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The Hoax of the Spirit Lover

li .'

NE 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-
tirely unconvincing.

The incident occurred quite unexpect-
edly during my attempt to expose a char-
latan medium. It made my attempt un-
necessary. ‘- The medium himself was a
victim of the improbable coincidence and
his boasted powers of materializing
spirits were proved a shabby fraud.

By HOUDINI

Three men came to my hotel room in
—, and asked me to aid them in exposing
a medium whose powers seemed s0 mi-
raculous as to admit of no explanation
except supernatural aid. One of the
threec men was a minister of the gospel.
All had tried to pick flaws in the medi-
um’s powers, and had attended one of
his séances 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 spiritual-
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 of us at-
tended a séance last night, in the third
story of an office building. . We locked
the door, locked 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 no
possible chance for the medium to have
confederates enter the room, nor is there
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 8éances.
\ 3



4 THE HOAX OF THE SPIRIT LOVER

‘‘It sounds very convineciug,’’ I said.
““But there must be sume plausible,
natural explanation. If, in my study of
spiritualistic phenomene, I had accepted
defest cvery time I was baffled by some-
thing that I could unot explain, then T
would not have got very far with my in-
vestigations. Instecad of eaying that
there is no explanation excepl an aceept-
ance of spiritualism, I have said ¢ my-
self merely, ‘I have not yet found the
true explanation.’ It may be that I shall
absolutely fail to pierce the methods of
this charlatan who has tricked you. My
failure would not prove that the medium
had power to call spirits into material-
ization. There is no reason we should
accept spiritualism, which is contrary
to all our natural experiences, unless we
have absglute proof of it. Failure to dis-
prove spiritualism is far from being
positive proof of the reality of spiritual-
ism. I am as open-minded as anybody
clse on this subject, but I want positive
proof. Mere failure to prove fraud in
any given case is not a proof of spiritual-
ism. It is simply an indication that the
true explanation of the medium’s phe-
nomena has not yct been fathomed.’’

IT was the following night that I was

to assist my friends in attempting to
show up the medium. The more I
pondered the deception played on them,
the more inexplicable seemed the ma-
teriaMzation. I was certain that the
alleged materialization was nothing more
nor less than a fesh and blood human
being in the employ of the medium.
There must be some way of entry to the
room. My friends had locked the door
end the window. 1t occurred to me that
the medium or his confederate might
have had a pass key, or he might have
made his 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 building, the minister,
the lawyer, and myself. The medium and
gseveral men and women were already
there. The third of the trio who had
called on me arrived a little later. He
was & grocer or confectioner-—I do not
rememher which. The medium remarked
that there were certain psyechic influ-
ences in the room that worked against
any spiritualistic manifestations, and
locked pointedly, as he spoke, at the
-grocer, who was a small man with ecold,
skeptical gray eyea and rather a.deter-
mined chin. - I had been introduced to
the medium as Mr. Kochler, and evident-
ly he did not suspeet me.

My eyes traveled around the room.
There was but one window, and the door
was secured by a Yale lock. It could
be opened frem inside. Immediately it
flashed through my mind ‘that the
mediwin had a confederale in the room,
who would open the door aud admit the
materialization, but the grocer pointed
out to me that this could not be done,
because therc was a light burning in
the hal), and this would be visible to
thosc 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 Iriend merely shrugged his shoulders
in reply.

There were about a dozen in the room
besides the medium when the séance be-
gan. Seven of these were women, al-
though the usual proportion of women at
a spiritualistic séance 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 sufficient. When the
medium used two, I felt sure that he
wished to conceal the entrance of some-
one through the window after the room
should 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 the
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 flashlight, so we were prepared.

THE'_ séance 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 singing was loud
cnough to deaden any sounds a person
might make by entering the room either
by the door or through the window, and
I knew that if the medium had unlocked
the window while he was putting up the

drapes, it could be opened. very caxily
without being heard above the noise of
the singing. I was uneasy, however,
and feared that I was on the wrong
track, because I saw no way by which
un outsider could gain access to thc
window, which was too far above ground
to be reached'by ladder.

Finally the spirit manifestations be-
gan. There were table rappings, twang-
ing of mandolins, movements of the
speaking trumpet, ghostly touches in
the dark—all the old cluptrap of spirit-
ualistic séances. Then the messages be-
gan, the spirit control being ostensibly
an Irishman named Mike, who talked iu
a thick brogue and cracked numerous
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, with his hands made use-
less by being sealed into the black bag,
which in its turn wag covered with post-
age stamps on which everyone present
had placed marks by which we should
know that the medium had not emerged
from the bag. This also is a time-worn
device of spiritualistic charlatans. It
does not hamper the medium’s move-
ments as much as might be expected.

Mike, the spirit control, then asked
every person in the circle to think very
hard of some departed friend or relative
whom they wished to see, for the psychic
conditions were right for a materializa-
tien. The room was very hot and close,
but an almost imperceptible breath of
air fanned my cheek, and I knew that the
window had been opened. The medium,
of course, had 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
the space I had occupied. I freed my
left hand carefully, and substituted the
grocer’s hand in the hand of the woman
on my left, who must have thought thut
I gat on her right, still holding her hand.
My 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 human
face, 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 into
the cabinet, and through an opening in
the back I reached the window very
easily. The double curtain bulged out
with a slight breeze, and I knew that
the window weas open.
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I POKED my head out, and wes
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 hoolking 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
third 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: ‘‘Marion! Marion! Oh,
Qod, it’s Marion!”’

I found the window in the fourth
story open. I sat on the sill, lifted the
hooking 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
alzo hlocked. I found the door locked
from the inside. Evidently the ‘‘ma-
terialization’’ wished 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 take
his part in the séance.

I made my way quickly through the
corridor and down the stairs to the room
of the séance, 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 darkness, 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, scceam-

ing ‘‘Marion, Marion! It’s you! For

@od’s sake, speak to me, Marion!’’
While some tried to find the switch,
only to find the lights turned off at the
chandelier too, someéone probably the
medium, was striking the girl’s hands
with a blackjack, endeavoring to break
her hold, and the ghost was muttering in
great fright: ‘‘Frances, let 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 cut 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, had attended the séance in good
faith, and when the spirit control asked
everyonc present to hold in mind the
image of a dcar departed one, so that the
spirit might be aided in showing itself,
she concentrated her thoughts on her
fiance, who 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 stared, 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 features distinctly. It was only for
an instant, for the fiashlight was knocked
from the grocer’s hand almost immedi-
ately, but that instant was enough.

The ghost that had emerged from the
cobinet was the man she had been en-
gaged to masry, the man whom she had
seen laid away in his coffin and buried
in the earth!

Is it any wonder that the poor girl
became hysteriecal? 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 fiancel

It transpired that the man, who lived
in Chicago, had a twin brother in Wy-
oming, who was slowly dying of con-
sumption and had gone west to work on
a ranch in hope that the high altitude
would help him. Frances knew of the

exigtence of this twin brother, but she
had 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 Chicago while Frances was
in Montana with relatives. In Chicago
Marion changed lodgings to break con-
tact with those who knew him, and he
took his brother’s name, and gave 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 soon 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 sccomplished 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 his
fiancee was in that room, while she, 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 pay well,
whereas the ammount of money that can
be made by parlor magic is relatively
smsll

HE girl, Frances, refused to have

anything to do with her fiance there-
after, for the fraud he practised both on
her and on the insurance company killed
her love. She went to the hospital, saf-
fering from a nervous collapee, after her
hysteria at the séance, 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

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 satin pillow,

the lining of the narrow oblong bed, in
un ulmost proprietury way.

It ought to be a nice—a  perfectly

satisfactory—casket, because he had

given special care to making it exactly

IT was a nice casket. Ebenezer Clay

what it was. And it was the last he
would make. He drew back his hand and
sighed.

The cuasket was gray—a soft dove
color. He bad liked always gray. Claire
Markley’s eyes were gray. It was
rather odd that he had been thinking of
them as he worked on this particular
“box” in the Armistead Casket Com-
pany’s plant the last few days. But
then, inside those few days, Ebenezer
had reviewed the major part of his life,
recalling as best he might, in chrono-
logical fashion, the activities of his
twenty-seven years, though there was
an hiatns, of course, between his birth
and the time when he was between four
and five.

Now the casket was finished. Eben-
ezer had seen to that. - He began remov-
ing his workman’s apron, though ac-
cording to the clock there remained
several hours yet to work. He put the
apron away and donned his street vest
and cout. One would have said that,
baving finished the casket, Ebenezer
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 thre past two years, he left it, made
his way.to the office of the plant, and
asked for his time.
if Mr. Armistead was in, and asked for
a personal interview on learning that he
was.,

He got it, in view of tha fact that he
was quitting without warning and was
one of the best workinen the company
had.

‘‘Good sfternoon, Mr, Armistesd,”’
said Ebenezer, standing in front of the
proprietor of the Armistead Casket Com-
pany, with his hat in his hand, “‘I’ve

6 .

Then he inquired

just finished th’ last box that come into
my hands. I’d—like to buy it, if you
don’t mind.”’

Armistead stared. He seemed a bit
surprised. Ebenezer’s proposition was
unusual to say the least. He frowned.
““You want to buy it?”’

‘“Yes sir, for my personal use.’’ All

at once a far-away look crept into.

‘“And I'd like it de-
Lynu Undertaking

Ebenezer’s eyes.
livered to the
Parlors.”’

‘““Your—er—personal use$’’ The
proprietor of the Armistead Casket Com-
pany took a deep and sudden breath and
laid hold of the edge of his desk with
both hands. He regarded the man be-
fore him in an actually startled fashion.
‘““See here, Clay—they tell me you’re
leaving. What’s wrong? Have you run
into some sort of trouble$’’

‘“No, sir,”” Ebenezer shook his head
slowly. ‘‘Leastways, it ain’t anything
except what comes to every man, some-
time, an’ I’'m quitting now because I
need a few hours to get ready for it.
You see, sir, I'll be ready for that box
after 11:01 p. m. An’ I got to see a
lawyer an’ arrange things with Lynn.”’

“You—Good God!’’ Armistead left
his chair with a bound. ‘‘Clay—you—
don’t mean—"’

Ebenezer nodded. ¢‘Yes, sir—I'm
going to die. Th’ only difference is that
most men don’t know it, an’ that I have
knowed it was comin’ for some time.
That’s why I’ve took special pains to
make this box exactly what I wanted,
an ’_”

“‘Sit down,’”’ Armistead directed al-
most sharply. “‘That isn’t what I
meant. I meant—you—you aren’t going
to do anything—to yourself?’’

‘“Oh, no, sir,”’ Ebenezer’s ‘- eyes
widened swiftly. ‘‘There ain’t any rea-
son why I should.”’

His employer regained his chair. His
manner wag slightly ruyffled, ‘‘What’s
the crazy notion then? Are you sick?’’

““No, sir. - An% I gin’t crazy. It’s
just that it’s been given me to have
definite knowledge of when I wes goin’
to die, in advance. Some people can
read the future, an’—I1 know my time.”’

““You kmow it, and you've gone om
working till the—last day?’’

‘‘Yes, sir. There wasn’t anything else
I wanted to do very much, an’ besides, I
wanted to fix this box. So if you’ll let
me buy it—"’

‘““Hold on.”” Armistead’s expression
appeared to indicate that he was far
from decided as to whether he ought to
accept Ebenezer’s assurunce that he was
sune or not. He leaned a little forward
in his chair. ‘‘Now let’s get this thing
straight. You’ve got a hunch that
vou’re going to die at one minute after
cleven tonight, but—you aren’t going to
commit suicide or anything like that?
You just want to buy this particular
casket you’ve fixed up to suvit your-
gelf 9"’

“‘No, sir. Yes, sir.”’ Ebenezer nodded

Armistead got down to business, ¢‘All
right. I hope when you wake up for
breakfast tomorrow morning, you’ll he
feeling better. Now as to the casket, It’s
my business to sell ’em, though not at
retail. You can have it if you want it,
at the market price.”’

‘““Yes, sir,”” Ebenezer said, ignoring
the middle of his companion’s remark
and replying only to the first and last
part. There was almost an air of con-
descension about the way he said it, as
though from the heights of his superior
knowledge he could afford to overlook so
trivial a thing as the other man’s doubt,
now that he was so very, very close to
the end of mundane things. He reached
into a pocket and produced a roll of bills,
began counting out the correct amouat.
‘I brought it with me, this mornin’,”’
he explained, as he laid a number of bills
on the end of Armistead’s desk, ‘‘an’
I’'m sure you’ll find that right. If you’ll
have ’em deliver it to Lynn’s the first
thing in the morning—"’

Armistead nodded. For the moment he
seemed incapable of words. There came
a pause, and Ebenezer rose.

‘“So then—I1 guess I’ll be saying—
good-bye.’”” The way he said it gave a
strange, bizarre, almost weird finglity to
the word. The sitnation was uncanny.

Armistead exploded. ‘‘Ob, forget it.
Get the fool notion out of your head, Go



gee a doctor and come back here any
time you want 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,
thrust the amount into his pocket and
made his way for the last time through
the casket company’s doors.

On a corner he waited for a street car
that would carry him through the busi-
ness section of town.

It was crowded when he stepped
aboard, and ho had to hang to a strap.
He did so i almost automatic fashiou,
giving small attention to the ecrowded
life about him. Already it seemed to
Ebenezer thut they had lost all interest
for him. 1t wuas after two o’clock and
he had lesy than nine hours tp live, and
what did any one or any thing matter to
a man who had come thut eluose to the
grave? 'That strunge, detuched feeling,
amounting almost to a11 uputhy at times,
had been growing upon him forr days.

He smiled rather grimly, howcver, re-
eglling Armistead’s parting words.
Doctors? What did they know about it?
A month ago one of the very best phy-
sicians in town had told him he was in
perfect health and eould expect to live
for years. Only—even when the man
had said it—Ebenezer had known he was
mjstaken, and the words had served
merely to convinee him that there were
more things in life than were known to
medical philosophy, and that had the
doctor been examining him for life in-
surance, say, it wouldn’t-have been long
till his company would have been ac-
cusing him of having made a rather
lurid mistake.

For Ebenezer lmew that a whole lot
less than a yeai* would see him stretched
out in the classical six fect of earth—
had xmown it with a definiteness of
knowledge the 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-
reasoning 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.

Aid now the last day was reached so
far as Ebenezer was concerned. The
last day? e gazed dully out at the
supshine in the streets. After a while it
was going to fade. and with its fading
would come the last night. And after

that? TUnconsciously, he tightened his
grip on the swaying strap.

After a time he punched a signal
button and left the car at the corner of
two streets. He dodged the traffic
officer’s warning shout.. Flor 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 details as
speeding motors and heavily lumbering
trucks?

He turned into the doors of an office
structure and consulted the directory
bulletin before he entered an up-going
clevator cage. Ho waited while the cage
filled, eying the passengers as they
bustled busily in through the fretted
gate. The detached feeling came back
upon him—the thought that with them
he no longer had a part—-that in & very
few hours now, Death, the grim
prompter, would give the cue for his
exit from the world he had heard likened
1o a stage.

“Ten,”” he said to the boy at the
switch and leaned back against the metal
framework us the car slid up the shaft.

He roused and got out when the tenth
flus:- was reached. e walked down the
corridor, scanuing the number on the
doors. Presently he found the one he
was seeking and passed through it.

He made known his need of a lawyer
to a young woman busily engaged in
hammering out some 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 he should go ‘‘right in.”’

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

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

““TI would like you to make out a deed
for the property deseribed in this to
Miss Claire Markley, of Massillon,
Ohio,”” he said and laid it on the desk.

““Sit down.”” The lawyer took up the
paper and glanced through it, while
Ebenezer waited.

‘‘For what consideration?’’ he pres-
ently asked.

‘‘Consideration$’’ Ebenezer stam-
mered.

“‘Yes—what price?”’ ;

‘‘Oh,’’ said Ebenezer. ‘‘Why—there

isn’t any price. I'm-—just leaving it to
her. 1 want she should have it after
I'm dead.” -

““Oh ‘Love and Affection,’ *’ said the
lawyer.

Ebenezer started. ‘‘Love and Affec-
tion.”” For a fleeting instant he seémed
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to see Claire Markley’s face floating be-
fore 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 at the attor-
ney. He had forgotten to consider a
consideration, but—Love and Affection?
‘What did it matter?

‘““You could fix it up that way, could
you?’’ he inquired.

The lawyer nodded. ‘‘Yes. I’ll have
it ready for you tomorrow. Will you
call, or shall I send it to youf?"’

“1’ll wait for it now, I guess,”” said
Ebenezer. ‘T want to mail it to her my-
sclf, and I can’t if 1’m dead.”

‘“Well—"’ the attorney glanced at his
client’s stalwart figure—‘‘there docsn’t
seem to be un immediute danger of your
dying st present.’’

There it was again—doubt—unbelief
—the uacceptance of the mere surface
seeming. All at once it filled Ebenezer
with a sense of irritation,

“That’s all you know about it,”’ he
returned sharply. *‘I’Il be dead before
midnight all right.”’

CHAPTER TWO

& OU’LL—wha-a-at!]’’ The man at

the desk lost his air of smiling
composure all at once. His jaw seemed
inclined to sag and his eycs 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’ll be dead at one minute
after eleven o’clock tonight. That's
why I've got to have the deed before I

leave here. It won’t take long to fix it
if vou get to work.”
‘“But—"' the lawyer began, then

paused and apparently swallowed some-
thing before he continued: ‘‘You don’t
look—sick.”’

“I'm not,”” said Ebenezer shortly.
“Now if you'l—*?

‘“And—"’ all at once the man of law
looked troubled—*¢surely—youn aren’t
thinking of—well—doing anything
rash?”’ ;

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

““Liook here,’’ he rejoined in a tone of
rising impatience, ‘‘is there any reason
why I’ve got to tell vou what I'm think-
ing just because 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



8

th’ mail before I do it. What busiuess
i8 it of yours? Just because I say I'm
goin’ to die is no sign that I'm goin’ to
kill myself.”’

“But—"" the lawyer was breathing
deeply, ‘‘the time, man! You said you’d
be dead at one minute after eleven
o’clock tonight.”’

Ebenezer nodded. “That’s right—an’
I want to mail that deed before then if
you’ll get to work. I ain’t goin’ to take
poison or shoot myself or nothin,” an’
I ain’t any too happy about it. But
when a man knows a thing-he knows it,
an’—that’s all there is to it, except that
I know this is my last day on earth.”’

““Oh—you mean ‘you feel a premoni-
tion ¥’ All at once the attorney’s man-
ner was one of relief. His expression
altered. -From onec of intense attention,
not unmixedyi th something like startled
horror, it became a thing of awakening
understanding. After all, he possibly
thought, there were all sorts of eranks on
earth, men mildly unbalanced, or swayed
by some temporary influence of one
sort or another—pcople who predicted
the end of the world with an assurance
little short of appalling.

Said Ebenezer .with weight on each
‘word and speaking slowly: ‘‘I mean I’ve
got a definite date. Are you going to
draw up that deed ?”’

““Of course, 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 relaxed in his
chair and began sceing pictures in his
Tind—the old home place, adjoining
tlat of Claire Markley’s father—wherg
he had started life—where he had ex-
pected to go on living, and would have
in all likelihood, if he hadn’t quarreled
with Claire two years ago last spring.
He stared out of the office window, with-
out sceing the jumble of buildings be-
yond it, because, instead, he was seeing
the old house to which he had expected
some day to bring Claire home—the old
house he was deeding to her now in con-
sideration of Liove and Affection.

The attorney leaned back in his chair
with & squeaking of springs. He re-
garded Ebenezer with far more calm
than he had recently shown. He cleared
his throat in preliminary fashion.
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‘““Have you had this—er—feeling
long?”’

Ebenezer turmed his eyes from the
window. He had an impulse to reply to
the question with a contemptuous laugh.
Feeling? This man characterized the
steady march of the minutes and hours
towrard a definite event as a feeling! Neo
doubt he rather patted himself on the
back for his choice of words. But—-
mankind had always been like -that in
the face of the unusual, the surprising,
the unexpceted. Credulous in many
things, they- were yet prone to exhibit
incredulity when faced by the truth.
Ibenezer took that faet into considera-
tion as he answered:

“‘Somethin’ over a month.”’

“Did it come upon you suddenly, or
by degrees?’’

Ebenezer eyed his companion. He
wasn’t a fool and he understood. The
maun 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. I didn’t know a thing about it,
an’ then, all at once, I was sure.”’

‘‘That you were going to die tonight?
You knéw all about it even to the time?’’

‘““Yes,”’ Ebenezer nodded.

‘““You—er—don’t carry any insur-
ance, do you?”’

There was a tolerant something in the
way LEbenezer grinned. Suddenly it
secmed to himn that he suw very well
what was going on in the attorney’s
mind.

‘“Nope,’’ he responded shortly. ‘“ An’
I ain’t tryin’ to beat that game. I was
to see & doctor about a month ago, after
I knew what was goin’ to happen, an’
he said there wasa’t anything the matter
with me so far as he could see. 'I'h’
trouble with him was he couldn’t sec as
far into th’ future as I could.”

“* 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?’’

‘‘Finishing ’em,”’ Ebenezer explained.
His manner became one of a transitory
enimation. ‘‘Th’ last one I fized is th’
best I ever done. ' I bought it off ’em this
afternoon.’”’

““Not—"" The attorney stiffened.- His
eyes widened. ‘‘Not for—tonight?’’ he
finished rather lamely.

*‘Sure,”’ said Ebenezer. “‘1 kmow it’s
4 good piece of work."’

“*And--did you tell them why you
wanted o buy it?"’

Ebenezer sighed. This quizzing wuas
getting to be sunething of a bore. He
cast an eye toward the next room before
he said with a somewhat grim humor:
““Yep. It won’tbe a secret much longer,
Armistead was sweprised, though, I
reckon he thought I was just about as
crazy as you do—just because it’s been
given me to know how long 1’'m goin’
to live.”’

His companion’s appearance grew
troubled as he paused. Briefly, he, too,
turned his c¢yes toward the outer room.
‘‘But, my dear man, have I saxd I
thought you crazy ?’’

‘“No, an’ you don’t need to,”’ said
Ebenezer. ‘‘Say, wait a minute—can a
crazy man make a deed?’’

‘*I—er—"’ the legal gentleman seemed
disturbed by the lucid directness of the
question. ‘‘Ile—er—can make one, of
course, though in the event of his be-
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
reclkon you won’t think I was crazy any
more, when you find out I’ve died.”’

“Of cowrse, of course,’”’ the attorney
nodded. He adopted a placative tone.
‘‘But—you must admit that the cirecum-
stances are—er—unusual at least.’’

‘““Nothin’ unusual about it,”’ said
Ebenezer Clay. ‘‘Dyin’ is one of th’
commonest things in life. It’s on an
equal footin’ with birth. Th’ only un-
usual thing in this business is that I’ve
happened to get wise to th’ thing in
advance, instead of havin’ it come on
me as a surprise. You wouldn’t have
thought it was unusual at all if I’d died,
instead of comin’ to you first.”’

‘‘Possibly not.”’ The attorney let out
an audible breath. ¢‘Still—your matter-
of-fact acceptance of so grave an issue
is a bit—well, disconcerting.’’

“I can’t get away from it, can I?”
Ebenezer questioned.

‘“Well—looking at it in that wzy,”
said his companion, and apparently ran
out of a supply of words.

‘“Then why make a fuss?’’

The door to the outer room opened and
the stenographer brought in the finished
deed.

Her employer took it with an air of
relief, ran 1t over, verified its correct-
ness, and laid it on his desk. He took up

”



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

‘*Sign here, please.’’

Ebenezer signcd, after he had read
the document over and assured himself
of exactly what it said. He gave back
the pen and spoke in a tentative fashion :

“If you've an envelope, I could use,
you can add its cost to your charge. I
want to mail this herc as soon as I
leave,”’

‘““Of course.” The lawyer- produced
t he article required and slipped the deed
ingide,

Ebenezer sealed it and took the pen
again to scrawl Claire Markley’s ad-
dress, :
““I’ll put a special delivery stamp on
it, t00,”’ he announced. ‘‘ That way she’ll
be sure to get it, I guess. Well—how
much?”’

The attorney named his price.

Ebenezer paid it, and thrust the en-
velope into his pocket. ‘‘Listen,”” 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
and there to make a careful search of
the moming papers to see if any un-
expected death had taken place.

CHAPTEL THREE

AS for Ebenezer, he knew 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 was mailed that
he found himself wondering whether
she 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
man in his position? 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, but was now converted to a
very different usage as indicated by the
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foot-high. lettering over the doors at the
top of a flight of gray stone steps:

“LYNN UNDERTAKING PAR-
LORS AND MORTUARY
CHAPEL.”

Ebenezer turned from the pavement,
mounted the steps to the door beneath
the sign and went in,

He stood in an entrance hall to what
had once been a parlor indeed, and was
now employed as the chapel on one hand,
and a smaller room, palpably used as an
office,.on the other. After a moment of
hesitation, he turned toward the last.

‘““Good afternoon,’”’ said an imper-
sonally sympathetic masculine voice.

Ebenezer regardcd a small, almost
colorless, man, who eat in. a swivel chair
in front of a roll top desk.

‘“Afternoon,’’ he returned. ‘‘You're
th’ manager, I guess?’’

“I’'m Mr. Lynn,”’ said the other and
rubbed his bloodless palms togethér.
‘“What can I do for you, Mr.—"’

‘“‘Clay,’”’ said Ebenczer. ‘‘If you're
Lynn, why, all right. I come in to make
arrangements with you to bury me, an’
pay th’ bill. You ean get th’ body any
time after 11:01 tonight. I'.l explain
that you're to have it, an—"’

““Wait!”’ The man in the swivel chair
gasped. He stared. He gaped. He
seemed completely upset by the words of
his prospective corpse. ‘‘Won’t you sit
down, wbile we go into the matter more
fully 2’

Ebenezer complied and drew a long,
deep breath. This arranging for one’s
own demise was a lot more troublesome
than he 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 isn’t anything to go into,’’ he
remarked, ‘‘except that I’ve picked on
your firm to do th’ job. I’ve already
bought & casket an’ it’ll be delivered: to
you sometime tomorrow mornin’. It's a
gray velour box, lined with white satin,
gide bar type of handles, from th’ Ar-
mistead Casket Company shops. I’ll
pack a suitcase with what I'm gain’ to
wear, an’ you get it when you go to get
th’ body. Now what say—had I better
be embalmed 1’

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?’’
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“Joke?’’ 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? If you don’t, I've got to find
somebody what docs an’ telephone Arm-
istead to send that casket—’’

‘“Wait,”’ Undertaker Lynn interposed
for the second time. ‘‘If you're really
serious about this, I can understand why
my guestion should have made you feel
~annoyed. But—really——1I cannot recall
another instance where a man came in to
arrange the details of his interment in
advance of the—er—event.”’

‘““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 had
lmown 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 went on. ‘‘But why
shouldn’t he if he ain’t got no folks, an’
Jinows what’s goin’ to happen. Now how
much for the funeral an’ the cemetery
lot, with me furnishin’ the casket an’
clothes?”’

The query was businesslike enough in
all conscience, but Lynn didn’t seem
able to get down to business even so. In-
deed, he seemed uncomfortable in the
extreme,

‘“‘But—my dear man,’’ he said, and
his voice was husky, ‘“how can you
know? You've—er—named the time ex-
actly. Surely you can’t mean—"’

“That I'm goin’ to kill myself?’’
Ebenezer interrupted almost roughly at
this third hint of self-destruction. ‘‘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.
rather faintly.
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’ clock,
you’ll see I ain’t got so awful mach time.
Now pame your price an I'll pay it, an’
go ’tend to a few other things, an’ then
I’m goin’ over to the hospital—’’

‘‘Hospital?”’ Mr. Lymn repeated
quickly. ‘‘You mean you’re going to—

“Just so,”’ he said
‘“You mean you’re re-
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to—’’ he appeared to trip over the end
of his question.

‘“I'm goin’ to die there at one minute
after eleven o’clock tonight,”’ said
Ebenezer in an actually brittle fashion.
““They’ll tell you when I’'m ready.-Now
let’s get this here settled. It’s a matter
of 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, au’ maybe some
singin’, an’ there’s th’ rent of th’
hearse.’’

Mr. Lynu caught a breath that was
positively unsteady. ‘‘And—flowers?’’
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 figger an’ I'll pay
it an’ get out. I gotta go to my room
an’ pack my grip.”’

‘“‘Why—er—’’ Mr. Lynn wet his lips
with his tongue. He rubbed his hands
together. He looked at Ebenezer, and
cast his eyes about the room. Never in
‘all ‘his life had he cncountered such a
situation. Mortician he might be, but
he had never had financial dealings with
2 subject while yet it was full of intel-
ligent breath. Presently he turncd to his
desk .in something like desperation,
caught up a seratch-pad and began jot-
ting down certain figures upon it, while
Ebenezer watched. What lay back of
the transactlon he didn’t kuow, but
clearly it wasn’t a joke u6 he had at first
suspected, or, if it was it was a joke,
of 'a most peculiar sort. Even if it was,
his caller ready to pay for it in cash, and
one of his mottoes of life was ncver to
let a dollar escape once he had it in his
grasp. As yet he didn’t have it, but
apparently he would.

‘“Three hundred dollars,’’ he gave an
estimate at last. His peculiar patron
had said money was no object to him any
longer and he felt he might as well get
all he cauld.

Ebenezer accepted by another nod. He
began stripping currency notes from his
roll. ;

Lynn watched him. The thing was
past all precedence, but it was happen-
ing before his eyes. This man was go-
ing to pay him for a funeral, in advance
—and he wus going to have a casket de-
livired at his door. The thing was crazy
—crazy! Of course. That explained
the whole thing. The man was mildly
unbalanced. He was a bug. He eyed
the motion of Ebenezer’s lips, keeping
time with his fingers in computing the
amount, and suddenly he recalled 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—er—personal
choice,’’ said Mr, Lynn, still eying the
bills in Ebenezer’s hand. ‘‘If it was my
funeral, I—er—would.”’

‘‘How much ?”’ said Ebenezer.

“Fifty dollars,”” said Lymn 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.

Lynn took it up and verified the count
and put it in a folder he drew from an
ingide pocket. With the act his spirit
aPpeared to lighten. He buttoned his
coat across his narrow chest and smiled.

“‘Quite correct, Mr. 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
pickéd up his hat and rose. ‘“With me
furnishin’ everything but th’ work,
you’re hittin” it stiff—but, I reckon you
might as well have it as any one else.
T’11 expect you to do things up in pretty
good shape.”’

Lynn rose also. ‘‘I assure you that
everything will be done in a fashion
that, could you see it, would satisfy you,
yourself.’’

““All right.
said Ebenezer. ‘‘Well—you’ll see me
later, That is, you’ll see my remains.
Good afternoon.”’” He put on his hat and
walked out.

And as he went down the gray stone
steps, he was conscious of a feeling of
relief at having got so much of his final
arrangements off his hands,

He walked to the corner and waited
for a car that would take him within a
block of his room. :

CHAPTER FOUR

T was a small room in a boarding-

house on a side street. But for two
years and ‘a trifle over he had called it
home. - Ebenezer was the type who do
not move around. Quiet in his habits,
almost automatic in his routine, he had
come to be ‘more or less of a fixture in
the house maintained by the Widow Me-
Closkey and her daughter Irene.

He met Irene as he came in and she
eyed him with surprise. Never before
since she had known him had he come
home in the afternoon.

‘“Why, Mr. Clay!’” she .exclaimed.
“You. ain’t sick, are you?’’

That'’s all I'm askin’,”’

‘‘No, Miss Irene,’’ said Ebenezer. ¢‘I
just wanted to ’tend to some business,
an’ I’ll be goin’ out pretty soon.’’.

Going out! The words rather sang
themselves over in his brain as he
mounted the stairs and unlocked . his
door and let himself in. Going out
pretty soon. Yes, it wouldn’t be long
now until he was going out, indeed—like
—like the gas when you turneéd the
button, or an electric light, or a lamp,
or a candle—going out never to return.

He sighed as he crossed the room and
opened his trunk, and got out some
paper and a bottle of ink and a pen.
The fact that he was actually going
out still held its sting. He bhad
asccepted it when he had come to.
know it, as an unavoidable thing. He
had even felt a strange wonder that 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 number of days, now dwindled to
hours, the spark of his life was going out
—that the driving force of life would
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. Hec spread
the paper before him and took up the
pen.

And then he sat staring 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 he. had
left when he came west to this city where
he now sat in a rented room—the thipgs
he had left when he had quarreled with
Claire, after the mannér of over-jealous
youth—the things he was giving to her
now iIn consideration of Love and
Affection.

Love and Affection. 0Oddly enough he
thought of 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 possibde value to him?

Mentally he made an estimate of the
cost of a hospital 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? No. He had meant to
write her, explaining asbout the deed,
bnt—there wasn’t anything to say to



her really. Let the deed speak for it-
self, in its terms.of Love and Affection.
All at once he was glad 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. ZLove and Affec-
tion. -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, then, it was better so—it
was better that he should be mceting the
thing alone—better that he was-—as he
was—better that he should be leaving
the old place to Claire because of love
and affection, and the balance of his
money to Irene.

He hitched himself into position at the
table and began work with his pen:

““Dear Mrs. McCloskey:

“I'm writing this to ezplain
quite a number of things. When you
get it, I’'ll be dead, and it’ll be tn
natural and regular fashion. I ain’t
killing myself, and I ain’t outen
my head. When I leavé here, I'm
going to a hospital and get a room.
And I’ die there tonight at 11:01,

‘“I've knowed this was coming for
some time, but I ain’t said nothing
about it, because there ain’t any use
in a man’s kicking against his time
when it comes. But I'm leaving you
my things.

“You can Tave my trunk and
what there s tn it, and the money
tn this letter I want should go to
Miss Irene. I know she’s going to
be married and I'd like her to use
the cash to get her some things.
She’s always beem mighty nice to
me, and so have you. I hope Irene
and her husband get along fine, I'm
going to be buried from Lynn’s. If
you call up, he’ll give you the time,
and.I'd like to have you attend the
funeral if you care to come. I’ve
made all the arrangements for it,
and he says he’ll do the right thing.

“I wish I could stay with you
longer, but when the Grim Reaper
calls, all a human power can do 138
o stand up and be cut down.”’

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

‘“80 this is good-by.
“Yours very truly,
‘“ Bbenezer Clay.”’

He rose and found an envelope in the
trunk. He put the written page and
the money inside it and sealed it up and
wrote upon it:

*‘Norah McCloskey—Addressed.”’

He propped it up on the table against
the bottle of ink, where any one coming
in would see it; turned away and 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
Mrs. 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 staira
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
strcet. At the corner he turmed and
looked back. After that he walked a
couple of blocks, and caught a car for
the third time that afternoon. Just why
h: was going to a hospital he hardly

knew, except that soon after he had.

learmed 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 Me-
Closkey’s house. Whercfore, 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 ground, and
the shadows of the trees were growing
long. He notcd the fact with ar 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 had probably been in his heart.
It would have to be his heart or some-
thing of that eort to take him off so sud-
deunly, after he had spent twenty-seven

n

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 about it, but—
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
Khenczer, that he would ever see any-
thing of the sort. The last time. Life
—uaave for the restricted element of the
hospital itself, would be behind.him once
he stepped inside its doors. And yet—
and yet—he couldn’t stand there on 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
drawn expression about his eyes, now
that they had looked on the world for
the last time. He set down his suitcase
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 window be-
tween them. ‘‘Very well. What price?”’

Ebenezer’s mind went back to the
amount he had deemed sufficient, and he
named it. :

““That will do for a deposit,’’ said the
woman, ‘‘but we only rent rooms by the
week.”’

““I—I won’t need it that long,”’ said-
Ebenezer. ‘‘I—expect 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 as sick as all that.”’

““I don’t feel sick, Ma’m, really,”’
Ebenezer told her. ‘‘But—”’

‘“You’ve never been in a hospital be-
fore, have you?”

“No, Ma’m—but—"’

‘“What is your name{”’

Ebenezer told her and watched her
write it down.

She laid aside her pen and slipped
around the end of the railing. ‘‘If you’ll
come with me,’’ she said, ‘‘I’ll take you
to your room.’’

Ebenazer followed her down a hall,
past many doors, in and out of which
flitted other women in white. There was
a peculiar odor to the place, he noted
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now, that made him feel a trifle sick. He
sniffed. i

They paused before an elevator cage,
and went in and up a shaft. On the
next floor they got out. There was an-
other corridor and more doors. His com-
panion opened one at last. Ebenezer
stepped into 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, and went out. 3

Ebenezer put down his suitease and
sighed. Just as a room, the place was
very .nice. He began taking off his coat
and vest.

With the garments in his hand, he
stopped. The door had opened without
warning and a young woman in white
popped iu,

‘“Oh,’’ she exclaimed, ‘‘are you going
1o bed 7 Ring the bell when you’re ready,
and I'll come in and take your tempera-
ture and pulse.”’

She withdrew and Ebenezer flushed.
She had been a rather pretty girl, but
—she hadn’t even irapped. He went
over and found a button on the door
and turned it, gat down and began unty-
ing his shoes,

Having completed his disrobing, he
turned the button back the other way,
pulled down the covers and stret¢hed
himself out. She had told him to ring,
but it really didu’t mutter whether she
came back or not. 1ie had laid his wateh
on the table beside -the bed and he
glanced' at its dial. It was nearly six
o’clock. He turned his gaze 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 turned,
to face another nursc.

She was older, he judged, than the
first, and she had a bunch of papers in
her hand. She drew up a chair and sat
down by the side of the bed.

**Good evening. You're Mr. Clay,
arcn’t youf’’ she inquired.

‘‘Yes, Ma’m,” said Ebenezer,

‘“Your age?”’

‘‘Twenty-seven.’’

‘“‘Born where?’’

_ ““Massillon, Ohio.”

‘“And what is your complaint$’’

““I—I don’t know, Ma’m,’’ said Eben-
ezer, watching as she wrote down his
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, #nd then, like the
other, she smiled. ‘‘You don’t look like
a heart case exactly,”” she responded.
*“Who’s your doctor$’’
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““I haven’t any,’”’ said Ebenezer.

She nodded. ‘‘I’ll have one of the
house doctors come in to see you. Now
who would you want notified in event
of your death?’’

For a moment Ebenezer stared. He
was consecious, 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 hospital records or
other forms of medical red tape.

‘“Why,”” he said in a tone approach-
ing animation, ‘‘I ain’t got no folks, so
—no one I guess, or—hold on! You can
telephone Lynn’s Undertaking Parlors
after I’'m dead. My funeral is all ar-
ranged.’’

CHAPTER FIVE

‘“ A R—RANGED$”’ The nurse’s eyes

went wide. She sat with her
pencil poised above the paper on her
knee, while she regarded Ebenezer in an
ulmost horrified way.,

Presently her bust rose and fell aguin
slowly. A contraction ran up and down
the rounded pillar of her throat. Her
lips parted.

“Really, Mr. Clay—"" she hegan in
uncertain fashion,

““You sec,"”” Ebenezer interrupted. ‘I
thought 1 might as well attend to it my-
self. and then 1'd Le sure what was done
with my remains, instead of just lyin’
down an’ leavin’ it to other folks. So
1 fixed it with Lynn this afternoon be-
fore I come up here, an’ I told him he
could come an’ get me any time after one
wminute past eleven o’clock p. m.”’

““I sec.”” The woman nodded. Just
what she saw she didn’t mention, but it
seemed to be something that threw her
into a state of incipient panic, whatever
it wax. To Ebeuezer it secmed that she
had grown a little bit pale as she jumped
up, vather than rose. ‘‘I’ll—send in one
of the doctors,’’ she said, moving toward
the door. ‘‘You lie quiet until you see
him, won’t you?’’

Ebenezer bobbed his head. Her actions
filled him with a fresh disgust. Arm-
istead wasn’t so bad, or the lawyer, but
undertakers, nurses—surely-they ought
to be accustomed to the thought of death.
So he didn’t even trouble to put his
acquiescence 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
knew she had disappeared. But he didn’t
open his eyes. He simply lay there,

letting the minutes slip irretrievably
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 entered
before he was undressed. But she came
in quietly now, rather than bounced. On
tip toe as it seemed, so silent was her
progress, she approached the bed, en-
countered Ebenezer’s watching glance
aud paused, then smiled.

‘‘You’re—quite all right—aren’t you,
Mr. Clay?’’ she inquired.

““Of course,’”’ said Ebenezer.

‘““Miss Winslow sent me to stay with
you,”’ the girl explained. ‘‘She said—
she said—"’

‘““That I was going to die tonight{?”’
All at once it came to Ebenezer that the
little nurse was scared—that she was
seared stiff—of him.

She nodded slightly.
at—"’

‘“One minute after cleven.’’

‘““Yes, Mr. Clay.”’

““Well,” said Ebenezer, ‘‘don't you
care, little girl.””  All at once he felt he
liked her. ‘‘Folks are dying around
here right along, aren’t they?”’

She nodded aguin. ¢ Oh, yes, but—I1
think you upset Miss Winsiow by men-
tioning the time.”’ ;

“*8it down,’’ said Ebenczer. **I upset
her all right, 1 guess. She got out of
here like we’d been talkin’ about her
funeral instcad of mine.”’ ]

Once more the door opened and two
men came in. They were young men,
clad in white trousers and coats, and
they carried a variety of things LEben-
ezer had never seen. Also they carried
an air of importance as they gave their
various burdeus into the little nunse’s
hands,

Ebenezer eyed them. He felt annoyed.
Just as he was about to have a visit with
the brown-haired, blue-eyed girl—they
appearcd, He had thought he could
comc here and lie down, and die in
peace, and thus far this hospital was the
least restful pluce he had ever known in
his life.

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

‘“Well, well, old man,’”* he said in
brusquely friendly fashion, ‘what’s
wrong?’’

Ebenezer tried to make the best of
the situation. Miss Winslow had said
she would send him a doctor, and doubt-
less here were two of them.

““Yes, At—



““I don’t kmow, Doc,”’ he accordingly
shaped his answer, ‘‘All I know is that
I ain’t goin’ to last long.”’

‘“Well—what’s this stuff you were
pulling about 11:01 p. m.?”’

‘“That’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 course. 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 dowm his
sides. And then they turned him over
and began hammering oun his back. A
sort of deeply muffled note resulted from
the process.

‘“Say Doc, ain’t I about beat tender?”’
Ebenezer questioned after a time.

The interne removed lhis rubber disk
and let him turn upon his back, e
faced his fellow.

‘‘Make anything out of it?’ he sug-
gested. _

The other man shook his head. ‘‘Not
a thing.”

“Aliem,”’ said the scnior inteine,
reached into his pocket and produced a
bell.shaped device equipped with rubbe:
tubes which he ivserted in his cars, be-
fore he resumed his inquisitive aftack on
Lbenezer’s chest.

The junior joined him with another
instrument and hegun working on the
other side. lbenezer watched them
moving their little rubberr bells about
for 4 time, and then spoke again: -

‘I say, Doe, there ain’t anything the
matter with my lungs.”’

The senior looked at the junior. ¢“Find
anything?’’ he inquired.

And the junior shook his head. ‘‘Not
a thing.”’

““There ain’t,”’ said Ebenezer. ‘‘I was
to a doctor a month ago.”

“‘Try the heart,’’ suggested the senior,
and bent again to his task.

Presently he straightened and sighed.
¢‘Strong as a horse. I think we’d better
take a sample of his blood.”’
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Ebenezer lifted his voice. The calm,
almost impersonal manner of these
white-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
te 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,
vou don’t seem 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? Well
—what are you going to die of?’’ the
senior interne questioned, taking notice
of what Ebenezer said at lest.

“I don’t know. I ain’t a doctor,”
Ebenezer flared.

‘“Then—what’s the notion1’’ 'The in-
terne’s intonation was rather ecrisp.
‘“‘How do you know you're going to die,
if there’s nothing the matter with youf’’

‘“When a man knows a thing he knows
it, don’t he?’’ said Ebenezer in some-
what weary fashion,

The interne nodded. He looked at
his junior. A meaning glance passed be-
tween them. “‘All right, Miss Coombs,”’
he said to the little nurse. ‘“We’ll take
a little blood 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 & number of things.

He lay supine while the senior interne
approached. e winced slightly as he
bent and laid hold of the lobe of his
car aund seratched it and drew a drop of
blood into a small glass pipette. And he
smiled rather wanly as the little nurse
dabbed the scratch in his car with a bit
of cotton, and asked him softly if it
hurt. He listened while the two men
spoke to her in lowercd ueccents, and
when they went out of the roum to-
gether, he drew a sigh of relicf—ecven
though he had a premonition that they
would be back,

Thereafter a number of things oe-
curred. The little nurse gave hitn a hath.
He explained that he didn’t need it, but
it did no good. She explaived that it
was one of the rules. ¥benezer sub-
mitted. He began to feel that he would
have been wise had he elected to die
almost anywhere else. He had thought
of a hospital ‘as a place of peace and
restful quiet. He hadn’t looked for all
this fuss. Still the little nurse wug very
pleasant, and he would have enjoyed
talking to her if she hadn’t kept looking
at him in such a peculiar fashion while
she worked.
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‘“You don’t need to think 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 iwas, but Ebenezer didn’t
trouble about it. She was a nice little
thing and he liked her. All at once he
remembered that he had a few dollars
left, aside from his vanished roll of bills.

