-surprising."- Boston Transcript. 
"Edwiu Baird ha.<; succeeded in faithfully reproducing the atmosphere of a small town. "-1Uobile Regi.�ter. 
' ' A  quite uumrual story . . . There is nothing cut-and-dried about this book. lt is fl'ESh and UllStudied.' '-

Atlanta Jotu .. nal. . 
· 

"The autl10r knowM whereof he writes, i� familiar with hi� people, and allow�:> them to act vr�tly generally !or 
thell.Ulelvcs."-New York Post. 

" There is color in it and youthful exuberance and excitement . . .  c.lCl!Criptious clear al:l picture; t.aken with 
a camer11. ' '-San. Prancuco Btdle.lin. 

" Any one in f!ea.l'('h of a novel full of romance aud the ,glow· or youth would do well to pick up u cupy uf 
' Fay,.' by Edwin Baird.' '-.Chicago Evening A.m.erican. . 

· 
· 

' 'A  strongly dramatic romance, with tensely drawn scenetl and a clima.x t.hat briugw dowu the curt.aiu 'with a 
thrill that would leave an audience breathless if it were depicted on the stage. ' '-P.ittsburgk Gazette. 

' ' What 'farkington has done for seventeen on the other side of the Ohio, Edwin BQ.ird has doue fo·1· two-a.nc.J. 
twenty in the South. Mt·. Baird shows an insight into character that is 'at times astounding. "-Texas Com-
1nercial News.

' 

"It begins to look 8.') if the South is going io have a DO'\'"elist to do for it what South 'L'arkiuglon has uoue fot• 
Indiana and the Middle West. It will, too, if Edwin ·Baird keeps up the �arne pace he 's struck with ' Fay '. "-·· 
Eva.nstot� N ews-l11de:c. · . 

' 'A  sparkling narrativ€ of glorious, reckless, fickle youth . . .  A story that iu8pires � well as absorbs . . . 
Mr. Baird is a master at d�picting life in the South toda.y . . . In fine, 'Fay' is one of the best novels of the 
year. ' '-Augusta Herald. 

.t\sk Your Dealer for 

EDWIN BAIRD'S 

FAY 
If He Hasn't Got it, A�:;k Him to Get it '( From The American News Co. or any of its agents.) 

If He Won't Get it, 
ASK · BAlRD FOR IT 

Uie The Co�J)on. 
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EDWIN BAIRD, EDITOR, WEDm TALES, 
800 North Clark Stnet, 

Chica&o, nHDois. 

Uear Baird: I cml'loee $2. AuLograpb 11. copy of your novel, 
"Fay," !Wd send it to me, carriage prepaid. 
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(_Continued fr�m page 92} DBATBS 01' LANGO:m.AH AND � 
ln this way, I have the advantage of · ABBE DUPUIS 

·spectacles FREE! 
Oa Trial 

Let ma send you on Ten Days F'rHI Trial a pair 
ot my famoua "True Fit" Shell Rim Spectaclu. 
HUDd�cl• or thouaande now In use everywhere. 
Th••• eplencllcl Cluee<� will enable anyone to 
read the 8111&11� print. thre44 the llneet nH<il@. 
- far or - and prevent eyutraln or head· 
acl\e.. tr after tryln" them tor JO clays and 
nlchte you a.ro ama.vd and delighted, and think 
���:r 0��-: •. �s:-lr':�� r.',1:,t �-::N:•k::p ·���: 
return thPm and thuro will bono cl\arec. 8en4 no 
,_11 l'a7 no C. 0. D.; elmply your n�Unll, 
ad� ancl &«c:. and ecato tM lt!nll'th ot time 
you have worn ctaaee. If ""'"

· 
A �autltul vel· 

vetcen lined. cold·lcttered 8pt><:tacte C:nee FREE'. 
U. S. RPZCTACLE CO. IIIII W. Aclolaw II&., Dept. AN-t, (.'blc_,.o, 111. 

J: ARN MONf:V1 
J.-; AT HOM E 

everyone attending a seance, as I know 
bow things must be done or must start, 
to be accomplished successfully. 

I admit that mediums claim that some 
seances must be genuine in order to have 
imitators. I a..m '"illing to grant that, 
but I simply make the statement that I 
have never attended a seance which was 
genuine, in my 30 years of investigation, 

· and I believe I have attended the seances 
of the best known mediums of our times. 

Some mediums object to magicians as 
investiga.tors, but one thousand magi­
cians could not stop the advance of the 
radia or telephone, irrespective of who 
or ho\v many would be present. There­
fore, I believe that mediums' objections 
to real investigators is entirely out of 
place. 

If, at any time, you feel that you have 
something of futerest to me in the way 
of actual proof of psychic phenomena, I 
promise you that I 'vill make an hoQest 
effort to witness same. The very fact 
that I am constantly before the public 
eye should give me some opportunity to 
study the public. Knowing something 
of the gullibility of the public from a 
performer's standpoint,.! feel I am doing 
a service in rendering my honest opinion 
to as many as possible. 

.A. man was giving a lecture on the 
subject of "Honesty. " 

He related that when a boy he saw a 
cart laden with melons outside a. shop 
and nobody about. On th� spur of the 
moment he stole a .melon and darted 
into a. passage. 