“‘See here,’’ he said, ‘‘ would you mind
getting me my pants?”’

““What for?”’ She eyed him.

He shook his head. ‘‘I ain’t goin’ to
try to get up. I just want something in
the pocket.”’

She brought them to him from the
closet slowly 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, Mr. Clay!”’ She drew back
and eyed him,

““Take it,”’ he insisted. ‘‘I like you.
’Taint much, but I want you to have
what there is.”’

¢]—I—"* she took it and dropped it
into a pocket on her apron, ‘‘I’ll 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. ‘“What did
he take?’’ ITe turned on the little nurse
in accusing fashion, with the garments
dangling from his hand.

“Why—why—""  suddenly Miss
Coombs’ cxpression was that of one
aghast. ‘‘Nothing!’’ she gasped. ‘‘He—
he said he wanted them, and I brought
them to him.””

The senior threw the trousems from
him and spoke to his companion. ‘‘Beat
it— get hold of a stomach tube, quick?’’

Ebenezer roused to the occasion, as
the junior interne darted from the room.
““l,00k here, T didn’t take nothing. I
wante«d something in one of my pockets
anr’ I couldn’t get it myself with her in
the ronm.”’

““Shaut up!™” said the house man
shortly. ‘I know darned well you did,
an’ we’ll ind out what it was when we
get that tube. I began to get wise to
vou, all right, when I didn’t find any-
thing wrong with your blood. You don’t
get sway with it this time, my man. Not
while I’m on the job. Miss Coombs, get
a pitcher of water, and a glass. Hah—
got it, did you®’ He whirled to the
junior interne, who came bursting in
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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 it before
we’ve finished.”” The interne lifted the
tip of the tube and Leld it before Eben-
ezer’s face. ‘‘Come on now——open your
mouth,”’

That tip was at.least three-quarters of
an inch across. The idea was sufficient.
¢TI 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
‘Miss Coombs with the water? Now Clay
take the tip of this tube in your mouth
and take a drink and swallow. Come on
—You might as well do it first as last.”’

Ebenezer turned appealing eyes:
toward the little nurse, who stood with
the pitcher and glass in her hand. He
wasn’t a boaconstrictor, or any other
sort of snake, and he knew that trying
to swallow that yard of red 1ubber was
going to make him sick. S

But as she met his glance her soft
lips parted.

‘‘Please Mr. Clay,’”’ she said. ‘‘They
think I let yoan take something, and—
we’ve got to prove they've made a mis-
take.”’ ;

The appeal of woman! Eberezer set
his jaws and then relaxed them again.
He sat up in bed. He’d—he’d do it for
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her saks. 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—choked, 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 forchead, the senior
interne grabbed the thing and literally
thrust it dowm his throat—and it—-
stuck! No matter how 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. He swallowed. The
tube slid down. With somecthing like a
whirling fascinatiomy 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-—the senior interne was
pouring more water into the funnel
shaped outer end of the tube, and letting
it ran out again—was catching the es-
caping fluid in a basin Miss Coombs was
holding in her hands.

He turned his blearing eyes upon her.

“his eyes.

He thought she smiled in grateful
fashion, but he couldn’t be eertain 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 room—
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 of it 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?’’ he managed in a gasp
of comprehension.

‘‘Five minutes to, Mr. Clay. Try and
get a little sleep. I'm sorry you’re: so
sick.”’ :

Five minutes to. Si» minufes! Eben-
ezer stretched himself out in bed. - It
wasn’t the tube.that had made him feel
as he did. It was just fate. He closed
He drew up his hands and
crossed them over his breast. He began
breathing deeply—
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H. P. LOVECRAFT Is At His Best

In This Strange Tale

THE WHITE APE

the background behind what we

know of it peer demoniacal hints
of trath which make it sometimes a
thousandfold more hideous. Science, al-
ready oppressive with its shocking reve-
lations, will perhaps be the u'timate ex-
{erminator of our human species—--if
separate species we be—for its reserve
of unguessed horrors could never 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 urn.
or set a memorial to him who had been;
for certain papers and a certain boxed
object were found, which mude men
wish to forget. Some who knew him do
oot admit that he ever existed.

Arthur Jermyn went out on the moor
and burned himsclf uafter seeing the
boxed object which had come from
Afriea. It wag this object and not his
peculiar personal appearance, which
made him end his life.

Many would have disliked to live if
possessed of the peculiar features of
Arthur Jermyn, but he had been a poet

l IFE is-2 hideous thing, and from

and scholar and had not minded. Learn-
ing was in his blood, for his great-grand-
father, Sir Robert Jermyn, Bt., had been
an anthropologist of note, ‘whilst his
great-great-great-grandfather, Sir Wade
Jermyn, wvas one of the earliest explorers
of the Congo region, 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 on 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 Jermyns, and
people.were glad therc were not many of
them. The line put forth no branches,
and Arthur was the last of it. ' If he had
not been, one can not say what-he would
have done when the object came.

The Jermyns never seemed to look
quite right —something was amiss,
though Arthur was the worst, and the
old family portraits in Jermym llousc
showed fine faces enough before Sir
Wade's time. Certainly, the madness be-
gan with Sir Wade, whose wild stories of

Africa weic at once the delight and ter-

ror of his few friends. It showed in his
collection of trophies and specimens,
which were not such as a normal man
would accumulate and preserve, and ap-
peared strikingly in the Oriental seclu-
sion in which he kept his wife. The lat-
ter, he had said, was the daughter of a
Portuguese trader whom he had met in
Africa; and she did not like English
Ways.
Africa, had accompanied him back from
the second and longest of his trips, and
had gone with him on the third and last,
never returning.

. No one had ever seen her closely, not
ceven the servants; for her disposition
had been violent and singular. During
her brief stay at Jermyn Iouse she oc-
cupied 2 remote wing, and was. waited
on by her husband alone. Sir Wade
was, indeed, most peculiar in his solici-
tude for his faumily; for when he. re-
turned to Africa he would permit no
one to care for his young son save a
loathsome black woman from Guinea.
Upon coming back, after the death of
Liady Jermyn, he himself assumed com-
plete carc of thc hoy.

But it was the talk of Sir W&de espe-
cially when in his cups, which chleﬂy
led his friends to deem him mad. In a
‘rational age like the eighteenth century
it was unwise for a man to talk about
wild sighfs and strange scenes under a
C'ongo moon; of the gigantic walls and
pillars of a forgotten city, -ecrumbling
and - vine-grown, and of damp, silent,
stone steps leading interminably down
into the darkness of abysmal treasure-
vaults and- inconceivable catacombs,
Especially was it unwise to rave of the
living things that might haunt such a
place; of creatures half of the jungle
and half of the impiously aged city—
fabulous creatures which even g Pliny
might describe with scepticism ;. things
that might have sprung up after the
great apes had overrun the dying city
with the walls and the pillars, the vaults
and the weird carvings.

She, with an infant son born in
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Yet after he came home for the last
time Sir Wade would speak of such
matters with a shudderingly uncanny
zest, mostly after his third glass at the
Knight’s Head ; boasting of what he had
found in the jungle and of how he had
dwelt among terrible ruins known only
to-him. And finally he had spoken of
the living thingsg in such a manner that
he. was. taken 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 had liked his homé less and
less, till at last he had seemed to dread
it. . The Knight's Head had been his
headquarters, and when he was confined
he expressed some vague gratitude as if
for protection.

Threc years later he dled

ADE JERMYN'S son, Philip, was

a highly peculiar person, Despite
a strong physieal resemblance to his
father, his appearance and conduct wero
in many particulars so coarse that he was
univergally shunned. Though he did not
inherit the madness which was feared by
some, he was densely stupid and given
to brief periods of uncontrol'able vio-
lence. In frame he was smull, but in-
teusely powerful, and was of incredible
agility.

Twelve years after succeeding to his
title he married the daughter of his
gamekeeper, a person said- to be of gypsy
extraction, but before his son was horn
he joined the navy as a eommon sailor,
completing the general disgust which his
habits and mesalliance had begun. After
the. clos® of the American war he was
heard of as a sailor on a merchantman in
the African trade, having a kind of
reputation for feats of strength and
climbing, but finally disappearing omo
night as his ship lay off the Congo coast.

In the sbn of Sir Philip ‘Jermymu the
now accepted family peculiarity took a
strange and fatal turn, Tall and fairly
handsome, with a sort of weird Eastern
grace despite certain slight oddities of
proportion, Robert Jermyn began life as
a scholar and investigator. It was he
who first studied scientifically the vast
collection of relics which his mad grand-
father had brought from Africa, and
who made the family name as celebrated
in ethnology as in exploration.

In 1815, Sir Robert married a daugh-

ter of the seventh Viscount Brightholme

and was subsequently blessed with three
children, the eldest:-and youngest of
whom were never publicly seen on ac-

count of deformities in mind and bedy.

Saddened by these family misfortunes,

the scientist sought relief in work, and
made two long expeditions in the in-
terior of Africa. In 1849, his second son,
Nevil, a singularly repellent person
who seemed to combine the surliness of
Philip Jermyn with the hauteur of the
Brightholmes, ran away with a vulgar
dancer, but was pardoned upon his re-
turn in the following year. He came
back to Jermyn House a widower with"
an infant son, Alfred, who was one day
to be the father of Arthur Jermyn.
Friends said that it was this series of
griefs which unhinged the mind of Sir
Robert Jermyn, yet it was probably
merely a bit of African fotklore which
caused the disaster. The elderly scholar
had been collecting legends of the Onga
tribes near the field of his grandfather’s
and his own explorations, hoping in some
way to account for Sir Wade’s wild tales
of a lost city peopled by strange hybrid
creatures. A certain consistency in the
strange papers of his ancestor suggested
that the madman’s imagination might
have been stimulated by native myths,

. On October 19, 1852, the explorer
Samucl Scaton called at Jermym Housc
with a manuseript of notes, collected
among the Ongas, believing that certain
legends of a gray city of white apes ruled
by a white god might prove valuable to
the ethnologist. In his conversation he
probably supplied many additional de-
tails; the nature of which will never be
known, since a hidcous series of tragedies
suddenly burst into lLeing,

When Sir. Robert Jermym 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 three of his children; the
two who were never scen, and the son
who had run away. Nevil Jermyn died
in the sunccessful defense of his own
two-year-old son, who had apparently
been included in the old man’s madly
murderous scheme. Sir Robert himsclf,
after repeated attempts at suicide and a
stubborn refusal to utter any articulate
sound, died of apoplexy in the second
vear of his confin ement.

Sir Alfred Jermyn was a baronet be-
fore his fourth birthday, but his tastes
never matched his title. At twenty he
had joined a band of music-hall per-
formers, and at thirty-six had deserted
his wife and child to travel with an
itinerant American circus.

His end was very revolting. Among
the animals in the exhibition with which
he traveled- was a huge bull gorilla of
lighter color than the average; a sur-
prisingly tractable beast of much popu-
larity with the performers. With this
gorilla Alfréd Jermyn was singularly



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-
ceedingly clever boxing mateh, the
former delivered a blow of more than
usual force, hurting both the body and
the dignity of the amateur 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 shrill, 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.

RTHUR JERMYN was the son of

Sir Alfred Jermyn and a music-hall
singer of unkmown origin. ‘When the
husband and father deserted his family,
the mother took the child to Jermyn
House; 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 young Arthur
loved 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 old Sir
‘Wade Jermyn’s unseen Portuguese wife,
declared that her Latin blood must be
showing itself ; but most persons merely
snecred at- his sensitiveness t¢ beauty,
attributing it to his music-hall mother,
who ‘was socially unrecognized.

The poetic delicacy of Arthur Jermyn
was the more remarkable because of his
uncouth personal appearance. Most of
the Jermyns had possessed a subtly odd
and repellent cast, but Arthur’s case
was very striking. It ig 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 thel first time.

It was the mind and character of
Arthur Jermyn which atoned for his
aspect.” Qifted and learned, he took
highest honors at Oxford and seemed,
likely to redeemy the intellectual fame
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of higs family. Though of poetic rather
than scientific temperament, he planned
to continue the work of his forefathers
in African ethnology and antiquities,

utilizing the truly wonderful though .

strange collection of Sir Wade. With
his fanciful mind he thought often of
the prehistoric civilization in which the
mad explorer had so implicitly believed,
and would weave tale after tale about
the silent jungle city mentioned in the
latter’s wilder notes and paragraphs.
For the nebulous utterances concerning
a nameless, unsuspected race of jungle
hybrids he had a peculiar feeling of
mingled terror and attraction; speculat-
ing on the possible basis of such a fancy,
and seeking to obtain light among the
more recent data gleaned by his great-
grandfather and Samuel Seaton amongst
the Ongas.

In 1911, after the death of his mother,
Sir Arthur Jermyn determined to pur-
sue his investigations to the utmost ex-
tent. “Selling a portion of his estate to
obtain the requisite money, he outfitted
an expedition and sailed for the Congo.
Arranging with the Belgian authorities
for a party of guides, he spent a year
in the Onga and Kaliri country, finding
data beyond the highest of his expecta-
tions. Among the Kaliris was an aged
chief called Mwanu, who possessed not
only a highly retentive memory, but a
singular degree of intelligence and in-
terest in old legends. This ancient con-
firmed every tale which Jermyn had
heard, adding his own account of the
stone city and the white apes as it had
been told to him, .

According to -Mwanu, the gray city
and the hybrid crcatures were no more,
having been annihilated by the warlike
N’bangus many years-ago. This tribe,
after destroying most of the edifices and
killing the live beings, had carried off
the stuffed goddess which had been the
object of their quest; the white-ape god-
dess which the strange beinks worshiped,
and which was held by Congo tradition
to be the form of one who had reigned as
a princess among those beings. Just
what the white apelike creatures could
have been, Mwanu had no idea, but he
thought they were the builders of the
ruined city. Jermyn could form no con-
jecture, but by close questioning ob-
tained a very picturesque legend of the
stuffed goddess.

The ape-princess, it was said, became
the consort of a great white god who had
come out 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 returued, and upon the death of the
princess her divine husband had mum-
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mified the body and enshrined it in a
vast house of stone, where it was wor-
shiped. Then he had departed alone.
The legend here seemed to present
three variants. According to one story
nothing further happened save that the
stuffed goddess became & symbol of
supremacy for whatever tribe might
possess it. It was for this reason that
the N’bangus carried it off. A second

‘story told of the god’s return and death

at the feet of his enshrined wife. A
third told of the return of the son, grown
to manhood-—or apehood or godhood, as
the case might be—yet unconscious of
his identity. Surely the imaginative
blacks had made the most of whatever
events might lie behind the extravagant
legendry.

Of the reality of the old jungle city
described by Sir Wade, Arthur Jermyn
had no further doubt; and was hardly
astonished when early in 1912, he eame
upon what was left of it. Its size must
have been exaggerated, yet the stones
lying about proved that it was no mere
negro village. Unfortunately, no carv-
ings could be found, and.the small size
of the expediticn prevented operations
toward clearing the one visible passage-
way that seemed to lead down into the

.8ystem of vaults which Sir Wade had

mentioned. The white apes and the
stuffed goddess were discussed with all
the native chiefs of the region, but it
remained for a European to improve on
the dats offered by old Mwanu. M. Ver-
haeren, Belgian agent at a trading-post
on the Congo, believed that he ecould not
‘only locate but obtain the stuffed god-
dess, of which he had vaguely heard;
since the once mighty N’bangus were
now the submissive servants of King
Albert’s government, and with but little
persuasion could be induced to part with
the gruesome deity they had carried off.

‘When Jermyn sailed for England,
therefore, it was with the exultant prob-
ability that he would within a few
months receive a priceless ethnological
relie confirming the wildest of his great-
great-great-grandfather’s narratives—-
that is, the wildest which he had ever
heard. - Countrymen near Jermyn House
had perhaps heard wilder tales handed
down from ancestors who had listened to
Sir Wade around the tables of the
Knight’s Head.

RTHUR JERMYN waited very

A patiently for the expected box from
M. Verhaeren, meanwhile studying with
increased diligence the manuscripts left
by his mad ancestor. He began to feel
closely akin to Sir Wade, and to seek

relics of the latter’s personal life iu
‘England ax well as of his African ex-
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ploits, Oral acécounts of the mysterious
and Becluded wife had been numerous,
but no tangible relic of her stay at
Jermyn House remained. Jermyu 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
recalled, was said to have been the
daughter of a Portuguese trader in
Africa, No doubt her practical heritage
and superficial knowledge of the Dark
Continent had cuused her to fiout Sir
Wade’s tales of the intericr, a thing
which such a man would not be likely to
forgive. She had died in Africa, per-
haps dragged thither by a husband de-
termined to prove what he had told. But
as Jermyn indulged in these reflections
he could not but smile at their futility,
a century and a half after the death of
both of his strange progenitors.

In June, 1913, a letter arrived from
M. Verhaeren, . telling of the finding of
the stuffed goddess. It was, the Belgian
averred, a most extraordinary object;
an object quite beyond the power of a
layman to classify. Whether it was hu-
man or simian only a scientist could de-
terraine, and the process of determina-
tion would be greatly hampered by its
imperfect condition. Time and the
Congo climate are not kind to mummies;
especially when their preparation is as
amateurish as seemed to be the case here.
Around the creature’s neck had been
found a golden chain bearing an empty
locket on which were armorial designs;
no doubt some hapless traveler’s keep-
suke, taken by the N’bangus and hung
upon the goddess as a charm. In com-

_menting on the contour of the mummy’s
face. M. Verhaeren suggested a whim-
sical 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 levity. The stuffed god-
dess, he wrote, would arrive, duly
packed, about a mouth after receipt of
the letter.

The boxed object was delivered at
Jermyn House on the afternoon of Au-
gust 3, 1913, being conveyed immedi-
ately to the large chamber which housed
the collection of African specimens as
arranged by Sir Robert and Arthur,
What ensued can best be gathered from
the talex of servants and from things and
papers later examined. Of the various
tales, that of aged Soames, the family
butler, is most ample and coherent, Aec-
cotding to this trustworthy man, Sir
Arthur Jermyn dismissed everyone from
the room before opening the box, though
the instant sound of hammer and chisel
showed that he did not delay thc opera-
tion. Nothing was heard for some time;
Just how long Soames cannot exactly
estimate; but it was certainly less than
a quarter of an hour later that the hor-
rible scream. undoubtedly in Jermyn’s
voice, was heard.

Itnmediately afterward 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 desecrip-
tion. When near the front door he
seemed to think of something, and
turned back in- his fiight, finally disap-
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 at
the door leading from the cellar into the
courtyard; and a stable-boy saw Arthur
Jermyn, glistening from head to foot
with oil and redolent of that fluid, steal
furtively out and vanish on the black
moor surrrounding the house. Then, in
an exaltation of supreme horror, every-
one saw the end. A spark appeared on
the moor, a flame arose, and a pillar of
human fire reached to the heavens, The
House of Jermyn no longer existed.

The reason why :Arthur Jermyn's
fragments were not collected and buried
lies  in what was fouud afterward,
principally the thing in the box. The
stuffed goddess was a nauscous sight,
withered and eaten away, but it was
clearly a mummified white ape of some
unknown species, less hairy than any
recorded variety, 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 paiticulars in
question are these: The arms on the
golden locket about the creature’s neck
were the Jermyn arms, and the jocose
suggestion of M. Verbaeren 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 Jermym, great-
great-great-grandson of Sir Wade
Jermyn and an unknown wife.

Members of the Royal 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

S Professor Darius signed the ex-
A press receipt and saw the men
carry in a mummy case he drew

2 deep sigh of relief.

Hisg precious discovery was safe in his
hands at last.

Perhaps, in that casc, lay the mummy
‘of somo Egyptian King or Queen.

He had counted the duys sinee he had
left the ruins, 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 Archzology for the treat he had
in that case for them. IIe had promised
that they should share in the honor of
any discoveries made during his last
trip. Now the time was at hand. What
mystery would the case reveal

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-
teined, he had hurried home.

The examination wotuld be made be-
fore the society. Then, perhaps, a de-
cision would be made for further expe-
ditiong. He, himself, would be the
leader. They would carry on until they
had uncovered all the ancient burial
places of Egypt.

He noted, with satisfaction, that the
seal he had placed on the case was un-
broken.

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

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

The Professor was nearing the half
céntury mark in years, but still his mus-
cular frame throbbed with the warm
blood of health and vigor. He was
strikingly handsome, ctean-cut and up-
standing, and while there were many
women who would have considered it an
honor to marry him, he was still a bach-
elog.

His research work had started while
he had been on a tour of Egypt. lle
had fallen in with Trenfold near the
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. Trenfold had
been killed by a fall of roeks, but the
fever had entered the Professor’s blood.
Ile had kept on searching. The work
grew into a passion. Something scemed
calling from the dark past, spurring him
to continue his searches. On the brief
trips he made back to the States he felt
ill at ease. Felt a lost lonesome feeling
and a sense of guilt as if he were neg-
lecting 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 time 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.

““ (YENTLEMEN,’’ 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!’’

‘‘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 socioty, and
plenty of it. They worked that night
and for many others, until at last they
had ‘it translated.

“has been a wicked ioman.

‘““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 mect her death, after selling her soul
for more power, through disobedience
to her master, the Evil One. A ecrtain
Iaggai is mentioned here as her enemy,
and the cause of her death. Iler great
love was Jabneel, a temple priest, who,
for her sake, broke his wvows. It is
through this harp that she hopes to re-
claim her lover and take revenge on
Haggai, who seems to have been a rival
magician of ill repute.’’

The Professor dropped the papyrus
on the desk.

‘‘Remarkable. Out of the ordinary,
I should say. Dlost 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.

‘“ Aceording to this papyrus, Attalia
She will
place a curse on the unlucky devil dis-
turbing her last resting place. I fouud
no harp. It must have been with her,
but in my excitement I evidently over-
looked it.”’

A worried expressien 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 mummy curse?’’ 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
far? 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 fedr nothing.”’

‘“Ha! ha!”’ laughed the youngest
member, celled ‘‘thc upstart’ by. the
older men, ‘‘Attalia’s got him worried,
or I miss my guess. Scared by some
gibberish on a piece of papyrus three
thousand.years old! Take my advice,
Darius, and go back aftér that harp, if

you want to save your neck.”
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The Professor bent a cold gaze upon
the upstart.

‘‘Young-man, you still have much to
learn, but you hcard what I said. I am
going back, not to save my neck, as you
put it, but becausc 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?’’ asked Jones.

“‘Just as soon as I can make arrange-
ments. I’ll promise you gentlemen one
thing, however. I’l be back in six
months.”’

‘“We’ll hold you to that,”’ cautioned
Jones. ‘‘Dake a definitec date and time,
80 we can all be here together.”’

“I'Il do that, too. This is June the
first. Meet me here in the office at eight
o’clock on the first day of November,’’

“Youw’re on!’’ laughed Jones, ‘‘we’ll
be here, and 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?’’
asked Professor Davius. _

‘‘Play the harp,’’ laughed the upstart.

““I repcat, you have a lot to learn,”’
declared the P’rofessor.

‘““Perhaps I have,”’ chuckled Jones,
“but I’ll play the harp if you bring it
back.”’

The Professor 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 socicty and
" spend less time in the art of parlor magic
for the amusement of a bunch of your
rattle-hcaded friends, you might, in the
course of twenty or thirty years become
a valuable member.’’

"~ Jones grunted. >

‘““Do you wish me to think that you
don’t like me, Professor? Well, I'm not
going to think that you do. In place of
getting angry, I'd like to show you my
latest magical trick. Do you care to see
it?”

‘“‘Never mind. Good night, gentle-
men. I’ll let you know when I leave for
Egypt.”

IT was an expectant group of mem-
bers that awaited the arrival of Pro-
fessor Darius six months later.
" Young Jones glanced at his watch and
laughingly remarked :

‘I packed Attalia’s mummy back into
the storeroom. today while the janitor
was ‘cleaning up for the homecoming.
Thought it would be a good thing to do.
She might see her harp, and start some-
thing.”’

The distingaished body ignored this
remark.
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‘“‘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’ bet ten dollars he has no harp.”’

Eight o’clock arrived, and, with it, the
Professor. ‘

As he staggered into the office, his
friends gave a gasp 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, there now stood, leaning heavily
against the desk, a mere wreck. Deep
lines of suffering furrowed his chalky
brow. IIis eyes burned with an unnat-
ural light and were sunken in their
sockets. Iis hair was snow white, and
he trembled in cvery joint.

As he wa'ked 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.”’

‘““What in heaven’s name has hap-
pened to you?’’ asked the upstart,
aghast.

““Pind out—later. You remember, I
langhed 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 been 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 better 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?’’ asked
Professor Smith.

““You’ll know when I finish.”’

“Did you find. the harp?’’ asked
Jones.

‘““Yes. It is in the package.’’

‘‘What package?’’

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 harp. Now I remem-.
ber. It is outside in the hall. Get it
quick!”’

_ Jones went outside, and returned with
a bulky package. He placed it at the
Professor’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 fever, over-
taking him shortly after his expedition
had started.

He had taken a small army of blacks
with- him to do the heavy work. Day
after day the blacks scarched for the
harp, while the Professor lay tortured
by the fever.

One day a black came to his tent and
told him that 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 beaten gold, and the work-
manship was beautiful.

““I was feeling weak, so I ordered one
of the blacks to pick up the harp and
bring it to my tent. Ie started to obey.
A terrible thing happened! The black
gave a mortal cry of anguish and drop-
ped dead before my very cyes!

*‘For a second or two I was speechless,
and more so when I noticed the odor of
violets fioat into the tomb.

‘““It was the same odor we noticed
when we.examined the mummy so many
months ago.

““I wondered what could be the ex-
planation for the black’s death. Could
it be possible that Attalia’s curse was
working? The odor in the tomb seemed
to be the answer. The thought that this
unhappy woman, who could hand down

‘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, dropped stone dead beside
the other.

‘“Once more the odor floated 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 his
furrowed brow. The members of the



society east uneasy and apprehensive
glan‘es at the harp at his feet.

““I cried aloud, ‘Attalia, if you are
present, show me a sign. Wilf I be per-
mitted to take the harp?’

“I 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
more, but fresher and stronger. It
geemed as if something had brushed past
my face. I thought that someone stood
beside me, Suddenly the tension tight-
ened, and I felt called 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 calm 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 strangely weak.

“‘I could not s'eep. My 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
eausec When I saw the reason, I c'osed
my eyes and sank back on the pillow,
gasping for breath. I had looked upon
one of the most radiant and beautiful
women that man has ever gazed upon.

‘‘She was an Egyptian, and she was
dressed in the clothing worn thousands
of ycars 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 wel's of jet which seemed ever
burning with changing lights. She
siiled and pointed at the harp.

‘“ ‘Fear not. You have brought the
ha:p. Itis well Now mark my words
well. Take the harp to my body in the
far land. Then will come Haggai to
taunt. Then shall my revenge be com-
plete and my soul find rest.’

‘ “Who are you?’ I asked.

¢ ‘Attalia, once high priestess to the
master of darkness.’

¢ ¢ Attalia is dead,’ I told her.

¢ ‘In the flesh, only. There is no
death to the spirit. J 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
ag I amr, a tortured soul, until I have
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my revenge, and can be free to join
him.’

““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.

““ ‘Now do you believe?’ 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 4 handsome
devil and powerful in the art of magic.
He was so powerful that the master
feared him. There was only one other
bidding to equal the power of Haggai,
and that was Attalia. 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.

‘“When she went to the temple, she
fell in love with the high priest. She
refused to kecp her part of the bargain.
Jabneel was found in her arms and put
to death, and for her. fgilure 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 she said that I was Jabneel.

‘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 the tent
was dark.

‘‘Had it all been a terrible nightmare?
Had it been the result of the fever?

o1

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

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

‘“ As soon asg he entered, I looked for
the harp. It was gonel

““The harp had suddenly grown to be
my dearest possession. It was necessary
that I keep it to claim Attalia and help
her get her revenge. I must confess
that I was wildly in love with her. Now
I had the solution 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 world, watching for me. Now the
harp was gone. Two minutes before,
the tent had been filled “with her rad-
iance and the harp in plain sight. Now
it was gone, and with the full knowledge
of what the loss meant to Attalia and
myself, something snapped. That’s the
last I know until I came to myself in a
coast hospital and saw an anxious doc-.
tor and nurse standing over me.

‘¢ ‘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 Attalia and
the harp.

‘‘He told the nurse that I was crazy,
and while they talked about me Attalia
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 hands in some way. It all
seemed hazy to me, then the nurse 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,
playing with the harp.

‘‘Attalia commanded me to go ard
demand it. I walked into their midst
unarined. 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,

‘“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.
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The 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 mé
so-"

SILENCE reigned for several minutes,
during which the members glanced
at each other in amazement.

Young Jones broke the oppressive
silence :

‘‘Darius, you must have gone through
hell to get that harp. I’'m going to take
a look at it.”’ 3

The Professor assented, warning him
to be careful.

dJones took out the. harp.

‘“Who put the strings on it?”’ he
asked.

*“I did,”’ admitted the Professor. ‘‘It
was her order.”’

Jones swept his fingers over the
strings. They gave Out strange weird
music. He smiled into the Professor’s
face.
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**So this is the harp that our Attalia
charmed them with, s it? I wonder
how much of a hit she would make play-
ing in one of our jazz bands?”’

‘“Put that karp down!'’ exclaimed the

Professor:

‘““Why? What harm can I do to it,
Professor? I mean no disrespect to
your Attalia, but I’'m of the opinion that

‘you have had trouble enough. You need
-cheering up.

I’'m’ the boy to do it, Da-
rius. Watch me!”’

Young Jones thumped wild sounds
from the weirdly sounding harp and
shocked the members of the society with
his idea of un Egyptian dance.

‘““Take warning, Jones! Put down
the harp! She told me something else.
Stop! , 111 tell you what it is.”’

““Wait until I finish—"’

‘“No! Stop now, before it is too—’’

But Jones was. dancing and singing
10 -the accompaniment of the harp, his
noiso drowning the feeble croaking of
Professor Darius.

““Out of niy way, men!’’ he shouted,
dancing toward the storeroom. ‘‘Some-
thing is dragging me on! Wow! I can’t
stop! I'm going to dance for Attalial’’

With the Professor croaking fqr the
other members to stop bim, Jones ddunced
gaily up to the hideous, shriveled
mummy. Darius had just reached his
side with repested warnings, when Jones
gave a scream, threw down the harp and
staggered from the storeroom covering
his eyes with his arms.

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

Jones was found trembling
office chair.

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

‘‘No wonder he is dead! 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! It was one of the wicked-
est smiles T ever want to see.”’

1Ie shuddered :

‘““Who knows? I must have been
Haggai.”

in an

The Human Sacrifice of Mexico

LTHOUGH the.ancient people of Mexico had made more
advances to civilization than, perhaps, any other nation

of the new world, yet these were much more than counterbal-
anced by the horrible barbarities they committed ‘in théir

religious ceremonies, aud in which they exceeded every nation -

on earth. Human sacrifices were indeed in use umong all
the ancient heathen, but such prodigious massacres at the
dedication of their temples are unheard of in any other
history. Most of these unhappy creatures perished by having
their breasts opened, and their hearts pulled out; some were
drowned, others starved to death, and sometimes they were
burnt. Prisoncers of high rank werc allowed to dic by what
Clavigero calls the ‘‘gladiatorian sacrifice’’: which was per-
formed in the following manner: Near the greater temple of

largo cities, in :m open spuace of ground sufficient to contain’

an imnfense number of people, was placed a large round stone,
-resembling a millstone in shape, but.larger, almost three feet

high, well polished, and -baving figures cut upon it. Om this -

stone, which was called ‘‘temaleatl,”’ -the prisoner was placed,

arméd with a shield and short sword, and tied by one foot. -

Flere he was enco-unhtered by a Mexican ofticer or soidier,
better armed than himself. 1E the prisoner was vanguished,
he was carried dead or alive 1o the temple, where his heart
was taken out, and offered in the usual manncer; but if he
conquered six combatants, he gaimed his life and liberty.
This horrific sacrifice took place upon the great idol temple,
or ‘‘Teoalli,”” of Mexico. ‘‘Teo-calli,”” in the idiom of the
country, means *‘House of the God.”’”- . These temples were of

very singular form. They were pyramids with sevd.al ter-
races, the sides of which stood exactly in the direction
of the meridian, 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 sometimes arsenals; since each house of a Mexican divin-
ity, like the ancient temple of Baal-Berith, burnt by Abim-
elech, was a strong place. A great staircase led to the top
of the truncated pyramid, and on the summit of the platform
were one or two chapels, built like towers, which contained
the monstrous colossal idols of the divinity to whom the
Teo-calli was dedicated. This part of the cdifice must be
considered as the most cousecrated place, and it was here
that the priest kept up the sacred fire. From the peculiar
construction of the temple we have just deseribed, the priest
who oftered the sacrifice was scen by a great mass of the
people at the same time; the procession of the priests, ascend-
ing or descending the staircase of the pyramid was beheld at
a considerable distance. The inside of the edifice was thé
burial place of the kings and principal personages of Mexico.

Historians differ conecerning the numbher of victims who

perished annually in these sacrifices. Clavigerv inclines to

think it was 20,000, but others make it much more. Zumar-
raga, the first bishop of Mexico, says, in a letter of the 12th
of June, 1531, addressed to the general chapter of his order,
that, in the capital alone, there were above 20,000 victims
agnunlly sacrificed; and the authors say that 50,000 were
annually sacrificed in the various parts of the empire.



A Powerful Story of Life After Death
With an Unexpected Climax

THE GREAT ADVENTURE

By BRYAN IRVINE

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
racs on the globe.
I contend, and I have very strong
convictions on which I base that conten-

CALL it the soul, call it the sub-

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

Proof? I have that yet to advance.
I cannot give it until after this eo-called
death has visited me. After my death
the proof shall be forthcoming. My

mind—*‘intelligence’’—will not die, and
through the medium of a mortel being
my ambition, my work shall live on. I
shall write a8 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
goon. Wait! Watch!

I am impelled at this time to reveul to
my readers a secret that I have hereto-
fore jealously gmarded. Why hawe I

_eelfishly kept it to myself! Becausi: I

am vain enough to believe, consideriag
23
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the wide circulafion of the magazines
and papers that 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? Read this amid you will
probably say: ‘““At last it has come;
Crutchfield is insane.’’

But here is the secret: For the past
five years I have been merely a medium
for the spirit of some literary gcnius
whose mortal existence ceased perhaps
a thousand years ago. The spirit of
whom? I do not know. I do know this,
however, that five years -ago I had not
written a line that the editors cared to
publish. My storieswere cheap mechan-
ical © constructions on ° commonplace
themes. They failed utterly to arouse
human emotion or portray human attri-
butes. I ceased writing only when the
editors told me frankly that I was an
utter failure.

Then came the call I awoke ong
morning to find myself sitting before my
desk. Before me on the desk was a sheet
of paper on which was written: You
wish to write. So do I. I have written
sothing for centuries. Put not your own
weak mortal mind to the task. Lend me
your hand, oh, unhappy scribe. Fame
and fortune shall be yours. Inject not
your own insane thoughts. Put to sleep
your morfal mind. Lend me your hand.

The handwriting was my own!

Without any effort of my owmn mind,
I obeyed that spirit command. I wrote.
I have changed nothing in those daily
dictations. They have appeared in print
just as I have received them. Sitting
at my desk, perhaps in the still night
hours, perhaps while the sun shone and
the world was awake and busy, I have
written without a single thought of what
I recorded.

Insane? 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 now? Why, at this
late hour, awaken in the minds of my
sk:ptic readers a doubt as to my sanity?
Well—premonition. Life is like the
pendulum of an old clock; at any mo-
Taent it may stop. I have—if you will
pardon a new but good Anglo-Saxon
word—a hunch.

THE GREAT ADVENTURE

HUS 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. Ilis dead fingers
still clutched the revolver. The bullet
had entered his brain squarely between
the eyes. On the desk was a brief note
written in his own peculiar style:

“I am smpatient. Why should [
wast? Watch for my successor; for,
immediately after pulling this trig-
ger I will go in search of ham. The
world has lost nothing in my mate-
rial death. Watch for my stories.

‘““CRUTCHFIELD.”

Perhaps I, Amos Hillworth, was more
intimate with the eccentric Cyrus
Crutchfield than any of his friends. It
was in my magazine, The 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 reader’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 saw it go from bad to worse until
it was utterly hopeless. Then, like a
bolt from a cloudless sky, came ‘‘The
Starboard Light.”’ What a story! It
was as unlike Crutchfield’s previous at-
tempts at fiction as night is from day.
Those 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 was.technically perfect.
‘“The Starboard Light’’ was a perfect
gem.

But, we wondered, could he, would he
ever do another story so well? He did
—-even better. And from that day until
Crutchfield sent a bullet into his brain
he had written nothing that did not
bring home 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 say 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 Crutchfield
‘‘style’’; a style that bafled those who
would copy, and captivated those who
read.

‘Why Crutchfield selected me as a sort
of confidant I cannot say. Perhaps it
ivas because my own humble domicile
was 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
Crutchfield’s part that won for me the
coveted guest’s chair in his study.
Neither was it sentiment.

Sentiment seemed to be the least fae-
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-
sing his characters, and his long, sallow
face usually took on an expression of
contempt.

I can see him now as he used to sit in
hig study. 1lis male stenographer and I
were the only ones who ever saw the ac-
tual preparation of his stories. There he
wou'd sit, his long, gaunt frame
stretched out in a half 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-
casionally he held up his hand to stay
the flying fingers of the typist and
turned his gray eycs on me. His deep
voice was ever seasoned with sarcasm.

‘‘Now, Hillworth,”’ 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? 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! Bat
you fool editors and the fickle public
like such rot, eh? 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 wus to
Mariam, his wife.

Mariam was a woman of perhaps
twenty-five while Crutchfield was crowd-
ing forty-fivee. 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, Crutchfield and his wife; and
she, for some mysterious reason, choso
not to make friends.

I, however, won Mariam’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
thut great house; held, I thought at that
time, by some strange mental power of
her taciturn husband.

One day I ventured beyond the usual
chat on commonplace topics. e, 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 right to ask you this question; but
please do not think it is asked through
mere curiosity. ‘‘Why are you not
happy?"’

‘‘Oh, please, Mr. Hillworth,”” she
sighed, hurriedly rising and looking
about the conservatory, her eyes wide
with what I took to be fear, ‘‘please do
not ask 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 thie 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.
Hillworth,”’ catching my. sleeve and
smiling faintly. ‘‘You—you—-oh, you
are so human, so unlike those who would
smother our most cherished 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. 1
knew, also, that ‘the queer tightening
sensation about my heart presaged some-
thing more than mere friendship be-
tween Mariam and me. For several
months, in fact, my visits to the Crutch-
field home had been becoming more and
more frequent, though I had forced my-
self to believe that it was Crutchfield’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 resumed, ‘‘why
egnnot mortals leave their destinies to
the one great Master of destinies? Why
should man presume to refute the laws
of nature, of God¥ What a terrible be-

1he completion of a serial.
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lief, that we die only to yearn again for
our earthly ambitions and our material
lives! 'Who wants to leave this earth
only to wish to return to it as mere
shadows of our former seclves? The
scheme of things is not, could not, be so
barren of something better beyond the
grave. Why—"’

‘‘There, there, Mariam,’”” 1 soothed,
patting her hand. ‘“Why should these
outlandish beliefs affect you and your
wholesome convictions? 1 am positive,
though, that those queer, weak theories
of others are not the real cause of your
unhappiness.’’

““No,”” she confessed hesitatingly,
‘‘there is something clse ; something that
I dare not—’' She stopped abruptly
and stured beyond me at the door.

I knew before I turned about that
Crutchfield was there. Iiven as I looked
at hitn the dark scowl on his lean face
vanished and the characteristic cynical
sinile took its place. Mariam arose and
flitted away among the flowers as I arose
to greet him.

I wondeved guiltily how long he had
been standing 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
varn that I hope to sell to some fool
editor.”’

RUTCHFIELD’S death came as a
shock, especially to those editors
who had contracted with him for ma-
terial. I, for one, was patiently waiting
He had pre-
pared about half the story when he com-
mitted suicide.

At that time the characters in the
story were entangled in a complex plot
that completely baffled my powers of de-
duction. There were threc entirely
original dramatic situations that, to me,
seemed beyond.the possibility of logical
handling 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.

1 worried less about the unfinished
serial, however, than 1 did about
Mariam. I secretly hoped that Crutch-

" field’s death would 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 she fear or expect Crutchfield’s

theory to work out? 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 Crutch-
field's work through a living medium; 1
cursed him for a fool even after his
death. Of course, stories came. We were
expecting them. There were not a few
crauks among Crutchfield’s readers who
believed they could put it over. Some of
the stories were fair imitations, too; but
none of them had a very marked Crutch-
field “‘style.”’

All of the submissions were from per-
sons who had previously endeavored to
break into print. Regardless of what
others thought or expected, I resigned
myself to the conviction that Crutch-
field and his literary work were irrevo-
cably defunct. Strangely enough, I re-
gretted his abrupt leavetaking less than
1 did his neglect to finish that serial. I
dutifully gasped when I heard of his
rash act; 1 dutifully attended the fu.
neral, then I washed my hands of him.
But still I bemoaned the unflnished
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
staff writers. This I did, but I was not
surprised when the staff writers, after
giving the manusecript 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 Crutchfield had worked them
out up to the time of his death; a com-
plex though fascinating plot cut off at
the very apex of suspense and defying
now all attempts to work it out consis-
tently or logically. I even turmed the
manuscript over to 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 suicide—to escape the task
of finishing the story.”’

I shrugged my shoulders and chucked
the now soiled manusecript on to the desk.
‘“Quess 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 almost 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 thou-
sand dollars for the unfinished story.’’

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

‘“GQot me, eh P’ the detective laughed.
‘‘Publicity, eh ¥ Advertising of the very
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best kind. The name, Crutchfield, is a
byword in every other home in the land.
All know him and his fiction and his
peculiar ideas about worldbound ghosts.
Big prize for anybody who can finish the
story logically and with the renowned
Crutchfield style, eh? But I see you
have the idea. I ought to be a publicity
man instead of a poor ‘dick’.”’

I felt like embracing Hennessy, hut 1
didn’t: I rounded up my staff.

In six weeks fifty of the largest daily
newspapers in America were running
our full-page ad in their Sunday edi-
tions. Ten weekly magazines were also
carrying us in half-page announcements.
‘We were oftering $10,000 for the best
concluding instalment of ‘‘Cyrus
Crutchfield's Unfinished Story.”’ Full
particulars were flaunted before the
reading public, with the result that
every writer and would-be writer in the
country was impatiently waiting for the
opening instalment in our magazine, to
say nothing of the thomsands who, for
the first time in their lives, were watch- -
ing the magazine,

We concluded to run the unfinished
story in three installments and close the
contest two months later.

I no longer attempted to convince my-
self that 1 was not in love., Mother had
long since diagnosed my c¢ase 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 to
listen to me, though I noted with satis-
faction that she was casily persuaded to
remain in our home.

I wondered if—but, no; it was un-
doubtedly the cheerful ministrdtions of
my dear, sympathetic old mother that
kept Mariam under our roof. But why
did she not become more natural? I was
sure—in fact, she had even hinted to me
—that she had never loved Crutchfield.
Had "her daily contact with him, her
constant fear of him and his morbid
thought, corroded her sonl? Had he
crushed from her sensitive nature those
instinets and desires that make up the
foundations of wholesome thought and a
contented life ¢

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.
Yet, 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 so I could tell him—or
it—what I thought of him and his devil-
ish worlse. Love, it seerns, 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 2 treménduous success. But we
found nothing among the thousands of
manuscripts submitted that bore any
more than a transparent semblance to
the Crutchfield style. ‘‘Style’’ was

-what we wanted; a style that would at

least carry some of the marked features
of the dead author’s. Five logical and
truly laudable endings of the story had
come in from as many writers. In each
case of these five the Crutchfield style
was consgpicuously absent. Three un-
known writers had in a measure copied
Crutchfield’s style; but ; they, to use
the vernacular, made a flivver of the
story’s ending. It was a discouraging
task, and only three wecks remained be-
fore the closing of the contest.

Then, one morning in my mail I found
a brief letter from one Ansel B. Heckler,
of Silver Center, Wyoming. It 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
something about a Cyrus Crutch-
field who, I take it, died some time
ago. I know nothing of him, as I am
a farmer and have little time to
read. But one morning several
weeks ago I awole to find myself
sitting at the kitchen table, when,
according to my regular schedile,
I showld have been in bed.I had
nothing on but my pajamas. I re-
member distinctly that I had retired
as per custom at nine-thirty the
previous night. In nty sleep, while
sitting at the tadble, I had written a
lot of trash on a piece of wrapping
paper. Though this rot wes writ-
ten in my own hand, the mame at
the bettom was Cyrus Crutchfield.

- ‘I gathered from what Cruick
says that he ts dead and that he
wants me to write for him. He satd
something about your magazine,
something that I cannot make out,
as the writing i3 very irregular and
indistinct, and he mentioned other
magazines.

“I am not superstitious end I do
not even attempt home brew, but,
believe me or not, that very evening
I felt like writing something and I
did. I just sat there and turned my

hand loose and it wrote & story. I
had no idea what I was writing
until it was finished and I read it,

““Am sending you the story just
as it came off the pencil point and as
I wrote it on the kitchen tadble I
have mo typewriter and wouldn’t
know how to use it if I did have one.
If the story is any good it is for
sale; if you don’t care for it, burn
it up. ““Yours truly,

‘““Ansel B. Heckler.

P, S.—Since wrilting the above
1 read in a newspaper in town some-
thing about your offer of ten thou-
sand dollars to any one whe can
write the best concluding instalment
of a serial left unfinished by Crutch.
Our weekly paper, The Hcerald, only
mentioned it briefly. Wil you kind-
ly send me the megazine in which
the story—ichat there is of it-—is
printed? I want to read it; and if
Crutch really means business, per-
haps he will come across with the
finish of the story. I can use ten
thousand dolers very anicely, as 1
want 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 gasped
““It’s come, chief, it’s come! Listen t%
this yarn!’> He continued to gurgle in-
coherently as he waved the handwritten
manuscript about before my face and
dropped into a chair.
by IGHT WINGS,””’ he read the
title breathlessly, ‘by 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 unsaper-
stitious editor, I grunted and ordered
Holden to read. "

Was it there? As Holden read, my
scalp tingled unpleasantly, little Arctie
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 there!

A hundred little Crutchfield tricks of
expression were there; tricks that I and
thousgands of others would recognize in-
stantdy, but could not imitate in a thou-
send years. Not a single break in the
true Crufchfield form in the story’s six
thousand words. It was there, a short
story masterpiece and written with a



lead .pencil on both sides of foolscap

paper!

Gad! Was Crutchfield right, after
allt It was positively uncanny, de-
pressing!

We dispatched a check pest-haste to
Ansel B. Heckler of Silver Center,
Wyoming. Also, we sent by registered
mail full particulars of the ‘‘Crutchfield
Unfinished Story Contest,”” and the
story as it had appeared in the magazine
and as Crutehfield left it. I wrote a very
pleading letter to Farmer Ansel Heckler
in which I implored him to write his
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 and locked the handwritten
manuseript in the office safe.

I did not sleep well that night. I felt
very 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
convince us and the public that he was
Crutchfield’s earthly medium? What
would the effect be on Mariam? 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 waited for
another outburst from Silver Center,
Wyoming, I frequently caught myself in
the act of rehearsing a little plea that I
intended some day to make to Mariam.
Even then, only three months after
Crutchfield’s death, 1 was on the point
several times of axking her to try
matrimony as an cradicator of the past.

Her brave but vain efforts to appear
cheerful invited my advances. The
droop of her mouth as she gazed moodily
out at a window or caressed a flower in
mother’s garden seemed to be a mute ap-
peal for masculine protection. Thow
faint sighs that were not intended o be
beard, but which 1 always managed lo
hear, spoke eloguently of u dark, mys-
terious struggle in her mind and heart;
a silently fought conflict of which she
cared not or dared not speak.

Only three days remained before the
closing of the Unfinished Story Contest.
At this time we had selected the work of
three writers as containing enough
Crutchfield style to merit consideration
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in ow* decision. They were poor imita-
tions, but the prize must be awarded to
somebody. Would Heckler’s version
come? I sincerely hoped not.

But it came, and my worst fear'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
different 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, denocuement.

While my staftf was wildly excited and
enthusiastic, I was strangely 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 farm. Psychologists and
spiritualists alighted from thc branch-
line train at Silver Center almost daily.
Heckler’s many visitors found a quiet-
mannered man of perhaps thirty years
who loved his farm, his horses, his cows
und the windswept Wyoming prairies.
‘‘Heck,”’” as he was familiarly known to
his old friends down Silver Center way,
had a sense of humor and seemed in-
clined to take it all as a joke. But, too,
it was noted that at times a look akin to
fear came into his eyes when questioned
closely regarding "his communications
with the spirit of Cyrus Crutchfield.

“I ecan’t account for'it,”’ he was re-
peatedly quoted as saying. ‘‘l never
attempted to write until that queer re-
quest came. I cannot say that I like all
this. I was happy and contented: here
with my ranch work, and, really, I am
sorry old Cruteh sclected me for the
job. TIt—it--well, it isu’t natural, it
isn’t right.”’

Nevertheless, the stories c¢ontinued to
come. Without a gingle exception, they
were bought by the greedy editors, not
because of their peculiar and uncanny
origin. but because they were undeniably
Crutchfield stories.
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Heckler had no ocbjection to Ddeing
watched while at work. The men of
science had watched him repeatedly.
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.

Months passed. Mother had appar-
ently adopted dMariam. I was now daily
on the point of asking Mariam to marry
me. But 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 she suddenly burst into
tears and ran away from me. Then I
began to plot with mother. Trip out
\Vest, new scenes, new pleasures, climb-
ing mountains, moonlight on the West-
ern occan, sunsets ou the snow-covered
Sierray, then the question. It had been
done a thousand times in the stories I
had bought. Why not again in real
Life? '

We stopped at Silver Center. Every-
body went out of his way to see Ansel
tleckler. 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 our touring
car we sped toward the Ansel Heckler
ranch. In the afternoon we drew up be-
fore the old frame structure. A dapper
youny man, evidently Heckler’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?’’

I passed him my card and his manner
underwent an immediate change. ‘‘I am
sure Mr. Heckler will be delighted to see
you, Mr. Hil'worth. Please come in and
I will go after him.”’

““C'ould we be allowed the privilege of
—er—ancgking up on him in the
garden "’ T requested.

““Why-, certainly, sir. He is not easily
startled.”’

He escorted ns around the house and
pointed to u vegetable gurden some dis-
tance away. .

We found Heeckler busily engaged in
pulling weeds. ‘‘Guod afternoon,’’ he
greeted cheerily us we came upon him.
‘‘Don’t happen to be looking for work?
Weeds arc getting—’' but there he
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-
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lowwed 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 before her,

‘““Mariam!”’ I .exclaimed, stepping to
her side. ‘‘Are you ill, Mariam?’’ But
she eluded me and the next moment she
was sobbing brokegly on Anscl Heckler’s
shoulder while he patted her shoulder
soothingly and -said, ‘‘There, there,
Mariam.”” Mother and I ecomposed a
mystified audience and merely looked on
in wordless perplexity.

~¢‘Oh, Will!”’ Mariam sobbed, looking
up in Heckler’s face, ‘‘Will, please tell
me you did not do it! I—I cannot en-
dure this suspense another day. 1t will
drive me mad, Will! Tell me, Will, did
you do it? Did you kill—"’

““Why, Mariam!’’ the man inter-
rupted brokenly, drawing her closer to
him. ‘“Who told you that! You know
I didn’t kill—yes, I did kill him. I-—no
—DMariam, are these your friends?’’ in-
dicating mother and me,

‘““Yes, yes, Will, they are my dearest
friends,’’ Mariam answered a bit hyster-
ically. ‘“We ean trust them. Will, Let’s
tell them ull and have this terrible night-
mare over with for once and all. Please
tell me Crutchfield lied ; that you did not
doit.”’

A grim smile uppeared on Heckler's
lips. ‘‘I am Dbeginning to understand
aow. And you, you poor, loyal . little
woman! You have suffered for five years
to protect me! Come, Mariam; intro-
duce your fiiends and we will de as you
say, explain all for better or for worse.’”

1 was painfully aware during the in-
troductivus that I had lost Mariam. How
and why, I did not know; but the con
.viction was there that Mariam was not
for me. Nevertheless, though my heart
was heavy as lead, 1 was determined to
stand by ber te the very last in this mys
terious buxiness---whatevers the deuace it
was.

Heckler—-the mair Mariam calied Will
~silently escorted us tu the howse, In
the modest living-room be dismissed the

“typist. He insisted that Mariam, who
was yet very pale and shaken, lie down
on the old-fashioned davenport. Next,
he opened a small box safe and drew
forth some letters. One of these he
passed to me. ‘‘Read it aloud, Mr. Hill-
worth,”” he requested. ‘‘You will prob-
ably recognize the handwriting.’’

I did recognize that peculiax seript
immediately. It was Cyrus Crutch-
fleld’s.

‘“Dear long suffering William:
You will undoubtedly be overjoyed
to learn that I am about to launch
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myself in the great adventure. Yes,
I am tired of life. But don’t snule
yet, because my death will not mean
your freedom—unless, of course,
you elect to see a person who 13
very dear to you arrested and
charged with the murder of my
friend, Arthur Ba.dwin.

“Carry the work on, William, for
D an Hopwood has mot forgotten
what he saw on Moonstone Beach
that night five years ago. Am in-
closing full snstrictions, Will.am, as
to how ycu must carry on the work
for the several millions of fools wko
have been reading ‘Cyrus Crutch-
field’s’ stories for five years. Re-
member, too, that Dan Hopiwrood is
keeping - tabs on you and Mariem
constantly. The minute you grow
weary of your task Hopwood will
spill the beans as per instructions
from me, then your dear Mariam
will face @ murder charge.

‘‘Good-bye, old wise boy,
‘“‘CRUTCHFIELD.”

Mariam had struggled to a sitting
position on the davenport. Heckler—
or William—wds yuickly at hesr side.

‘“He—he said I killed Arthur Bald-
win?’’ she queried in a dazed way.

*‘Exactly,”’ answered Heckler. ‘‘And
1 could not help bhut believe it after the
way Baldwin insu'ted and comprumised
you. T—I was afraid, Mariam, to say
anything. In my mind. you would have
been justitied in killing Baldwin. and I
was determined to remain silent to pro-
tect you, believing as I did that the

- beach patrolman., Hopwood, had seen

Baldwin killed. J--°°

“*But.”” Mariam mterrupted.** Cruteh-
tield told me that it was you who killed
Baldwin; that you killed him because
he had insulted me. 1--17 married
Crutehfield to protect you. Will. And
you have been writing all.this time?
Crutchfield never wrote those stoiies?”’

**Yes, Mariam, [ have written every
line that Crutchfield ever sold. I had
lv, dear; don’t you see? Crutchfield
wrote me letters regularly in which he
threatened to tum you over to the police
if I did not continue to write and send
the rough draft stories to him. T—"’

‘“Just a moment,’’ T interrupted. “‘Is
your name Ansel Heckler or—"’

My name is William Middlerow."’

‘“Ah!” I ejaculated. ‘‘Pen naine, Jel-
licoe. You are the writer who disap-
peared so mysteriously about five years
ago. It was believed you were drowned
at sea.”’

““The same.’”’ Middlerow smiled rue-
fully. Then: ‘“You will recall, too, that

you wrote me several letters which
Crutchfield enclosed with his letters, you
not knowing where I was. In those let-
ters you begged me to remain silent for
‘your sake.” I inferred from your brief
letters that you really had 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 wecp again. ‘‘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. Middle
row?”’ 1 queried.

‘‘For several reasons. First, because
Mariam had consented to marry me,
Second, because he got th2 insane idea’
in his head that I had stolen a story plot
from his apartment at the Beach Hotel.
You will probab’y receall the story. It
was my first book-length novel, ‘‘Blood
Red.”” Crutchfield had placed his whole
futurc as a writer on this novel. It was
merely a coincidence that I conceived a
plot almost identical with his. His third
rcason was because, when he accused me
of the theft, I gave him an unmerciful -
beating.”’

‘‘Have you seen this beach patrolman,
Hopwood, since Baldwin was killed?’’
T asked.

“Twice. I made two trips to Florida
—Moonstone Beach—with the express
purpose of getting at the bottom of the
matter. § could get nothing from Hop-
wood except that he had seen Baldwin
killed, knew who killed him and that if
I wanted to know who did it to just start
something. This attitude of Hopwood’s
only strengthened my belief that Man
iam had shot Baldwin in a fit of despera-
tion. Understand, Mr. Hillvrorth, that.
Baldwin and Crutchfield were both.
madly in love with Mariam and had re-
peated's been rejected by her. Bald-
win had a4 concession on the pleasure.
pier and was a gambler on the side.
There was nothing left for me to do
after the murder but come back here to
my father’s ranch where I was known
as Ansel leckler, that being my father’s
name. I was an adopted son.”’

‘We talked it over for an hour, during
which time I found myself liking Mid-
dlerow more every minute. He had ab-
solutely none of the characteristics of a
man who would kill. True, I had lostall
hope now of making Mariam my wife;
but already I could see that a great
burden had been lifted from her mind
and heart, and I was glad.

The resu't of our talk was that I te-
egraphed to my detective friend, Hen-



drick Hennessy, requesting him to come
to Silver Center immediately.

Hennessy lost no time on the road.
All was explained to him. Then, leaving
mother and Mariam on the ranch vvith
Middlerow, Hennessy and I proceeded to
Moonstone Beach, Forida.

After a conference with the beach
authorities at the pleasure resort, Hop-
wood was brought before us.

‘“Why have you remained silent about
the Baldwin murder mystery, ilop-
wood 7'’ was Hennessy’s incisive query.

The heavy-jowled Iopwood 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 upmoved patrolman  The
paper looked like part of a page torn
from a note-book or diary. One corner
of it was burned as if it had been raked
from a fire. ‘‘Found it in Crutchfie!d’s
fireplace about a week ago,’’ said Hen-
nessy. ‘‘Part of a page from a diary, I
presume. Crutchfield had burned a
number of letters and papers just before
committing suicide, but the fire evi-

THE GREAT ADVENTURE

dently overlooked this one very inerimi-
nating little slip of paper.’’

I noted that Hopwood’s hands shook
slightly as he read:

“‘Since the night I killed Baldwin,
Though I have no fear of Hopwood
talking, I know that some day the
truth will be known. Losing game
any way I look at it. Dan Hop-
wood—"’

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’erow; letters in which he fre-
quently mentioned your name. [t’s an
open and shut case, Hopwood. Why did
you protect Crutchfield?’’ ’

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

‘““Of course, you understand,’”’ Hen-
nessy went on mercilessly, calmly, ‘‘we
believe that it was you, not Crutchfield,
that really did the killing. We have
evidence enough to—"’

The Singing Valley
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““That’s a damn lie!’’ the shaken pa-
trolman blurted. ‘‘Crutchfield "kiiled
Baldwin because '‘Baldwin threatened to
tell that girl Mariam Willows who stole

the Countess DeMurrae’s jewels from

her apartments at the Beach Hotel. They
—they fought on the beach. Crutchfield
killed him. It was Crutchfield who stole
the jewels and he and Baldwin 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 cffort
to save his own neck,

As I have said, I lost Mariam. She is
Mrs. William Midd'erow now. But I
still have mother, and that Crutchfield
Unfinished Story Contest did wonders
for my magazine.

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

4 AFEW days since a party of geutlemen from Pottstown

(Pennsylvania) rode to the celebrated Klingleberg, or
Singing Valley, about three mi'ecs distant. Although our
expectations were very highly raised by the reports which
we had heard, still they were more than realized on our
arrival there. A large and irregular mass of i'l-shaped stones
presented themselves to our view at first. They appear to
have been thrcwn together by some terrible convulsion - of
nature. From the appearance of the stones, probably at some
former period, a volcanic eruption must have taken place

here. By striking on the stones the most varied sounds imag-
inable are produced. The chime of the finest bells in the
world cou!d not excced in variety the sounds produced here,
from the most sonorous bass to the most delicate air, the
gradations beautifully fine. Near the Kling’eberg there is a

-considerable cave, which extends some distance under the

rocks, and is real’y worthy the attention of the curious
Many visitors heretofore have been at this place, but of late
it has been alnost deserted. When a traveler is much
troubled to kill time, there is not a place that would better
compensate him than a visit to this celebrated Singing Valley.




If You Like a Creepy Story of a
Haunted House You Will Enjoy

Tragedy Island

By J.M. ALVEY

*ALF a mile out from the maiu-
land lies Tragedy Island, a few
hundred acres of rugged oid

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 house.

The house itself is more than a century
old. The main section, built of brick
that crossed the Atlantic as ballast in a
Dutch merchant vessel, has had wings
added and little rcoms built on and
porches thrown out in whimsical irreg-
ularity. It has thirty-two rooms and to
go from one room to another you must
either go up a few steps or 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 rooms 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 complexions
and gay laughter; all make unearthly
visits to the old house and there rehearse
old times within its storied walls. Be-
Beve me, it is quite a ghostly place.

But, wild as Tragedy Island is and
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weird as the house is which stands there,
far wilder and more weird, much
stranger and many times gloomier have
been the men who were masters of the
Pplace.

Said an old boatman to me one day:
“If you want to know what T 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. It’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? But folks here-
abouts have growed ’customed to it.
When word c¢omes in that another



Hagenhaufuer has upheld the family

tradition people just say, ‘Well, let’s

see. Who's the next heir to the suicide

estate?’ Right creepy, ain’t it?”’
‘‘Horrible,”’ said I.

‘“‘A young man’s master o’ the place
now. I guess you know more o’ him than
I can tell you. You visit him every
80-80. It’s none o’ my business, and it
ain’t my way to nose into another's
doings, understand, but take care,
friend. Better watch 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 said and thought of it more than
once.

Guy Hagenhaufuer was the seventh
master of the fateful old mansion. He
was a young man when he came into his
grim inheritance and he was 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 Hagenhaufuers 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,

YOU go from the city by train to a
little village on the sea coast. From

the village you walk three quarters of a °

mile down a lomely 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 Hagen-
haufuer launch, piloted by the gardener,
to take you out to the island, which seems
to ride at anchor out at sea like some-
body’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 island 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, on that June aftérnoon, I
found Guy, in overalls, painting the
porch.

“Fixing up a bit. Got to make the
place cheerful, you know. Going to do
lots of improving this yummer. This
can be made a wonderful summer home,
you know. It really can, you know.’’

TRAGEDY ISLAND

During the week I stayed there 1 tried
tv reason him into shutting up the old
house and come away to the ¢ity. But
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, A

During the first year 01' two I went
back for week-end visits pretty often.
Then I left for a distant part of the
country.

Three years later I came back. On a
Wednesday morning I dropped Guy a
line to the effect that I would run down
to see him on Friday as per my old
custom for a week-end visit. Friday
morning.’s post 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 scaside
town in the early evening. It was Sep-
tember and beginning to grow dark
early. 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.

I at last decided to go over by my-
self,

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. ThenI
set out for the house. And as I went I
had vague misgivings, for there was no
light 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 went
up, feeling creepy, and pounded on the
front door.

IT seemed to burst open, and thero
stood a tall figure that I could only
feel, instead of see.

A voice said:

‘““Who are YOU?”’
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**Why, Guy!’’ I eried, for 1 knew his
voice. ‘‘What’s the matter? What’s
the matter?”’

““The matter ?’’ 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 cuntered it ahead of me, I
followed him.

Good Lord! 1hat a sight! Every-
thing upside down. Fumniture piled up
against the windows, 1ubbish littered all
over the floor. In the midst of this wild
scene stoox] my old friend, pale and
haggard, a revolver in his shaky hand.

‘““What’s the trouble? What’s
wrong?’’

He passed his hand acroes his brow.

“In the morning,’’ he said, *‘ You will
understand. Don’t ask me now.’’

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

We cooked our own supper and ate it.

When it was over he said:

“I’m tired. If you don’t mind let’s
go to bed?”’

“Of course 1 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 wrong?”’

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

““In the morning you’ll understand.
Don’t ask me now.’’

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

It was Guy who awakened me.

““Did you hear it?’ he whispered.

‘““What? When?”’ I mumbled, seram-
bling to my feet.

“‘Just now,’’ he replied. ‘‘ A shot.”’

“Guy,”” I said, “For the love of
Heaven, what’s going on here Where
are the servants? No one met rne at the
pier tonight. Good God, man, what’s it
all about?’’

He laughed.

‘“Are you afraid?’’ he asked.

I was, and yet I was not. I did not
answer,

‘“The sey-vanty ran away, the cowards.
They took the launch and left at sunset.
That’s how you found it with no one
to bring you over. You ase quite a
sailor, old man, to get here alone in the
dark.”’

He walked out of the room.

I sat by the open window. It was then
that I heard a low moaning sound that
rose and fell on the night air.
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As I listened soméone touched me on
the arm. It was Guy. '

““You hear it, t00,”’ he said. ‘“What
the devil is 1t?”’

““It’s two o’clock in the morning,’’ I
told him. ‘‘I understood you were tired.
Why don't you go to bed instead of
wandering round this place in the dead
of night$’’ .

He went away again. I heard him go
through the rooms, up a few steps 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 dozed by the window. Suddenly I
was wide awake. I looked out and saw a
light at the lauding pier. I watched it.

‘““Whoever is causing all this is get-
ting away,”’ I thought. “‘I'll follow and
see what I can.’’

I went to Guy’s room. Not a sound.
At last he was aslecep. So 1 hurried out
of the house and through the dark woods
and down the lane to the sandy patch of
marsh and along the path to the boat-
hoase,

As I came near the launch started.
The ““put-put’’ of its motor snapped out
on the night. It moved off to the north

TRAGEDY ISLAND

and went out of sighf mround the cuirivcd
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.

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 house.

I felt relieved to make this discovery
and turned back to the house. I went to
Guy’s room and listened again. I
opened the door. I went in. He was
not there,

I hunted him through the house. He
was not to be found. Out into the night
I went to find a track of him. Another
light attracted my attention. I ran back
to the landing pier. The light came on
and on. Nearer and nearer it grew. It
was a dory rowed by the gardener and
my old friend the boatman.

‘““He is gone!’’ I cried. ‘‘He is not
here. It was he, no doubt, who left in
the launch about two-thirty. He went
off to the north.”

‘““He went off this afternoom,’’ 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.
What’s that?’

‘A shot,”’ I said.

‘“And listen,”” said the gardener.
‘“The launch, our launch. I know that
engine. There! There it comes!’”’

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 a 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 had been
passing his hand in the night.

The Prowess and Ferocity of Some Crusading Chiefs

HE women of Antioch lined the ramparts; they were
vociferous in their exhortations to their husbands to
fight; and the Christians pretended to distinguish 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 Chmstian soldiers had fought with the heroic valour
of the Dukes of Lorraine and Normandy, (of whom stupen-
dous feats are related), few of the Turks would have escaped
the edge of their faulchions. Godfrey cut onme of his foes
through the middle. 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 the affrighted horse
galloped into the town. Another wretched Moslem he clave
asunder from the neck to the groin, by taking aim 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 Normandy
cleft the skull of a Saracen from the ecrown 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 his deeds; but we must not let the
modesty of the hero diminish our admiration of his courage.
A son of Baghasian, twelve emirs, and two thousand men of
common rank fell in this dreadful battle; and if night had
not suspended the victorious heroes’ ferocity, Antioch would
have fallen. The spoil reconciled the Christians to the disas-
ters which they had experienced. Omn 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-
spoiled them of their dresses and ornaments. They severed
the heads from the trunks; and fifteen hundred of them were
exposed on pikes to the weeping Turks; and some were sent
to the caliph of Egypt in proof of victory.



A Fantastic Little Story of a Man
Who Met the “Green Goddess of Dreams”

THE BROWN MOUSE

By EDWARD PARRISH WARE

S I climbed the stairway 1 was cou-

Ascious only that 1 was ben! upon

overtaking the vague form of ¢

man, slim and youthful, whose fuce at-

tracted me strangely. The question beat
in my brain:

Who is he?

If I could get my hands upon him,
compel him to look straight into my eyes,
his identity would immediatelv become
fixed; of that I was sure. But he scemed
to float, rather than walk, always just
out of my reach,

The chase, begun in a cafo on lower
Broadway, had led me through many
weary miles of streels, slippery- with
rain, and almost deserted. Miles away
the pursuit ended in a grim old studio
building much favored by writery,
artists, and others who follow looso
trades. I kmew the place; in fact, some-
one whosc naine I could not guite recall
lived there.

On the stairway of the building I over-
took my quarry, but he would not suffer
himself to Le taken; he mounted up-
ward ; so did I. Presently, on the second
landing, he relented—stood still. I ap-
proached with hands outstretched,
poised on the balls of my feet, lunged—

With moecking laughter trailing be-
hind him, he rose, seemingly without
effort, and floated to the head of the
stairs. There he paused on the topmost
tread, turned—

God in heaven! It was myself 1
looked at! Myselj, only younger—ages
younger!

Then the figure faded, lost its impor-
tance. 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 normsl; sufficiently so to
recognize my surroundings.

I was on my knees before the door of
my.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 hall radiator, which was near at
hand,

Back of me, 3omeone laughed. I got
up and looked toward the sound. Some-

thing danced in my vision; something
brown, formless. It had eyes, though;
brown ones. I could see them, nothing
more. No hands, no head, no mouth—
Then I saw that it did have a mouth,
and the mouth was smiling.

I became indignant. I threatened,
but to no purpose; the figure remained
-—approached. The smiling mouth
shaped words:

‘‘He who shaketh the cocktail, by the
cocktail shall he also be shaken!’’ were
the words the-mouth shaped.

I took the matter under advisement.
Someone wanted me to shake a cocktail.
Well-—If I could only -find out who
wanted it! Was it person, or thing,
there near me?

Then I recognized it.

“Mousc!”’

By its eyes I knew it!

‘“‘Mousel’”’ I repeated, laughing im-
moderately. ‘‘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 accord. A mouse, a brown one,
gnawed at my hand and brought me bolt
upright; I shook it off, and it became a
woman—a brown-eyed woman; a woman
who laughed. I buried my head in the
covers, and when I looked out again the
vision had gone.

Sitting there wupon 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 lanched with an editor, that
day; an editor who used to think well of
my work, and who 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
apinion had undergone a change, how-

ever; lie no longer cven considered my
work—the little that I did—but, for old
times’ sake, he dexired to reason with me
concerning my future, which, he said, I
was throwing away.

‘“You are allowing the fortune your
father built up with his pen, 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, ind to send
the results to my former frieud us soon
us any materialized. I mecant to dv so,
of course, but habit proved too strong.
I left the cafe wherc we had lunched,
and sought one farther down Birvadway
—where one could get, in a secluded
room in the building, tiny glasses of that
precious tluid that iy at once & curse and
an exaltation—a bitterness, and a sweet
of all swuets!

Absinthe!

Dear God above! What vicious stuff
it is that they give us now, in the name
of absinthe! Onece, in its clear, green,
sparkling thrall, one might find the
gsweet cxaltation of noble dreams—the
spiritual elevation wrought by a vision
of the streets of heaven, with soft-cyved
angels hovering near! Now, in its yel-
low, muddied depths one sinks as if in
a false woman’s arms—to deception, con-
fusion, deuth!

Yet we cling!

But why complain? The power to
soothe is there, and to deaden the brain;
the brain throbbing with the fading pul-
ses of things that might have lived!

It was in that cafe that the chase of
the night Lefore began—that pursuit of
an absinthe-created vision of my former
self. The self I might have been!

I GOT up from the couch, and stood

looking at my shoes, side by side
upon the chair. The laces had been un-
tied, instead of merely slipped, in hard
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 ficor, 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 conclusien 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.

vras it the woman? I remembered
her, now; laughing lips, merry brown
eyes and all. ‘‘Brown Mouse,’”’ I had
<alled her.

Who was shet Was she real, or just
a fancy of my own? 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
self—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 night 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 of 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
Io0m.

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. i

During the 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
myeelf 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 ocea-
sions; a new picture of her would flit
across my mind, elusive, as always; or
the odor of violets would saturate my
eenses. Needless tosay, I was not myself
upon any of those occasions.

On one of those scarcely remembered

THE BROWN MOUSE

visits she had wept—pleaded with me;
but what it was she pleaded for, or who
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 Brown Mouse, as I still thought of
her, I came home—bad, very bad. Worse
than I had ever been before. When I
awoke, the following morning, I lmew
that she had been with me the night
before; her presence, typified by the
violet perfume, still lingered. I strove
to bring her back to me, as she must
have looked when thcre, 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:

““The Brown Mouse will not come
again. It is afraeid, terribly afra:d,
and it is going—away. Perhaps, if
it kad been possidle for you to have
helped me, you weuld. I know you
would. That night, when the money
feli from your shoe—Oh, how I was
tempted! I meeded it so! Hunger
makes us do such strange things, It
cheapens- virtue—-destroys it. But
3¢ shall not cheapen or destroy
mine! Oh, if a ‘mouse’ could in-

~dulge @ human hope, it would be
that you will draw back from the
abyss before it is too late! Meay it
hope that you will?’’

No heading, no signature—gune!

I leaped out of bed.

What did the Brown Mouse fear?
‘Was she afraid of me? Or was it some-
thing else that threatened her?

My brain reeled dizzily; I felt very ill.
Try as I would, I could not fathom the
meaning of the words she had written.

Curse the day the Green Goddess of
Dreams first laid her cloying lips on
mine!

‘Was the Brown Mouse afraid of me?
Oh, no, no, no! I wouldn’t harm her
for the world! But—

I read the letter sgain, and umder-
stood !

Starving—going down in the unequal
battle of feminine frailty pitted against
the world—she had sought help from
me. And I was in no condition to help
anyone—not even myself !

Money? I could have given her that
—would have beggared myself for her!

Then a terrible thought shot through
my brain!

Could it be that she was afraid of her-
self, as I had often been of myself? And
did she contemplate the easy way out,
as I, too, had contemplated it? Was
that what she meant when she said she
was going away?

Slipping into & dressing gown, I ran
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 hall I stopped
suddenly. From a partly opened door-
way came the odor of violets—strong,
sickeningly strong!

‘With mad longing to find her, and to
protect her from that thing she feared—
no matter what it might be—I pushed
the door ajar and entered.

The room was in darkness, save where

.the light from behind me trailed across

the floor, and out of the gloom some-
thing leaped at me. It was the sickening
odor of violets, so intense it seemed to-
my distraught mind a thing alive!

I stepped further into the room, and
something swayed before me—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 beneath the
chandelier—one 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 swaying figure under the
chandelier. I took the rigid foot into
my hands and breathed upon it, trying
b warm it—muttering, over and over,
broken, senseless, useless words!



An Aviator’s Fatal Encounter
With the Monsters of the Air

EXHIBIT “A”

By ANNE HARRIS HADLEY

“T HE wreckage of the 'plane has
all been cleared away and dis-
posed 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
very evident that he broke the altitude
record as he had been trying so hard to
do. 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 same queer odor you
can still detect on the book was quite
noticeable as we were clearing up.’’

The Major sniffed the book.

““Um—odd,’’ he said. ‘‘All right, I'll
look it over.”’

Licutenant Gorham saluted and vent
out. 'The Major opened the little book
and read, at first casually, then intently:

‘I am writing this’’ [ran the words
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 cxperiences.

‘It 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 must have become dizay, for
the r.ext recollection I have is of a sen-
sation 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 then 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,
however, held me securely, and I lapsed
again into unconsciousness.

‘“The next conscious moment found
me lying prone on the softest, most rest-
ful substance I can conceive of. I had

a sensation as of gentle zephyrs puffing
into my face and I opened my eyes.
There was an indefinite, shapeless mass
above me. As I watched it, I became
convinced that it was endowed with in-
telligence and that its actions were the
seurce of the pleasant, revivifying puffs
of air I felt.

‘‘Observing more closely, the mass
above mec looked somewhat like a huge
oyster about the size of 8 man and of a
cloudy semitransparent substance. Its
outline was not clearly defined. Imagine
my sensations when I realized that it
appearcd able at will to put forth from
any portion of itself streams of its sub-
stance which remained connected with
the main body and performed the fune-
tions of arms! Think of it! An extra
arm or two or three—any number of
them projected at will from any part of
the body! The unnaturalness of it, the
slimy horror the formless gray mass in-
duced made me shiver. Though its ac-
tions appeared friendly, though it made
no effort to harm me, yet an icy sweat
broke out all over my body as I gazed
fascinated at the unearthly being.

“I found afterward that it trans-
ported itself from place to place without
apparent bodily movement and by means
of some interior energy instead of by
the use of lege, of which in fact the
creature bad none. It was just as if an
aeroplane cou'd glide along without
movement of the propeller, driven by
sheer inner impetus of its engine.

‘“As my mind became clearer I real-
ized that the strange creature was pro-
jecting a portion of itself into an appar-
ently stationary object, and then gently
waving the part so transported over me,
thus puffing the currents of air which
were reviving me, The eerie, creepy
sensation this gave me is indescribable.
I felt it must be part of some fantastic
dream, and yet I knew all too well that
I was awake, that no sudden, grateful
earthenoise would jar me back to the
realm of familiar things,

“““Somchow, by what strange trick of
Fate or machinations of this pallid,
semitransparent creature I knmow not,
but while I sat unconscious; my swiftly

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 of the
moon. And I, a human being, & dweller
on old Mother Earth, was here in this
unutterably strange place—and one of
the beings who dwell in it was reviving
me. Doubtless he réecognized me as
earthborn and knew my inability to live
comfortably in the thin atmosphere of
the place, hence he was pouring air in
my face as 2 man on earth might pour
water in the face of one:who had fainted.

‘¢ A8 my senses revived my amazement
knew no bounds. I sat up, very awk-
wardly to be sure, for the least effort
moved me much farther than I antici-
pated.

‘¢ ‘How do you do?’ I said, by way of
showing I was ready for whatever might
be in store,

‘“The creature emitted a queer, whis-
tling noise, which I found afterward is
the manner of speech of these creatures
who inhabit the zone at the point and
near where the gravity of the earth and
that of the moon neutralize each other.
On account of the small density of their
bodies and the great power of their in-
terior means of locomotion, which for
lack of a better name 1 will call engines,
these creatures can go a considerable
distance on either side of the plane of
neutrality and return, but are careful
not to go far enough so that the gravity
of either earth or moon can exercise on
them a pulling power greater than their
engines can resist. Later on’'I made an
effort to find out if any had ever done
s0, but on account of the difficulty I had
in making mjyself understood, I could.
get no satisfactory information.

““They have great intelligence and
have perfected antigravity screens,
though I do not understand fully for
what purpose they are used. I do know,
however, that they are used as resting
places for such as are disabled in any
way, especially when trouble i8 expe-
rienced in their locomotive apparatus.
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““It was on one of these screens that I
was lying when I regained consciousness.
This screen was a huge affair, in appear-
ance like. a thin layer 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
revived me and whose captive I appar-
ently was, indicated to me that I should
keep still, then he placed near me the
object into which he had been dipping.
This object was oval in shape and re-
minded me of a semisolidified cloud.

‘‘The ereature made queer noises and
wavings of those surprisingly out-thrust
portions of his body. At last T under-
stood that 1 was to make use of the
cloud-bow). 1 discovered that it was
filled with air. breathable by a human
being—containing real, life.sustaining
oxygen.

‘““Whenever thc thin atmosphere
around hecame too devoid of oxygen and
breathing became difficult, I would dip
my hands into the bowl and dash oxygen
in my face. The effect was quite last-
ing. The oxygen (or whatever the
oxygen-containing substance was, for of
its exact nature I am 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 muss which was in reality a grav-
ity screen, and I watched, wondering
"what would happen next. After a min-
ute or so 1 moved over to my ’plane,
carrying the oxygen-bowl along.

. ““The sensation of moving about was
extremely odd, and that of earrying the
bowl was no less su. Nothing scemed to
have any appreciable weight. This was
due at least partly to the gravity scicen,
which was adjustable to counterbalance
part of the pull of cither carth or moon
as meed might bc and thus make the at-
traction of the two Dbodics practically
equal at a given spot. The result of the
usc of such sereens is that the neutral
zone, instead of a plane a hair’s thick-
ness, becomes for thcir purposcs por-
tion of space perhaps some miles in
depth, -

““I examined my machine, which
seemed to be in good condition, although
the gasoline was quite low. The being
watched me curiously, then suddenly
attached itself to the gravity sereen by a
tentacle put out, and started hurtling
through space drawing the screen which
bore me and my ’plane behind him. This
digsipated the oxygen around me and I
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found the only way I could breath was
by dipping my head into the bowl. Then
I managed with fair comfort. After 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 more accurately de-
scribes what they have iu place of voices,
are all in a very high key and vary from
the sweetest fairy notes of dreamland to
the siren note of a factory whistle. I
noticed that those of dark, indistinet
colar had the siren-whistle voices, while
some of the orange and pink and bjue
bodies gave forth extremely sweet
sounds,

““My appearance caused great excite-
ment among them; and I can not begin
to describe my  own sensations as I stood
on that soft, cloud-like sereen and leaned
for companionship against the only
familiar thing in sight—my ’planc. All
about me was a confusion of these ex-
traordinarily high-pitched whistle
voices, and evervwhere these indistinet,
variously-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 observed due regard for my pevson.
Not onc of them touched me, but their
long tentacles came darting out here and
therc touching, investigating the ’plane
and its wmecchanism. They recoguized
and respected mec as a sentient being.
The ’plane was a crcated object a8 were
their gravity screens. As T realized
their consideration, I could not but
wonder, even in the midst of this strange
scenc, if a crowd of human beings com-
ing suddenly upen onc of these unearth-
1y creatures would show cqual courtesy.

‘*At last the hubbub suddenly quicted
and I witnessed another surprising oc-
currence. The strange forms stood still.
expectant, moved by the approach of
something unseen by me. Then while [,
too, waited, breathless for the next de-
velopment, I saw coming from the direc-
tion toward which attention scemed
turned a glowing, orange-colored being,
bearing a blue-white sphere that quiv-
ercd 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 sphere. Vith these
second two tentacles it separated the

sphere into halves, and a gas strange
—a cloud of perfume, the most exquisite
I could imagine—ecame forth. I could
think of nothing but the almost divine
sweetness of the odor. I drank in all my
lungs could hold, and breathed deeply
again and again.

““I found afterward that the odor is
to them what food is to us, and is dis-
tributed at intervals by orange-colored
beings. I also noted that the gray and
brown ones always shifted the gravity
sereens and scemed to be most intérested
in the intricacies of my 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 strauge
captors had gone I could not guess. Im-
penetrable screen masses were above and
beloww tme. 1Ay ’plane was nearby and
undisturbed. The space between the
cloud masscs had been flooded with oxy-
gen, the sourcc of which is still unknown
to me.

‘“Whether these creatures have homes
and gardens and laboratories, I do not
know, but certain it is that somewhere
beyond what I have secn, there must be
abodes, apparatus with which to work,
to prepare the oxygen, the heavenly
food-odors, to make the intricate gravity
screens. I am consumed with a burn-
ing desire to penetrate beyond the cloud-
screen barriers and learn more of the
life and wisdom of these eerie but highly
intelligent beings.

‘‘Finding myself alone, I wandered
about between the cloud masses, but
dured not attewmpt to force my way
through them lest [ should impair their
ubility- 1o counteract the foree of gravity
and should tind mysell falling headlong
toward earth o moon. Ny, it is better
fo wail and wender. .And after a while,
worn out by the wonder of it all, I lay
down and slept.

“IWhen I awoke, three of the gray
creatures had returncd and werc curious-
1v investigating my ‘planc. I rose from
the elond-sereen, on which T had been
sleeping, and joined them, They were
cuger to learn about the machine, and 1
was ¢uite willing to cxplain, but since
we had no common language, no common
gestures. not even similar limbs in com-
mon with which to gesticulate, we made
rather poor headway. . ..

“‘These things have gone on for some
time. How long I cannot accurately
tell, as my watch has long since stopped,
and the periods of twelve hours light
and twelve of darkmess of course do not
obtain here, I imagine from the growth
of beard on my face that about thiee



days have passed. And now a new and
ominous 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 back and forth like specters in a
dream, moving with incredible rapidity
and always most unexpectedly putting
forth those surprising tentacles. As they
mull about, first onc and then another,
and sometimes several at once, emit those
odd, umearthly, 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
etake.
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“Now they are tearing at the gravity
screens. Some pull iu one direction, some
in another. 1 do not know the strength
of the beings or of the screens, but if a
screen should break—

$“Well, I have 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
moon—what then?

‘I have taken my seat in the ’plane
and adjusted the safety belt. There is
nothing more I can do. My uction seems
to have added to the excitement, but
there is still dissension among them.

“‘They are tugging in good carnest at
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the screens. They surely ecannot stand
the strain. The one beneath me is part-
ing. Iuostead of cloudiness, I ace merely
space beneath me.

‘“My engine—"’

There the account 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 of his desk
ready to accompany his report to Wash-
ington.

AMES 1V, King of Scotland, being persuaded by the

clergy and bishops to brealr with England, and declare
war against Henry VILI, contrary to the advice of his nobil-
ity end geutry, who were to bear both the expense and the
olows of a battle, thus overruled by the clergy, raised
an army and prepared to march to the frontiers; but
the evening beforec he was to take the field, as he was at
vespers in the chapel royal at his palace of Linlithgow, an
ancient man appesred to him with a long head of hair of
the colour of amber, (some accounts represent it as a glory
round his head) and of a venerable aspect, having on a belted
plaid girt round with a linen sash. This man was perceived
by the king before he came up close to him, and before he was
seen by any of the people; and the king also perceived him
to be earnestly looking at hiny, and at the noble persons about
him, as desiring to speak to him.

After some little time, he pressed through the ¢rowd, and
came close up to the king, and, without any reverence or
bow made to his person, told him with a low voice, but such
as the king could hcar distinctly, that he was sent to him tu
warn him not to proceed in the war which he had undertaken
at the solicitation of the priests, and in favor of the French;
and that if he did go on with it he should not prosper., Ile
added also, that if he did not abstain from his un-Christian
practices, they would end in his destruction.

Baving 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 his going back from the king;
which put them all into the utmost consternation.

The king himyelf was also in great confusion; he would
fain have believed that the specter was a man, and would have
spoken to him again, and ssked some questions of him. But
the people constantly and with one voice affirmed that it was

an angel, and that it immedisately disappeared after the mes-
sage was delivered; that they plainly saw him and felt him
thrusting to get by them as he went up, but not one could
see him go back.

The king upon this was satisfied that it was not a real
body, but an apparition; and it put him into a great conster-
nation, and caused him to delay his march a while, and call
several councils of his nobility to consider what to do.

But the king being still overpersuaded by those engines
employed by Monsieur L.a Motte, the Erench ambassador,
continued in his designs for a war, and advanced afterward
with his army to the Tweed, which was the boundary of the
two kingdoms.

Here the army rested some time, and the king being at
Jedburgh, a known town in those parts, as he was sitting
drinking wine very plentiful'y in a great hall of the house
where his headquarters was then held, supposed to be the
old Earl of Morton’s house, the specter came to Lhim a second
time, though not in the form which he uppesred at Lialith-
gow, but with less regard and respect to the prince, and in
un imperious tone told him he was commanded to warn him
not to proceed in that war, for if he did, he should lose not
the battle only, but his crown and kingdom; and after this,
without staying for an answer, went to the chimney, and
wrote on the stone over it, or that which we call the mantel-
piece, the following distich :

Lasta sit ille dies, nescitur origo secunds,
Sit labor an requies, sic transit glosie mundi.