" I  soon got my teeth into that 
melon, " he said, " but instantly a queer 
sensation assa.ilcd me, and a shh·er ran 
through me. My resolve was t�ken at 
once. l went back to that cart. I re­
placed the melon [loua apphm�d-and 
took a ripe one ! "  

A famous bishop had the trick of pro­
nouncing " o "  like " u "  thut> : " I  am 
fund of hut cutree. ' '  Once htl wa� giv­
ing advice to a working girls' club and 
impressed on the members the necCl!sity 
for arranging full occupation of theh· 
tspare time. " Above all, girls," he said 
earnestly, " try by all means available 
to cultivate a hubby I "  

. . 
Do You Know the Truth? 
! ,_ Do l'Oll know your O:PJ>Ortunitiu In II!�\ )'Ollr p"""pecta for happlnees. marr!aa'�. 

r ... nds, �nemlee. your future sueceu In tnlo world ? Do 70U know undu whkh 
Zodlae Slcn you wne bomf Were .sw bom undu a Nek7 start 
FREE I will �11 Tou. '""' tbe ,.ond�rfulll' lnteraUn• utroiOciw lntcrJ>� tlou of the Zodiac S�. under which you -... bom. It you will � me 

kn<nr the exact date of :rour birth, In yoar oom band. To - the .....t of this •�t and J>Od&n, �ncloM lOc (In A7 form) 1  ,..,.... name and addrea. pl.alaJ:y WTIUtn.. M,-• . Interpretation ,.m be writt.. tn. plaiD �.to ..ad 
Mnt to ;rou . �. � IQ!ed and �ald. It wlU be a �  vot IIW'-PriM to 70Uo Write toda7. , ' 
, .. Broecl� ·BAf»aJe �SW10 lf- �-k Cll7 

A
T the entrance of the court-house of 

Bourdeaux, the Abbe Dupuis re­
ceived a first wound ; others soon level�·. 
hi.m to the ground. A young lad, of 
about fifteen or sixteen, cut a bole in 
the cheek with a \knife, to hold up � 
head by, while others were employed in 
haggling it from the body which was 
still in agonies. This operation not su'c­
ceeding in such a crowd they took bold 
of the legs, and drew the carcass about 
the streets ·and around the ramparts. 

Mr. Langoirau had but just ·set his 
foot on the first step of the stairs, when 
he was knocked down. His head was 
hacked off in an instant, and a ruffian 
held it up, crying aloud : " Off with your 
hats ! long live the nation. ' '  The bare­
headed populace answered : " Long live 
ijle nation. ' '  The head was then carried 
round the town in signal of a triumph, 
gained by a tumultuous populace and 
ten thousand soldiers under arms, over 
a poor defenseless priest. 

.A. visitor to a lunatic asylum was ap­
proached by an inmate, who begged t.luit 
his hard case might be laid before a mag­
istrate and his release obtained. The 
visitor promised to take the neee&<�&ry 
steps immediately. 

" You will not forget¥" said . the 
lunatic. 

" Oh, no." 
"You are sure you will not forgett" 
' ' Certainly not. ' '  
As the visitor turned to go be received 

a. kick that laid him in a heap a few feet 
away. 

"·That, " said the lunatic, "is in case 
you should fot·get." 

Little Tommy. Truffle had made a d.i&­
eo\•ery and, being of a ·very generous 
disposition, was eager to !lhare it with 
othen�. 

" I  is--" he began. 
Teacher swooped dowu at onee, that 

superior smile, so irritating to t.he sen.si­
tiYe mind of youth, upon her lips. 

' '  ' I  am, ' not ' I  is, ' ' ' she corrected. 
'T'ommy looked a .littl� pained ; almost, 

perhaps. a little doubtful. But he was 
an obedient little boy. 

" I  am the ninth letter of tho alpha... 
bet, ' '  he anndunced. 

The maiden was pretty aud charming 
a'Qd young. 

CQquettish she stood where mistletoe 
. hung-

He was fondlY. intent upon ·k:issing the 
miss 

But only.-suceeeded in 'liliesing tlie ldss. 
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I Au English motorist was stopped by 
a policeman on account of poor lights. 

· " I  '11 have to tnke you.r name, sir. " 
. " J.obn Smith," \\"1\S the reply . .  

· " Don't try that on me, sir, ". w arn<:<l 
the man in blue. " I want your proper 

. name and address.:' 
. "Then if you must have it, it's Wil­

liam Sha.ke..<;peare, Stratford-on-Avon. " 
' ' Thank you, sir, ' '  said the policeman, 

jott·ing . it down. " f:?orry to ha.vo 
troubled you." ·· 
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Actu�l Reports of Secret Service Operator 38 

H
ERE is something money can't buy. More fascinating than detective stories. Con­

.fidential reports of a real operator-No. 38-to his Secret Service Bureau, headed by· the most 

famous detective in America. Absolutely Free. No cost. No obligation. Don't fail to send for them. 
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Be a Finger Print Expert! 
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Book, nnd special CJutfit offer. all f'ree and Prepaid. Don't tldr..y, and 
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