That the king did not listen to either of these notices, our
histories, as well as Buchanan, the historian of Scotland, seke
notice of very public'y; 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

ISA-BELLE MANZER

By

The next after-noon Doctor, Daily in-
healed some more of the liguid Fimi-
liarto Transparent gas. to make him in-
visible! for he had decovered that he
was coming back in his natrel body
agsin and he had found out tdat the
Transparent QGas would only make him
invisible for three days untill he would
begin to turn back into his naturel self
again and if he wanted to play ghost it
was necessary for him to take more of
the gas, he hud decided to take a long
walk On all sides the desert stretched
away to the haze of nothingness -aland
of the marage; scens-which the jealous
desert steals from arid 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
away, then fade out to show a waste of
dust and the graym mesquite, which
rattles in the hot winds, On a rock
plateau of this range stood this town of
Kent City. and 'it’s streets are paved
with the solid rock of the mountains. At
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 gorge, so grotesque in formation
that it did not appear to be a Work
of nature, but just around the curve
was a grassy spot it was a Qrave
7ard. and just as Doctor Daily Ghost
{erns the curve he saw that A Funeral

was in progress, or rather, had been in-

progress, The corpse Was there in the
rongh 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
gravs, talking earnestly The Ghost 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 a
38

tew feet from a white-bearded mau.
Podner, by your whiskers yo’re a
preacher; are yuh? 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 tarned on
his heel, facing the crowd. Folks, we're
in luck

The Funeral will proceed just like

nothing happened .
Extraordinary,”’

Just a« moment said the preacher
‘“What happened to ‘be the matter?
‘““Not a damn thing, we needed a
preacher bad and you showed up. There
yuh Got it!”’ But Sir have you no
preacher? Not now We did have untill
last night you see he for got the honest
rules in a gaim of poker which give him
smaller 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 his body in the casket!
Iplumb forgot that he coulden say his
own oration, That ’s where you come in
handy, like'a gun in a holster. the old
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 words 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 to 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 sholder and the voice of the
Doctor, Ghost interrupted the man who
deliver the sermon, I dont like to stop
a preacher from a sayin what he know
a bout 2 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 looked &
round but he saw kunow one who was
speaking to me he asked, I did i reckon
parson. 1. 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?? the man who
clamed to be a 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 any harm but this old white haird
man is know preacher he a raskel and
a gambler let me have that deck of
dards in your pocket will you? as the
ghost finished all the men glanced
quickly at the gambler who was pren-
tending to be a sent, then the ghost said
men I’}l prove to you that this man 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 offord for the man
who shot Preacher Baker The men
Turned to see who was speaking at last
a man spoke up One thousand Dollars
Mr Ghost It was Detective Wright in
disguis the Ghost laughed *‘I'll get your
man for half the reward. get the man
and mr ghost the five-hundred is yours
The Preacher wds nearly Collapsible
but 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 drew 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 man I reckon
‘I’ll 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

ERHAPS you who read this story,
P you church-going, God-fearing
people, will not understand g8 man

of my stamp. I have always been of the
earth earthy. I have believed in neither
God nor the Devil. It has been my be-
lief that when one dies he ‘is dead and
fit prey for the worms—nothing more.

I have been a gross materialist. I havo
believed that religion and God arc a
panaces 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 is a just and
avenging God, after al.

By HAL HALBERT
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My name is Arthur Blum. Only three
years ago I was a respected citizen of
a certain Southwestern city. I held a
vesponsible 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 owner of the
business was a crabbed commercial
shark with a pious Sunday face and a
shriveled weekday conscience. His name
was Julius Perriott.

He would not raise my wages; and so
I set out to robhim. I was the cashier.

I filled out the checks. and he .signed
them with a flourishing, intricate signa-
ture of which he was very proud.

I practiced writing the signature and
I became so expert that I could dupli-
cate it. Any bank teller will tell you
that an involved signature is easy to
forge. The rest was casy. I took money
as 1 needed it, charging on the books to
various accounts. I was shrewd. I
stole in smull amounts, here and there.
But the inevitable happened. I cashed
a check for one hundred dollars, charg-
ing it to advertising. Before I could
destroy the canceled check he szaw it

and became suspicious. An audit fol-
39
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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
gtate penitentiary.

Did I do wrong?! Yes, according to
the customs of ordered society ; but I did
no wrong according to my philosophy of
life. I merely was not efficient. I got
caught. Old Perriott robbed and swin-
dled his customers every day. But he
was more cfficient than I was. The cus-
tomers did not catch him. He got away
with it. IIe 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 somcthing, as
I have said, has happened that has
served to put a great doubt in my mind
as ta the wisdom of my materialistic
philosophy.

I served my term and came out an
expert broom maker; but I had no idea
of making brooms. Deep down in my
heart, I think, there was a hatred for the
smug society that had robbed me 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 WAS released from prison on the

first day of September. Two days
later I dropped off 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 steal.

The bluecoated policeman, who looked
at me perfunctorily as I passed, would
have served his employers well had he
shot me down. But he only looked at
me with his searching professional 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 bad 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-
fore me was a sign reading:

PERRIOTT and SON
Jewels, Curios, Antiques

Tt 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 zaro point. It was the lower-
ing atmosphecre 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 whecl doddering on its last legs. A
clutter of curiously wrouzht brass ves-
sels gave off a somber sheen. 1 started
nervously as a tall 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 cscape.

‘““‘Something, sir?’’ 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 locked at him closely 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 fogether
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 live near
the sea.”’

There the letter was, self-explanatory;
and there was the flourishing, intricate
signature at the end that we both knew
s0 well. It represented me in restrained
terms as a frugal, hard-working, honest
man—a capable clerk and a competent
office man. If there be a God, he’ll not
forgive me that lie.

He finished the letter and looked up
at me with his great dark eyes.

““You would work?’’ he queried. That
was all. No inquiry as to his brother.

I put on an humbly straightforward
manner.

‘I am but a poor man, sir, and I must
live in the lowlands. I have a bit of
money saved up, but I would work for
my board and a pittance for my tobacco.
Perhaps, sir, you would find me useful t’’

I caught a gleam of avarice in his eye.
Ah! yes, he was a true brother of my
former master.

‘“Come back to the office,’’ he invited,
civilly enough. We entered a sort of
grilled cage with a bookkeeping desk
and a few chairs, It was a dark and

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]”’
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 nerch a blackish bird balanced
himself. 1le ruffied his feathers and
cocked a dark eye in our direction in &
most impatient manner.

‘“Ah! Hungry, 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
he returned my stare with glittering
eyes.

‘““He’s got the devil in his eye,”” 1
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.”

I WAS put to work in the office, some-
times aiding in the shop during the
infrequent rushes. The customecrs came
from all over the United States, from
Canada, and even from Europe itself.
They were mostly pseudo-connoisseurs,
collectors of various kinds aud curio
hunters. They bought medieval mirrors,
the worn household gods of famous men,
documents signed by history-making
statesmen, and many other things that
I knew not of,

But the most precious of Perriott’s
wares were his jewels. He claimed to
have a great emerald that once was
warmed on La Pompadour’s bosom and
a'rub¥ that had graced the hilt of the
Black Prince’'s sword. I don’t know
about such things, but the glimpse I
caught of the jewels when old Perriott
opened the vault made my heart beat
with excitement and joy. There were

. rare emeralds, pearls and diamonds from

every clime. There were amethysts and



rubies in aniique settings, opals, agates,
turquoises, garncets—their brilliance im-
prisoned in that impregnable vault.

I was not ordinarily allowed 10 go near
the vault when it was open. He un-
locked it, brought out the books himself
and then closed it and whirled the dial.
it became an obsession with me to get
into that vault, but the old miser care-
fully hid the twirling dial with his body.
Yet my opportunity came.

One morning he came hurriedly into
the office to get the famous emerald to
thow 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 man was intent on his task,
but his attention was distracted by the
bird and he looked up impatiently.

““‘¥ced him,’’ he ordered somewhat
pettishly, offering me a sack of nuts.

The perch of the bird was directly in
front of tbe vault door. I mounted a
chair and stood there pretending to feed
the bird while he whirled the dial and
threw open the door. In those few mo-
ments I stored the numbers safely away
in my brain.

I offered my palm filled with peanuts
to Othello. But that strange bird
fluffed up his feathers and retreated
toward. his cage, eying me witl 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 ery out, but
no sound came. Iie seemed to be con-
tinually jeering at me. I grew to hate
the bird. Perhaps it was a guilty con-
science—if I have a conscience—-for all
this time I was preparing for the rob-
bery of that vault. I had already taken
an impression of the keys to the shop
and had tediously filed out their dupli-
cates. I had also traced the intricafe
meanderings of the burglar alarm and
iinew exactly where to snip the connec-
tion. I was only waiting a favorable
time to strike, .

The time came one dark and muggy
night about ten days after my arrival.
A heavy mist rolled over the river and
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 came back
to the shop after the evening meal, and

.flash on.
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the son, a -newly-married man, never.
Ten minutes would suffice for me to loot
the safe. \Wrapping the plunder into a
mailable package, I would drop it into
a nearby postofilce station, directed to
my sister a hundred miles away". I had
already written her that I was mailing
her some books and that she might ex-
pect me soon. Fifteen minufes would
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 dcparture.
and I could enjoy the spoils in comfort.

AS I slipped into the shop, my keys
working perfectly, the grand-
father’s clock was tolling the hour of
geven in the evening. Its hoarse voice
reverberated metallically throuzhout the
building. First I cut the connection of
the burglar alarm. Then I made my
way carefully to the office, throngh the
eerie shapes of odd furniture, brassware,
and the lumber of past ages that made
up the stock in trade. A moment later
I 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 wheel
and the massive door swung open. I
ingserted a jimmy between the two inner
iron doors and the final barrier fell

There before me in orderly array lay
a Midas fortune. Before the concen-
trated rays of my electric torch. opals
shed their pale radiance, rubies burned,
emeralds gave forth their grecnish sheen
and diamonds twinkled like fallen stars.
I did not touch the cash. It was not
great and I was after bigger things. I
gathered up the jewels, row on row. and
laid them ecarefully in the box by my
side. I wrapped the box hastily, but
with care, and addressed it to my sister.
I was just rising to leave the vault when
the opening of the shop door caught my
ear. My heart dropped like a weight
in my bosom, Some one was coming in
the door! ‘

It flashed over me then that it must
he old Perriott, for I had locked the
door securely behind me. I looked care-
fully from my covert and saw a light
It was Perriott and he was
giving directions to a burly drayman. I
remembered a Chippendale wardrobe
that had gone out to a customer in the
city that day. It evidently had been
returned. and old Perriott, fearful of its
loss, would not be satisfled until it was
safely under lock and keéy. The dray-
man grunted and swore over his task,
but Perriott was a hard taskmaster and
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made him handle it with the greatest
carec. My heart lightecned as 1 waited.
for its completion, for 1 felt sure that
old Perriott would go home when it was
done to his satisfaction, leaving m: to
finish my plundering in safety. The
drayman with many grunts edged the
wardrobe into the niche prepared for it,
received his fee and departed. Perriott
looked around the shop and turned
toward the door.

And then I heard something stirring
over my head. There was a rustling on
the perch above me, a fluttering of
wings, and then a screeching voice
turned my blood cold in my veins.

‘‘Peanuts! Peanuts! Peanuts!’’ yelled
the black devil. ‘‘Peanuts! Peanuts!
Peanuts!’’

T have never known whether it was my
own movements or the flashing of the
light and the bustle in the front of the
shop that aroused the sleeping villain.
But there he was, an imp of Satan above
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 to
prison again,

The old man shuffled down the narrow
aisle and into the grilled office. He
pressed the button that flooded us with
light. What must have been his astonish-
ment when he saw his rifled vault! What
his horror when' he saw the fearful being
befor¢ him clutching an iron bar! I
half pitied him even as I struck. But
the blow went wild and his lips,
shriveled by fear, opened in a bleat of
pure terror.

“‘Mercy, Blum! Mercy, Blum! Mercy!
Mercy!’’ he screamed.

I averted my eycs as I struck again.
The screaming ceased, but the memory
of that animal c¢ry for mercy lingers
with me to this day. '

Old 'Perriott had fallen like an ox
under the second blow. There he
sprawled, a clumsy, inert thing. Was
he dead? I was not sure. But even I
had not fallen so low as to strike a
fallen man. I listened for an instant to
see if the screams had attracted atten-
tion, but there was no sound save the
lurch of a heavy wagon over the cobble-
stones outside.

I thought a moment. If by any chance
he should revive I were a lost man. There
was but one thing to do—put him in
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the vanlt. There the imprisoned air
insured that he would not ecome out alive.

I softly closed the massive door,
twirled the dial and looked about me for
the starling. I was resolved that he
should die. I leoked on his perch, in his
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-house. The package of
jewels was in the postofficc aud the
jimmy resting on the bottom of the river.
I had been genc exactly thirty minutes.

“Where lave you been, Blum?”’
asked one of the luughing group.

“Just having a quiet pipe in my
room,’”’ I answered casily.

My alibi was perfeet.

I RETURNEDD to the shop the next

morning exactly on my schedule. I
found the office as I had left. it, orderly,
commonplace enough in the morning
light. Old Perriott had been missed and
the son had ’phoned the policc. A police-
man and a plainclothes man were there.
The unlocked door had aroused the son’s
fear for the old man’s safety, but the
closed vault and undisturbed stock pre-
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cluded 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 addressed young
Perriott.

‘“Will you open the vault, sirf I wish
to do some work on the books.”’

I watched him collectedly while he
whirled the dial. 'The dvor swung back.
There lay old Perriott. He was lying
on his face with onc hand toward the
door. I had left him on his back.

The consternation wus terrible. I
alone was calin,

‘“‘He has been dead for many hours,”’
announced the officer, his voice appro-
priately solemn.

My heart felt joyous within me, Dead!
Now I knew I was safo.

And then something came stalking out
of that vault, a black demouic creature.
Tt was Othello. Ile fluttered up to his
usual perch and ruffled his ¥eathers
diabolically. Fle was staring at me, [
thought, and his black eyes glittered with
a fiendish light. He opened his beak
tentatively perhaps a dozen times, but
no sound came. Suddenly he let out a

Infernal Machine

strident plaint that I will hear to my
dying day :

‘““Alercy, Blum! Mercy, Blum! Mercy!
Mercy! Mercy!’’ he screamed, and it
seemed to me that his voice was wail-
ingly triumphant.

“Mercy, Blum! Mercy! Mercy!”’ 1
thought that he would never stop. There
be was on his swinging perch, a devil
incarnate, screaming me away to certain
death.

I fell back, my face ashen, and stared
with terror at the Lird. A fiend he was
from hell itsclf, sciveching out his
cternal refrain. I ceuld stand it no
longer, with murder in my heart I
started toward the bird, The detective
stopped me with leveled revolver.

“I arrest you for the murder of
Andrew Perriott,’’ Lie said.

OMORROW . [ dic. I read intoday’s

paper of the electrie chair newly in-
stalled in the state ponitentiary, I will
be one of the' first to rest mysclf in that
deadly seat. But I do not think of that.
My mind keeps going back to that black
devil. Otheilo. Whether an emissary of
God or Satan, I would die happy could
I but once get my fingers around his
neck!

HE Journalist of the reign of Henry III of France,
under 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 Milland Allegre,
It was a box, containing thirty-six pistol barrels, each of
them loaded with a couple of bullets. This box was so con-
trived, that on opening it each of these barrels was to dis-
charge its contents, firing off seventy-two balls. It was sent
with a forged letter as from De Milland’s sister, signifying

that she desired his acceptance of a curiosity, which the
bearer would instruct him 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.
Accordingly, by De Milland’s direction, it was opened, and
in his presecnee, when the pistols 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 Final Installment of

Coils of Darkness

CHAPTER THIRTEEN
BACK TO ENGLAND

<Y T’S the most delightful thing im-

I aginable—'> Lady Annabel

Howard paused to have her cup
refilled.

‘‘You remember,’’ she resumed, ‘‘two
or three months back, when Will took
that little run around Indiz. Well, he
met her then, and came back positively
raving about her. I told you all about it,
Helen, at the time. You surely must
recall it.”

““I haven’t the faintest idea what you
mean, Ann. If you can ever leern that
we are not mind readers, and form the
habit of beginning at the beginning, in-
stead of hindside 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 pausc in Lady Howard’s
remsarhs, due to the passage of the sand-
wich plate, was hastily filled in by her
husband.

‘“My dear Helen, there’s only one way
of getting at the beginning of my wife’s
stories, and that is to sit tight until the
end of them. They work on the same
principle as the boomerang—"’

‘‘Lawrence, you are simply impos-
sible! How can Helen understand if
you persist in distracting her from the
point? Now, as I was just saying—
where was If—what was I talking
about?—O yes! 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.”’

‘‘Annabel, I insist—"’

‘‘@ive her time, Helen. Don’t hurry
her.”” Lord Howard soothed the im-
patient listener as his wife paused for
breath,

They were joined by several others,
one of whom tactfully took upon himself
the task of relieving the tension. Lord
Lesquith’s handsome sister was noto-
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rious for prolonging a narrative sbame-
lessly, and Herbert Kalloch’s interven-
tion was gratefully received.

“I quite agree with Lady Howard in
her opinion of Lady Halketh,”” the
young Scotchman threw in cleverly, to
be rewarded with a smile of appreciation
by the original promoter of the topic.

““There, you see! Mr, Kalloch is the
Arst person I have been able to draw an
honest expression from. But that’s be-
cause he’s a man, I suppose—and it does
take & man to really give a woman her
due, when it comes to her charms. Now,
not one of you girls hus said a good word
for her yet. If I do say it myself, 1
can always see another woman'’s attrac-
tions, and give her full credit for them,
too!’’

‘“That is because you can afford it so
well.”” Kalloeh again slid gracefully
into the conversation, encouraged by the
flattering reception of his previous
effort, and seeing breakers ahead.

Kalloch’s diversion was both success-
ful and opportunc. Lady Annabel
paused just long enough, as she smiled
her thanks to the young man for his com-
pliment, to permit a general chorus of
praise to ascend at the mention of Lady
Halketh, whose social 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 found 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
revelation 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, and still less for that of the Home
Office, to which he immediately cabled
his resignation with the request that it
be acted on at once, he forced through
the preparations for their depsrture,

During thesé first terrible days the
miserable pair lived through their

routine in a kind of stupor of wretched-
ness, 80 numbed by their agony that
nothing seemed real, not even the flight
of time. Mildred, in the first horror of
it, had been bowed to the carth with
grief and shame. For the time being her
deepest self was awake and active and
overriding the blighting thing which
pussessed her. Her agony of spirit knew
1o bounds in those tfirst days when Hal-
keth seemed a broken man, so fiercely
had the ravages of the shock bitten into
his soul.

Her love for her husband was perhaps
the strongest thing in her—save one,
that dark side temporarily pushed into
uhe shadow. To see him suffer as she
saw him now, sleepless, with haggard
face so drawn that he looked years
older ; this, to his wife, was torture un-
bearable. She could have torn her own
flesh, burmed it in the  flame, even,
ruther thau be forced 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 first time
in their lifec togetherr her husband was
as stone to her. 'To do Mildred 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 effort of hers could bring him
the faintest consolation.

It seemed to Mildred that she could
not endure to meet the pitying looks of
those about them. Although none could
fathom the cause of the catastrophe
which had changed Halkcth in a few
hours to the ghost of his former sclf, all
realized that some calamity far beyond
ordinary trouble had befallen him. The
pall surrounding the Halkeths and all
they did was too sinister for even the
closest friend to touch.

Halketh moved as one in a dream.. And
Mildred, shaken to the very soul, felt
at last that she must go mad before the
day would come for their departure from
the scene of her self-abandonment to an
unnatyral guilt. To atone! To atone!

Her one longing now centered in the
43
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weary cry, constantly rising from the
depths of her sick heart—atonement!
Atonement to Ernest! The restoration
of his happiness, even if he could never
again love her as before!

Yet as the day of departure came, she
found a certain curious feeling suddenly
overcoming the hitherto intense desire
to quit this place of sorrow. For a little
the dark curtain 6f remorse covering her
soul since that awful night lifted a.tyifle.
Enough for Mildred to know that al-
though sho might leave 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 what she left behind her there would
be with her always.

By night Halketh had first arrived 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 going,
for he felt it an utter impossibility to
go through empty forms of leavetaking.

Only one, unknown to Lord and Lady
Halketh, vode silently with them, at such
a distance that no sound betrayed his
preseuce. Ronald had carried his bur-
den of sorrow and 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 and primeval elements of the
Self, and could no more be overcome
than any other part of the makeup of
the actual man.

So deep was it that it did not even
occur to him to try to shake off a senti-
ment he would otherwise have felt dis-
honorable—-a love for another man’s
wife. He would have died rather than
let it come to light—especially than to
have Lady Halketh herself suspect his
love for her. He guarded himsclf so
sternly that the idea of his loving her
had never crossed her mind. The only
indulgence he had permitted himself was
to watch her from a distance.

Ronald’s intuitions about Mildred
were very keen. Perhaps a real love
sometimes brings this with it, to one
whose inner life is sufficiently awake to
respond to them, Like an &olian harp,
which answers to every passing breeze,
Ronald’s psychic senses vibrated to
every fluttering breath which affected
her. Thus he had always an uneasy
feeling of something different, vaguely
unusual, disquieting, which underlay her
varying moods,

“None of these escaped his keen eyes.
He knew of her solitary walks, and that
they had invariably taken place in the
abseace of her husbhand. Whenever his
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duties made it possible for him to slip
away without attracting notice, Ronald
would follow Lady Halkcth as far as he
dared, without her knowledge. 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 had returned, ‘

After the extraordinary denouemcut
of the duel, and the dreadful effects
afterward cvident on both Lord and
Lady Halketh, Ronald felt that some
deeper tragedy had taken place. Ho
felt, too, that all suspicion or animosity
toward himself had suddenly left Hal-
keth. Iie longed to offer to serve them
or help in any way in the mysterious
calamity crushing them. Yet he knew,
with inner certainty, that it could not
be; knew that no help could relieve, no
solace bring comfort.
look on, as he had always done, passive
and helpless.

‘Well, he would see it through! Watch-
fully he stood by. His reward was that
several little opportunities came ‘to him
for giving services slight yet valuable in
protecting Halketh from the annoyance
of having to force his troubled mind to
tiresome detail of which he was then
almost 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
a sceret impassible 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

THEIR homeward journey! Could it
be possible that this was that voyage
so often talked of in those happy days
of that other life now so far back in the
past 7—when he had whispered:
‘‘Darling, the proudest moment of my
life is yet to come—-when I take you
home to England to show them my won-

- derful wife!’’

He could have shrieked a wild prayer
that this cup be let to pass from him.
© They were home at last, where surely
10 woman was ever morée warmly wel-
comed than Mildred Halketh, just as her
husband had expected, long ago. Noth-
ing now but the memory of what had
been, to give him strength to carry out
that for which the journey had been
made.

He could only.

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
threatened to baffle him seriously.

Halketh found himself facing his
master in the flood of sccial attentions
pouring down upon them like the re-
sistless Zambesi Falls. 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 involved in the social net
that it seemed ncxt to impossible to ex-
tricate his wife from it. How was it
possible? he asked himself. Surely
Mildred could not have rcalized what
she was about in making so many en-
gagements! Or perhaps she was without
the necessary energy to decline? Each
day he tried to secure her co-operation
in his cfforts.

‘‘Mildred,”” he said firmly one day.
**You really must give up this constant
1un of social affairz. Do jou realize
that we have not even dined together at
home once this week?”’

“I know, Ernest, and I’m so somy.
too. But it seems almost impossible to
put people off—’’

‘““Put themn off! What can you be
thinking of? Did we comne here to dinc
ont with every one who asks us? Simply
decline! Let us di'op 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 Mlildied 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.
nice to me—-"’

““Tiater, Mildred,”’ he interrupted.
‘“‘Later on there will be time for all that.
But just now-—I need you, dear—you
must help me, for I cannot do it without
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 seriously, for time was

But everyone is su



passing faster than he could bhave

thought powsible, and with nothing done

0 far to show for it.

But so it went on. ¥rom day to day
no_improvement presented in the social
sitnation, and Halketh chafed bitterly.
Mildred, on her side, although she pro-
fessed to be earnest in her desire to be
cured, allowed the fascination of her
new circle to enthrall her to such a de-
gree that it almost seemed as if the seri-
ous purpose they came upon had been
temporarily thrust into the background.

It was difficult for Halketh to realize
this at first, so intent was he on the
battle before him. Ie only knew 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 found
himself hampered in various ways.
Furthermore, a suspicion began to grow
upon him that Mildred herself was at
the bottom of it all, for her co-operation
was far less energetic than he had ex-
pected.

When, in India, the awful revelation
had taken place, and DMildred in her
agony of remorse and shame sobbed out
her grief and longing to atone, Ilalketh
believed her as intent as himself in the
qguest for a cure. But as time passed
Mildred gradually lapsed into a more
indifferent mental and emotional state.
Her system, abnormally stimulated for
so long, seemed unable to sustain highe:
aspirations for any length of time. As
the physical again asserted itself, de-
manding its accustomed needs, remorse
was lulled little by little until life scemed
good once more,
necessity for seecrecy was now removesl.
Iler husband knew. lIc had even per-
mitted her to have.the serpents! Thus,
once again her radiant self, Mildred
keenly enjoyed the empiy adulation of
society. Her Dbeauty and brillianey
found a larger and more stimulating
field in London than ever before.

Halketh had failed to foresee this con-
tingency. Another difficulty also ex-
tended the delay in beginning the real
work he had thought to have hud well
under way long before. It was piovilig
not so easy as it scemed from a distance
lo strike atonce into the right line where
ireatment for such a thing could be
found. The case was so peculiar and
unique. Halketh had Jearned so far of
only one man, among the many names at
first obtained, from whom there seemed
a chanee of finding what was needed.
Then again, even to a scientist, under
the seal of professional scereer, he
ghrank from expoging the awful truth.

Then, too, the old
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But lic foreced himself sharply to the
mark,

I{o had been waiting some days, as
the physician was temporarily absent
from Londoun, and by the time the ex-
pected message arrived from Doctor
Wildnorth, Halketh's nervous impati-
cnce had reached such a point that he
felt he could not have endured unother
day of delay. Yet there came still an-
other delay. The illness of the doctor,
which had been the real reason for his
leaving London for a brief rest, had not
been improved by his vacation. 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 already long
chain of obstacles, Halketh very nearly
lost heart. But his depression soon gave
way to acute anxicty as each day passed
—the fear of Mildred’s chances being
lessened with every hour of delay. This
goaded him to look for other physicians,
as Wildnorth was unattainable—for the
present at least. e dared not wait.
Already the danger signals were flyimy
in the return to the old alternations of
moouds growing more and more frequent.

To whomf?—where now to apply?
How find another such specialist who
might be capable of dealing with this
particular thing—unique in the annals
of medical history?

It seemed to him that he scarcely saw
his wife of late. There was no doubt
that she simply left the responsibility of
their qucst to him. She never even
asked what progress he was making, and
showed no further outward interest in
it. Her first wild remorse secmed en-
tirely swallowved up in her engrossing
social triumphs, which grew, so far as
her husband could sce. with ezch new
function at which the beautiful Lady
Halketh invariably proved the leading
figure.

Then one day Halketh was referred to
another great authority on poisons—
Doctor Lynch-Pope, recently professor
of medical jurisprudence und toxicology
at a Scottish University, and now just
come to London to give a series of eight
lectures to the senior cJuss at the Royal
College of Physicians. Halketh con-
sulted him the same morning, and made
an appointment for Mildred at four that
afternoon.

CHAPTER FIFTEEN
THE UNFORESEEN.

BUT on this momentous day Halketh
had difficulty in finding his \vife.
Only by waiting for her in her own room
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was he at last able to catch her as she
flitted in between two special affairs,
both given for her ou this same after-
noon, as it chanced.

‘‘Mildred!”” Halketh rose trom a
deep armchair as his exquisite wife en-
tered hastily, her steps turning to the
bell.

She started, then smiled a tleeting wel-
come as she reached for the cord,

‘“You here, dear?—"’

1Ie stood firm, obstructing with his
hand on the bell. Iis face was stern,
and he spoke in the resolved tone of one
who has an unpleasantness to face, and

‘intends that nothing shall turn him from

his purpose.

““I have been waiting for you, Mil-
dred,”” he said coldly. ‘“We cannot
waste any more time—"’

““My dear,’! she cut in, ““I’m so sorry.
1’'m late now for Lady Scarrett’s, only I
had to stop for my far. Won’t you ring
for me, dear?’’

Ier fiushed cheeks—her Lright eyves!
A dark eloud came over Halketh’s face
as he looked at the lovelv face smiling up
at him. How beauatiful she was!—how
fresh and radiant! Too well he knew
those signs! 1le understood to what she
owed the buoyant health and bloom she
sparkled with, the happy eager spirits
shining out as she waited, impatient but
still smiling. He loathed it now-—this
hectic bloom. Far rather would he see
her fading away, drooping, anything
than with this devil’s glow in eye and
cheek.

‘‘No, Mildred! I shall not ring—and
you cannot go to Lady Secarrett’s, or
whoever it is—*’

““My dear Ernest! Surely you cannot
have understood me! I said, Lady Scar-
rett i expecting me. She is receiving
for me this afternoon. Really, dear, you
must let me go—’’

He brushed aside her words with a
wave of his hand.

‘““Mildred, you have allowed youself
to be carried away. You let these foolish
social engagements take up Yvour time,
until our great, vital purposc actually
slips into the back of your mind. You
do not secem to realize this. I must talk
plainly. 1 must warn you that you dare
not wait. You dare not lose a moment
more, now, than necessity compels us to.
Come!”’ 7

Many changes played across the love-
ly, expressive face, as she listened to her
husband’s serious voicc. At fist some
annoyance was there, to be followed by
a look of dread, as she perceived that he
was in deadly earnest.

“Dearest,” she replied, ‘“‘you are so
good, so patient. You have done &0
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much, and I know I have not helped as
much as I should becadse I have had so
little time late'y. But whatever you
want me to do, I will do. What is it
you wish, Ernest?’”’

She came to him caressingly, as in the
old, happy time—before he knew! It
had become difficult for him to endure
demonstrations of love. At each touch
he felt that he must push her from him.

" Yet he would not yield to the almost
siockening 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; one, that is, whose name I

- had not yet heard of. I ta'ked with him
over the telephone, and then went to see
him. I was more favorab'y impressed
by him than with anyone I have seen so
far. Iie will see you thiy 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—nrow—the first
visitg’’

‘lYm-"

‘‘But how conld I9—this afternoon,
you know. It cannot be abso'utely 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 dare
not shirk it longer. The time for action
has come, and we must both devote all
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 hardly give me time
to rest a bit before 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!’’ Iialketh
started from his seat. ‘‘Have you no
feeling, no comprehension of your con-
dition, that you put such nonsense before
this—this—’> He looked hopelessly
at his wife, trying to think of some
way to rouse her to her danger.

““Of course I have, dear! 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—"’

Halketh stayed where he was, directly
in the way of the door, and gave no
sign of moving 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 merciful
dispensation of Nature that she seemed
to have forgotten the seriousness of her
condition. With these thoughts in mind
he replied to her as 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 yoursef, heart and soul to—our
purpose. Will you do it, Mildred %’

‘““Why, Ernest!’”’ Her voice took on
a sweetly reproachful tone. ‘‘I wonld
so love to do all that you ask, but how
can I, dear? I am simply buried in
engagements even past the end of the
season—and of course I know you
wouldn’t want me to break them, would
you, dear?’”’

In despair he flung out his clasped
hands.

‘“Mildred! Mildred! You drive me
to madness! What do you inean by your
indifference — your ca'lousness—your—
Oh, cannot you understand where you
are going, my poor child?”’

She wou'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 he'p
me as you swore you would when we
left India. Finish your weck, if you
think you must, but cancel all your com-
ing season. ‘This I insist upon! Do you
understand ?’’

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 if she refuses to
come$*’

‘‘She will come!’’ said Halketh, his
Jjaw setting grimly.

When Halketh reached home, after his
interview with' Lynch-Pope, he felt

unaccountably tired. He almost fell

into the first chair he came to.

‘‘If this agony of delay goes on much
longer,’’ he muttered, ‘‘I believe I shall

have to have some treatment myself.
Stanton !’ — to the footman — ‘‘Send
Rufus to me with a brandy and soda—
to my room!’’ )

Halketh got to his feet, unsteadily.
Stanton noticed the way his master
walked as he went toward the stairway,
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 not comprehend. After a few
seconds, in which he seemed to rouse
himself somewhat, Stanton began to lead
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, shaki'y. Stanton still supported
him as he mounted the stairs, 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 burried on his errand.
Rufus was told not to call his master to
dinner. He would ring when he wanted
anything. So he 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 themselves about the curious sit-
uation between the master and mistress,
which all who knew them sensed but
could not understand. Also, that the
Lady’s entire time was taken up with
teas, dinners and receptions, which her
husband hardly ever shared.

“‘The master Jooks terribly ill,”’ said
Stanton, shaking his head sadly as he
held forth 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 he sat
waiting, hoping to hear the bell. E’even

‘Tang.

““It don’t seem natural that the mas-
ter hasp’t rung,’”’ mumbled Rufus. “I
don’t like it] -Someone ought to go in.
Her ladyship ought to be here—?’



He shook his head doubtfully and
took a turn about the room.,

‘A bad business—a bad business,
that!”’

He went to the window and drew the
curtain aside and looked out into the
darkness and the street lights.

‘“No! It ain’t right for him to be
alone there all this time. I’m going in’l’’

He closed the curtains with decision,
then ran up to his master’s room. Softly
he entered, and softly he approached the
bed. Halketh was lying on his back,
his eyes wide open, yet sceing 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!

Ruofus rushed out to call help, to tele-
phone for the doctor, and to send mes-
sages flying here and there for Lady
Halketh. The doctor came quickly, but
not Lady Halketh. None of the mes-
sages reached her, and she did not return
until a very late hour.

The first doctor sent for two others.
After consultation they agreed that
Halketh was suffering from the effects
of some long-continued mental strain,
and that he was now threatened with a
serious attack of brain inflammation.
He must remain in perfect quiet and
under the best of nursing for some weeks
to come,

Mildred became entirely her own best
self under the shock of this sudden mis-
fortune. Al that was good in her rose
to the surface. Her love for her hus-
band had been her greatest inspiration,
and now, for the time being, dominated
the unnatural obsession. All that love
could dictate came to Mildred in the
care ‘she gave to her husband as she
nursed him to recovery.

Once again all was as it used to be.
Too weak still to think cf troublous
things, Ialketh enjoyed, without a ques-
tion, his wifc’s presence and devotion,
thankfully forgetting, or at lcast defer-
ring the memories of the torture of the
recent past. His recovery was slow, and
the autumn was we!l advanced before
he felt something ‘like his old self and
ready for serious work.

As Halketh came back to strength,
Mildred, on the other hand, drooped
noticeably. She seemed to be entering
one of her old phases of lassitude—an
extended omne this time. Halketh grew
anxions again, and feared the strain of
caring for himself might be telling on
her now. And this anxiety delayed his
owu recovery. He felt that her danger
grew with each day the tieatment was
postponed.

When Halketh was definitely out:of
danger, and with no further need for
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her nursing, his wife dropped back
again into the butterfiy cxistence she
appeared to love 8o well, and he found
himself just where he was before his
illness so far as Mildred was concerned.
And yet something 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 curse. The great love
he bore her awoke again in its strength.
His heart cried out for her, and he clung
desperately to the present blissful 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 new
sensation. She went everywhere and
sought constant distraction, while Hal-
keth looked on in growing sadness and
dread.

CHAPTER SIXTEEN
THE BLOW FALLS

AS soon as Halketh had regained suffi-
cient strength he 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 reserve the first
appointment for Lady ITalketh.

Thank God!—thought Halketh, as he
motored home after his talk with Dr.
Thursby. At last it began to look as if
the first rcal step was to be taken—bar-
ring the s'igbt delay of waiting for 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 India, who was
spending a few weeks in England, his
wife and suite with him. The popular
Lady Ha'keth was an indispensab'e fig-
ure at all these events, and Lady Jane,
the 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
was to be & brilliant diplomatic affair
as well, and all social London stood on
tiptoe with interest and excited curi-
osity.

Mildred seemed animated by a frenzy
for movement, for 'life,” which grew
hourly, her husband thought despair-
ingly. To his deep concern and against
his strongly expreased wishes, she had in
these late days plunged into 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 undis-
turbed by 1emonstrances., Their house
was often filled with guests, though the
master refused to trouble himself to play
the host.

As the days dragged along whilo wait-
ing for the return of Dr. Lynch-Pope,
Halketh grew more and more anxious
about his wife. Iler present condition
seemed to him different from any former,
state. llc 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
Jeune’s reception, a message cameo to
Halketh that Dr. Lynch-Pope was ex-
pected to return that night, and would
probably sce Lady Halketh at eleven the
following morning. Mildred had in-
sisted that her husband should accom-
pany her to the reception. Ile was quite
well enough now, she said, and it was
nonsense to make that excuse any longer.
Anyway, he needed distraction.

Halketh 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 faney. On this particular
day she was almost impossible. Nothing
could please her, nothing be done to her
satisfaction. So changed was she that
Halketh, on looking back on their former
life, cou'd hardly recognize her as the
same Mildred.

It was quite late when they leit the
house, much past the hour when they
should have arrived. Mildred had been
so exacting that her despairing maid
almost gave up hope of dressing her at
a'l. Threce times she changed ; three dif-
ferent costumes were tried and thrown
aside, until her faney for a fourth lasted
long enough to get her on her way.

The distinguished company was quite
assembled by the time Lord and Lady
Halketh arrived. No gathering of the
season had included so many notables,
dip'omatic or otherwise. Lady Halketh’
could scarcely respond to the choius of
greetings overwhelming her before she
could look about her. Her husband was
drawn into a gathering of men whose
talk at any other time would have been
of keen interest to him.

But just now he was preoccupied
with increasing uneasiness about -hiy
wife. He regretted that he had con-
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sented to her coming out in so alarm-
ingly nervous a condition.

Unaware that the Scerctary of For-
eign Affairs was asking him an involved
question upon the Indian situation.
Halketh wwas craning his neck for a
glimpse of his wife, and 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 belicve you
have heard a word I’'ve been saying to
you!”’

The Secretary looked severely at him
over his glasses, while Halketh turned a
painfully vacant glance upon him.

‘‘T beg your pardon, Sir—"’

Halketh’s abstraction was obvious,
and the Secretary was known to be a
bit testy of temper. Then Captain Fitz-
gerald, an old friend, laughingly came
to the rescue of his former schovlmate.

‘I say, old chap, your wits are wool-
gathering, as usual, I sce. The Secre-
tary has been trving to get a secnsible
remark from you for some time past,
and you paying no attention to anything
except those handsome girls over there.
Let’'s take a turn to the smoking 1oom
for a bit.”’

Fitzgerald linked his arm in 1lal-
keth’s, the mollified Secretary at his side.
Everybody liked Fitzgerald. Ile 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 running so high,
and the three men began to make their
way through the crowded room.

It was rather slow going. As they
worked along, 1lalketh caught the clear
ripple of hig wife’s high, nervous laugh.
and in the sound was something he felt
should not be there.

““I'11 finish this talk with the 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 of the great arched portal which
gave from the drawingroom into the
wide hall, equally thronged with guests.

“Terrible jam, isn’t it, Ilalketh?”’
said the Secretary. ‘‘Shows how popular
your charming wife is. But I’'m most
anzious 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
exact views,”’

Halketh, in self-defense, concentrated
his mind on answering satisfactorily,
seeing no other chance for escape.

Meantime, the great event of the occa-
sion was about to occur. An excited
whisper ran through the room and grew
intd a buzz of intense expectation.- Roy-
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alty was at the door! Everyone was on
his or her feet, not to say his neigh-
bor’s.

Lady Jeune pushed her way to Mil-
dred on 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-
self as best she could toward the guest
of honor, who should have been in her
place at her Jadyship’s side, ready to
receive the impending honor.

““Thank Heaven, I've found you at
last!’’ she panted as she seized Mildred’s
arm. She had a strong desire to shake
her soundly. Really, NMildred had been
too provoking all that afterncon! So
scandalously late in arriving; so thor-
oughly negligent since; and then to slip
away from her side just when she must
have known that the Great Arrival was
due any moment!

‘‘Mildred! Come with me at once—
at once! Do you hear? Ier Royal
Highness is arriving!”’

She drew Mildred through the crowd,
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, pointfng 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 fized itself —a picture of a beautiful,
white-robed girl, over whom a mon-
strous serpent poised ius coils, the head
raised to strike.

Slowly Mildred moved toward it,
while the guests fell back to give her
space. Slowly at first she moved, then
faster, faster—until she dashed herself
upon the canvas, wild screams bursting
from her lips. Madly her hands beat
upon it—eclutching, striking, tearing,
antil the canvas was rent like a rag,
her wild shrieks-and wilder laughter
echoing through the great rooms.

Before anyone in 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 seme, sinister, chilling
warning he had known before, and never
in vain; so that now his heart beat faster

.with vague fear as he lookéd about for

his wife.

When he heard her first secream—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 aifairs. Fore-
ing his way desperately threugh the
dense and horrified throng until he
reached Mildred, he lifted her as she lay
still writhing convulsively on the floor,
junst as the poor, distorted consciousness
faded,'and left her inert in his arms.
The prayer filled his heart that this was
the end—for death at this moment
seemed more merciful than the life he
saw before her.

Then he gathered her up as if she
were a child, and rose to his feet. The
shocked hostess and pitying guests, for-
getting even Royalty in the presence of
such a tragedy, tried to Le of help. But.
ITalketh pushed them all asidec.

‘‘ Home, home !—I must gct her home!
Will someonc pleasc call my car?’’ was
all the angwer he would muke, as, with
set and stern face, he carried his uncon-
scious wife toward the main entrance.

*‘Home !~—Full speed!’’ he suid, as he
gotinto the motor.

He took her to her room and laid her
gently on the bed. Then he locked the
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? Ernest—what—what
has happened ?’’

He spoke no word.

‘“Ernestl~—Ab ="’ A seream, muf-
fled and choking, rose to her lips. ‘I
know now—1l remember!—Oh, Ernest!
—1I shall die!”’

She broke imto such a terrible fit of
weeping, such bitter, rending sobs, that
Halketh, unable to cndure it, caught her
in his arms and wept with her. Crad-
ually the agony spent itself. Mildred
lay exhausted, unable to speak until
some time had passed. Then:

‘“Ernest—I have not wished to telt
you—but—but—they have all died! O,
my God! My God!”’

She hushed the wail, 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 suffer—hiow I suffer!”’

She groped for his hand, snatching at
it convulsively. QGasping, she con-
tinued :

‘“All summer it was wonderful. And
then—then—they did not like the e¢ool
weather. - They did not feel like sting-
ing!— Oh, Ernest!—have mercy on



mel— But still, every now and then, I
could make them—only it was no longer
strong enough—no more the same—
while you were sick, you know., But I
went on, until they began to die—one
by onel— And now—the last one!
Bronest! You must save mel— I must
have them! You must—you must—
must!’’

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!’’

She did not raise her eyes.

““Look at me, I say!”’

Slowly her eyes went to his. "With:a
supreme effort he began to speak.

‘‘Mildred, I can be brave for both of
us. Tell me— will you not die, rather
than live like this?’’

She started violently, then stared at
him wildly.

““] would do it so gently, darling—
because [ love you—"" -

“You—you—what dJdo yvu neun?
What do you ask of me?— A, 1 know!
I know what you want!—But I will not
—1 will not! No! No!”

He waited until she was quiet.

**Not if you will not consent, dear.
But would you not wish it? We would
both go together, you know! And you
should not fecl it— I promise yovu
that!”’

1lis unnatural, stony calm; the awful,
cold-blooded proposition; these, for the
moment, territied Mildred back to some-
thing like reason. She sobbed, but
gently enough now, as she said:

*‘My darling! May God forgive me
the sorrow 1 have brought you! But oh,
do not ask me this!—I cannot! And it
shall not be necessary, Ernest. You will
uot need to do it—for I cannot live this
way without the poison. It will not be
long now!”’

‘““Do not fear, Mildered,”” he said, in
the same calm, gentle voice. *‘It is for
you to say. But—if I may not send you
10 sleep quickly and easily—I shall not
allow you to bear a long agony —’’

She shuddered again, wondering and'
{earful.

‘“You shall have relief, my darling—1
swear it! If cure there is, it shall be
found! If not—"’

Hig voice had become natural again
and shook with emotion. He pausecd,
thinking,

“It can be a secret no longer, in any
case. The scientists must come. All
medirine shall be roused—to take this

qvil from you!”’
w T3
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As he turned to leave, Mildred
clutched his sleeve, Her voice had a
new, trembling note of pleading eager-
ness.

‘“Ernest!”’

He bent over the pillow, waiting for
her words.

' ““Yes, dear—tell me?-—-"’
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.

‘“Iet us not—speak of that—not
yet!”

She sank back again, turning herface
to the wall.

Halketh passed from the room and
hurried to the telephone, and, in the
least possible time to accomplish it, the
great doctor and toxicologist was in the
house. With him cume his assvciate, Dr.
Thursby, and two other men whom the
great man had sumsoned, after his pre-
liminary short talk with Ilalketh over
the telephone. The [our specialists were
shown into the library instead of being
taken at once to the sick room. DbLyuch-
Pope wus slightly surprised at thig, in
view of the urgeucy of the case, although
he was prepared to expecl sumething
unusual.

Halketh passed almost the last step
uf the Culvary his weird fate called him
lo tread, when, the assembed physicians
close about hiin, he told the ghastly story
of that evening, in simple, heart-reach-

ing words.
The wen of science were dum-
[vunded. No siinilar case had come be-

fore them. Imaginatiou could have con-
Jured nothing to approach the ceality,
whatever it might have pictured. For
the moment they did not see their way.
Experiment and study, lime and ob-
servation, would be uecesary before a
definite treatmeul might be decided
upon.

Meauntime, however, the patient’s con-
dition wus found to be grave. She stood
in immediate nced of stimulation. The
loss of another hour, even, could uot be
risked. Trained nurses were seut for,
and doctors remained with her day and
night, though they themselves werc non-
plussed.

As every known resource of science
was brought into action, as the greatest
brains in mecdicine studied over the
unhappy girl, she lay helpless in the
midst of all that wvealth could procure
for' her salvation. Telephone and tele-
egraph were flashing mesaages here and
there, in search of the rare and litte
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known drugs that Pope and his eol-
leagues, even against hope, felt must be
called to their aid,

During this sad time of bitter eus-
pense and bitter agony for Halketh,
scandalized society wagged its forked
tongue, wondering and conjecturing.
The papers gave weird accounts of the
mysterious attack, with imaginary de-
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

- statetnent being given to the public.

Halketh remained entirely secluded and
8aw no one but the physiciaus.

They waged a noble battle, thoso men
of science. Yet as day succeeded day,
they knew it was no victorious struggle
they were fighting so desperutely. In
spite of unceasing aud devoted effort to
tiold up her vitality, Mildred grew
steadily weaker. She fell at last into a
coma which wo available stimulant
seemed able to reach.

Dr. Lynch-Pupe had al no time beem
able ts give llalketh a definite opinion
us W the Lrue condition of his wife. Her
cane was one quite apart from anything
in hig previous experience and that of
his confreres. Thus, having no data
from former patients, they were all of
them at sea now. 'They studied Mil-
dred s varying symptoms and reactions
day by day, but hud not yet worked out
a line of treatment that held any prom-
ise. Nothing had thus farr appeared tu
affect the condition for better or worse.
The root. of the trouble secmed to be
beyoud the reach of medical treatment.
Vitality: was gradually slipping away.
It had been stricken al its souvee, aned
could not be stimulated nor resupplied.

As time passed, the physiciuns saw
clearly this one great. fact, and saw also
that if they could not soon hit upon a
remedy, the sufferer would glide out
into tho Beyond, us a wreath of mist
passes into the atmosphero. [t was time
to make Halketh awarc of the thrcaten-
ing danger, and 10 obtain his counsent
{0 a step which seemed the only recourse,
as matters stood.

Accordingly, Lynch-Yopc heid 4 long,
frank conference with him, in which ke
tried to placc all the possibilities, so far
as he could then see them, clearly and
definitely.

‘‘Remember, Sir,’’ he said, ‘‘I do not
feel that we are decfeated, even though
for the present we fcel compelled to go
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back & bit, as one might gay-—-over our
own steps.”’

Halketh listened with his head bowed
in lhis hauds. The strain was telling
terribly on him. le had seen only too
clearly that his wif¢’s life was fast slip-
ping away from human power to help.
His agouy grew more intense with each
hour. He saw her pawsing awuy. from
him, #nd the old infinite love came buck
to him so strongly that he eould not
stand the torturc. When the doetor fin-
ished speaking, Ilalketh looked up ut
him with both hupe and dread in his
worn face.

‘“Save her! Save hert”’

The cry burst from him, and the des-
perate pain in his quivering voice went.
to the sympathetic heurt which all the
years of science and its stoie training
had not made callous to human woe. Ie
pressed Halketh’s hand hard, as he
said:

‘‘That is why 1 am going t propose
something which I have led up to with
the explanations I made to you just
now—regarding the necessity of finding
a treatment Lo which she cuan react with-
out delay or uncertainty.””

‘“Anything—anything! Only save her
—save her!’”> Halketh implored the
great medical man, who was plainly at
the end of his resourccs—save for that
which lie seemed to hesitate to propose,
cven in this grave moment.

Lynch-Pope looked pityingly at Hal-
keth as he leaned tensely forward, await-
ing the word of hope.

““My lord,”” he began, ‘I trust will
forgive what I am going to say, for 1
solemnly believe it the only meauns of
saving her. Tell me this: Would you
wish Lady Ialketh to live, even at tho
price of a possible coutinuance of the—
the—habit?’’

Halketh started violently, nor could
he repress the shudder .running over
him. But—Mildred! . ller life must be
saved!. e tried to speak, then choked
before the words would come. 1le swal-
lowed, made a struggling effort again,
and spoke:

‘“‘Do not ask me of the future, Doctor
—but in the name of (od, save her
now!’’ His last words came wildly.

- Dr. Lynch-Popc drew a deep breath
as of relief, and said with quict em-
phasis:

‘I think you have decided isely, Sir.
Now that I have your consent, 1 will say
that she must be inoculated with her
former stimulant at oneel’’ -

Halketh leaped up from his chair.

““You mean—you don’t mean?—"’
He could not go on.
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“I1 do!””> The doctor answered
gravely. 1 cannot enswer for Lady
Halketh'’s life if she remains much
longer without it.”’

Halketh paced the Huor like one in-
sune. Either alternative was too terri-
ble. Besides—could it bc obtained? He
turned a ghastly face on Lymch-Pope,
who sdid encouragingly :

““Anything to keep her strength up
just now, vou know. Later on we may
be able to effect 4 permanent cure, But
for now there is only vne thing to do,
und that quickly. We must gain time!”’

‘“At any priee, save her!” eried lal-
keth, in his despair. ‘‘But how—wherc
—1 fear—do you believe they could be
ubtained here?’’

‘““Basily. In fact, anticipating your
decision, I have already :sent for them
from the Zoological Institute. 1 learned
that there arc threc alive at present in
Toondon, und I believe they are now on
the way here.”’

Halketh’s agitation was so great that
the doector began to fear he might give
way under the strain, 1lle felt profound
sympathy for the unfortunate husband,
and wished that some rclative or dear
friend might be with him during the
time of greater suffering that he fore-
saW.

‘‘1 beg you to leave everything to me,
my dear Lord Halketh,’’ he said very
kindly. ‘‘It is unnecessary for you to
distress yourself.’’

But Halketh had forbade the admis-
sion of anyone. Ile chose to endure his
torture alone while waiting through the
hours which must pass before suspense
should” llft—elther for better or for
worse.

After some minutes of unbroken
silence Halketh turned with a start, to
find that the doctor was no longer in
the room.

““The serpent—the serpent!’”’ mut-
tered Lynch-Pope, as he walked quickly
to the sick room. ‘‘‘Ag it was in the
Beginning.” The serpent!’’

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN
ATONEMENT

THEY awaited the arrival of the grim

remedy. After a time Halketh sent
4 message to the sick room, begging Dr.
Lynch-Pope to come to him as soon as
possible. When the doctor came, a few
minutes later, Halketh said :

“‘If she were taken back to India—do
you think it might be more hopeful than
to wait here for the—the—effect of what
—we are expecting tonight? These—

‘could of course go with us, to spstaln

her meanwhile?’’

The pleading in his words was terrible
to hear. Lynch-Pope answered guard-
edly, It was still too carly to forbid
hope.

‘““At preseni, it is imposible to say.
We must first see what results we shall
have, as we: now stand. In any case,
until we¢ ean rvecruit her strength, it
would be unsufe to attempt moving Lady
llalketh. I hope for much, however, as
soun as we can use {he stimulant.”

Halketh dropped his headl on his arins
across a tuble. Ile was almost. in despaic
aow, for the doctor’s manner, rather
than his words, had told him that hope
wasx nearly gone.

As Dr. Pope stepped into the hall,
Stanton came to him.

“‘If you pleuse, Sir, therc’s a gentle-
man at the door who bcgs s0 hard ta:zee
his lordship that I could not refuse to
ask further instructions. Would your
honor speak to him—begging your par-
don for the liberty I’'m taking?’

‘““Who is he, Stanton ?’’ Dr. Pope de-
cided to take matters into his own hands,
if the answer justified it.

““It’s Lieutenant Ronald, Sir—an old
friend of my lord and lady both—that
much I know. Iie’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 make so bold, Sir, his
lordship’s just killing himself, sir—with
grief for her ladyship.. He’ll go mad,
sitting there day by day, alone. And
Mr. Ronald is such a fine, cheery young
gentleman as would do my lord a world
of good—and such a devoted friend—"’

Dr. Pope had decided.

“Bring him up, Stanton! I will be
responsible.’’

““Ob, sir, I thank you!—'’ Stanton’s
relief showed in his face. ‘‘And if I

may ask, sir—how—how—does her lady-
ship1—"’

Ife could not go on, and his voice
broke with the last word.

Mildred had always bcen much be-
loved by all in her service, do as she
might. Although her lapse from wifely
devotion in the last months had been
severely censured, they loved her none
the less. And then the zeal with whick
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 aseribed her present
sickness to the strain she had then put
upon herself. Nevertheless, that mys-
terious thing which conveys to those
around the sense of something undi-
vulged, secret and sinister, was abroal
throughout the household.



Ag_ Stanton hastened to the waiting
visitor, the doctor re-entered the 1room
where he had left Halketh, and ran a
quick eye over him as he sat there, ap-
parently sunk in a gloomy revery.

Without addressing him, the doctor
left again as quietly as he had come in,
to meet Stanton coming up with Lieu-
tenant Ronald. At his first glance, the
doctor’s trained eye recognized the true
friend in the ex-soldier’s face.

‘‘Pope i8 my name, and I am attend-
ing Lady ITalkcth,” he said in low tones.
I am very glad to have a friend of
theirs here, to remain with Halketh just
now.’

The sudden pallor which -blanched
Ronald’s face told its own story to the
man of science, skilled alike in reading
the signs of emotional and spiritual
afflictions and physical ones.

‘“You mean—you think there is—
danger?—"’

Ronald could scarcely utter the words.

‘‘Do not take me to mean that there
is no more hope for Lady Halketh, Mr.
Ronald. We are about to try a remedy

from which we expect promising results.

It was of her husbhand I spoke when I
said that it is most necessary that a
friend be at hand, 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 he himself would
introduce the visitor.

‘‘I must warn you,’’ he whispered, ‘‘to
go in quite casnally. . Talk to him as a
matter of course. 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 door to admit
Ronald, and closed it after him silently.

Ronald had heard conflicting accounts
of Mildred’s mysterious attack on the
tirst day of his arrival, and he had has-
tened Lo the Halketh home within an
bour afterwurd. Deadly fear for her
had seized him and drove him there, that
he might learn the truth,

Since the departure of Mildred and
ter husband from India, Ronald had
tried heroically to live down the suffer-
ing of her loss. Nol that he had ever
cxpeeted their aeyuaintance to mean
anything more than it had always been
—simply the reflection of a joy that
might have been; in some other wurld,
some othey life, AL last, however. he
looked it in the face--to find that unlesy
he might know himself near enough to
see her now and then, even if only to
glance through the window of the house
.that sheltered her—life would not be
worth living any longer. Sothe Home
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Office received another resignation. And
now, Ronald, with fear and anguish in
his heart, stood in Mildred’s home, to
learn his supreme legson of pain,
Halketh sat at a table, his head rest-
ing in his hands, - He did not move as
Ronald crossed the room quietly and
paused near the table, He did not seem
to realize that anyone was in the room.
At last Ronald spoke to him, as simply

" and naturally as if both were back again

in the old happy days in India.

“‘I’ve just come in, Halketh. Let me
hcar how you are$%’’

Halketh looked up at him with a
steange, ghostly look of a far-back re-
membrance.

‘“You love her, too!
here—-"’

That was all he said. But Ronald
knew he had succeeded in reaching him
and that he could help him as the doctor
had hoped.

I’m glad you’re

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 san,

As the light faded, the anxious med-
ical men found it imperative touse every
possible means to stimulate heart action
as they fought to gain 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 Hal-
keth.

Almost in the same moment came the
arrival of the sinister-looking cage con-
taining the needed elixir, and prepara-
tions were rushed for testing the effect
of the dreadful exzpedient that every-
thing now depended upon.

The black hours of waiting Halketh
had passed in silence, still sitting as he
was. when Ronald found him. The two
men shared the vigil, with =scarcely a
sound breaking the quiet, until Pope’s
hastily scribbled note of hope was
brought. Then Halketh spoke—three
words only, as he laid the note just read
ou the table beside him:

““Stay with me!’’

And Ronald’s answer was little wmore:

““I’ll see you through—always!’’

And they went back to their world of
silence, not knowing if hope were with
them, or fear alone, to be their final
comrade. So they waited. At every
faint sound in that stilled house the two
started and their eyes turned to the
door. Yet still the time crept by, and
message there was none.

o1

At last it seemed impossible that so
great a length of time could be in one
night only. It must be more! And still
no word! I{alketh eould stand it no
longer. He st know something, if
only that they were at work.

““Wait for me!’’— :

He rose from his chair, pressing his
hand heavily on Ronald’s shoulder, as
he half-whispered the words. For
another moment he stoed so, leaning o»
the strong support he seemed unable to
stind without, then braced himself for
the effort of walking. Ronald steadied
him and walked to the door with him.
There Ialketh paused, standing for a
time with the doorknob in his hand, and
staring in Ronald’s eyes.

‘“Wait for me!—'’ He turned, opened
the door, and went out.

Even as he nearcd that other room,
Dr. Pope came out. The look in his face
sent the blood from Kalketh’s heart.

“My lord, I was coming for you—"’

Halketh clutched his sleeve.

‘““What—what—"’

He could gasp no other word. Theo
doctor led him gently into the room.

‘‘We maust still hope,”’ he said. “‘But
—I beg you not to despair, Sir—but the
serpents will not bite!’’

Halketh groancd and covered his face.

‘“No—no!—it is not so bad as that—
not yet!’’ whispered Pope. ‘‘But there
seems no way of rousing their activity.
The cold—this climate—they are tor-
pid." i

‘““Then—she—she ?—"’

‘“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 inner room, where Mil-
dred lay.

“‘We are ready—there is no time to
lose!’’ he said, holding up a hypodermic
syringe.

Pope sprang forward. ‘‘Come, Lord
Halketh,’’ he said quickly, and the three
men entered the bedroom.

Two doctors were bending over Mil-
dred. Pope prepared to use the needle.

As he lifted the white arm, he paused.
looked sharply in the quiet face—then
laid the arm gently back again on the
coverlet, turning to Halketh as he did sv.

He understood! No ery passed hiy
lips. But even the little group of physi-
ciang, men well accustomed Ilu such
scenes, bowed their heads ith wet eyes,
as Mildred IHalketh passed away upou
her husband's breast.

They left them there alone—together.

The cobra’s curse had passed.

THE END



The Concluding Instaliment of Houdini’s

Spiritualistic Expose—

THE SPIRIT FAKERS OF
HERMANNSTADT

After finishing o thealiicul cngagement at
Roanochers cstallishment at Vienpa, Houdini,
Vastcr of Escape, tulos a jomwnt through thc
Marog valley. He is approuched by the Countess
D— 10ho has fallen in the hands of some un-
principled blackmailers headed by thie notorious
Popkens, u self-styled spirtualistic medium.
Popkens has been cndeavoring o secuie from
the Cogntess D— and her sister, Rosicka, &

&2

writton confossion of their dood father’s mis-
deeds, sntending 1o later use this confession
against them. Houdini is perguaded to accom-
pany the Countecss D— to the casile where he
temporarily falls into the hands of Popkens
and hia comrades. He is shagkled and thrown
into o secret dungeon of the castle where he
cacapes by methods known only to himself. At
wliich point you take up the nwrative—

D— +ith my hands manacled in
front of me was rather a ticklish
business, but owing to the shape of the
stones there were many crevices into
which T could dig my fingers, and the
wall was rough enough to provide sup-

~DESCENDING the side of Castle
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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 after having thrown my assailant
into the oubliette.

The musn managed to make his way
out, and he recovered his revolver, which
had either been precipitated into the
oubliette with him, or else was lying on
the floor of the dungeon in which I bad
fought him. I went slowly down the
wall of the Castle D— to within twenty
feet of the river, when he made his ap-
pearaucc at the window of the tower
above me, revolver in hand.

He fired two shots at me, but fortu-
nately he was too excited to aim accurate-
ly. I half dived, half fell, into the Maros
River. The water could not have been
more than six or seven feet deep whero
€ dived, for my head came in contact
with the bed of the river and I came
near being stuck in the soft mud. T
struck out under water for the oppo-
gite shore, for my only hope lay in get-
ting away fiom accurate range of the
man’s weapon,

Swimming with the hands manacled
is not ax difficult as might be imagined.
Those who have seen my motion picture,
“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 warm lead, de-
flected by the river, touched me gently
on the shoulder and sank heavily past
me. I realized that the scoundrel in the
castle window was still shooting at me,
and J wondered whether he could see
me from his position above the river, as
I swam under watcr as close to the river
bottom as I could.

Forved at last to come up for air, I
found that I was well past the middle of
the river, and that the water was shallow
enough to stand. I showed hardly more
than my »nose above the surface, how-
ever, for I did not cuare to reveal myself
as a target for flying bullets, even though
the dusk was deepening every minute. I
took a decp breath, and continued my
progress along the bottom.

I finally pulled myself out in tho
ghadow of some bushes that grew on tho
bank. Peering through these, [ saw two
faces at the window through which I had
escaped a few minutes before. My as-
sailsnt had been joined by another of
the gang, who doubtless had hurried to
his aid after hearing the shots. Another
report rany out, and a bullet hit the
water under the castle, close where I had
dived. My foes had not seen me, then,
as I swam across the river, for they be-
Lieved I was where I had fallen in.

This conjecture was confirmed a
minute or so later when another of the
gang came to the water’s edge. He
peered along the buttresy to see if he
could discover my body lying on the
bottom. He aleo fired one shot into the
water near where I had gone into the
stream. Cupping his lips, he shouted up
to the two scoundrelg in the window, and
then began peering very carefully into
the river, walking downstream for a hun-
dred yards, in an attempt to locate my
body. Coming back to the buttress, he
again searched the water carefully, look-
ing upstream toward the spot where I
had fallen in. He again cupped his lips
and shouted back to his fellow conspir-
ators. They shouted back to him to re-
main on guard and keep up the search,
Then they left the window.

The darkness grew thicker, and I

.worked- to free myself from the hand-

cuffs. I had picked out the wooden
plugging from one of the locks before
I left the oubliette, but the other was

more difficult, for the plugging had °

swollen as a result of its bath in the
river.- However, I soon had both hands
free, and I chafed my wrists to restore
the circulation, for they had been cruelly
lacerated by the close bite of the steel.

How I unlocked the handcuffs is, of
course, my own secret. Even though the
locks were mashed, I found them less
difficult to remove than the German
police handcuffs at Cologne, during the
trial of my suit against the police official
who had slandered me by publicly pro-
claiming me'a charlatan. At Cologne, I
was stripped and fastened by a pair of
expertly made links, which, on the testi-
mony of the locksmith who made them,
could not be opened even by the key
that locked them. The handcuffs that
Popkens had clamped so tightly on my
wrists, however, were ordinary police
manacles, and I was thoroughly familiar
with their construction, for I have made
locks my special study for many years.
(This particular cuff was made in Shef-
field, England and was one in general
use throughout the continent. It is a
clumsy cuff and can be jarred open by
a quick glancing blow on the open side
of the manacle. This causes the spring
to snap back, which in turn pulls back
the small bolt.) But my wrists were
bleeding, and my whole body ached from
the brutal treatment I had endured at
the hands of the gang from Hermann-
stadt.

My first thought was to summon help.
‘With this in mind I clambered through
the bushes and struck out haphazard in
the general direction of the village I
had left.. Then I though of Rosicka and
the Countess D—, and the devils in hu-
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man form in whose power they were held
at that moment, and I resolved upon the
dangerous plan of returning to Castle
D— to their aid.

If I had coolly weighed the chances
against me, I probably never would hav
considered such a foolhardy line of con-
duct as returning to the castle. The
men there were my foes. They were
well armed, and desperate. I was un-
armed, and naked. Yet, after all, I had
the advantage which attaches to surprise.
The five men from llermannstadt be-
lieved mc dead. The obviously sensible
thing to.do was to find a peasant and
summon aid at once, but at the moment
this seemed like a tremendous waste of
time, for the blackmailers had Rosicka
and the countess in their power, and
were perhaps even now torturing them
into revealing the dead secrets babbled
by their father in his dying delirium.
So I determined to take advantage of
the darkness and return.

I could no longer see the sentinel on
the opposite bank, but I did not doubt
that he was there. Taking the hand-
cuffs with me, I warily slipped into the
Maros River, and swam noiseclessly to
the oppositc bank. I crawled out
cautiously, and retreated into the
shadows. . DPretty scon I heard the
sentinel coming slowly toward me.
Straining my eyes to ses him as well as
possible, I crouched to spring. He must
have seen my white body move in the
darkness, for he uttered an exclamation,
and his hand was on the trigger of his
revolver as I knocked it from his grasp.

He was completely taken by surprise,
and offered amazingly little resistanco.
I took his outer garments from him and
handcuffed him with the steel bracclets
that Popkens had used on me. 1lie made
no outery, and I a ed him to prevent
his giving an alarm. With strips torn
from his own undergarmeuts, I then tied
him to a stout shrub, and proceeded to
clothe myself in his trousers and blouse.
I even tried on his shoes, but they were
much too big for me. I reflected that it
would be easier to climb the castle with
bare feet than with shoes on, in any
event, 8o I contented myself with the
man’s outer garments, and turned my
attention to entering the castle.

I suppose I could have entered boldly
through one of the doors without ‘being
detected, but the risk of meeting some-
one seemed too great. I had found, on
my descent, that the rough wall of the
castle was very casy to climb, so I
decided to enter by the human Afly
method. I scaled the wall, and made
my entrance through one of the windows
in the second story. I stood noiselessly
in the darkness for a minute, and then
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began to feel my way toward that part
of the building in which the spirit fakers
from Hermannstadt had confined
Rosicka and the Countess D—.

The door’ into the corridor was locked,
{or I had como into one of the rooms
{hat was no louger used, but I unlecked
it with much greater case thun many
American jail locks, for it was old, very
simply constructed, and yielded readily
to my knowledge.

As I passed noiselessly down the cor-
ridor, I heard a low moaning from one
of the rooms. The door was clused, but
not locked, and I stealthily entered. [t
was the room into which the old servants,
the man and his wife who looked after
thie upkeep of the castle and cooked the
meals, had been thrown by Popkens and
his co-conspirators. The ruffians had not
even gagged them, for there 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 floor, tied to a bedpost, and her posi-
tion was painfully uncomfortable. 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 return, 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 noise
#8 he went out, and together we stole like
two cats through the dark corridors and
out into the night. I grasped his hand,
whispered in Magyar a command to re-
iurn with all possible speed as soon as
he got a sufficient number of men to-
gether to effect a resuce, and then I
returued to ihe castle.

I heard a weird voice, sounding like a
woman's voice, coming from the large
room where Rosicka and the Countess
had been tied up. I listened at the door
for several minutes, but 1 could make
nothing of the sound. No light came
from beneath the door, and 1 judged that
the room was in darkness Still that
uncanny voice droued ou, in Magyar. )
could not distinguish many words, for
the. voice came fo me very
through the door. My curiosity and my
anxiety at length got. the betler of my
fears, and [ noiselessly, stealthily,
vpened the door.

A luminous rinyg was wmoving in weird
spirals high in the air. The voice bad
ceased momentarily, bul sovn the lumi-
nous ring ceased its spiraling and re-

taintly

mained stationary, and the voice spoke
again, softly, with a4 peculiar wailing in-
tonation. [ wus puzzled to know what
wus happening. Then the truth iashed
upon me, and I was amazed at the utter
audaeity of Popkens. llaviug failed iu
his attempt to extort from Rosicka the
secrets of her dead tather, he bhad the
ctfrontery o resort once more W a spirit-
ualistic seance in an effort to break down
her resistance, beforc attempting to
apply torturc.

No other sound was heard except the
breathing of the four men, and ‘a
smothered exclamation from time to
time from one or the other of the two
women, who had been placed at one end
of the table, as 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 ler to reveal the secrets,

The seance, after all that had hap-
pened, could hardly be expected to con-
vince anyone, especially Rosicka, for she
knew now that the men were unscrupu-
lous charlatans. The plan was unworthy
of so clever a man as Popkens, for, now
that Rosicka had seen that the men from
Hermannstadt were in. reslity his ac-
complices, and other happenings had
dashed her faith in him, she could hardly
believe in the reality of any spirit voices
that he might preduce. But Popkens,
the charlatan, confident of his 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 work on Rosicka’s credulity
through a seunce, despite all that had
vceurred to undeceive her.

T listened for a while to the voice. 'The
language was, of course, Magyar, but,
as the voice spoke very slowly, I had
very little difficulty in understanding it.
Despite the weird, sepulchral quality of
the tone, which the medium obtained by
Liolding rolled-up paper in his mouth
while he wuas speaking, the voice must
have borue a distinet resemblance to the
living voice of Rosicka’s mother, tor
presently the girl started weeping, snd
little choking sobs joined the sepulchral
voice in a weird duet.

The voice told Rosicka thul her father
way undergoing terrible tormeuts, be-
cause of the sins he had committed while
in the body. In apy ease, il said, the
torments would costtinue for many long
years, for the man had sinned grievously,
but, since no one was utterly beyond re-
demption, Rosicka had the chance to as-
sist her father to & possible future atone-
ment and end to his sufferings. She was
to write out the terrible confessions of
her father, made in his delirium. and

HERMANNSTADT

sign it in the presence of the men who
had come from Ilermannstadt, so that
they could witness the signature. It
would uot lLe nccessury to read it to
them, but she must show the confession
to Popkens. Then she should take the
paper, alonc. into the black dungeon, and
conceal it behind a certain stoue in the
wall, which the voice described in detail.
I'his stone was loose. and could casily be
pried out with a knife. She should sc-
place the stone, and suy nothing to any-
one about what she had done. Popkens,
said the voice, was very evil, and she was
loath to let him know the confession, but
there was no other way in which the evil
Count D— could be oftered the chance to
expiate his crimes; and furthermore a
spell had been put upon. Popkens that
would make bhim powerless to make
known to anyone the contents of the
document. She had been obliged to use.
Popkens as a medium, because 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
would be hidden in the black dungeon.
and his mere knowledge of its contents
could not harm Rosicka or her sister
unless PPopkens 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. Then, perhaps cen-
turies later, someoue would diseover the
paper, and with this caithly revelation
of the old Count’s crimes a chance would
be given his spirit to make expiation.

1 was more and more amazed as the
geance procecded. Popkens evidently
thought he could convince Rosicka that
the spirit voice was genuine by branding
himself as evil, forr Rosicka now kuew
that he was evil, and might "take the
frank admission of this fact as a sign of
the truth of the scance. Truly, Popkeny
had found the girt so easy to dupe in
carlier seances that he overestimated her
gullibility,

1 stole cautiously around the group, a
shadow among the shadows of that great
vroom. I stopped directly behind the
false medium. As long as the men were
nol. setually torturing the women, |
thought it besi o allow the seance {n
vontinue, and thus allow time for the
reinforcements to arrive. But now the
voice trailed off indistinetly and died
away in a soft whisper. The luminous
ving, which was nothing more nor less
that a phosphorescent ring painted on
the wide mouth of a long speaking
trumpet, again began. describing its
weird spirals in the air over the heads
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of the sitters. Popkens stirred uneusily,
although he was supposed to be in &
tranee. lle wus manipulating the
speaking trumpet, which is part of the
stoek in trade of every medium, when 1
suddenly seized the haud that held it,
and closed my left hand vver his wind-
pipe.

T knew the signs. 1 knew that the
seance was about over. A lamp would
be lighted, I would be discovered in the
room, the two women would be tortured
(since the seance had failed to convinece
them), and the men would cither kidnap
them or extort the document from them
before help could arrive. 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 undoubtedly murder 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 powerful
hold I had obtained on it. He clawed
frantically at the hand that was shutting
off his wind, and a strange bubbling
gurgle came from his throat, This
alarmed me, but ncedlessly.

‘“He is coming out of his trance,’’
whispered one of the men to Rosicka, for
so he interpreted the sound that he had
heard.

Popkens slumped into an unconscious
heap. I stuffed his own handkerchief
into 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 up his legs so that he could
not kick or make any other noise with
his feet when he came to, and took the
medium’s place at the head of the table.
Straightway the luminous circle again
began to weave ils loops and spirals over
the heads uf the sitters, but it was T who
manipulated the trumpet, and not Pop-
kens. He lay behiud me 1 a trance
that was much more reul than any he
had ever undergone during his seancex.

I bad withdrawn from hiy pocket,
while searching for his knife, several
wads of paper. already rolled, and [
stuck some of this in my mouth to give
my voice a sepulchral sound. In my case
this procedure was really necessary, for
if I had epoken in a uatural voice, the

American accent with whictn I spoke
Blagyar would have betrayed me. Bul,
with paper in my mouth, and my voice
further disguived by the spesking
trumpet, 1 began to talk, very slowly, in
broken words, us if I were the spirit of
old Count ID—, toth with coutrition,
and begging, pleading for a chaneg to
cxpiate,

I continued in this vein for twenty
minutes or more, when I realized that
the other conspirators were getting rest-
less. I don’t think they suspected I was
not Popkens, no matter how poor my
Magyar accent may have becn, for they

could hardly dream of anything so °

strange as Houdini, whom they had seen
drowned in the Maros River, returning
to overpower the medium and take his
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
of my presence. Of the five men, ome
was bound and lying by the river’s bank.
Popkens was trussed up, gagged and un-
conscious on the floor behind me. Three
were left to oppose me. The seance had
continued for tho greater part of amn
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 was
speaking trailed off into silence as Pop-
kens’s voice had done. Rosicka had long
since ceased sobbing, for she no longer
heard her mother’s voice. I arose silently
and stole like a shadow to the two
women. I cut their bonds with the
knife I hud taken from Popkens, and
then pondered what else 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 as-
sailants in the same way I had overcome
Popkens, and I proceeded forthwith to
grapple with one of them. But I missed
my first hold in the darkness and he
uttered a frightened oath as I grabbed
him. He half arose and his chair crashed
to the floor. We fell together, I on top,
and I quickly had my kuee at his throat.
Then one of the other two men lit the
lamp.’ '

I drew the revolver of the man under
we und sprang to my feet. | was not
quick enough, for I found mysel{ look-
ing into the muszzle of another revolver.

“Drop that weapon!’’ my oppouent
shouted.

1 suddenly dropped to the floor, at the
same time raising my right leg in a tre-
mendous kick at the man’s hand. He
fired as I dropped, and the revolver flew
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out of his hand. My bare foot had
Junded, puinfully for me, ou the weapon,
but. the kick had disxarmed the map., 1
at once covercd the other man, who had
lighted the lamp, and asked Rosicks to
take his weapon from him. The Countess
picked up the other revolver. ‘T'he man
[ tried 1o throttle aiose and rushed at
me, snarling like 4 wild beast. 1 was
forced to shoot, and 1 sent a bullet into
his knec. Ife sunk to the floor, with a
look of pain, and reached for his revol-
ver. He was out of his head from rage
and pain. Fortunately for me, his
weapon was in my hand instead of his.

“You see,”” I exclaimed in Magyar.
‘‘resistance is useless. 'The old servant
went for help a long time ago, while I
stayed here and hcard year leader trying
to delude the ladies into thinking it was
their mother’s voice they were hearing.
There is your leader on the floor.”’

I pointed to Popkens.

‘‘He is unconscious—no, he is coming
to. See, he is blinking his eyes. 1 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 corner 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
will do the going out ourselves. Stand
out of the way, while I release Popkens.’’

Popkens by this 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
nearly all of it, but Rosicka looked sick,
and the eyes of the Countess opened wide
in horror. I would pot let the men untie
him, and they would not let the two
women pass through the dvor. We had
reached an impasse, as they would not
vbey my commands, despite the weapon
in my haud.

Then suddenly oue of the men kicked
the lamp over, and as it crashed to the
flcor the room waus plunged into dark-
ness. Rosicka uttered a shriek as one
of the scoundrels wrenched the revolver
from her. Several flashes of fire spit
into the gloom as the man shot at me in
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the darkness. But the sound of many
feet caused them to burst out into the
hallway.

They were too late, for they ran plump
into the arms of a dozen peasants, who
were armed with heavy clubs, pitchforks;
and axes. The peasants had been sum-
moned by the old servant, who accom-
panied them back to the castle. They
quickly disarmed-the man who had the
revolver, and trussed up all three cap-
tives in the room where Popkens lay
straining at his bonds. Three of the
peasants went out to the river bank and
brought in the man I had tied up.

The situation was hopeless far the men
from llermannstadt, bult Popkens had
not yet played the last card iu his game
of brazen effrontery. Beaten in his efforts
to obtain the document, he now sought to
cffect his own releaso aud the release. of
his companions from the trap into which
they had fallen.

““I think, Countess,”’ suid Popkens,
who had just been swearing so fright-
fully before her. ‘I think you had
better instruct your people to unbind
me and my comrades and let us go back
to Hermapustadt. ‘Therc urc certain
secrets about your father that you might
not care to have made public, and if
these peoplec knew them, they would
probably clhase you out of the country.’’

Rosicka turned white. I thought then,
by the strange set of her lips, and I still
think now, that it was righteous and
fierce anger rather than fear that made
her blanch. I felt keenly for the poor
girl in that moment, but the Countess
won my heartiest admiration. She turned
her dark eyes on Popkeus with all the
dignity of a qtfeen.

‘I haven’t the remotest idea what you
are talking about,”’ she said. ‘‘These
people all knew my father, the Count
D—, and if I were you I would not
slander the memory of that great and
good nobleman. 1 think, after all that
hag happened, you will not find anyone
who will believe you.”’

This was a master stroke. Popkens
reglizeQ how precarious his- situation

was, and what actual physical danger he
was in. Besides, he had no proofs.

I saw the Countess in Hermannstadt
later, after the hcaring on the cases of
the five spirit fakers. From her I learned
that_ Popkens had formerly been an

agent of the Count, her father, and it-

was as such .that she had seen him at
Castle D—. Popkens was 80 close to the
Count that he had been associated with
him in his dark crimes, and he did not
dare reveal them to the authorities be-
cause of his own criminal connection
with them. _

Under duress, however, he told this
story, which was as near a confession as
he made: he had acted as agent for the
Coant in a lurge number of promotional
schemes backed by the Count’s money,
but in whieh the Count's name did not
appear. The Count had cheated him
out of all his share of the earnings, and
threatened to expose him as the active
agent in a number of mysterious rob-
beries, in which the Count, to protect
himself, had manufactured evidence
pointing toward Popkens as the perpe-
trator. Popkens, had known of the
oubliette and the black dungeon during
his association in the dark deeds of the
Count, and he knew the mysteries of the
castle as well as the Count himself. He
had returned to Castle D— to demand
a final accounting from the Count.by
threats of exposing his infamies, and
made his way to the Count’s room only
to find him dying. The two girls were
in the-bedroom, and Popkens listened
outside the door to the remorseful man’s
delirium. That was how he knew that
the two girls were in possession of the
Count’s secrets. He had become a
spiritualist charlatan thereafter, having
dabbled in black magic and deceptive
tricks, and one day, when the Count’s
daughter Rosicka attended ome of his
seances in Hcrmanustadt, he conceived
the bold plan of-getting her, by trickery,
to write down the confessions made by
the Count in his dying delirium. He
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Enew the black dungeon, and he planned
to steal the document after Rosieka had
placed it behind the stone, and then he
could blackmail them out of all they
possessed in return for restoring the
document to them. Thus he would re-

_venge himself upon the Count’s descend-

ants, and become master of their estates.

Popkens was convicted of conspiracy,
attempted murder, and kidnaping, and
he and his companions were given long
prison terms. Among his disciples in
Hermannstadt was a Russian named
lieanadorf, who left Hermannstadt and
madc his way back to Russia before the
authorities could apprehend him. 1
have resson to believe that Ileanadoitt
was in reality the false monk Ileador,
known as Rasputin, who became the most
sinister figure in Russian history. It
will be recalled that Ileador, or Ras-
putin, witnessing- the feats of black
magic performed in the Czar’s court:by
Irving Bishop, told the Czarina that: he
could do much more marvelous things,
and from that time he gradually gained
an - ascendancy over the Czarina, and
later the Czar, that mude him the real
ruler of Russia. Never was any other
ruler so profligate and wicked as Ras-
putin, the evil forec behind the throne
of Czar Nicholas II.

Countess D— thanked me for all ¥ had
done for her, and told me she had but
one regret in the whole anatter.

““What was that?’’ I asked.

“Do you remember,”’ she replied,
‘““that when Popkens tried to threaten
me before my pcasants, I told him my
father was-a great and good nobleman
whom I would not allow him to slander?
It is the memory of that lie that hurts.
If it were to be donc over again, I do not
think I could suy a good word for my
father, even if life itself were at stake.
I ask only that he be forgotten. Mr.
Houdini, you and I and Rosicka and that
devil Popkens arc the only persons in
the world who really know what my
father wus. You can sympathize with
my feelings.’’

THE END

Caution of a Brother’s Spirit

TWO wealthy merchants, traveling through the Taurine

hills into France, upon the way they met with a man of
more than human stature who thus said to them: ‘‘Salute my
brother Lewis Sforza, gnd deliver him this letter from me.”’
They were amaged, and asked who he was? Ife.told them,
that hc was Guleacius Sforza, and immediately.. vanished out
‘of sight. They made haste to-Milan, and delivered the duke’s
letter, wherein was thus written: ‘‘Oh Lewis! take heed to
tbyself, for the Venetians and French will unite to thy ruin,
and dcprivo thy posterity of their estate.

Franec.

But if thou wilt passed.

deliver me three thousand guilders, I will endeavour that the
spirits being reconciled, the unhappy fate may be averted;
and this I hope to perform, if thou shalt not refuse what I
have requested: farewell.’”” The subsecription was: ‘‘ The soul
of Galeacius thy brother.”” This was laughed at by most as
a fiction :.but not long after, the duke was dispossessed of his
government, and .aken. prisoner by Louis XII, King of
Thus far Bernard Arulnus, in the first section of
the history of Milan, who also was an eyewitness of what had



Further Adventures on the Planet Venus
Are Graphically Described in the

Following Chapters of

DRACONDA

By JOHN MARTIN LEAHY

CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR
ST. CLOUD AWAKES

WE ENTERED a richly-furnished

room and took seat, llenry and [
beside Draconda on a divan, the princess
and Mynine on another and the old raan
in a big chair, which, though there were
several 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 was 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. lle thanked her
with a smile, then looked at us with
wondering eyes.

The room was rich in furnishings, but
cverything bore the stamp, sumptuous
though all things were, of a beautiful
simplicity—a simplicity akin to the dress
of Draconda. The room was lighted by
little hanging lamps of silver, and the
plain, somber becauty of  the place
seemed to soothe the eyes and the mind.

‘““Now we are alone,’”’ ssid Draconda,
‘“‘and can talk. I thought we should
be favored with the company of the high
priest, whose name, by the way, is Sal-
lysherib, and that of Ta Antom, which
means The Wolf; but Ta Antom—there
is no need to speak of Sallysherib—
wished to be excused. Ile is not pleased
with what—with the mystery of that
which has occurred. It is just as well
that they did not come—no, better. I
am more at ease.”’

She was silent for a moment, as
though in troubled, painful thought.

‘‘Oh!’’ she cried, with a sudden move-
ment, a curious look flashing over her
face.

Then her low, musical laughter filled
the room.

“How silly!” she exclaimed. ‘‘Par-
don me, my Quainfan, my Farmermain,
but I was thinking of something that—
IIow happy it were if sometimes we
could only raise a barrier agzinst
thought! But e¢nough of thisl

““] was going to tell you—"'

She looked at me, a smile touching the
corners of her mouth.

‘““Not yet, my Farnermain!’’ 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 givo his wisdom to the
world, because of the priests, of whom
more anon.’’

‘“It seems,”” 1 observed, ‘‘that they
wield a power truly dreadful.”

““Dreadful? Alas, my Farmermain,
you have caught a glimpse of it. But
hear now the story of Mayto.

‘‘Many 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 goes 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 supreme council

as only ignorance can acelaim. Mayto:

received the horrible pronouncement
with composure, flitched not at all.

‘I had closely followed the trial—if
trial it may be called, for Mayto was
condemned to death or ever he was ap-
prehended, and he knew it—and greatly
wished to see ‘this philosopher whoso
love for Truth raised him above the
qualms of the fiesh and the pain and
destruction thereof.

‘“‘Therefore, the day before he was to
be burned—for the matter was moving
with despatch—hc was brought before
me, who then was very young: it was
ten years gince, 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 mercy fromany 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, wasted by dun-
geon starvation, 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 wero
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 cost
me my own, saved Mayto’s life. The
revocation of the death sentence, how-
ever, had this proviso, to which I at first
feared Mayto was not 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 lustrums, incurred
the enmity of Sallysherib, and there has
been war between us to this day. There
was a mystery about me that he could
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 has 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!?! And, if
nothing else, it proves that humanity is
humanity no matter where you find it
—on earth or Venus, on Mars perhaps,
or worlds that encircle about Aldebaran
or Vega.”

She looked at me whimsically.
57
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*‘Something seems not clear in your
mind, my Farnermain.”’

“It is this, O Draconda: couldn’t
you have conquered Ly revealing—1’’

Query that comprehended was in her
eyes.

‘“The truth?”’

“Just s0.”’

She smiled bitterly.

‘‘Have you mnot learned, my Farner-
main, that, as Innocence herself some-
times has to wear a mask, so Truth must
at times stay hidden or silent? Alss,
in .the world of consciousness, mau’s
intellect is us a bat—a hidcous, poison-
ous thing, hiding ju caves and fearsome
places, moving only in the twilight zone
and the kingdom of darkmess.’’

““Yes,”’ said Henry Quainfan. ‘‘And
he who carries a torch for others must
himself walk in shadow.”’

“‘By the way,’’ I asked, ‘*‘does Mayto
know how you learned English?’’

Draconda laughed.

‘‘No, my Farnermain; he docsn’t even
know what English is.”’

‘““‘He is a great man,”’ Henry said.
“Tell him, O Draconda, that I am hon-
ored to meet one so learned and birave.’’

The gucen translated, when the old
man arose and bowed to us, Henry and
I stood and bowed with deep respect in
turn.

‘“And now tell me things!’’ said Dra-
conda. ‘‘Tell me about your discovery
and the journcy, O Quainfan—no, first
the year. Judging from your dress and
weuapons, I should say that it is not,
after all, far from the year nineteen
bundred.’’

“How in the world.” said |, amazed,
“‘did you lose all count of the time?”’

T didn’t,”” she told me. ‘“And for
a good reason : 1 never had it to lose 1™’

I was dumbfounded.

“Mystery  follows
Henry Quaiufan.

Draconda laughed a little.

*“Bul, what is the year?' she asked.

Henry told her.

“*And the month?™’ ]

The month ivas given und the day
vf the month also.

I could . tell from your dress und
your weapons Lhat pol many years hal
clapsed since—that the time was near
the year ninetcen himdred.’’ she said;
“‘but, before you came, I did not know
whether it was the twentieth century,
the fortieth—or the eightieth! And
now tell me things.’” :

““T think it is you who should tell us
thivas, O Draconda,’’ 1 said.
i uiter darkness.”’

mystery,”’  said

“We are
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““No,”’ she laughed; ‘‘you tell me.
I am not cognizant of anything that has
occurred on Terra since eighteen hun-
dred and eighty-six. But, first, tell me
of your journcy and that marvelous

thing in which you came, O Quainfan.

It was called the Hornet, was it not?
That was a funny name.”’

Henry and I looked at each other.
Was it any wonder?. What on earth
were we to make of these things?

Draconda wus twenty-five. She had
just said so. She had been born on
Venus, and yet her knowledge of things
terrestrial did not go beyond the year
cighteen hundred and eighty-six! Non-
sense—gibberish—hocus-pocus!

Draconda broke the silence with a
little silvery laugh, which rippled mer-
rily round the room, and again asked
Henry to te!l her of our journey and the
thing in which we had come. So he pro-
ceeded to give her a succinet account of
the discovery, the Hornet and those un-
earthly days in space. She broke in with
many exclamations and questions, and,
when he had finished, told him he was
the greatest man that had ever lived,
whereupon he flushed like an abashed
country swain.

‘‘Now tell me of the terrestrial hap-
penings,’’ she said. ‘‘Of course, I mean
the ones that have occurred since the
year eighteen hundred and eighty-six;
the others I know full well—some of
them too well, perhaps.”’

So Ilenry went on to tell this mys-
terious woman what had happened on
the carth since eighteen hundred and
eighty-six.

T tried to think, but think I could
wol. My thoughtls were all jumbled up.
I found myself imagining the absurdest
things. | sat bewildered, dumbfounded,
thunderstruck. 1 often think of those
first minutes with Draconda. Ever had
{ 10 ussure myself iu various ways thal.
| was wot dreaming it all. 'The sirange-
nuess of it, the unreality of that whicl
was real-—no wonder [ am nuking a
fool of myself —made my poor brain
fairly spin.

Just think of it. Was il any wonder
that my brain went round and round
and round? Bear with me a. moment.
Herc we had journeyed all the way from
the earth, and ou this plunet called
Venus, whose orbit is twenty-five mil-
lions of miley sunward of Terra, we had
met a woman who spoke English: We
were sitting beside her now.  And she
had said the possibility of coming from
Terras to Venus never bad entered her
head ; ergo, she had lied. That was in-
coutestable, or else-nothing ever was in-
contestable. v :

But why? Yes, why?! However,
there was no light forthcoming in' that
direction. All that was palpable was
that this mysterlous and wondrous be-
ing had said the thing which was not.

Also, what'had happened on the earth
since eighteen hundred and eighty-six
was a blauk to her; in other words, she
was not cognizant of anything that had
occurred on Terra for near thirty vears.
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?

Also and furthermore, before our ar-
rival, she had not known whether the
time that separated the now from that
vear eighteen hundred and eighty six
was fifty years, a hundred, a thousand
or a million years in extent:

Ye gods! What was I to make of
these things?
““So!’”’ exclaimed Draconda when

Henry had finished. ‘‘So men sec
through solid stecl 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! And
you, my Quainfan—you have unlocked
the terrible mystery of the atom, seen
the beat, as it were, of Nature’s heart!’’

“No, no,”’ he said: ‘‘unlocked but one
of its mysteries. And her heart, I fear,
is not there.”’

‘“Ah, well,”’ said Draconda, ‘‘you
have blazoned your name big on .the
marble cliffs of time. my Quainfan. high
ibove the names of Newton and Colum-
bus.

‘“And thus scienee advaunces, and the-
ology’ advances with her. And yet
seientist, and theologiun—there they sit
glaring away at cach other. Well, sv it
has always beeu, und o, I have no doubi,
it. will always be.

““IInfortunate it is that Scienve aud
lteligion are sw antagonistic lo' euch
other, for peither is wholly right, and
where one has weakness thie other has
strength. One c¢ould not be without the
other. Kach owes to the other a debt,
und each will not consider that debt—
scknowledge il ever. ;

‘‘Seience i3 iconoclostic: and Religiou
shows & weakuess for which it is difficult
to account, in view of her strength of
ages, in helieving thut, because Science
has, for instance, forced man to live on
a ball instead .of a pancake, her antag-
onist wilI one day destroy the anago-
getical verity. That will never be de-
stroyed by Science. Her domain does



not include the spiritual, and, when she
ponders on spiritual things and attempts
to put them into a test-tube, then she is
anything but scientific.

“Just what I’ve eaid a thousand
times,”’ I remarked, for Draconda had
paused.

‘¢ And, in like manner,”’ she went on,
‘‘Religion is auything but religious
when she pouders on earthly, materiul
things, attempts to make of them «
balloon in which one must ride to reach
heaven, or, if blusphemous enough to
doubt its Divine manufacture, go down
to dammuation clciual.”’

She glanced at Hency Quaiufan.

“Just what I've mssid a thousand
times,’’ he told her.

Draconda laughed a little.

‘I thought it,"’ she said. ‘‘However,
Religion, if unrestrained by Science,
who ever forves her to let the material
alone, would fill the beautiful Universe
with devils, ghosts and the shrieks of
damned souls, would plunge the minds
of men and women into darkness and
the fear that surges in darkness; while,
on the other. hund, Science, if unre-
strained by Religion, who ever forees
her to let the spiritual alone, would send
the glorious Cosmos crumbling to a heap
of dead atoms.

“But my, how I have been talking!
Now I listen. 'Tell me about literaturo
—oh, did you bring any books?”’

‘“We had five or six dozen,”” Henry
said; ‘‘but, when the Hornet—’

‘“Oh, you lost them all!”’

‘“‘No; we have three,”

““Goody, goody!'’ exclaimed Dra-
conda, clapping her “hands in girlish
{ashion. ‘‘Let me see them! Quick!
What are they? Hurry, hurry!”’

“That we have two of them ix due 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 other?!”’

¢ A little volume of Pos.”

¢Not Gordon Pym, I hope.’’

““No: The Murders in the Rue
Morgue, The Gold Bug, Ligcia, The Fall
of the House of Usher and a few others,
The best of Poe, you see.”’

““Yes; but I could easily wish it had
been something else. Life isn’t tombs
and grave-worms—nor 1is that death,
either,

44 ¢ 'Pis not the whole of Life to live.

Nor all of death to die.’

“Probably, though, my Qnainfan, you
think—or have thought—otherwise.”

““How on earth, O Draconds, did you
know thatt”’
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¢TI didn’t know it,”’ the queen smiled;
“I but thought it.”’

For a time she sat silent, turning the
pages.

‘“What a contrast!’’ ghe said. ‘“Where
an antithesis more strildng: Cooper and
Poe! One like the sunlight streaming
on forest and ocean; the other like the
moon-gleams gloating o’er iombs: one
n}ear-eyed, with the brown of the sun on
his cheek; the other a conpanion (o
dragons and owls.”’

“‘Pretty hard on Poe,’’ I thought, but
all 1 said was:

““You love Cooper?”

‘‘ Adore him!”’ said Draconda.

She took up the Bible from her lap.

““Ah,”’ she said, suddenly pausing in
the turning of the leaves. ‘‘Listen:

‘“ “Where wast thou when I laid the
foundations of the earth? declare, if
thou hast understanding.’”’

Neither Henry nor I made response.

““Silent |’ Draconda observed, with a
whimsical smile.

‘*Your answer, O Queen,”’ Henry
said.

‘“‘No—even I can not say,’’ returned
Draconda. ‘‘But this I do know, my
Quainfan: we were! Yes, and even
cternities before our sun his terrible
march began!’’®

Henry Quainfan said:

“In a certain sense, O Draconda, that

is undoubtedly sober triith: what I meanr
is, not that I believe in the immortality
of the individual soul (though it may be
immortal) but in that of—what shall I
83y J—in the immortality of the Spirit of
Life. AsLord Kelvin putsit:

‘“ ‘I am ready 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 Quainfan, my Quainfan!’’ said
Draconda. ‘‘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
cast by the mountains called the Mystery
of Life.”’

‘“‘But—’' began the queen.

Came a sharp word or two from just
without one of the doorways, a woman’s
voice in apswer, then the clang of
weapons on the marble floor.

*Whenco have we come, and wkither do ws
go? . . . Since the traditional time of .Adom
the sun las led his planete through the wastes
of epace not lesa than 225,000,000,000 milsz, or
more then 2400 times the distance that separ-
ates him from the esrfh . . . Where was our
little planet when it emovged out of the clouds
of ohaos? Wheye was the eun when his “thunder
march” began?—Garrot P. Serviss: Ouriositics
of the Bky.
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A moment, and the lady had entered.
She made obeisance to her queen and
stood with bowed head till Draconda
bade her speak.

The sick man from the stais yas
awake—with which intelligence Dia-
conda acquainted us forthwith.

CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE
THE MEETING

‘“ HE is lying quiet,’’ said Draconda,

‘‘though plainly surprised. Shall
we go to himnow? I would that I might
bid him welcome, but that would not be
expedient, what with the surprise it
might give him to hear a Venusian speak
English.”

So we all arose and directed our steps
toward the room in which we had left
St. Cloud,

It was not until afterwards, by the
way, that I thought of this curious fact.
to be writ on my brain in letters of
fire:

Draconda had not asked, uor had we¢
mentioned, our companion’s name.

However, we found St. Cloud appar-
ently asleep again, his face partly cov-
erd and ¢n shadow.

I have often wondered what tho
anagnorisis would have bheen had hiy
features been in the full light and wholly
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 so as
not to disturb him, knowing—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 have done
this; she might have screamed just the
same, and the same horrible thing might
have happened. What is the use of
wondering? We can 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
belhold what we saw in that room.

All was still when we eatered. Could
be heard omly the soft rustling of the
women’s dresses and the faint sound of
our feet as they sank into the deep nap.
Once there eame from without a distant
and wailing cry, which I thought came
from some aquatice bird on the lake, My-
nine, the princess and the old philos-
opher came to a etop about three yards
from the litter, the old man leaning on
his cane; Draconda, Henry and myself
advanced to Morgan’s gside. He had not
stirred,

“It seems he had gone to sleep
again,’’ Draconde s8id in a whisper.



I nodded.

‘““Yes, it seems 8o, ' Henry whispered
back.

Then ‘Draconda took u step forward
and, leauing over, loovked al Morgan's
face.

I was walchiug clusely.

Suddenly [ heard a shavp, puinful in-
take of breath; over her features shot
the strangest look—lerrible, xhastly.
She stood there, lesning over and star-
ing for a few seconds. then of ‘u sudden
flung her body up und back as though
siruck ut by u serpent. her face white as
death, even the Jips it seemed, and then
there burst from her throat a seream
that drove into my brain like u dagger.

*“fHe!’ she excluimed, her
houarse whisper,

I stepped toward her, for [ teared she
was going to fall.

“What ig it?’’ ] asked. ¢ What—9¥*

**Why didu’t 1 ask—oh, why didn’t
1 ask his name?’’

Then a little fierrcely :

**Why didn’t you—1"’

Here speech was frozen on her lips;
her eyes, which had never left Morgan's
fuce for an instant, Lecane wido and
aglcam with horror.

There was a sound from the litter.

I tumed my look to St. Cloud, hut,
before it had reached him, there burst
from his lips the most frightful, terror-
filled scream I have cver heard in all my
life.

He had raised himself up on one elbow
and was staring at Draconda with eycs
that seemed about to start from his head.
Never have I scen on another face that
unutterable terror which was stamped
on his still and livid features. The face
seemed to be crushed in, the eyes bulged
out, by a terror and horror that were
ont of the earth.

His lips moved; no sound, though,
issued from them. Again they moved;
but still no sound. At the third attempt,
he succeeded, and the words burst from
his lips like a thunderclap:

‘‘Blanche! Blanche!’’

I started at that name, aud a shiver
ran through me.

Draconda drew 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 a word.

She just stood there looking at him.

‘“Speak!’” he shrieked again. ‘‘In
God’'s name, Blanche—are you in the
flesh?”’

Then from Draconda’s lips came these
wonls, her voice hard and cold:

““Of course !’

voice i
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Blorgan shrieked horribly.

“Why—oh!’* he sereamced. ‘1 syw
you—with my oww eyex 1 suw you—vly,
-—oh!"’

His body jerked inlo a sitting pesi
tion, the cyes Hushig shut: then, wtter
ing one short, Lrighttul sereara, whieh
must have reached 1o every corner in
lhe great puluce, he el hack and wax
still.

For a itlle space. ne one moved; then
enry wenl and leaned over Morgau.

“Dead.”” he said, straightening up.

He stoed looking al Dracouda.

She said nothing.

Silence fell-—heavy, awful.

o this mysterious Draeonda, whom |
loved, was Blanche, the woman whom St.
Cloud had in some way «renged vn Far-
off Terrs. who had stalked through hix
dreams, whose ghost had come and tor-
tured him inv tho mountain tomb—but
who was Blanche?

Henry had known St. Cloud for
nearly ten years, and he knew uothing
about Blaushe. FHe had never heard of
her on the earth, had never heard her
name cre Morgan in slumber spoke it in
that ruined city in which dwell the
Ohams,

Of course, he was not conversant with
St. Cloud’s affairs; but, had this dis-
astrous on¢ with Draconda (whatever it
was) oceurred during that' decade, he
would, in all likelihood, have known of
it. Henry had told me he was almost
sure that Blanche had come into Mor-
gan’s life prior to their meeting. This,
it is obvious, would make Blanche—or,
rather, Draconda—at the most fifteen
years of age when that unknownm
tragedy, a love tragédy perhaps. had
occurred; wherefore, it seemed to me,
there was something wrong here.

Not that I did much thinking, In-
deed, I did not try. These things just
came darting through my mind, that vas
all. What was the use of thinking?
Mystery had succeeded mystery; and
what was the use of thinking at all?

We should have to wait, wait till
Draconda was minded to explain.

But who in the world was this mys-
terious woman, the mere sight of whom
had killed in a manner so terrible our
dark, handsome, mysterious Morgan St.
Cloud? Who was she? How had she
come from the earth to the Planet of

T.ove? And why—oh, why—had she
lied?

How long the silence lasted, I do not
know. At last, however, Draconda
spoke :

‘It was unfortunate; it was awful. I
would to Heaven I had asked your com-

Had [ knowsu "he was
Morgan St Cloud.  this awful thing
wonld  wat have  happeeed.  lle has
rhatged wmueh, yet | knew hine the in-
stand 1 looked elosely., 1 osxha'l explain
later- not wow. ) wmst be alone, He
is dead-=stain by his oo Fodly | bis own
st

paniou's name.

She el silent, and seemed to ponder
deeply, onee glanetsy quickly al the face
ol the dead muw. ,

The  silenee was broken by Heury
Quainfau, who sddressed hinusatt to the
«queen.

CWhy will you wol eaplain. O Dra-

conda ?  What, in the name ol Heaven,
does this meun? How did you come
licre? You knew this mau on Lhe
curth?’’

*“Yes; 1 did,”’ she answerctl.

“Wh,y, Draconda,"’” he said a little
wildly, **do you spin these webs of gib-
berish?  You lLave given us uvousense,
utterr nounsense.  This 1seeting has
proved it. Why, U Draconda, do you
spin these webs of wourds more tliinsy
thuu the spider’s web ™

‘“'hos¢ are bold words.”” she said
softly, looking straight into his eyes.
**No Venusian would dare speak like
that to me.”’

Ue made a sudden wild gesture, then
said humbly :

*“[ beg your forgiveness, O Draconda.
But surely you knew what was in my
mind. This meeting threw me into a
frightful tumult—which perhaps you
understand, .0 Draconda. But 1 am
sorry; I beg your forgivencss.’’

Draconda forgave him with a look.
As her eyes looked into his, I saw in
them a mysterious softness that brought
my heart into my throat.

‘‘Do not mention it any more,’* she
said. ‘‘And, indeed, I can not blame
you for doubting my word. But, here
in the presence of this dead man, I can
not explain.’’ -

She now turned and addressed a few
words to the princess and old Mayto.
I saw Henry’s look wandetr from her to
the face of St. Cloud, then back to the
queen.

““I am sorry,’’ she said, turning to us,
““but 1 must gonow. I want to be alone,
Here you will be safe from intrusion or
snares—may entertain every feeling of
security. And now I must thus unseem-.
ly bid you good-night.”’

‘“Qood-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-



osopher, walked slowly to the curtained
doorwvay, where the (ueen stopped
(whereupon the princess and old Mayto
also came to & hell) and stood looking
back at us.

“And yet,"” ssid Draconda in a low
voice, looking at Henry Quainfan, ‘‘it
hurts me sorely to know that you think
my words false.’’

She paused, still looking al my com-
panion, The curtains were held asido
by two servants.

‘‘Qood-night,’”” she concluded.

Then they went slowly through the
doorway and were bid from view as the
curtains fell back into their places be-
hind them,

CHAPTER THIRIY-SIX
ACCURSED

FOR a while, I guzed at the enrtains,

then turned my look to Henry, (o see
him staring at the face of the dead man.

A few moments, and our eyes met,
questioning. He shook his head, mutter-
ing something that I could not catch.

Then suddenly he turnmed and signed
o the Venusians to leave the room,
which they did immediately, leaving us
with Mynine and the thing that so short
8 time before had been Morgan St.
Cloud.

Shortly afterwards, he explained to
the gir!, who bad been watching him
was 2 look stecady and troubled, that we
wished to be alone now. She hesitated a
moment, looking at him in a strange,
questioning manner, with eyes in whiclr,
it seemed 10 me, there were adumbra-
tions of a terrible fear (I lmew what she
feared; it was that the queen might take
her lover from her), and then she turned
and slowly left the room, hesitating at
the doorway and glancing at Henry with
unchanged eyes. But he did not see, for
.ke was again staring at the face of St.
Cloud.

There was silence for a time, broken
ouly 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 mean? QGood God! what—1%"’

He left the sentence unfinished,

‘“We’ll know—when Draconda is
minded to explain.’”’

He went to the litter and stood look-
ing down on St. Cloud’s face, a strange,
hard expression on his own. At last he
covered up those pallid, horror-stamped
features, then, with a wild, and, I think,
unconscious, gesture, began walking
hack and forth with nervous steps, at
length coming to a stop beside me.
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“‘Rider—'’ he began.

His eyes fixed themselves on vacancy.
““Yes?’’ I suggested.

There was no response.

It was patent that his mind was in &
terrible turmoil. And why? Because
the sight of Draconda had killed Morgan
St. Cloud? I did not thiuk so; no, [
was sare there was something else.

I remembered certain words he had
spoken 1o the queen, that peculiar sofl-
nesy 1 had secn in her eyes, the way in
which she had addressed him when she
was leaving, and other things. She had
spoken, it seemed {o e, as though there
was some facit undeistanding between
them. And «ll this, of course, pointed
to but oue thing: That this mysterious
queen wgs the woman of his dreams—
though I could not, for the life of me,
see how her picturc could have been
stamped on his brain,

Yet, even xo, I feured that it was truc
—and 1 loved her. Strange—terribly,
sweetly strange. But 1 loved her, and I
do now.

And, of courso, a1l this threw my owun
mind into a frightful turmoil. Jealousy

‘went coursing through my veins like a

molten flood. If Draconds was his
‘“drcam woman,’’ there could be no hope
for me; if she was, my life was blasted
cven now, for I knew that unly Death
could end that sweet, agonizing pain at
my heart—and I kncw not what Dra-
condus was nor* what she had been.

Love had come in its mysterious way,
as gwift and blinding as the lightning—
in a manuer I never had believed thut
love could come. .

And, anyway, what hope could I have
of winning this - queen? Why, the
thought itself was a madness.

I longed to know if Draconda was in-
deed his dream woman—and yet dveaded
the kmowing.

It was Henry who broke the silencc.

‘“Rider!’’

‘lYes,))

‘“Maybe you’ll think—it’s a queer
thing; but it’s a fact.””

‘“A fact—what?’’ I asked, with a sink
ing of the heart.

““It is' she, Rider: Draconda is my
pictuore woman, the woman .of my
dreams,’’

‘“Oh!’’ said 1. ‘‘How wonderfull’’

‘‘Wonderful beyond words, Rider.’’

I said it was, or something to that
effect.

And there was a silence.

So there it was! I had expected that,
had steeled my=elf to keep back any sign

~ of the effect it would have upon me. And
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1 succeeded. At least, I am pretty sure
that I did. I do not think Heury ever
learned by word or sign that I loved his
Draconda. And yet how can we be sure
of these things?

Perhaps, though, Dracouda herself
kuew.

Well, it had come, the expected had
come, and my life was blasted, I was
accursed. A3 he spoke those words,
something came erashing down upon me,
something that. crushed with the weight
of ountaing, whose awful weight is
crushing me still.

Oflen have 1 pondered vn the exceed-
ing strangeness of it all. A short (ime
before—-such a short time—I1 had never
set eyves on this mysterious qucen, and
now I loved her, knew my life was
blasted because she was Hemy Quain-
fan’s ‘‘dream woman'’—the woman
whose picture had been stamped on his
mind, stamped in a manner which, 1
thought, would be forcver beyond the
understanding of the tinite mind.

And to sec her become his wife—ell,
I would be a man, though my heart
would be broken: already it was broken.
Yes, I would be u man. Though jealousy
went through my veins like a flaming
flood, filled my brain with spluttering
and hissing lights, though I hated

" Henry, yes, actually hated him (and yet

loved him, too), even so, I would be a
mav, would conqucr all the weaknesses
of the flesh-imprisoned -spirit. Yes, I
would hide all that was in my soul, that
might be in the days to come, and I
would fight side by side with him ind
her until they were happy or disaster
overwhelmed us sll; aud, if the first
came to pasy, then I would go away.
Yes, I decided upon this as I stood thzre.
I would go away, so that I could not see
Draconda any more—for that would be
a torture unbearable,

It was I who broke the silence:

¢“It #s wondrous, Henry, as wondrous
as mysterious. And think of it—the
chanee of chances that brought you to
her!”’

And I reached out my hand and
wrung hig—yes, congratulated him there
in the presence of the dead man.

CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN
DEATH AGAIN

“YTPUT—"’ said Henry Quainfan,
“Well?”’

““You think that Draconda—well, 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.’’

. “From certain little things, though,
Rider—*’

He looked at me quizzically.

‘“Yes—1I think so, t00,’’ I said.

‘““You dof’’ he asked quickly.

I nodded

‘“You notieed 3"’

““Yes, I noticed.”’

““I never believed it possible, Rider.
And life has changed, changed won-
drously, in an undreamed-of munner,
since we enterced that hall—though what,
the end may be, who ean guess that?
Everything is different now. I se¢ why
things always hurt, why 1 didn 't know
what to do—except lose myself in work.
Something hurt, and in work, and work
only, 1 forgol. 1t was because I hadn’t
found Dracondal’’

“Little wonder you hadu’t found
her!”’

*“‘But, Rider—thix meetingl’’

His jaws snapped shui, his eyes wout
to the litter, and his handsome faco grew
dark and lined.

“In Heaven’s nume,”’ he broke out.
““what was he to Draconda? She is «
mysterious woman, aud this mecling—
it bespeaks sowething awful. | had juat
seen immoriality for the first time-~|
saw it iu her eyes—und then came this
dreadful thing to fill my mind with
black, writhing thoughts. Why didn’t
Dracondy expluin? And how ou carth,
Rider, is she going to straighten thc
thing out? Born on Venus—and then
she had known Morgan on the carth!’’

A terrible look came iuto the gray
eyes, which turned again to that eovered
and lifeless form in the litter.

“1t. must have been something teari.
ble, Rider.’’

“Bul—be lied! He said so himself.
Good Lord, don 't you remember what he
said in the tomb, to Druconda’s ghost—
or, rather, to the ghost of Blanche??””

“I rvemember,”’ said Menry. ‘“°Of
comse!”’

““Well, don’t be a fool!” I told him.
‘“Don’t let—remember Cambyses and
Nitetis, Henry. More tragedies have been
caused by black thoughts, fears and
blunders, than by all the he and she
devils that ever have lived.”’

‘T remember. And thet will not bring
about any tragedy here—though tragedy
there may be. And Mynine, Rider! How
can I explain? The girl will never be-
lieve.'’ :

““Oh, well,’’ I said, ‘‘there’s not need
of a lighted lantern until it’s dark.”’

‘‘Yes, but you can’t light the lantern

antil you haveit. However, let’s go into
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this other room; it will be more cheerful
in there, and Morgan can sleep just as
well alone.”’

So we went into the room in question,
where Henry took seat on a chair, my-
self on the bed. In a few minutes, I
lay down. I closed my eyes and thought
—thought—thought. Alinute after min-
ute pussed, the minutes became hours,
and still I lay there thinking—thinking.

How I wished that [ could sleep, so
that, for a time, all would be forgotten.

My bmagination ran riot—Dbecume a
phantasmagoria that was a nightmare, u
nightmare in. which, cver and anon,
would appear thap mummy-like thing 1
had seen in u drecam, that creaturc who
had warned me never to set eyes on
Queen Dracondu.

Never once did Hentry Quainfan
break tbe silence; and, when [ spoke,
which was seldom, his response was
monosyllabie. -~ Whenever 1 looked, it
wus to see him sitting theve slaring into
vacancy.

At length-—it must have been in the
tasl. hourx of darkness--1 sank off to
sleep. It was u troubled sleep. a night-
mare indeed, and from it 1. way aroused,
about two hours Dbefore midday, by a
great crusbh, which brought me 10 my
fcet. before. 1 was even half awake. And,
%0 overwrought were my nerves, as I
sprang up 1 sereamed and scercamed yet
again, )

I was dreaming wheu that crash came,
still was dreaming when 1 sprang up
and screamed—the dream and the
reality blended together, though at the
time I did not know but what it all was
a drean.

T would 1o Heaven it had beeu!

The sunlight was streaming in
through the windows. i a strange, un-
carthly way, [ saw a form madly stirug-
gling on the fleor, in ovne of the far
corners of the room. Iiven as my cyes
fell upou it, it aroxe and instantaneousty
becume two forms—one 1lemry Quuin-
fan, the other The Wolf, Jocked in a
struggle so savage that thc men were
like beasts.

I may as well, I suppose, set down
here what had .happened, what had

- hrought about this terrible scene, to have

so strange and terrible an end.

Of course, a woman was the cause of
it, and that woman, as doubtless the
reader has anticipated, was none other
than the queen. ,

For Draconda loved Henry even as
Henry loved Draconda, had a picture of
him more vivid even than that one which
Love-had limned, with-eo sure a touch,
on the canvas of.his soul: but, like her
lover from the earth, she had never be.

lieved her picture was that of a.real
mate, that he existed or ever had existed ;
und, so Lelieving, she had (and here is
the terrible thing) fallen in love, though
in a troubled way, with Ta Antom.

Believing that the breaking of her le-
trothal to the powerful Venusian would,
in all likelihood, be succeeded by some-
thing unpleasant in the extrcme, even if
she exercised all the diplonacy of which
she was capable; the queen had plauned
to proceed with this unpleasant business
us gently and judiciously ass possible.
But, when she et ‘The Wolf this day.
her plans were in some manncr over-
thrown: she smashed the engagement
then and therc, whereupon The Woll
walched his chanee and, sword in hand,
vrept into our room to make an end of
the man who had taken his sweetheart
from him.

But .Henry, who had not fallen agleep
ouce, heard ‘I'a Autom stealing up be-
hind him. Bpringing to his teet, he
xaved bimself from whal swrely would
have been a fatal thiust, though he ve-
eeived a wornd i the Jeft arm, near the
shoubder, that, vendered that Jimb utter-
ly useless. e suceeeded in gripping
his antagonist s sword anm, and now his
streogth stood him in good slead indeed.
He managed to throw his enemy, and the
1150, falling upov a chair and smashing
il to pieces, crashed to the Hoor; and the
crush of their failing uroused me.

The Venusian was a powerful man,
but, in a struggle with strength as the
decisive factor, llenry, I am sure, easily
could have come out the victor,. Ta
Antom, however, had taken him by sur-
prise, had two arms to his one—to say
nothing of the weapou.

The instant T became wide awake and
grasped the perilous positiou of my com-
paniow, 1 jerked out a revolver (I had,
sinee our vescue from the tomb, wuim
St. Cloud’s cartridge-belt, with its
pendent weapon, as well as my own, and
had lain down without taking them off),
but, 80 swift werc thc gyrating move-
ments of friend and foe, I hesitated to
fire, for fear of hitting Henry, from
whose wound was gushing & crimson
stream.

I started toward them; but, at that
very instant, a white-vobed female
figure, sword in hand, looking like a
speeter against the dark background of
wall, came rushing into the room.

Some fluffy stuff that the woman-wore
had flown up over that side of her face
which was toward me, completely hiding
the features and enhancing not a little
tbat terrible spectral quality of the
figure.

With a little ery, she darted toward



the men, and, with another cry, short
and flercely wild. she drove her weapon
into the Venusian’s body—drove it clean
to the hilt,

As the stricken man, with two feet or
s0 of the blude protruding from his back,
pitched to the floor on his face with a2
groan, that gauzy stuff slowly fell from
the countcnance of the being who made
the fatal thrust, revealing to my aston-
ished eyes the lovely face of the queen,

CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT
THE BLLOW FALLS

MADE an exclamation and stood

4 aghast.

Draconda gave way to no feminine
weakness. Though pallid of face, cadav-
crous even, and trembling a little, she
was calm—her calmness somehow strik-
ing me with horror.

" 8he gave the fallen man a swift look,
then hurried to Ienry Quainfan, who
was leaning weakly against the wall.
From his wound a fountain of blood was
gushing forth. 1le was so covered with
gore that I feared he had received at
least a half dozcn wounds.

I looked at the stricken man, writhing
there in mortal agony. Draconda, too,
turned her-eyes to her vietim—to her
quondam lover, who so short a time be-
fore had hcld her in his arms, aflame
with her velvety embrace and her kisses.

With a groan, one hand gripping the

hilt of the sword, he rolled over on one .

side that he might see her better and
curse her with his eyes; then suddenly
he rolled back and in a moment had ex-
pired.

Some men aud women, among whom I
saw Mynine, who was 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 the bloody scene with wide
cyes,

Draconda turned and gave a sharp
command, whereupon one of the men
vanished on the instant.

Without her qucen’s permission, My-
nine came boldly into the room and hur-
ried toward her beloved, her lovely eyes
swimming in tears. She made a hurried
obeisance to Draconda, and the next mo-
ment was 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 learned, had received
but one wound, but that certainly was
one of an alarming nature. I feared,
as I looked, that he would never use that

arm again.
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‘“A tourniquet, my Farnermainl’’
said Draconda.

““I doubt—"’

‘““Do not doubt,”” she said a little
sharply, ‘“‘but fetch me omne of those
curtain-cords! Something, anything to
stop the flow! ‘The physician should be
here in 2 moment, but, in the mean-
time—’’

I was already hurrying baclt with one
of the cords. slashed off with my hunt-
ing-knife, and in a few moments the
tourniquet was in place,

Mynine, her bloody fingers atremble.
had started to help with this instrument
of torture, but the queen had spoken
sharply to her, whereupon the girl had
sullenly desisted.

We cheeked the flow, but stop it we
could not.

Henry was sitting on the bed; finally
he lay down.

‘“Winged me, all right,”’ he smiled.

‘“That man!’’ exclaimed Draconda.
““\Why doesn’t he come?”’

Scarcely had she spoken, howerver,
when her Esculapius entered—one of
the skinniest, ugliest men I cver have set
eyes on, and as cool as an icicle. A skill-
ful man, however, was our Dr. Quixote—
who, by the way, was a priest also;
all physicians are here. Remember-
ing Sallysherib, I felt a little uneasy on
that score, even though I assured myself
that Draconda knew what she was about.

* But my fears were groundless: Dra-
conda had no stancher friend (even
though he was a purple-robe) than this
doc of the sorrowful figure.

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.

Not long afterwards, Dr. Quixote left
us.

Draconda was sitting on the bed, her
eyes on Henry’s face, while Mymnine,
silent and motionless, stood watching the
twain with an expression that cut me to
the very hcart.

Of a sudden a new thought struck the
queen. Her eyes rested for a moment
on The Wolf, 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 then, turning to me,

she said :

“‘I never dreamed that Atropos would
commission me to sever the thread of
that life. The Moerae are more cruel
than kind. They will not let us wander
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for long on the flowery ways of our
hearts’ desire. They drive us forth to
the brambled and jagged ways of our
hearts’ loathing—ways which we must
tread or suvely we shall perish and upou
which maylup we shall perish in the
treading.

““But,’”” and she sighed, ‘*whut is the
use of talking thug? 1What is is. my
I'arnermain. and the cars of the Fates
are deaf to our prayers and our wail-
ing-)’

*‘The Futes obey, Draconda.”’

She looked at me quickly.

‘¢ *Tis so, my Farnermain. And some-
times ’tis we who command them. '’

‘“So it seems. But my poor intellect
has no plummet to sound those deeps in
the Ocean of Being.'’

‘“‘But the golden dawns, the sunsets of
glory and the storms that sweep over it
—why, my Farnermaiun, what Columbus,
unless indeed he be mad, thinks the
black sea abysms more wondrous than
the beauties and the mystery through
which he is sailing?”’

‘“Yet, in fancy, he wanders down into
coral halls and the awful abysms below
them.”

‘“In fancy—yes, my Farnermain.
And, in fancy-—at times, indeed in truth
—we can wander through the coral
palaces and the terrible sea caves of
Fate.”’

Now came the most surprising thing,
in its way, that I have seen in all my
life. There, in the presence of the
golden-haired woman who loved 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 hersclf in a chair which she
had drawn up to the bedside—her left
hand resting on the bed-clothes, near
Henry’s right.

It must have been accidental; at any
rate, his hand touched the queen’s,
whereupon his eyes opened and his
fingers closed over hers. Draconda
started, and I could see her atremble—
trembling as she had not donec 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 closc
and whispered in her ear. Yes, with
Morgan St. Cloud lying in the next room
a corpse, with Mymine standing there 60
near him—thus did Henry Quainfan
tell his love to this mysterious queen.
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As he whispered, I saw her face light
up until her beauty shone as if through
4 spiritual radiance—through a hale
that rendered visible on that face of
ineftable loveliness & glory not of the
earth, one that would shine on i its
beauty when the sun and the stars urce
dark.

tler lips werce slightly parted, her
breusst, ou which the dress wag cut low,
rising and falling tumultuously.

When Heory had done whisporing,
Draconds bent her head vutil her cheek
louched hiss: though 1 could not sce her
lips, 1. knew that she was whispering
back—words than which sweeter never
fell on human car. Suddenly she raised
her head, kissed him softly but passion-
ately on the lips. Then it was that 1
heard something like & sob, and yet not
4 sob at ull, and which broke from the
lips of Myninec.

I turncd and looked at the girl. She
was white, whitc us 2 sheet. I er hands
had clenched so that, as 1 afterwards
learned, the pink nails had broken
through the soft white flesh. Her lips
were slightly parted, discovering her
snow-white tceth of pearl. And upon
her quivering features was stamped the
most awful suffering I have cver seen on
a woman’s face.

I have not attempted to describe, have
Jeft to the readcr’s imagination the effect
this strange love scenc had upon me. I
felt that I way suffering in a degree be-
yond which no man’s agony of heart
ever had gone; but, so great was that
suffering upon this poor woman’s face,
even in my own I was cut 1o the soul by
the sight of it.

We had saved her from death, and
row something had come perhaps us
black and awful. There was no telling
what thig stricken woman might do.

Draconda, too, heard that sound. She
arose, flushed and trembling. As the
blue eyes met the durk, there was some-
thing in those cerulean depths. that made
the orbs actually hideous.

.I took the stricken woman by the arm
and tried to lead her away.

But Mynine would not budge.

CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE
MYNINE GOES

“SO,” said Draconda, as though speak-
ing to herself, ‘‘it has come—so
soon.”’

I turned my look to Henry Quainfan;
his eyes were on Mynine, misty with
tears. .

Rather to my swprise, it was Lo me
the queéen addressed herself.
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“Caught iu the winds of Fate, my
Farmermain!’’ she said. ‘*And every
moment whirls us iuto new troubles.”’

1 uodded, though it was my opiniou
Lhat Fate had Leen assisted somewhat in
this matter.

The queen said:

**1 understand—that is, this girl told
we. this morning, thal she is betrothed
lo—to my Quainfan here.”’

1t seenw it is s0, O Druconda. As for
the customs of this land—well, how cau
1 kuow of them?$”’

“True, true. How could you kuow.
How could my Quainfan know? In this
land, then, the prerogative of love-mak-
ing is the woman's, and the woman's
only ; if the man accepts her advances,
cmbraces or kisves her, then they are
cugaged; furthermore, strange though
this may xecm, the engagement can be
broken only by the woman—except, that
iy, in certain cases.’’

She lovked at me
however, I stood silent.

By the goddess Melpomene, why select
e as expositor ¢

““That the girl spoke the truth,’’ the
queen went on, ‘I believe. But—well,
you see he loves me.”’

She blushed like the pale dawn.
““Yes,”’ I nodded.
“‘Mynine did speak the truth,”” came

interrogatively ;

. Henry’s voice, weak and troubled. ‘‘But

I never loved her.’’

A curious look—probably one of be-
puzzlement and passion commingled—
shot acrogs Draconda’s features and
lingered there.

‘It seems,’’ she said, ‘‘that there has
been a strange, 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 ¢an not apply.

‘““‘But,”’ with a sudden alteration of
voice, turning toward her lover, ‘‘this
is very unpleasant, you are weak and
wounded, and so I shall dismiss the girl,
and the matter can be explained to her
later.”

‘“No,’’ said he. ‘““Now that it has come,
let it be explained here. But—I know
that Mynine will never believe me.”’

Draconda listened intently, holding
her sweetheart’s hand, the while Mynine
stood like a statuc.

¢“Mynine,”” said the queer, when
Hlenry had finished, ‘‘explanation has
been made and T rvegret exceedingly
that it had to be given in a tongue that
thou canst not. understand, for per-
chance thou wilt think [ use niy office

of trzudlator to color the explanation.
But I pray thee, my Myuine. do not
thiuk that, for that thing 1 will not do.

“T'his man whom thou lovest—my
Mymiue, the Lord Quainfan never did
love thce. A great mistake hath beeu
inade, a slrange mistaks, and it hurteth
him sorely. Hearr now, my Mynine:
knowing that thou didst love him. and
belicving that there was uo escape from
that tomb wherein y¢ had been im-
prisoned by the Lord Ta Autom, that all
of you would surely perish in the awtul
blackness, and wishing to fill thy last
earthly hours with that sweel which he
kuew the belief that thou wast loved
would bring to thee—"’

llere Mynine’s face grew deathly pale,
her body rigid as stone; only, the lips
quivered, quivered so pitifully that-1
{urned my cyes away.

‘““Becausc of this, my Mynine,”’ the
queen went on, a perceptible change in
her tones, ‘‘the Lord Quainfan made be-
lieve that he did love thee. After the
rescue, he could have told thee that he
did not love, but he could have made no
cxplanation; wherefore did he remain
silent, continue to make believe that thou
wast Ioved: That was why he did not tell
thee the truth, my Mynine.’’

The gir]l made no response.

After looking at her queen for a space,
with eyes somewhat vacant and yet very
hard, she turned her blue orhs to the
man who was the innocent cause of her
tragedy; and, as they looked into his,
her eyes did not change at all: they were
somewhat vacant and very hard.

““Tell her, Draconda, that I am very
sorry,’’ Henry said, ““and that I hope
we will be friends always.”’

Draconda trauslated forthwith, but
Mjmine made 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 gueen, Mymnine extended her own
—the shudder that came when his hand
touched hers telling more foreibly 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—how frightful we soon
were to learn.

“After all, my Mynine,”” said Dra-
conda, ‘“there is a sweet cup beside the
one that is so bitter: the Lord Quainfan
and his eompanions- did save thee from
the sacrificial knife and flames.’’

And then it was that Mymine spoke:

“I would, O Queen, that he had beer
tov late!"’



There were no tears in her eyes now;
her voice, though, was like that of a
weeping woman.,

Draconda went to the girl, placed a
hand gently on her shoulder. At the
touclp, however, Mynine quivered like a
leaf in the wind; hastily the queen re-
moved her hand, looking at me with hurt
eyes.

‘I am very, very sorry, my Mynine,’’
she said, ‘‘and I will do for thee what-
soever is in my power to do. Tell me, I
pray thee, what thou wouldst have. And
I hope, deep in my heart, that thou wilt
not harbor black thoughts against me,
my Mynine.”’

e pray thee, O Quccn, that I may
depart hence. I pray thee to accept my
poor thanks for thy proffered kindness,

O Queen; but my life is like a trec-

blasted by the fire of heaven now, and I
would go hence.”’

‘‘But whither wilt thou go?’’

‘“Nay—1I know not, O Queen: Only do
I know that I would be gone.’”

‘‘Bethink thee well,”’ said Draconda:
‘“Herc thou wilt have all that thou
mayest desire; if thou go hence, I he-
lieve, then thou shalt surely die.’’

‘‘Perchance, my Queen. But, pardon
me, O Draconda, here I could not have
aught that I deslre—here I should have
only pain and such an ache in the heart
that death itself would bc swecet. So I
pray, O Queen, that I may go hence.
And I thank thee for thy proffered
kindness to one 8o unworthy—which my
heart will always treasure.’’

‘““Well, do whatsoever thou wilt,”’ said
Draconda. ‘‘But I suy unto thee, my
Mynine, that I think thou art a fool
And-~well, I did not mcan in this very
palace of Condcrogun, if thou wouldst
not o desire.’’

““May I go henee, O Queen?™

‘“Yes; thou mayest go. I have said
that thou muyest do whatsoever thoun
wilt. But I say unto thee again, my
Mynine : I think thou art a fool and that,
if thou go hence, then surely shalt thou
die.”?

Mynine madc obeisance to her queen,
courtesied to mc; then, without even the
most fleeting glance at Henry Quainfan
(who had fallen asleep) the girl went,
her face towurd the dread Draconda
until she had passed through the door-
way.

I wondered if I would ever see her
again, and I confess that I was a little
bit afraid of Mymine.
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CHAPTER FORTY
TO SALLYSHERIB

{{ ONLY fancy!”’
So1 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, O Draconda, that you
have nothing at all to fear$’’

_ She laughed a little.

‘‘Nothing! What can she do? In all
liketthood, she shall be slain by the
priests. I tell you, my Farnermain, I
believe she is walking straight to her
doom.”’

‘‘But is there not perhaps some-—1"’

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 course—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 overthrow the queen’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?

‘I feel very sorry for that girl,”’ the
queen said after a pause. ‘‘It was a
cruel blow, cruel indeed. What says
Anac~—do you know Greek, my Farner-
main{’’

‘I have studied it.”’

She then quoted in the original the
following lines of Anacreon’s, though
her Greek was not like that which I had
studied:

““Yes—loving is a painful thrill,
And not to love more poinful still;
But oh, it is the worst of pain,
To bove and not be loved againl’’

I fancy, O Draconda, that Anacreon
knew his subject.”’

‘“And to love and not be loved again
sometimes causes terrible disaster, my
Farnermain. - However, we have nothing
to fear from that girl. As I said, in
all likelihood she shall 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.
Then she sat down softly on the bed,
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putting her hand on his, a rapt, angelic
look on her lovely features. ;

For a little time, she sat watching his
face, apparently oblivious to my very
existence, then looked up and blushed a
little.

““My Farnermain, did he tell youf 1
mean about the picture, his love picture
of me.”’

I nodded.

**Did you ever hear of anything more
strange and wonderful? And I have a
picture of him, too, my Farnermain. And
we have met at last, after all these years
—after so many ages.’’

‘“ Ages?”’ I exclaimed.

‘“Even s0.”’

‘“What do you mean, O Draconda?’’

““That it has been a long, long time,
my Farnermain. But at last we have
found each other. And I am so glad.”

She certainly looked it. She was a
queen, the 1uler of a mighty empire; 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 return, and then hurried to
Draconda. They held talk in low tones;
several time I caught the name Ta
Antom,

This woman of mystery had Jjust
killed a man—and there she sat on the
bed, talking quietly, her hand on Henry
Quainfan’s, while the man whom, until
& few hours since, she had loved was
lying dead in some other’room in the
palace.

Of course, however, at that time I did
not know that Draconda had loved Ta
Antom,

And there was Morgan St. Cloud. The
thought of those dead men filled me with
horror.

And she took it so coolly. This some-
how contributed to the horror that 1
felt. I wondered if she had killed any
one before. Perhaps, indeed, she had
slain many persons. After all, what
manner of woman was this Queen Dra-
conda of Loom? Cleopatra-like? But
I soon dismissed that dark thought. For
something told me that this mjy-sterious
queen, who I wished soon would issue
from that mystery which ewnshrouded
her, was a women noble and pure.

Of course, it was obvious that Dra-
conda and Henry Quainfan had lived
and loved in some other world. But
what world? And where? For thus only
covld be explained their love pictures of
each other. This other world, no doubt,
was a Paradise; and from this Paradisc
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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 life ot the tlesh.

Thus we have an explanation of those
wonderful and elusive feelings and
visions that avre aroused in the human
soul at times, cspecially by music and
more espceially and powerfully by love.
Some onc has said that music tells us of
things that we never have scen und never
shall sce; but 1 do not believe that now.

For 1 belicve {hat music arouses mem-
orics of that other world, a world that
was—or, rather, is—a Paradise. 'These
memorics atroused by musi¢ and love me
so [aint and mysterious that we do not
recognize them as memories, that is all.
The prédominant thing in them, as
everyone knows, is theirr wondrous and
clusive beauty ; never bs there anything
sordid in them; never can they e
aroused by things sordid or terrible; and
what does this prove (or indicute, if you
please) if nol that these visions are

‘visions of Paradise ?

It s scarcely necessury, by the way,
tu suggest hew this belie! uff'cets our con-
veption of love.

As has been suid, | believe that for
some transgression (and a terrible one
it must have been) human beings have
been banished to this lifc of the flesh
and that in tlus life they must make
themselves fit Lo enter again into their
Paradise home, perhaps, indeed, living
many lives, und on muny spheres, before
the day of their redemption comes; and
1 believe that (heir redemption must be
won—as, indecd, every redemption mrust
be—through goodly deed and through
love.

Bul to returi,

Al length Draconds said:

*“I have told Nytes all. And 1 must
go now, my Farnermain, as there arc
some important matters waiting. And
probably more important ones forthcom-
ing.”

She looked at me curieusly for a few
moments,

“My Farnermaiu,®
“‘would you mind—1%"’

“I would be glad, O Draconda.”

“‘One of your revolvers,’’ she said.

““Oreat heavens!”’ I exclaimed. ‘“Is it
like that?”’

She nodded.

‘“‘Probably worse.’’ _

I begen unbuckling one of the belts—-
not thinking that it was St. Cloud’s.

‘““You cameo well-armed,’”” Draconda
observed.

‘““Yes. And yet not eo well either:
One of these—this one was Morgan’s.’’

she  begaw,
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Her brows drew together.

“*Yours, please, my Farnermain,”’ sho
said.

Accordingly I removed the other belt,
and in a few moments it wuas enzoning
Draconda’s waist.

“*T ghall kecp it concealed—s0,”’ she
said.

**It seemy, O Draconds, that Trouble
came with us, and in {errible guise."’

“*My Farnermain,’’ she smiled, ‘““don’t
Lbe myopie!”’

She bent aud softiy kissed Henry ou
the forehead, then turned to go; but, as
she turned, her eyes fcll on the Llood-
stained place of the struggle and the
resultant (ragedy, and she stopped.

“*Those staing must be removed at
once,’’ she said. ““1 forgot them."’

Then she and the princess quitted the

room.

In a few wminules, a couple of men
cntered and begav to remove the blood
stains and the other marks of the
struggle.

And, as 1 watlched them working,
noiseless almost as shadows, some freak
of memory brought these words of
Southey’s to mind :

“Thow hast bLeen busy, Death, this
day, and pet Buwt half thy work is
done!"”’

CHAPTER FORTY-ONE
ANOTHER MYSTERY

DARENESS lay upon the paldce of
Conderogan when Henry Quainfan
awoke,

*‘How late, Rider?’’ he usked.

*“Dark about twe heurs.
fin?’?

“Darned sore. So 1 fell ssleep? Kind
of—well, effeminate, eh? But—what
happened 1’’

**Mynine went."

*“Where?”’

I shrugged my shoulders.

‘““‘Don’t know.”’

““They’ll probably kill her!’’ he ex-
claimed.

““That'’s what Draconda told her: but
the girl wouldn't listen to reason."’

Henry groaned in wretchedness of
&pirit,

““What a brute I’ve been, Rider!’’ he
burst out. ‘‘Mynine believes that I lied
-—lied and acted like a mongrel. And
how ean you blame her for thinking that
very thing?”’

“‘Forget that,’’ I told him, ¢ How— "’

“You know well enough, Rider, that I
never can forget it—that my manhood
lies besmirched.”’

How's the

‘“You’ve hitched your fancy to a
kite,”’ I said—though full well did I
kmow that he never could forget.

He wasy sitting on the edge of the bed
now, bracing himself up with his right
avrm,

**Deucedly wcak, Rider,”” said he.
“*Must have lost a decal of blood, or
spirit, or somcthing. Ilowever. io re-
turn to Mynine: you kunow, I should—"’

“Stop it! Or. if you must iudulge in
reproach, let it be against the lady thut
deserves it :

“*Who's that?”™ he demanded. **Nol
Draconda, certainly. .\nd Mynine, poor
girl—"’

I don’t meun Dravonda vr Mynine:
I mean Fate.™

“Poor Fate!"" he murmured. ** What
crimes they commit in your name!’’

He sat staring at the carpet. his head
sinking forward.

17U sound the alurm,'’ said 1, ** Lor
something to eat.”’ '

*‘Ne. 1 want nothing—ounly a driuk of
wuter. You kuoew, my head feels like a
collupsed bullvon. ™"

In a few minutes, he lsy down and,
vather t¢ my surprise, was soon asleep
unce more.

Ju the mceantime, 1 had seen much of
Queen Draconda and had had much talk
with her, which had enhanced the mys-
tery of this extraordinary woman and
vevealed her marvelous intellectual pos-
xessions and powers.  [ler mathesis was,
without exaggeration, simply amazing.
Never had 1 dreamed that intellectual
acquisilions ~o diversc or so gigantic
could be found in one so young,

Also—and this puzzled me in a way of
which [ could give no adequate concep-
tion—there wus u certain maturily in
her thoughts. a4 cynicism even, that sur-
prised me in a wayv as vague as it was
disturbing. 1 thought | was prepared
for anything, quite Dbeyond surprise
now; Dbut, when 1 remarked on this
cynical quality, it. led to something thut
amazed me excecdingly, as 1 think it will
the reader alsv.

**So you deo uot understand this
eynicism, as you ecall it, my Farner-
main?’’

““No; it strikes me us strange that one
so young should find that bitterness in
the cup.”

““Young!’’ she exelaimed.

And she laughed a little mysterious
laugh.

‘‘We become cynical, my Farner-
main,’’ she went on, ‘‘when many years
and the bitter experience of many years
are ours, And, indééd, what is cyricism



but a name for an unpleasant kind of
truth?’’

“I do not understand, O Draconda:
what can many years have to do with
your cynicism?’’

‘‘Many years have done it, my Fainer-
main,’’ she smiled, ‘““many years and
experiences many and terrible, I know
this sounds ubsurd to you; but it is
solemn fact. Now, how many years do
you think I have seen? I mean, of
course, terrestrial years, not Venusian.’’

‘‘Twenty-five."’

Again that mysterious smile.

““You said so, O Draconda!”’

She shook her head.

““No. my Farnermain; I did not say
solemn fact. Now, how many years do

“What?’ I cried.

““I did not say that, my 1‘arnermain,”’
she laughed.

Qood heavens, there was another one!

‘“You said that you had secn but threc
lustrums when Mayto was brought be.
fore you condemned,”’ said I, not a little
bewildered, ‘“and than ten ycars, ten
terrestrial ycars, have passed sinee then.
That surely makes twenty-tive ycars—
unless, indced. you meant Venusiun
lustrums, which would muke you cven
younger. But surely you mecant Lerres-
trial oncs.*’

She nodded.

“1 meaut terrestrial lustra.’

‘“‘But, good hcavens, O Draconds,
twenty-five years ure nol muny years]®’

‘She laughed softly, her laughter like
the music of falling waters.

The prineess was watching us intently,
a plaintive look on her lovely face.

“Of a surety twenty-five years ure
nol many years,’”’ said the queen. ‘‘But
I have secn more, many more. [n all
“likelihood, this will seem an utter ab-
surdity to you, my ¥armermain, but 1
have scen—"’

““Qood heavens, O Draconda,’’ 1 broke
iu, ‘““what—1?"’

"And there I stopped, and I stared.

“My Farnermain,’’ she laughed, “‘T
liave scen five times twenty-five years!
One hundred and twenty-five yeurs have
I seen! Think you not, my IParnermnain,
that tha! is many years?’’

“1 should say it is!”’

She leaned back, laughing, and looked
at me whimsically. Ouod heavens, there
it was again! A hundred and twenty-
five yeurs old! And she was in the first
flush of maturc beanty! Two lustra
since, she was fiftcen yeurs of age, and
now she was one hundred and twenty-
five! Ye gods and starfishes! That cer-

)
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tainly was going some! Perhaps she had
used @& round number for convenience
and was even a little older. Omne hun-
dred and twenty-five years of age! And
ten years before, she was but fifteen!

Draconda, who was hugely enjoying
my mystification, broke the silence, say-
ing:

‘““Well, my Farnermain, who do stare
as though there was something unearthly
before your eyes—well, my Farnermain,
what do you think?’’

““Nothing,’’ said I, ‘‘nothing at all,
O Draconda. I have discarded that
function as useless.’’

She laughed a little.

‘““Do you think that I am a fibber?’’
she teased.

‘0 Draconds,’’ I cxelaimed, ‘‘ why do
you fool me thus? How in the name of
Reason, cau you, who are in the first full
bloom of womanhood’s flower, be one
hundred and twenty.five years of age?
It is absurd—utter nonsense—moon-
shine in daylight. Why do you befool
me thus, O Dracondaf’’

“Pardon me, my Farnermain,’’ she
said sweclly, “‘but I did not say that
T am one hundred and twenty-five years
of uge'))

“What?’ I cried.

She laughed,

‘I did not eay that I am one hundred
und twenty-five years of age.’’

““Good heavens,”’ said I, ““what did
you suy then?’ °

““I did not say that, my Farncrmain:
1 am but twenty-five—twenty-five ter-
restrial years, forly Venusian,”’

I was umazed. ustounded. Draconda
looked ul me roguishly frvin under her
lowered lashex for a little spuce, then
burst intv sudden and rippling laughter.

**You looked so funny!’’ she said.

“Funny? 18 il any wonder that I
looked funny? Your age is one hundred
and twenty-five years, and yet you arc
only twenly-fire years old! About as
rational, that, ax the old belief that the
Universe was created in six days and
yet in an instant of time.”’

‘“And how do you know, my Farner-
wain,”’ said she, ‘‘that six days are any
longer than an instant of time? Infinity
of time and space there must be. Noth-
ing can annihilate either time or space.
Tndeed, are they not one and the same?
In order to annihilate them, nothing
would have 1o be created, and nothing
simply can not be. For, on the instant of
creation, it would be sometking, would
it not! What think you, my Farner-
main ?’’

““That that, O Draconds, is a mystery
unsolvable.”?
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‘“And,” she went on, ‘‘since time is
infinite, how can one part of it be uny
greater than any other part or less than
the whole?”’

““It can not be,’”’ said I, ““if time is
infinite; and then those old priests were-
right. But that is only an assumptiou;
in the nature of things, it ¢an not be
anything else. tlow can time be infi-
nite? 1f it is, then the Almighty is not,
and it is unutterably absurd. O Dra-
conda, to thiok that God is finite. IHow
could the Infinite creatc another infi-
nity? The moment it came into heing.
God would lose His infinity, and., of
course, the ecreated infinity would be
finite, for it would not be Omnipoieiree,
and, in order to be infinite, it would have
o be everything. If the Infinity created
another infinity, then all infinity would
be destroyed, and it is absurd to suppos
for an instant that infinity cun he anni-
hilated.”’

Draconda laughed.

“Then Lhow, my Farnermaun--and
watch your words—cun God create a
finite? And remember, if He cau’t, then
He is not all-powerful.”

““O Draconda, why ask the unanswer-
able?”’

““No answer, my Fuarncrmain!'’ she
smiled, uplifting a finge:r.

““Of course nol: onc can not auswer
the unanswerable.”’

“But,”” suid she, *if the Ahnighty
were to creale u finite, lle too would be
finite, for 1le would not be that created
fiuite, and il the Almighty were not,
how could lic be infinite? Lither in-
finity or its antithesis must be, Both
can nol. There is no such thing as o
fintte, my Ilarnermain: only infinity is.
And what: have you to suy aguinst
that?”’

“Prepousterous!’’ 1 cried.

Aguin the silver of her laughter.

“From your own words, my Farunei-
main, I have asked it! But—Ilet us not
pursuo the matter farther now. To re-
twrn. 1 shall stop with the statemenl
that I have seen one hundred uud
twenly-five yearsand yet am but tweunty-
five years of age—-for, it seems. that will
give you enough to think about for some
time.”’

“*[ should say it will!"’

‘“Do you think that I am fibbing?"’

" ““That you are fooling, O Dracondu.’"

“My Farnermain,’”’ she said with a
tone of seriousness that had not been in
her voiee, though her eyes and lips re-
mained smiling, ‘‘I am not befooling
you—really I am not! What I have
s8id is the truth, the whole truth and

(Continued on page 84)



SPORT FOR LADIES

A Grim Little Tale
By STANLEY G.THOMPSON

“It is the first time that ever I
leard the bresking of ribs was a
sport for ladies.”” (4s You Lsike It:
Act I; scene ii.)

( ]l'l‘Y newspapers have little time
and less space for the small
affairs of small persons which

cohcern only themselves. If a police
reporter had not been well acquainted
with the craving for publicity of a de-
tective friend cven the following brief
item might never have found space in
the Carrsville Journal, 1t occupied but
eight lines:

“Ed ‘Cockney’ Cravens, one of two con-
victs who escaped from No ton penitentiary
lust woek, wus arrested at eight-thirt
o'clock last night by Detective Sergeant j
M. Sweeney at the home of Aliua Brooks,
234 Ninth Strcet. He waus very drunk, the
dctective said, and rcfused to tell what
had become of his companion iu the escape,
He will be returned to the prison’ tomor-

row.>”

The name of the Cockngy’s compan-
ion was left out of the brief story, and
the rcaders neither noticed nor cared
for the omission. If the arrest had any
effect on the citizens of Carrsville, it
was to malte their sleep more peaceful,
since they knew an escaped murderer
was no longer at large, although Norton
was so far from their city that they had
not heard of the escape.

HERE was nothing spectacular in
the flight. of Coekney Cravens and
Marshall Stollard from the Norton
penitentiary. There never is ‘anything
spectacular about hard work, and that
was what bad eft'ceted their get-away.
Six months of back-breaking, hand-
blistering digging had precceded the
night they crawled through the ceiling
of their cell to the atiic of the cell-
house, slid down a pipe, scaled a wall
and dashed five hundred yards into a
densc thicket on the river bank before
the alarm was given.
Two men more different in every way

then Stollard .and Cravens would be .

difScult to ind. The former vas Amer-
ican born. He stood six feet, three, in
his bare feet and weighed a- trifle over
two hundred pounds. In his college
days he was eaptain of the football

{cam, a basketball star and a first-class
é8

pinch hitter, while as a swimmer he
won every prize for which he was per-
mitted to compete.

His sobriquet of ‘‘Cockney’’ was one
of the few things Cravens had come by
honestly. FHe was an under-sized man,
a‘foot shorter than Stollard, skinny and
unhealthy. His few remaining teeth
were rotted. For athletics, or any other
form of physical exertion, he had the
utmost contempt. In manner, too, he
was vastly different from the American.
The latter vas, like most very strong
men, soft spoken and courtcous, while
inspecch the Englishman was as wicked
and as fierce as he was small in stature.

Each was serving a life sentence for
killing a fellow man. Stollard had been
sent to the prison after a trial which
had attracted considerable attention in
the small city where he lived and was
known as a rising man in the general
contracting ‘‘game.”” Idc¢c had lost
patience with a stock salesman who had
visited his officc several times, and had
pushed the solicitor out of his door.

The push was given with considerable

force, throwing the salesman to the
‘fioor and causing a fracture of the
skull which proved fatal. (ravens,
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 oceupicd the same cell in
the penitentiary for three years, dur-
ing which the World War came to an
end and the United States adopted pro-
hibition, much to the disgust of the
Cockney, though not to his immediate
personal discomfort.

The plot to escape originated with
Stollard. Be would have preferred to
have had for a partner any other man
in the prison than Cravens, or, most of
all, he would have liked to go.it alone.
But, he felt, escape he must and, an
uvuch as he abhorred the man, Cravens
must be his partner. A reform wave

"had swept the State and he knew that

parole or pardon within a decade was a
remote possibility.

By superiority of mind and body
Stollard kept his cellmate at the task of
removing particles of stone from the

ceiling of the cell. Often the little man
groaned and begged the other to let
him rest during the long nights, hating
physical labor more than he loved free-
dom. These requests were granted as
often as they werc refused, but Stol-
lard’s inbred sense of justice prevented
his doing all the work from which each
would benefit equally.

Stollard lifted the Cockney through
the aperture in the ceiling. When they
rcached 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
slid down with him. The big man also
boosted his companion over the ivall,
and bhalf carried, half dragged him
along as he raif toward the river. At
the bank the two drew up. Cravens
was panting.

““W’y the bloody ’ell ’ave yc come
cre?”’ he demanded. ‘“There ain’t no
rylewy ’ere.’’

‘“We want no railroad,”’” whispered
the other. ‘“We’re going by boat.”

Cravens hated water in all its forms.
As a means of transportation it ap-
pealed to him as little as a beverage or a
cleaning fluid. Stollard ordered him

“to be quict and to remain concealed in

the bushes until he returned, and
started away.
“Ditch me ’ere, will 3¢?”’ shrieked

the little man, but. the American inter-
rupted with a command that silenced
him,

The former athletc had onee been a
guest at the Norton Boat Club, and was
able to make his way without difficulty
to the boat house, not y«t open for the
summer. Ile took the best canoe he
could find and broke open several
lockers. Altogether, he managed to find
clothes enough for the two of tbem.
though the costumes were motley
cnough in make-up. The eseaped conviet.
then covered as well as he could evi-
dences of his visit to the club.

Cravens was surprised to see Stoltard
return. He donned the clothes, still
grumbling,.- but. set up -a howl of pro-
test when he saw the canoe. He de-
clared he would not ride on a river



three-quarters of a mile wide in snch a
““‘bloody fryle Hamerican’’ boat.

‘““Ride in it, or make it alone,’’ said
the American quictly. Tie Englishman
alrcady had begun to rely on his com-
panion 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, scated himself in the
rear and pulled out, sticking close to
the shore. Later, he deeided, he would
teach the cockney to handle a paddle.
By daylight thcy had traveled thirty
miles, and at dawn they ca8mped, cold
and hungry, in a thicket of willow trees
where the insects of early Spring made
life a burden. Stollard bore these hard-
ships silently, while the other c¢ricd to
high Heaven against them.

The next night, after a long alterca-
tion in which Cravens stormed and
swore, while Stollard spoke with calm
superiority, the little man undertook 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.

Herc Stollard gave the Cockney an
assignment which suited his tastes and
iraining. He broke into a general store
while the Amecuvican kept watch.

Clothes, foed, blankets, cooking im-
plements and hardwarc useful in a
camp were carried to the canoe. Cravens
also rifled the cash drawer, taking
thirty dollars and a revolver. These he
carefully concealed from his com-
panion,

FOR four days the fugitives continued

theil* downstream journey, traveling
by night and camping Ly day in the
manner of Huckleberry Finu. Stollard
reacted to the outdoor life, his museles
bulging and hardening, and the prison
pallor leaving his face. He did most of
the paddling and practically all of the
cemp work. Cravens, whose position at
ihe rear paddle required but little exer-
tion, spent his time in camp lying flat
on his back and cursing c¢verything in
general,

On the fifth day the fugitives arrived
near the city of Carrsville, oue hundred
aud fifty miles from the prison and in
another State. Stollard carried the
canoe and the supplics several hundred
yards inland, because of the numerous
boats on the river around the city, and
camp was made in an out-of-the-way
ravine. After the American had 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’s leadership.

Wearied by his companion’s entreat-
ing and wishing a few hours alone,
Stollard permitted the Cockney to go
shortly before noon, cxacting 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 and respected, so feared
nothing on that score. Otherwise, he
would have held Cravens in the camp.

‘When Stollard awoke from a nap he
knew by the sun that it was consider-
ably after three o’clock. Cravens had
not returned.

““That dirty rat has gotten himself
arrested,’’ he thought ‘“Now he will
lead tho police to me.’

He began making preparations to fiee.
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—cightcen dollars and
seventy cents in all. He had counted it
so often that he knew every piece by
its individual marks. This was his
prison treasure, the result of many a
surreptitious trade with fellow-prison-
crs to whom he gave his allotment of
tobacco and other luxuries.

The arrest of Cravens, Stollard
decided, meant that he must give up
his gcheme to proceed down the river
to its mouth, now only fifty miles away,
and then down the Father of Waters,
to the ocean, escaping observation by
cxtreme caution. He had expected to
arrive at the occan before the fall days
became too cool for canoeing. Then to
some foreign land—

““Hi,”” a voice broke in on his
thoughts. ‘“‘So ye’ve been ’oldin’ out
on yer old pal, ’ave ye?t’’

The leering face of Cravens peeped
from behind a tree. The cockney obvi-
ously was under the influence of liquor,
ar he hove into sight, snarling at the
other.

“Qlad you’re back,’’ said Stollard,
quietly. ‘“‘Now, we’ll get ready to break
camp.”’’

““Bryke camp, ’elll Ther¢’ll be no
bryking camp this night for we. Me
jyne’s wytin’ for me now, an’ ye’ll
gimme that money for more o’ this.”’

Cravens flourished a bottle of moon-
shine, two-thirds emply. ‘“An’ bloody.
vile stuff it is. Blarst them thievin’
temperance—"’ '

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 dashed to pieces on

a rock. Cravens was wild.
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‘‘Ye blarsted, bloody =————,"’he
roared and, made bold by aleohol,
rushed at Stollard, swinging his fists.
The American thrust out one hand and
pushed him back. Cravens lost his
balance and fell to the ground.

‘‘Now sce 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
camp while the food’s cooking.”’

With the air of a whipped dog,
Cravens obcyed.

Stollard busied himself gathering
sticks with which to start a fire.
Cravens noticed that his back was
turned. At the Englishman’s side 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 swung 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 have been a
death blow.

Stollard fell forward. He was mo-
mentarily stunned, but his great vital-
ity brought him.to his feet again, his
head throbbing as if it would burst.

““You damned little cur!’’ he shouted,
and seized Cravens. In the heat of his
suffering, he struck the cockney several
times in the face, drawing blood, and
pomnmeled him in the side unmercifully
before he regained his composure.

The cockney’s resistance was futile,
and he cried for mercy. Stollard flung
him to the ground.

“You dirty little cur!”’ he said.
‘“ Another trick like that, and I’ll break
every rib in your miserable little body.”’

Suffering lesk now, Stollard turned to
his work. whil:: the Englishman crawled
to the tree and lay in misery, groaning
and rubbing his woundx.

'he American was rather ashawed of
his anger. ‘‘He’s a miserable little
rat,”” was the trend of his thought.
‘“and I'll get rid of him scon, but T
shouldn’t have hurt him so much. Of
course, one like him couldn’t be ex-
pected to know what fair fighting
mmeans.’”

Thesc thoughts prompted Stollurd %
step ten yards away to where the sup-
plies were concealed under the over-
turnied canoc. He would open a jar of
sliced bacon and have a real feast, just
to show the. other he held no animosity
against him.

Cravens saw his companion move
away, and took from its place of con-
cealment the revolver hc had taken

(Conlinued on page 84)



Here’s a Quaint Little Fantasy
Born of Whimsical Imagination

The Man Who Dared to Know

By JUNIUS B. SMITH

HE MAN WHO DARED TO

I WNOW closed the ook he was

reading and studied its binding
with the eye of a conneisseur.
employed wany experts to garner the
daty recorded ou fthe engraved pages
between its brownish-red, Hexible leath-
ern covers. IL wus the wenculogical
vecord ol lhimself, Jumes Windvor
Bournette, fast of bis line ol Bournettes.

e had slarted the work some twenty
years before, and hadd spent thousands
of dollars on it; and at last the com-
pleted book was in his handy. lle was
glad to havo finished his research. Ie
would have traced his ancestry to the
dawu of creation .:. perforee ho
stopped - because a forbear, who-had
come out of the wilderness, told not
whenee he had come. Well, it was quite
4 span: himself at one end; at the other,
the ancestral being who had wooed with
a ¢elub and talked a language now dead
and forgoften,

lie thought of the money spent upon
this vecord. A hundredfold more would
he spend could he but vivity the pages
and sec the deeds of those \vho had gone
before him,

The rvom was lighted by the blazing
fire of an open grate. e watched the
dancing flames until his eyes were weary
and his lids c'osed. Tle would let faney
weave a pieture tor cach page of the
record he bad made.

A\ strange voiece ealled his name. _'l‘hu
leg of u ehair dragged with muffled ca-
dence aguinst the soft carpeting of the
room. lle opened his eyes. Seated some
fow: or tive feet distunt, was a man of
wonderful physique, dark-complexioned,
eyes with the glint of twin stars through
u cloudless night, teeth of ivory showing
as he smiled an unfathomable smile and
(.lasped 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? Surely you are mis
taken—’

‘“About your ancestors.”

Bournette sat upright.

‘‘Your pedigree is not complete,’’ the
visitor went on.

Ile had -

““It is ay complelo ua humen research
van make it.”

11e shook his head:
older than yovurs.”

Bournettc's first anuoyance bad pas-
sed. Whoever he was, perhapx his vis-
itorr alsv made a hobby of genealogical
research.  Their Jines might even merge
at some point, ax was frequently the case.
A man had two parents, four grand-par-
enty; eight greal grandparents, snd xo on
till, theuretically, the world would uot
have held the people a few generations
would muke. Practically, however, they
ran into euch other—lines cume together
time and ugain. Blood streamns flowed
like Huctuating rvivers, leaving islands
here and there, narrowing to a tenuoms
thread, spreading here and there, dis-
appearing, perchance, as in the sands of
the all-consuming dexert.

As for himself, he had traced his own
blood back through devious channcls
until its souree became lost. in antiquity,
the farthest removed authentic ancester
being he who hud wooed with a elub,
had come out of the wilderness from
nowhere aud had told no one who he
was.

Bournette leaned . forward und 1v-
garded the other intently, eyes spark-

1 have recurds

ling. ‘“You have older records than
mine . . . but tell me ... give me
proof . . . and you ean charge your

own price if they pass serutiny.’’

““My records are not for sale; bul--
wateh!”’ _

He got up and- crossed to a camera of
which Bourpette for the first time be-
came coguizant. He focused it against
one pale green-tinted wall, then waved
a hand:

‘‘Behold! An apcestor of yours in
the Stone Age, beating to death an ani-
mal for food. Observe the club he is
using: note the skins 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 same.”’

It was all clever trickery, of 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.

““]1 can show you the meanderings of
your blood-streams, from vowself, till
your slimy ancesiors came out of the sew.
But—if syou look—it will destroy your
peace of mind until you ure gathered to
your fathers''

“And  whal does it protit
Bournstte found voica., to ash.

“Kind must seels its kind; the restless
consort with the restless. ] would have
compgny in my suftering.” His maso-
uer was iutensely serious.

**Show me things no one bul myself
knows,’’ Buurnette temporized.

The stranger tusrned to his camers and
Bournectte saw himself us of the present.
An histusy, and seeret cveuts were de-
picted. 1le saw his lilc weuve back to
the days of his boyhood—to the river,
in which he had died save for a piece of
floating wood caught in agonizing strug-
gle. 'There against orders from home,
lie never told.

e saw his most sacred castles in the
ait, the soul travail through which he
had onec time passed.

““Go on!'’ he cxcluimed in exquisite
torture. “*Show me who I um “hence
I ¢ame, whither [ may go.’

“Of the future, it is not given for me
to suy. But the pust—again 1 warn you

. Dare yc take the risk?”’

Bourpette laughed shortly. 1 will
take the risk. l--dare—to—know."

A mun, naked, save covered with mat-
ted hair, squatted before a fire. The
burning sticks pointed like the 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!

*‘Cood Cod!”’ cried Boumettc

The picture changed. A beautiful
woman, dressed in richest medieval silks,
flashed before his vision,

‘““Honored in history:
through her.”

A child was spirited away and given
to the heathen—become as of another
race.

““Her child. No one knew, save her-
self. The father died that he might not
telL’l

you?”’

You descend



Bournette watched the child grow and
become a mighty hunter; watched him
vise to the command of his nomadic
tribe; suw depicted the wars that netted
to himself and tribal members, mothers
for their children. FHe¢ shuddered in
Fascinated horror.

Abruptly another forin appeared: An
impassioned orutor, in Roman tunie, was
haranguing an excited mobh. Words fell
from his lips in liquid fire. Bowrnette
found himself on feet, wildly cheering
what the orator—his Ainsman—said.

Then he fell back into his leathermn
chair.

HROUGHOUT the night scenes

reeled before him, not in sequence,

but snatcbed hero and there, out of for-

gotten history —out of the secret lives

of his progenitors. 1le sul eathralled,

experiencing the gamut of hwman emo-
tions.

The fire in the grate burned low. e
rose and replenished its fuel, then took
his seat again.

“You have not shown me my inume-
diate forbears,’’ he pointed out when the
night was nearly done.

‘““Your parents, you mean?’’

THE MAN WHO DARED TO KNOW

‘‘ Precisely— parents, grandparents,
yreat grandparents. Let me look upon
some faces I would recognize.’’

‘‘And some that you would not.
were wise that you see no further.”’

““I would see it all,”” Bournette in-
sisted,

“Yet . .. your parents.
best to forego seeing them.’’

“You imply ¢’

*‘Nothing.”’

‘‘Then proceed with the pictures. But
hefore you do—Who are you, anyway?’’

His visitor regarded him intently,
fully a minute, before he answered.
Then he said:

**1 am the one you have summoned Lo
your presence, [ am the one come to
wrevk your house upon the sands. The
lives of others are their own and woe
unto him who seeks to wrest from them
their sccrets, Behold! ... The prico
you pay for transcending the bounds of
material sclf.”’

He turned and flung on the wall a
picture of {wo strange people.

“Your parents: their meeting: their
wooing: their marriage: the chitd that
was born to them.

“Yourself; your early life; the ado-
ration of your father and mother; their

It

1t were

True Courage

n
poverty: Starvation. It threatens to
lay hand upon you:

“‘“The sacrifice! You are taken away
and given to another:
peats itself, with variations.

“Your foster parents, whom you ul-
ways thought your ovwn.”’

Bournetic sprang to his feet amd
closed his eyes in agony. ‘‘My God!
My God! It cau’t be truet®’

The other laughed with ironie fieud-
ishness,

“But my parenls! Whero are they?
Do they live? Their namex? Can [ finl
them? Share with them my wealth?™
His handy groped for support, ax he
reeled against the table beside which he
had been sitting throughout the night.

And his visitor mocked him: ‘T told
thee thou couldst not ask of the future,”’

Silence came down ux a pall. Some
way Bournetto knew it was the end, lle
opened his eyes. Of the visitor, or his
camera, there was not a sign.

One hand, still upon the table, touched
4 leathern-bound volume, viewed with
0 much pride the night before. lle
picked up the book and rifiled ils leaves.
Then he tossed it into the fire and stag-
gered from the room.

Ilistory ever re- -

7HEN 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 brother officer, alleging that his
life was devoted to the scrvice of his country, and 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 character
of a coward throughout the whole army. Conscious of not
having merited the aspersion, and discovering the injury he
should sustain in the minds of those acquainted with himn,
he repaired one cvening to a general meeting of the officers
of that line. On his entrance he was avoided by the company,
aud the officer who had challenged him insolently ordered
him to leave the room, a request which was Joudly re-echoed
from all parts. He refused, and asserted that he came there
to vindicate his famec; 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 had
caught fire, threw it on the floor, saying, ‘‘Here gentlemen,
this will quickly determine which of us all dare brave danger
most.”’ At first, they stared upon him for a moment in
stupid astonishment, but their eyes scon fell upon the fusee

of the grenade, which was fast burning down. Away scam-
pered colonel, general, ensign, 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 snc-
cceded in getting out, but for an instant therc 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 ensigns wrestling for exit; the
size of the one and the fecbleness of the other making their
chance of departure pretty equal, until time, which does all
things at last, cleared the room, and left the captain standing
over the grenade with his arms'folded, and his eountenance
expressing cvery kind of scorn and contempt for the train
of scrambling redcoets, 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, whom, however,
to their great surprise, they found alive and uninjured.
When they were all gone, the captain threw himself flat on
the floor, as the only possible means of escape, and fortunately
came off with a whole skin and a repaired reputation.



An Eventful Night in a Haunted Forest

THE GHOST-EATER

OON-MADNESS? A touch of
M fever! I wish I could think
so! But when I am alone after
dark in the waste places where my wan-
derings take me, and hear across infinite
voids the demon echoes of those screams
and snarls, and that 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 night I had always been careful
to employ a guide, but circumstances
now suddenly forced me to a trial of
my own sgkill. It was midsummer in
Maine, and, despite iy great need to
get from Mayfair to Glendale by the
uext noon, I could find no person willing
to pilot me. Unless I took the long route
through Potowisset, which would not
bring me 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,’’ 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, and not in the
least difficult for a vigorous young fel-
low. If I started while the morning was
still early, they averred, I could get to
Glendale by sundown and avoid a night



in the open. Even then I suspected
nothing. The prospect seemed good, and
I resolved to try it alone, let the lazy
villagers hang back as they might. Prob-
ably I would have tried it eveu if I had
“suspected ; for yonth is stubborn. and
from childhood 1 had only laughed at
superstition and old wives' talcs.

So before the sun was high I had
started off through the trees at a swing-
ing stride, lunch in my hand, guardian
automatic in my pocket, and belt filled
with crisp bills of large denominations.
From the distances given me and a
knowledge of my own spced, I had
figured on making Glendalc a littic after
sunset ; but I knew that cven if detained
over night through some miscalculation,
[ 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 thai set 1y plaus
awry. As the sun rose higher, it
scorched through even the thickest of the
foliage, and burned up my ecnergy at
every step. By noon my clothes were
soaking with perspiration, and T felt
myself faltering in spite of all my reso-
lution. As I pushed deeper into the
woods I found the- trail greatly ob.
structed with underbrush, and at many
pcints nearly cffaced. 1t must have
been weeks—perhups months—since
anyone had broken his way through ; and
1 began to wonder if I could, ufter all,
live up to my schedule.

At length. having grown very huugry.
1 looked for the deepest patch of shade |
could find, and proceeded (o eat the
lunch which the hotel had prepared for
me. Therc were some indifferent sand.
wiches, a picce of stale pie. and a hottle
of very light wine: by uo means sump-
tuous fare, hut welcome enough to one
in my ¢tate of overheated exhaustiom.

It was toe hot for smoking f¢ be of
any xojace, so 1 did neot take out my
pipe. Instead, 1 stretched myself at full
length under the trees when my meal
was done, intent on stealing a few mo-
ments” rest before commencing the last
lap of my journey. 1 suppose 1 was a
fool to drink that wine: for. light though
it was, it. proved just enough to finish
the work the sultry, oppiressive day had
begun. My plan called for the merest
momentary relaxation. yet, with scarcely
a warning yvawn, 1 dropped off into a
sound slumber.

u

HEN [ opened my eyes twilight
was closing in about me. A wind
fauned my cheeks, restoring me quiekly
to full perception; and us I glanced up
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at the sky I saw with apprehension that
black racing clouds were leading on a
solid wall of darkness prophetic of
violent thunderstorm. 1 knew now that
I could not reach Glendale before morn-
ing, but the prospect of a night in the
woods—my first night of lone forest
camping—became very repugnant under
these tryving conditions. In a moment 1
decided to push along for a while at
least, in the hope of linding some shelter
before the tempest should break.

Darkness spread over the wvoods like
u heavy blanket. The lowering clouds
grew more threatening, and the wind in-
crcased to a veritable gale. A flash of
distant lightning illuminated the sky,
followed by an ominous rumble that
seemed to hint of malign pursuit. Then
I felt a drop of rain on my outstretched
hand; and though still walking on auto-
matically, resigned myself to the inevita-
ble. Another morient and I had seen
the light; the light of a window through
the trees und the darkness. Eager only
for shelter, T hastened toward it—-would
1o God I had turned and fled!

There was a sort of imperfect clear-
ing, on the farther side of which, with its
back against the primeval wood, stood a
building. 1 had expected a shanty or
log-cabin, but stopped short in surprise
when T beheld a neat and tasteful little
house of tivo stories: some seventy yeurs
old by its architecture, vet still i =«

stale of repair betokening the closest amd

most. eivilized attention. 'Through the
small panes of one of the lower windows
a bright light shone. and toward this—
spurred by the impact of another rain:
Jdirop—I  presently hurried across the
eiearing, rapping loudly en the doors as
soon as 1 gammed the steps.

With startling promptness my kunock
was answered by s deep. pleasant voive
which uttered the single syllable,
**Come!"’

Pushing open the unlocked door. 1 en-
tered a shadowy hsll lighted by an open
doorway at the 1ight. beyoud swhich was
4 book-lined room with the gleaining
window. As T closed the ouler door be-

hind me T could not help noticing a-

peculiar odor about. the houee: u faint,
elusive, scarcely definable ¢dor which
somehow suggested animals. My host,
1 surmised. must be a hunter or trapper,
with his business conducted on Lhe
premises.

The man who had spoken sal in a
capacious easy-chair beside n wmarble-
topped center table, 2 long lounging-
vobe of gray swathing his lean forrm. The
light from a powerful argand lamp
threw bis features into prominence, and
us he eyed me cnriously T studied him
in uo less detail. He was strikingly

73

handsome, with thin, clean-shaven face,
glossy, flaxen hair neatly brushed, long,
regular eycbrows that met in a slanting
angle above the nose, shapely cars set
low and well back on the head, and large
expressive gray cycs almost luminous in
their animation. When he smiled a wel-
come he showed a magnificently even set
of firm white teeth, and as he waved me
to a chair I was struck by the fineness
of his slender hands, with their long,
tapering fingers whose ruddy. almond-
shaped nails were slightly curved and
exquisitely manicured. I could not help
wondering why a man of such engaging
personality should choose the life of a
recluse.

**Sorry to intrude,”’ T ventured, ' but
1’ve given up the hope of making Glen-
dale before morning, and there’s a storm
coming on vhich sent me looking for
cover.”’ As if to corroborate my words,
there came at this point a vivid flash, a
crashing reverberation, and the first
breaking of a torrential downpour that
beat maniucally against the windows.

My host scemed oblivious to the ele-
ments, and flushed me another smile
when he answered. His voice was sooth-
ing and well modulated, and his eyes
iteld a calmness almost hypnotic,

*Youre welcome to whatever hospi-
tality 1 can offer. but T'm afraid it won’t
be wuch, | ve a game leg, so you 1l have
fo do most of the waiting on yourself, If
sou're hungry you'll tind plenty in the
kitehen—plenty of Lood, if not of cere-
mony ! U scemed 1o me that 1 could
sJetect the slightest (cuce of @ foreign
aecent in his tone, though his language
way tluently correet and idiomatic:.

Rising fo an impressive hight, he
licaded for the door with long. limping
steps, and | noticed the huge hairy arms
that hung at his side in such curious ¢on-
irast with his delicate hands.

**Come."" he suggested. ''Bring the
lamp along with you. I might as well
sit in the kitchen us heye.’’

I followed him into the liall aud the
rpom across it, and at. his direction ra-
sacked the woodpile in the corner and
the cupboard on the wall. A\ few mo-
ments later. when the fire wus gong
nicely. T asked him if | might not pre-
pare food fur huth: bul he courteously
tleclined. ;

“It’s too hot 1 eul. " he told me. * Be-

. xides, 1 had a bite before you vame.'"

Afler wushing the dishes left. from my
lune meul. | sat down for a while. smok-
ing my pipe contentedly. My host asked
a few questions abott the neighboring
villages, hul. lapsec into sullen taciturn-
ity when he learned T was apn outsider.
As he brooded there silently I eould not
help feeling a quality of strangeness in
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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 hospitality.

As for the storm, it seemed almost to
have spent itself. Outside, it was al-
ready growing lighter—for there wus a
full moon behind the clouds—-and the
tsin had dwindled to a trivial drizzle.
Perhaps, 1 thought, 1 could now resume
mny journey after all; an idea which 1
suggested to my hest,

‘‘Better wail. till morning,”” he re-
marked. ‘‘You say you’ie afoot, and
.it’s 4 good three hours to Glendale, I’vo
two bedrooms upstairs, and you're wel-
cone to one of them if you care to stay.’’

Theie was i sineerity in his invitation
which dispelled any doubts I had held
regarding his hospitality, and 1 now con-
¢luded that his silences must be the re-
sult of long isolation from his fellows in
this wilderness. After sitting without a
word through three fillings of my pipe, I
finally began to yawn.

““It’s been rather 2 strentous day for
me,”’ I admitted, ‘‘and I guess 1°d better
be making tracks for bed. I want to be
up at sunrise, you know, and on my
way.”’

My host waved his arm toward the
door, through which I could see the hall
and tho staircase,

‘““Take the lamp with you,”’ he 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 at all when
I'm alono. Oil is so hard to get out
here, and I go to the villuge so seldom.
Your room is the one on the right, at the
head of the stans.”’

Taking the lamp and twrning in the
hall to say good-night, I could see his
eyes glowing almost phosphorescently in
the darkcnoed room 1 had left; and I was
half reminded for a moment of the
jungle, and the circles of eyes that some-
times glow just beyond the radius of the
campfire. Then I started upstairs.

As I reached the second floor I could
hear my host limping across the hall to
the other room below, and perceived that
he moved with owlish surcness despite
the darkness. Truly, he bhad but little
need of ‘the lamp. The storm was over,
and as I entered the room assigned me I
found it bright with the 1ays of a full
moon that streamced on the bed from an
uncurtained south window. Blowing out
the lamp and leaving the house in dark-
ness but for the moonbeams, I sniffed
at the pungent odor that rose above the
scent of the kerosene—the quasi-animal
ndor I hed noticed on first entering the
place. I crossed to the window and
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threw it wide, breathing deep of the cool,
fresh night air.

When I started to undress I paused
almost instantly, recalling my money
belt, still in its place about my waist.
Possibly, I reflected, it would be well not
to be too hasty or unguarded; for I hud
read of men who seized just such an
opportunity to rob and even to murder
the stranger within their dwelling. So,
arrunging the bedelothes to look as if
they covered a sleeping figure, I drew
the room’s only chair into the concealing
shadows, filled and lighted my pipe
again, und sat down to rest or wateh,
as the veeuasion might demand.

11

I COULD not have been sitting there
long when my wensitive ears caught
the sound of footsteps ascending the
stairs. All the old lore of robber land-
lords rushed on me afresh, when another
moment revealed that the stcps were
plain, loud, and careless, ‘ith no at-
tempt at concealment; while my host’s
tread, as I had 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 rosc from
the chair, tiptoed across the room, and
crouched tensely in a spot which the
opening door would cover.

The door opened, and into the shaft of
moonlight stepped a man I had never
seen before. Tall, broad-shouldered,
and distinguished, his face half hidden
by a heavy square-cut beard and his
neck buried in a high black stock of a
pattern long obsolete in America, he was
indubitably a forcigner. How he could
have entered the house without my
knowledge was quite beyond me, nor
could I believe for an instant that he
had been concealed in cither of the two
rooms or the hall below me. As 1 gazed
intently at him in the insidious moon-
beams it seemed to me that I could esec
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 had vacated, he
crept into bed, pulled the covers over
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
second later I deemed it better to make
eare that the whole incident was not a

mere delusive after-effect of my wine-
drugged sleep in the woods. I still felt
weak and faint, and despite my recent
supper was as hungry as if I had not
eaten since that noonday lunch.

I crossed to the bed, reached out, and
grasped at the shoulder of the sleeping
man. Theu, barely checking a cry of
mad fright and dizzy astonishment, I
fell back with pounding pulses und
dilated eyes. For my clulching fingers
had passed directly through the sleeping
form, and seized only the sheet below!

A complete analysis of my jarred and
jumbled sensations would be futile. The
man was intangible, yel 1 could still sec
him there, hear bis regular breatbing,
and wateb his figure as it half-turned
beneath the clothes. Aud then, as I was
quite certain of my uwn madness or
hypuosis, 1 heard otlier footsteps on the
staivs; soft, padded, doglike, limping
footsteps, pattering up, up up ... .
And again that pungeut animal smell,
this time in redoubled volume. Dazed
and drcam-drowsed, 1 crept ounce more
behind the proiceting opened - door,
shaken to the marrow, but now resigned
to any fate knowu or nameless.

Then into that shaft of eery moonlight
stepped the gaunt form of a great gray
wolf, Limped, I should have said, for
onc hind foot was held in the air, as
though wouunded by some stray shot. The
beast turned its head in my direction,
and as it did so the pistol dropped from
my twitching fingers and clattered un-
heeded to the floor. The ascending suc-
cession of horrors was fast paralyzing
my will and consciousness, for the eyes
that now glared toward me from that
hellish Teead were the grey phosphor-
escent cyes of my host as (hey had peercd
at me through the darkness of the
kitchean.

1 do not yet know whether it saw me.
The cyes turned from my direction to
the bed, and guzed gluttonously on the
ypectral slecping form there. Then the
head tilted back, and from that demon
throat came the most shocking ululation
I have ever heard; & thick, uwunseous,
lupine howl that made my heart stand
stil. The form on the bed stirved,
opened his eyes, and shrank from what
he saw. The animal crouched quiver-
ingly, and then—as the ethercal figure
uttered a shrick of mortal hwuan un-
guish and terror that no ghost of legend
eould counterfeit—sprang straight 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-choked 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 contents
into the wolfish monsirosity before me.
But I heard the unhindered Lhud of each
bullet as it imbedded ilsclf in the op-
posite wall.

My nerves gave way. Blind fous
hurled me toward the door, and blind
fear prompted the one bhackward glanco
in which I saw that the wolf had sunk its
teeth -into the body of its quurvy. I'hen
came’ that culminating wensvry iinpres-
sion .and the devastating thought to
which it gave birth. 'This was the same
body I had thrust my hand through a
few moments hefore . . . und yet as 1
plunged down that black nightmare
staircase / could hear the crunching of
bones.

. v

HOW 1 found the trail Lo (Hlendale, or
- how I managed to traverse it, 1 sup-
pose 1 shall never know. [ only know
that sunrise found me on the hill at the
edge of the woods, with the steepled
village outspread below me, and the blue
thread of the Cataquu sparkling in the
distance. Hatless, coatless, ashen-faced,
and as soaked with perspiration as if 1
had spent the night ahroad in the storm,
1 hesitated to enter the village till I had
recovered at least some outward sem-
blance of composurc. At last I picked
my way down hilt and through the nar-
row streets with their tlagstonc sidewalks
and Colonial doorways till I reached the
liafayette House, whose proprietor cyed
me askance.

**Where from so early, son? And why
the wild look?$’’

‘‘I've just come through the woods
Irom Mayfair.”’ '

‘“You—came—through—-the  Devil’s
Woods—last night—and—alonec? The
old man stared with a queer look of
alternate horror and incredulity.

doleful, and moré savage.
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‘““Why not?’’ I countered, ‘‘I couldn’t
have made it in time throngh Potowisset,

and I had to be here not later than this

noon.”’

‘* And last night was full moon! . . . .
My Gawd!’’ He eyed me curiously.
‘‘See anything of Vasili Oukranikov or
the Count?”’

‘‘Say, do I lovk that simple? What
ale you Lrying to do—jolly me?"’

But his tone was as grave as o priest’s
as he replied. ‘‘You must be new to
these parts, sonuy. If 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 kuew
1 must not seem serious after my ecarlier

remarky. ‘‘Go on—I kuow you're dy-
ing to tell me, I’'m like a donkey—all
ears.)l o

Then he told the legend in his dry
way, stripping it of vitality and convine-
ingoess 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 after
1 had had the experience and fled from
the terror of those crunched phantom
bones.

‘‘There used to be quite a few Rus-
sians scattered betwixt here’ and May-
fair—they came after onc of their
nihilist troubles back it Russia. Vasili
Oukranikov was one of ’em—u tall, thin,
handsome chap with shiny yellow hair
and a wonderful manner. ‘They said,
though, that he was a servant of the
devil—a werewolf and eater of men.

““He built him a house in the woods
about a third of the way from here to
Mayfair and lived all alone. ISvery once
in a while & traveler would come out
of the woods with some pretty strange
tale about being chased by a big gray
wolf with shining human eyes—like
Oukranikov’s. One night somebody took
a pot shot at the wolf, and the next time

Turkish Enthusiasm

THERE are in Turkey two kinds of monks, very different

from each other, but equally remarkable.
ence between them proceeds from the sort of regulation that
their founder has imposed respectively upon them; that 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, which are the natural consequences
of this strange exercise, if habit did not prevent that effect,
which, however, they generally make up for at the tavern.
The custom of the other moniss, called Tacta-tepen, i8 more
It comsists in gravely marching

The differ-
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the Rusgian came into Glendale he
walked with a limp. That settled it.
There wasn’t any mere suspicion now,
but hard faects.

“Then he seut to Mayfuair for the
Count—-his name way Fcodor "Teber-
ncvsky and he had bought the old gum-
brel-roofed Kowler place up State Street
—to come out und sec him. They all
warued the Count, For he was a4 ine man
and a splendid neighbor, but he said he
could take care of himself all right. It
was the night of the full moon. He was
brave as they makce ‘em, and all he did
was to tell some men he had around tlie
place to follow him (o Vasili’s if he
didn’t show up in deceut time. They did
—and you tell me, sonny, that you've
been through those woods at night?’’

“Sure I tell you”--1 tried to appear
uonchalant—‘‘I’'m no Count, and here
I am to tell the tale! . . . But whut did
the men find at Oukranikov's house?"’

““They found the Count’s mangled
body, sonuvy, and a gaunt gray wolf
hovering over it with blood-slavering
jaws. You can guess who the wolf was.
And folks do suy that at every full moon
—Dbut sonny, didn’t you sce or heuar any-
thing$’’

““Not a tbiug, pop! And say. what be-
came of the wolf—or Vasili Oukraun-
ikov?”’

“Why, son, they killed it—filled it
full of lead und buried it in the house,
and then burned the place down—you
know all this was sixty yeurs ago when
I was a little shaver, but I remember it
as if ‘twas yesterday.”’.

I turned away with a shrug of iy
shoulders. 1t was all xo quaint and silly
and artificial in the full light. of day.
But sometimes when I am alone after
dark in waste places. and hear the demon
echoes of those nercums and snarls. and
that detestable erunching of bones, [
shudder again at the memory of that
eldritch night.

one after another round their chapel, aud pronouncing the
name of God with a loud voice, which they strain at every
stroke of a drum beaten on the occasion; but very soon the
strokes 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 without spit-
ting blood. The appearance of these monks is always gloomy
and austere, and they are so persuaded of the sanctity of
their praetice, and so sure of pleasing heaven by their howl-
ings, that they never look on other men but with the most
profound contempt.



A Five-Minute Tale

of Supernatural Adventure

THE THING

By FRANK MARION PALMER

T IS easy to recall it, bit by bit, just
as it occurred, though it should have
been forgotten long ago.

I can, even now, visualize the THING
as I saw it in all its frightfulness. Time
hes accentuated the memory of that
haunting half hour.

The immediate result of my enervating
experience was a benumbing of the senses
—a partial paralysis of the mind. The
frenzied fear, the gripping horror of it,
came to me later when miles away from
the scenes of its occurrence.

I had retired late. My room, number
307, was on the third floor of a down-
town hotel, which town and which hotel,
for good and sufficient reasons, I shall
not say. Secveral cups of strong coffee
had rendered slcep out of the question.
The weather was warm, bul a damp,
sticky, smoke-laden liuze, Jue to the
crowded shipping that luy in the harbor
below, penetrated evevywhere, I faney
the night was dark, but the e¢lectrric glare
of the city turned night into day.

At last, lulled by the stillness within
and the hum of the city which came to
me through my open window, | slept.
My sleep was a dreamless, leaden uncon-
sciousnesy, furr from refreshing. Then
came the inteoduction to my unusual
experience.

I could never explain why 1 teard it
so distivetly.  Soundly aslecp, my ears
were painfully smitten by a dull, heavy,
sickening, smothered cxplosion.

I wus awake uand ulert in an instaut,
trying to account for it. Light of day
was puling the eleetrie glare and objects
were plainly visible within the room.
Without my open window I could see,
through the bLiue murk, the outlines of
buildings across the street, the serrated
gky-line far above. I got up, stretched
and yawned; took a turn around the
reom, lit a cigarette and laid down again.
I had wot accounted for the noive, but
finally concluded that it cume from some
natural cause—apparently out on the
street. At any rate, I thought no more
of it as 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 and seeme¢d mingled with the
smell of burning human flesh—the
stench that hangs over a battlefield the
morning after a carnage.

So, I said to myself, that explosion was
in this building, on the third floor and
not far from my room!|

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.

1t came in through the wide open win-
dow from the fire-escape. Jts shape was
that of a human body, entirely nude,
perfeetly distinet in outline and detail,
yet lacking in the extremitics—a torso
only—so distinct and lifelike that I could
sec the folds of flesh, the comntour of
muscles, . lhe pinky-yellow color of the
skin, and yet, so transparent was it, the
window casing, the figured wall paper,
the outlines of the dresser and every-
thing it passed, were visible through it
—as plainly discernible as though it wore
not there.

It floated in—slowly, slowly, as a mist
of early moming might enter one’s case:
ment or a wisp of smoke, wafted in on a
stray breeze—unsubslantial, filmy, yet
scoming to have the substance of flesh
und blood,

The head of my bed was exactly op-
posile the window, and [ had splendid
vantage for contemplation. I was not
long in discovering the incompleteness
of that spectral visitor. It lacked hands
and forearms, the lower extremities
were cut off above the knees, and, to
complete the phantaswmal horror of it,
there was no head upon those broad,
powerful shoulders—only th¢ stump of
a muscular neck.

The awfulness of this armless, legless,
headless shupe was further intensified by
the fact that the extremity of each
truucated 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 most 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 & dresser
surmounted by a large plate glass
mirror.

As the THING advanced, floated
through my room, to melt, v anish, 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 very fact as the THING advanced.

and had speculated as to what the re-
flection of .a spectre would be like.

Let science explain this singular
phenomenon ; I can not. The refiection of
my spectre was no speetre. at alll It
was the solid, substantial, flesh, blvod
und bone of a six-fout man about thirty
years of age, not lucking a single mem-
ber, perfect in color, form, fcature, as
nude as the day he was born, gracefully
floating by the big looking glass; his cyes
closed, a contented smile lighting up his
handsome features—much like one asleep
whose face is transfigurred by a pleasan!
dreum.

And then, just as the figure was float-
ing free of the gluss—as the hevel ou
the edge of the plate hegan to distort
the otherwise perfect lineaments, the
head was turned by some odd movement
of the body, the eyes opened and lovked
straight into minel

With a start, I half arose and called
out:

‘“Arnold! Cb, Armold, 4s it, cen il
el < W

Even asI called—foolishly, idiotically.
pleadingly—in a hollow, unnatural voice,
I knew there would be, could be no re-
sponse. For an instant, fear—fear that
he might heed my cry—that he wtight
delay his noiseless flight through my
room, gripped my throat and stilled my
voice.

But now the apparition ou? of the
glass, was at the door. Through it I could

" plainly eee the outlines of the door cas-

inge—and it was becoming less and less.
It was gone. The phantom drew through



the locked and bolted door as vapor
through the meshes of a sievc.

Such was the THING that visited me

in my room on the morning of Scptem-
ber 2.

As soon as it wus-gone my feet touch-
ed the floor. I unlocked the door and
went into the hall. All was quiet out
there. 1 heard no sound, smelled .no
burning powder. If there were guests
in the other rooms they all must have
b¢en sound asleep. One could have heard
a mouse creep in that gloomy- hallway.
1 closed the door and got into bed. When
I awoke again the clanging jar of the
§treet traffic told me it was late.

I bathed, shaved and dressed. As 1
walked down the hall and took the.ele-
vator to the office I scanned the faces
of the late risers. There was no look of
sarprise, curiosity —consternation, on a
gingle set of features. All was as com-
monplace ag upon any other morning.
Nothing unnsual had happened.

And such was the effect of those pass-
ing and re-passing guests that my har-
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, without having mentioned a
word of my experience.

On the stage, hometrard bound, a chat
with a seat mate and the beauty of
Autumn foliage painting the borders of
the highway red, brown and yellow, oc-
cupied my attention. But when I ar-

THE THING

rived at Maple Shadows I was silent no
longer.

I horrified my wife and daughter until
they rsn away from mc. Then I follovred
them up.

““But Arnold Mathews ivas killed at
Chatecau Thierry. You told me so,’’ said
my daughter.

‘““He was! I saw him killed with my
own eycs. His legs, arms and head blown
into bits by an exploding bomb dropped
from the air. Not a shred of his cloth-
ing remained—"’

‘““And this one—Ugh! 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 sunicide this
morning at the Savoy Hotel. How he
did it I am not quite prepared to 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 a nice subject for
the dinner table.”’

‘““Well,”” I reiterated, unwilling to be
squelched so suddenly, ‘‘he killed hin-
gelf, just the same, in a room across the
hall from mine. . . You’ll see. ‘Watch
the papers.”’

And this is what we read in the eve-
ning paper:

(i

‘‘SUICIDE AT SAVOY HOTEL

“Arnold Mathews, a guest at the Savoy
Hotel, occupying room 308, committed
suicide last night or carly this worning.

“About the middle of the afternoon,
wlea it was found that the man wonld
not respond to repeaxted knocking and that
the door was locked from the inside, the
roon was hroken into. A gruesome sight
met the eyes of the landlord, clerks and
officers of the law.

“On the bed, in a sitting position,
braced against the footboard and swathed
jn all the blankets the room contained,
was found the dead body of Mathenws.
Thorough exmmination of the mutilated
body together with bits of evidence found
on the bed and elsewhere in the room, led
those presont to believe that the deceased
had attached o piece of fuse to a large
dynamite cap, placed the cap in his mouth,
raised his feet and legs from the floor, then,
covering himseli completely with blankets,
sheets, pillowvs und his own clothing, (the
man was entircly naked), lighted the fuse
and, deliberately folding hie arms, calmly
awalted the end.

“The bed, floor, walls and ceiling were
bespattered with blood. The body was a
ghastly sight. Nothing but the trusk was
left to indicate that the remains had once
been & human being. Arnold Mathews waa
about 28 yeara of age, six feet in height,
light complexion, brown hair and eyes. He
was a stranger in the city, and an effort
is being made to locate some friend or
relative. The motive is still unknown.

“No one has as yet been found who heard
the sound of the explosion. This is bot
strange, as the entive third floor with the
esceplion of two rvoms—Mathews’ room
and the one opposite—was unnccupied.

“The officers ave trying to locate one G.
R. Lawton, an ex-army surgeon, the man
who elept in numt.er 307, theroom opposite
the one occupied by Arnold Mathcws last
night.”

Extraordinary Escape

QOME time since a chief in the villago of the Lake of the

Two Mpuntains, when going to bed, incautiously stuck a
lighted candle against the wainscot of a garret where he
and his household, amounting to eighteen persons, had retired
to rest. After some time, the tallow, by which the candle
adhered, melting, it fell down, unfortunately, into a basket
where there was a bag containing eighty-four pounds of gun-
powder. The consequence wasan immediate expiOsion, which
blew off the roof, rent away the sides, and, in a word,
reduced the house to splinterx. By such an accident, one
would suppose that many werc killed and.wounded: but it
was quilc the reverse; for not a single person, though all

were blown out of an upper story to the distance of thirty
vards, was injured materially.

The chief, wbose name is Jacob Commandant. alighted on
his feet in a canoe on the beach, through which his legs pene-
trated as far as tho ankles, and held him fast, as it weve, in
the stocks. There he was found by some of the inhabitants,
in inexpressible terror, imagining his situation to have pro-
ceeded from some malicious demon, whose exit and entrance
had destroyed his house. A child who was sleeping with its
head near the basket, suffered no other hurt than having its
hair singed: and to ecrown all, a leathern bag. containing
three pounds more of gunpowder, and lying in the =amoc
basket, was found near the house unexploded.
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NEMESIS

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 whirl’d with the earth at the dawning,
When the sky was a vaporous flame;
I have scen the dark universe yawning
Where the black planets roll without aiin,
Where they roll in their horror unheeded, without
kunowledge or hustre or nume.

1 havo drifted o’er geas without ending,
Under sinister grey-clouded skies
That the many-fork’d lightning is reuding,
That vesound with hysterical cries;
With the moans of invisible duemons that out of the
green waler rise.

1 have plunged Lke ¢ decr thro’ the archos
Of the hoary primordis) grove,
Wiiere (he vaks feel the presence: that marches
And stalks on where no spivit dares rove,
And I flee trom a thing that surrounds me, and lesrs
thro’ dead branches above.

I have stumbled by cave-riddled mountains
‘That rise burren and bleak from the plain,
1 have drunk of the frog-foetid fountains
That ovee down to the marsh and the msin;
Aud in hot curs’d tarns I have seen things I care not
1o guze on again,

I have scann’d the vast ivy-clad palace,
I have trod its untenanted hall,

Where the moon writhing up from the valleys
Shows the tapestried things on the wall;
Strange figures discordantly woven, that I ecannot en-

dure to recall.

I have peer’d frown the casement in wonder
At the mouldering nmcadows around,
At the many-roof’d villuge laid under
The curse of a grave-girdled grouud ;
And from rows of white urn-carven marble 1 listen
intently for sound.

I have haunted the tombs of the ages,
1 have flown on the pinions of fear
Where the smoke-belching Krebus rages;
Where the jokuls loom snow-clad and drear:
Aud i veulms where the sun of the desert consumes
what il never can cheer,

1 was old when (ke Pharaols first mounted
The jewel-deck'd throne by the Nilg;
| was old in those epocls uncounted
When ], and 1 only, was vile;
Aud*Man, yet untainted and happy, dwell in bliss on
the far Arctic isle.

Oh, great wus the sin of my spirit,
And great is the reach of its doom;
Not the pity of Heaven can cheer if,
Nor can respite be found in the tomb;
Down the jnfinite aeons come beating the wingys of uu-
merciful gloom,

Thro® the ghoul-guarded gateways vf slumber,
Past the wan-moon'd abysses of night,
I have iv’'d o'er my lives wilthoul number,
I have sounded all things with my sight;
And I strugglc end shriek ere the daydreak, being
driven lo madness with fright.




A Fve-Minute Yarn—

SHADOWS

N ABJECT terror,

crouched on the stairs.
The house was in wtter darkness,
supposedly deserted, yet down below le
could hear the sound of xomeone moving
stealthily about. (lold perspiration
broke out on his forehead as though bis
brow were a sieve. His tecth chattered
and his hands shook as if he were palsied.

In the great folds of bluckness, which
enveloped him like a shroud. uothing
could be discerned. From the bleak and
barren mountain solitudes, the wail of
voyotes drifted to his ears, but from (he
room below came a sound still niore ter-
rible, the faint rustle of someone moving
cautiously abeut.

Tod Grogan was a luygitive {rom jus-
lice. In fact, he had always been a fugi-
tive. 8ince carliest childhood, he had
fought incessautly asminst shadows, and
now he was menuced hy the greatest
shadow of all. Folks uscd to suy of him,
““He is afraid of his ewn shadow.’” But.
what no one saspectcd was that he was
afraid of everybody clse’'s shadow as
well.  When there were uo shadows. 'Tod
Urogan was fearless. but where Lhey ex-
isted his terror was boundless.

The fears which he had enceuntered
during his lifetime had made of him a
pitiful wreck, fears none the leas fright-
ful because they existed enly in his own
twisted mind.

And then there had come a duy which
had marked a nauseating climax in his
life. He had killed 4 man in a 6l of
temporary insanity. Up in the hills,
where the huge pine irees lcomed up to
meet the sun like great gaunt spectres,
when the ground was covered with
frozen snow which erunched benéath his
feet like breaking bones, he had been lost
for three days and nights. During the
hours of sunlight he had been far from
valiant, but as the shadows of evening
crept down over the purpling hills, fear

Tod Grogan

By FRANK OWEN

‘drove him absolutely mad and he raced
through the weird, cerie forests shriek-
ing like & madmaun.

Thus he raved and tore about through
the cchoing woods until he fell ex-
hausted. Then one night, as he rushed
through the mountainsin the pitch-black-
uess, he had run full-tilt into a man.
With a ery of horror. Tod Grogan drew
his knifc and struck. When the suthori-
ties found him e was still chopping
away abl the shupeless, lifeless budy.

EVERAL dsys later he wuay given a

perfunetory rial, eonvicted of mur-
der in the firsl degree und thrust into
prison. His guilt. was established. The
trial was mercly a legal formality.

'I'nen [ollowed dieary hours of voli-
tude, unbroken save when the old guard
breught him [eod. At might he lay on
his cot in the dark prison cell. wailing
for the dreaded hour that would rob
him of life, his mind 4 chaos of fantastic
emotions. He wondered about death.
what would c¢ome afterward. Perhaps
4 man’s life wayg simply smuffed out by
death and his soul existed no longer.

He did not really lear death, but the
thoughts of the countless shadows
through which he would have to pass be
fore the ultimate end, made of him a
pitiful thing. In the yard they were
building a seaffold. ‘The sound of the
hammering came to his cars like the
ominous beating of drums playing a4 fu-
neral dirge. Only a few more days and
the black cap would be placed over his
oyes and he would be led out like a beast,
to be strangled in the presence of a few
friends of the State who had been in-

"vited to witness the eveut. Lying in his
cell, he imagined he could see his black-
ened face, protruding eves and foaming
fips. And it would all happen in dark-
ness. That was the most terrible thought
of all.

ne morning he overpowered the old
guard and after stealing his clothes. he
left the prison withoul oppusition from
anyone. Whether ur nol he had killed
the guard, he neither kiew nor cared.
He was {ree; nothing else mattercd. And
vel can a fugitivc ever he free? Tod
Grogan had esvaped from juil but he
could not break away from the clutch-
ing grip of shaclows,

Now. as he ¢rviched on the staivs, his
bloed had turned fa ice.  He listened.
There wus vo mislaking (he [act. thak
someone wis moving about in the roam
below.  Perhaps there were more than
one; perhaps the house was swrounded
and escape impossible.  There was nol
the faintest ray of light anywhere dis-
cernible.  Jiven the moon was hidden
Lillows of cloud. The blackness
yawned up the stairs wilh such an in-
tenxi(y thal it seemed peopled by a thou-
sand grotesquce shapes.

In his hand. Tod Crogan clutched @
revolver which he had stolen from the
prison guard. In it lay his only hope.
He crept cautiously down the stairs. The
hoards creuked as loudly as the snap of a
whip. At the foot of the stairs he paused.
‘The sound was much more distinet now.
He tried to locate the corner from
whence it came, then fired twice.

For a moment he waited, and then, as
the sound was repeated, he knew that he
had failed. Again he fired, once, twice,
three times. But the sound continued.

He had only one cartridge left. He
hestitated for a fraction of 4 second only,
then plaeing the revolver to his temple,
he fired the lust eartridge.

And now the moon bivke through the
clouds and shone softly into the room.
Tod Grogan’s body lay in the direct path
of the light. His glazed eyes seamed
torned toward the mioon. Out of the
chadows 8 huge black cat padded softly
forth and licked the dead man’s g!;e&

hy



A Series of Vivid Articles
Written by SEABURY QUINN

No. S. Mary Blandy

'WO dirty, unkempt urchins
fought and struggled in the
gutterway of Henley. The elder,

@ ragamuffin lad of thirteen or so, bore -

his antagonist to the kidney stone pave-
ment, pressed his knee upon the other’s
chest and leaned forward, intent upon
gouging the little fellow’s eves with
thumb and forefinger. It was a trick

he had learncd from {be bullies of the .

waterfront; a trick no decent English
lad would stoop to—but this little alley
rat was not a decent English lad,

“Help, help!'’ screamed the smaller
boy, fighting desperately to keep the
sharp, unclean nails of his enemy from
his eyes.

There was a clatter of flying, iron-
ringed hoofs against the paving flints,
a shout of comimand to the older boy,
and a tall, auburn-haired girl, slim and
straight as a youth, flung herself from
her pony, laying her 1iding crop merci-
lessly across the unfair fighter’s shoul-
ders.

Surpriced by the sudden rear attack,
the boy loosed his grip on his opponent'’s
face and turned furiously to defend him-
self. He might as well have attempted
to beat back the north wind. Right
cat, left cut, back and forth, the girl
swung her whip with the speed and
skill that mark the practiced fencer
and the stremgth that tells of healthy
young muscles grown strong and supple
through systematic exerecise.

‘““Thou churl, thou mean, base var-
let, thou Frenchman!’’ she cried, still
plying her whip. ‘‘Dost fight with
teeth and nails, like a yowling gib-cat?
Thou’rt not fit to breathc the air of
England!’’ She cut him again across
his writhing shoulders.

Hopelessly worsted in tbe combat, the
boy drew off a safe distance and made
the oldest gestures of insult the world
knows—that of the thumbed nose.
“Yah, garn, tomboy!’’ he mocked from
his zone of safety beyund the cut of
her ;;bip.

‘‘Tomboy, tomboy, live like a man and
die like a man.

‘* ‘Pighting girls and crowing hens
Alhways come fo some bad ends.’

““Ye’ll die on the gallows, Mary
Blandy, and all yer father’s money can’t
save ye from it. Tomboy, tomboy, gal-
lows-bird tomboy!*’

The girl made a threatening gesture,
and he took refuge in flight, but his
raucous taunt of ‘‘ Tomboy, tomboy, gal-
lows-bird tomboy !’’> could be heard long
after the patter of his broken-soled bro-
gaus no longer sounded in her ears.

She tossed a copper for comfort to the
lad she had rescued, remounted her pony
and rode slowly toward her father’s
house.

Mary Blandy was the omnly child of
Franeis Blandy, a prominent solicitor of
the town of Henley, on the Thames; and
because her father had wished a son and
been disappointed with a daughter, he
had done the next best thing and had
Mary educated more like a young squlrc
than a young noblewoman.

At fourteen she could ride, fence and
shoot as well as most boys several years
her senior, and better than some, and her
proficiency in the classics was a source
of wonderment and no little shame
among parents with sons in the neigh-
borhood. Many of these, piqued by the
girl’s extraordinary ability, contented
themselves with saying such training
and efficiency were unladylike, unfemi-
nine and entirely disgusting. So, at an
early age, Mary Blandy suffered un-
popularity among the parents of her
boy acquaintarnces.

In a few years unpopularity was in-
creased a hundred per cent., for Mary,
the young woman, proved herself as apt
at all feminine accomplishments as
Mary, the gir], had excelled in boyish
pastimes.

Her father’s house became a rendez-
vous for the eligible young men of
the vicinity, and many a ‘‘womanly
woman’’ sat beside her lonesome fireside

while young professional men and offi-
cers from, the nearby garrison made the
rafters of the Blandy withdrawing room
ving with their song and laughter.

Of all the gay young Redcoats who
came to court Lawyer Blundy’s daugh-
ter, the most favored was Cuptain Wil.
liam Henry Cranstoun, an infantry offi-
cer, brother to Lord Mark Ker, of Scot-
land, and possessor of a yearly income
of £1,500—a very respectable fortune in
thosc days,

Other suitors gradually drxfted away,
and in the course of time the captain’s
proposal of marriage was duly made,
discussed by thc Blandy family, and
accepted.

Happy in the possession of her gold-
laced lover, Mary Blandy went about her
preparations for marriage, choosing silks
and taffetas for gowns with the nice dis-
crimination that marked all her dealingy,
embroidering silk stockings for wear at
the grand court levees she would attend
when her precious sweethcart should at
last be promoted and ordered for duty
at London town, and between whiles
dreaming thc long, long, open-eyed
dreams every girl dreams during her
engagement,

Then, one day, came a letter for Law-
yer Blandy from ‘‘the North’’—Scot-
land. 1t was signed by a young woman
claiming to be Capiain Cranstoun’s wife,
and, what was more, the mother of hLis
son.

Mr. Blandy called his daughter to
him, showed her the letter, and told her
gshe must have nothing more to do with
the captain,

Shocked as she was, Mary still held
faith in her lover, believing the best of
him, as all good women do of the men
they love, declaring there was either
some mistake or that the captain would
be able to make a satisfactory explana-
tion.

This he was given an opportunity to
do that very night, and when confronted
witb the documentary evidence of his
perfidy, coolly denied any attachment



Yvith the letter's sender. When Lawyer
‘Blandy, worldly wise from forty years’
practice of u profession which has its
tap-roots in human trailticx, declared he
needed something morc than the young
officer’s bare denial, the caplain wsked a
few days’ grace in which to marshal his
defense, declaring he, tov, would pro-
duce documeitary cvidence,

Blandy wus a just man, and aceeded
{o the caplain’s request, but put him
on his honor not 1o sue o' communicate
with Mary until he showed the promised
papery.

FEW days later Captain Cranstoun

sppeared at the Blandy residence
with a letter bearing a signature iden-
tical with the ove Mr. Blandy bad re-
ceived. Thix letler, addressed to the
captain, admitted its sender was neither
hir wife nor his son’s mother, and had
no claim whatever upon Captain Wil-
liam Henry Cranstoun of His Majcsty’s
Army.

The canceled cngugement was re-
newed, and preparations for the wed-
ding were almost complete when a
second letter came for Mr. Blandy,
imploring him not to let his daughter
marry a scoundrel. The writer averred
she had bcen led into making a denial
of -her wifehood by an urgent appeal
from Captain Cranstoun, telling her he
had no intention of marrying Miss
Blandy, having become engaged to her
merely as a diversion. He had urged
his wife to stultify herself because he
had no chance of preferment in the
service if it were known he was mar-
ried, whereas, if he could pass as single
a few months longer, he would surely
be promoted and would then acknowl-
edge her as his wife and bring her to
live with him,

‘With womanly unselfishness she had
agreed to write the letter he sought; but
far from feeling proper gratitude for
her sacrifice, the unprincipled rogue had
sent copies of her renunciation to her
family, who thereupon turmed 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 claims, she enclosed the letter
Cranstoun had written, asking her to
sully her reputation for his sake, and de-
claring his engagement to Mary a mere
frivolous pastime.

Such evidence could not be ignored.
Tu spite of fervent protestations of inno-
cence, Mr. Blandy sent the cockscomb
~aptainn about his business and forbade
his daughter. on pain of disinheritance,
ever to seé him or write to him again,

WEIRD CRIMES

But the love that laughs at locksmiths
pays cven less attention to parental com-
mandy, und, though Mary dutifully for-
bore secing the ruptain, she carvied on
a4 continual clandestine correspondence
with him. His esrnest disavowals of alt
wrong-doing, his pussiouate declarations
Ihat he was the viefim of a designing
woman who sought to stand between hin:
and happiuess, overbore Mar)'s custoni-
ary keen judgment. I[n a shoit time she
veased to think of him ay a deceiver and
regarded him as a greatly wronuged man.

Ouce or twice she undertook to plead
her luover’s cause with her f{ather; but
her advances called forth such outburstx
of temper from tho indignant old gen-
{leman that she ceased the attempts.
Mary had not inherited her father’s
aubuin 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 cyes as to keys.

Her father’s adamant attitude and her
lack of intimate acquaintances among
the neighborhood young women forbade
her telling her troubles to a disinterested
listener, 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, visiting 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. Mr.
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 was
far from being included in Cranstoun’s
program.

In these circumstances he had recourse
to a 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 draughts. She could concoct
potions which begot instant and undying
love in the breasts of those who took
them, she could charm birds from their
nests and snakes from their 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
with his daughter into a beaming con-
sent.

Mary knew the power of Secottish
witches—were they nol being con-
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demned for sorcery at every cour{ term?
~-and this particular witch, Cranstoun
wrote, was more powerful in her magic,
both black and white, than any yet cun-
demned to haug.

Trusting implicitly in her lover's
promises, Mary joyfully awaited the
corning of the packet which should biing
her & happy issue out of all her afflic-
ttony. In due time the drug arrived,
matked, us had been agreed, ' Powders
for polishing Svottish pebbles.”” It was
fine, white, and, when applied to the
tougue with a moistened finger, had th.:
faint, tart-sweel tastoe of apples.

At her first opportunity, Mary mixed
a genervus portion of the medicine with
her father’s morning gruel, then waited
cxpectantly for un abatement of Llis
hatred of Captain Cranstoun. But in-
stead of becoming complaisant, M.
Blandy grew more testy than ever.

Fearing the churm had lost some of its
potency in the long trip from Scotland,
Mary administered a still stronger dosc
the following morning.

Shoitly afterward her father took tu
his bed 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 success 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 Mr. Blandy be-
came desperately ill. The doctor was
summoned post-haste, but declared his
skill unavailing. The patient was dying,

Then, and not till then, wag Mary’s
consciousness awakened to the enormity
of her actions. At last she realized the
mysterious powders and her father’s ill-
ness were cususe and effcet. Overcome
with horror at the part she had unwit-
tingly played, she rushed into her
_father’s bedchamber, and falling to her
knees, sobbed, ‘‘Oh, father, dear, dear
father, do what you will with me, mete
out any punishment you see fit, but for-
give your foolish, love-blinded child. Oh.
my father, my father, forgive me; for-

. give me.”’

In spite of the violent pain he suf-
fercd, Mr. Blandy lay calmly while she
told her story, tears streaming down her
cheeks, her words split with sobbing. At
last he put forth his hand, laying it
gently on his daughter’s bowed head.

““My dear.”’” he gasped, “‘T forgive
thee fieely. Nay. more, T bless thee, an«!
pray God will bless thee. Now go; and



say no more of this business, lest thou
shouldst let drop some word to thine own
prejudice. Farewell, my child, and may
God pity and watch over thee.’’

As the weeping girl groped her way
blindly from the room, Lawyer Blandy
muttered, ‘‘Oh, the villain, the graceless
villain! To come to my house, eat at
my table, and in return take away my
_life and ruin my danghter!”’

Beside herself with grief and remorse,
Mary raun from the house, sceking soli-
tude in which to weep away some of the
anguish in her heart. At last, feeling
she must scc her father to implore his
forgiveness once more before he died,
she re-entered the house and sought the
death chamber.

A strange man, roughly dressed and
armed with a heavy bludgeon, stvod at
the door. As she approached he smiled
malignantly at her.

‘‘Tomboy,’’ he announced, ‘‘thou’lt
not enter herc. Thy devil’s work is
already done.”’

With a start Mary recognized the
bailiff. Though age had altered him, he
still borc a strong resemblance to the
gatter urchin she had thrashed years
before 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
strecets of Henley: ‘‘Ye’ll die on the
gallows, Mary Blandy.”’

Now he was a hanger-on at the jail,
a thief-taker, servant to tho constable.
‘‘Tomhoy,’’ 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. “Tombey, tomboy, gallows-bird
tomboy!’’ the words seemed beating a
rhythm in her pulses.

A hand fell on her shoulder, ‘‘Mary
Blandy, in the name of our lord the
King . . . . I

She was under arrest.

HER trial for parricide was held at

Oxford on March 3, 1852. Among
the witnesses for the erovvn were her
servants, all of whom testified to the

heated debates she had with her father:

over Captain Cranstoun. Not one, how-
cver, could be made to say she had
shown any evidence of harboring a
grudge. On the contrary, 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 criminal pro-
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cedure in tho world, a system under
which speedy results are achieved, and
few, if any, innocent persons suffer in-
justice, she was just cmergiug from the
dark ages, in which to be accused of
crime way almost tantamount to being
convicted, when Mary Blandy was called
to the bar.

Peorsons accused of felony wrere per-
mitted counsel, it is true, but only to a
limited extent. Their law)ecrs might
advise them on matters of law, but,
though the crown was numerously and
ably represented by trial law-yers, coun-
sel for the accused might neither exam-
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 hard-
ship at first glance, but when it is re-
membered that a trial consists merely of
measuring facts developed in evidence
by the yardstick of the law, it will 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 cross-examination, 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 heard
in argument, and the hopeclessness 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
prisoner’s expense.

The indictment for murder covered
several parchment sheets and charged
that Mary Blandy, spinster, ‘‘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, Mary
Blandy ?”’ 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 Jjury.

Twelve residents of the vicinity were
sworn ‘‘well and truly to try and a true

deliverance make between our lord and
King and Mary Blandy, spinster,’’ and
the trial commenced. It lasted eleven
consecutive hours.

When all the crown’s witnesses had
been examined (no testimony was of-
fered Ly the defense), and the attorney-
geuneral had harangued the jury, charg-
ing Mary Blandy with the foulest of
crimes, next to trcason, known to the
law, the judge nodded to the girl. Her
time to speak had come.

Bewildered by the unfamiliar . sur-
roundings, denounced by the very ser-
vants of her father’s house, and with 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 describes
her as being above medium height, erect
and proud in bearing and with calm eyes
and unruffled brow. She was plainly,
but decently, dressed in a gown of dark
woolen stuff, with white linen collar- and
wristbands. Her voice, though low, was
distinet, firm and unhurried, and her
wide gray eyes never left the judge’s
face as she spoke.

Among all the addreases 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
Emmet has long been held a masterpiece
of forensic oratory; but Emmet was a
practiced orator and fired with patriot-
ism. Mary Blandy had never addressed
a publi¢c gathering in her life and was
on the point of exhaustion at the end of
eleven hom's of denunciation—an ordeal
sufficient to break the spirit of a strong
man.

““My lord,”” she began, dropping a
courtesy to the court, “it is mortally
impossible for me to detail to you all the
hardships I have endured~—-but worst of
all, I have been aspersed in my charac-
ter. In the first place, it has been said
I spoke ill of my father, that I cursed
him. That is entirely false. Sometimes
little family affairs have happened, and
we did not speak as kindly to each other
as I could have wished. I own I am 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 tuken to recollect
every word I have said which could be
applied to my disadvantage. These arc
hardships, my lord, such as you yourself
must allow to be so.

‘It has been said, too, that I endeav-
ored to make my escape. Your lordship
will judge the difficulties I labored
under. I had lost my father; I was
accused of being his murderess; 1 was



not allowed to go near him. I was for-
saken by my friends, affronted by the
mob, insulted by my servants.

““Although I begged to have the lib-
erty to listen at the door when he died,
J was not allowed it.

"“My keys were taken from me, my
shoebuckles . and garters, too—to pre-
vent my making away with myself-—as
though I were the most abandoned crea-
ture. What could I do, my lord? Was
this a condition in which to attempt an
escape?

‘““When I was arrested in my home I
was locked up for fifteen hours without
a8 maid to attend the decencies of my sex.

“I was sent to jail, and the high
sheriff told me he must put an iron on
mé.- A little later he came again and
said he musl. put a still heavier iron on
my ankles until my day in court arrived.
‘F'was chained like a savage beast, my
‘lord,

‘““Newspapors and ballade mongers
have made free with my reputation; )
have beeu represented as the most abun-
doned of my sex and prejudiced in the
eyés of the world.

“1 submit mysell’ to yowr lordship and
to the worthy jury. I do ussure you, as
T am (o auxwer at the great tribunal
where T am some day to appear. 1 am
entirely imuocent of my father's death.
I really {hought the powdcer an innocent,
inoffensive thing, and I gavc it to him to
procure his love,

‘‘It has becen mentioned, I should say,
that I have been ‘ruined’. My lord, in
the sensc the wituesses mean, I have not.
I am virtuous. But when a young girl
loses her eharacter, s not that her ruin?
Is it not ruining my churacter to have
this vile charge of murder laid upon me?
" Whatever may be the event of this
trial, my Jovdt, T'am already ruined most

i cﬁ'oomalh and beyond the hupe of re-
.demphon

Carcfully and pamstakmglv, the judgo
,mstructcd the jury in thc legal defini-
tions of murder in the first degree, mur-
der in the.seccond degree, manslaughter,
and innocence. He seems to have been
& just man who took his duty to con-
serve the prisoner’s legal rights.seri-
ously. The instructions done, the eourt
rose, waiting the jury’s retirement.  But

no movement came from the jury box.

The clerk frowned in annoyance. A
bailiff motioned to the jury’s foreman to
retire, but was answered by a stubborn
. shake of the head.

‘‘Gentlemen-of. the ,)ury,” exclaxmed
~the clerk, ‘‘have you agreed upon a ver-
diet?”’.
earcastically that they retire and delib-

He +was -prepared to -mggest
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erate when the foreman answered in the
negative.

He was not given the opportunity.

‘“We have,’’ replied the foreman.

‘¢ Prisoner, look on the jury; jury, be-
hold the prisoner,’’ cried the eclerk
mechanically. Then, as Mary Blandy
rose and regarded the men who held her
fate, the clerk continued: ‘‘Gentlemen
of the jury, how do you find the prisoner
at the bar, guilty or not guilty??”’

““Guilty!’’ the foreman spoke the
word of doom gruffly.

Mary Blandy’s unpopularity in the
neighborhood had paid its final divi-
dend.

“YOUK verdiel is that you find the

prisouer at the bar guilty of
murder in the first degree? So say all
of you?'’ the clerk intoned, following
the ritual of all eriminal trials.

Again the jurors nodded solemnly.

““Bring me my cap,’”’ the judge o
dered. An attendant fetched a small,
black silk cap, which the judge fitted
over hiy full-bottomed judieial wig. No
sentence of deathi could be pronounced in
an English court unless the judge wore
this symbol of mourning. The symbol-
ism.of the black cap in English conrts
wais equivalent to the broken wand in
Germun tribunals when the death sen-
tence was given.®

Bricfly the eourt congratulated Mary
Blandy on having had a fair and impar-
tial trial by a jury of her peers, and
ordered that she be hanged by the neck
until dead on the sixth of the following
month. - As legal form prescribed, he
ended the sentence with the prayer that
God would have mercy on her soul.

The girl received her sentente calmly,
nor- did she waste breath in vain pleas
for merey. She was not a lawyer's
daughter for nothing. None knew better
than she the Inexorable course of British
Justice.

During the thlrty-three days of her
imprisonment Mary’s confluct was
marked by the utmost gentleness. Not
once was she heard to protest against
her fate or to reproach the servants and
former friends on whose testimony' she
had been condemned. Poor girl, why
should she cling to life? Her father was
dead, and she condemned in the world’s
opinion as his murderess; hér lover had
forsaken her; in all thé world she had
not a single friend or well-wisher.

April sixth dawned bright and warm.
Mary - Blandy arrayed -herself- in" a
modish gown of black bombazine with a

. *1..8ee urticle 111 of thigserizs, “The Magio
Mirvor Murders.”
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white kerchief about her throat. When
the sheriff’s men camc to lead her to
execution she wished them a checrtful
good morning.

Executions in England in those days
were publicly conducted, and the gallows
on which eriminals were hanged was not
erected in the jailyard for each execu-
tion. It was l\ept standing in an open
field, where its grim shadow was a con-
stant veminder to evildoers, and this
field was nearly a mile from the ja@
where Mary Blandy was confined.

A carriage wus offercd her, but she de-
clined, saying she would enjoy the April
sunshine as long as possible. So, accom-
panied by the officers und a clergyman,
she set out upou her last journey a-foot.

Previous to leaving the jai), her wrists
had been crossed aud botuid hefore her
with black ribbons, a concession to her
sex and gentility, ane this mode of {ying
tier hauds permitted her to hold a prayer
book befove her. This was another eour-
tesy, for condemned criminals’ hands
were customarily lashed behind their
baeks with rope.

The attending clergynisn read the
office appointed Jor executions in the
Book of Common Prayer, but Mary
Blandy opened her hook to the Psalter
appointed for the sixth Jday of the month
aud read from Psalm 32: ‘“‘Blessed is
he whose unrighteousness is forgiven
and whose sin is covered. T said ‘I will
confess my sins unto the Lord,’ and so
Thou forgavest the wickedness of my
sin.”’

Beneath the gibbet a stepladder.
draped in black bunting, had been'set
up, and on this she mounted two rungs,
saying, ‘‘Gentlemen, I besecclt you, hung
me no higher, for decency’s sake.””

But the knotted noose, swinging firom
the gallows’ crossbar, would not reach
her where she stood, so she climbed to
the ladder’s top. A puff of wind causcd
the ladder to sway slightly, and the poor
girl cried out in terror of falling, raising
her helpless, bound hands to steady her-
self.

‘““Fear ye not, tomboy,”” called a
hoarse voice from the group about the
gallows, ‘‘ye’ll fall clean to hell in a
minute!’> The chicf constable turned
and struck her tormentor such a heavy
blow in the mouth that his lips bled. So
her old enemy’s last meeting with Mary
Blandy was like his first, the occasion of
a beating.

When the rope had been adjusted,
Mary raised -her hands, drew her ker-
chief over her face, and stood a moment
in silent prayer. Then she held her
prayer book forward.

This was the signal agreed upon be-
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tween her and the sherif. 'I'wo husky
Jail attendants heaved the ladder from
beneath her, aud Mary Blandy's slender
body swung between earth and heaven.

It was half an hour before they cut
her dowu, for her weight was not great
cnough to break her neck, and she
strangled slowly, whilo. the greut crowd
of mean folk, gathered to wateh the exe-
cution, stood ir hang-jawed amazement
lo see 4 wownan fight so long for life.

Al vne o’clocle the following morning
she was carvied by torchlight to the
family vault at Heuley, and, with the
rope that strungled her still about her
slim, white throat, buried beside the
father for whose murder, rightly or
wrongly, she was hanged.

ILIGENT search was made for Cap-
fain Cranstoun, but the scoundrel
had heard of Mary’s arresi, and, desert-
ing the army. fled to France. For five
years he lived u fugitive from justice,
but the government took legal proceed-
ings to attach the source of his income.
At last, reduced to abject poverty, he
died in a home for the indigent kept-by
the church at Boulogne, and was buried
in a nameless grave in foreign soil.

This is the Fifth Article of a Series
That Seabuwry Quinn s Wwniing for
WeEeigp Tavrs. The Sixth Will Appesr in
Our Next Issue. It s Eulitled ‘‘The
Werewolf of St. Bounol,’’ and Descitbes
Some Staréling I'hings thal Huppened in
I'rance Under the Reign of Charles IX.
Be Sure to Read llis Grippeny Ariéicle
in the May WEmD TAL:s.
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DRACONDA
(Continued from page 67)

nothing but the truth: I ywas bom in
this very city of Loom, in this 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—"’

““But—"""T struck in.

““Oh, you big goose,”’ she laughed,
‘‘stop butting and do some thinking!’’
. ““What's the use?’’ I wailed. ‘‘What's
the use of even t1ying to think #”’

““My Farnermain,’’ she said seriously,
‘‘can you not see how what I have ut-
tered can be divested of its seeming
absurdity? For I assure you it 18 no
more than that.”’

I shook my head.

‘““Won’t you explain, O Dracondaf’’

“‘In due season,’’ she smiled. ‘‘I must
go now. And I pray you to ponder on
the absurdities that I have uttered, to
seek the key that will unlock the mys-

3
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tery. I tell you, the human mind is one
of the blindest of all things created, what
with its prison walls of the flesh,

““You, my Farnermain,-put all yow
faith in those beliefs and thought pro-
cesses thal the wise ones have declared
infallible, and thus you do not see (who
should long ago have seen) und think
that the darkness which is in your own
brain is gibberish uttered by me,

‘“*Your mind, my Farucrmaiu, is like
an eagle with its wings weighted down—
though it is not your faull at all. But
utrive le casi off those weights, my Far-
nermain, which are but the blunders of
divers flesh-entombed souls, and thus let
your mind soar up to the wonder
heights, even as the free-pinioned eugle
boars.’’

But I shook my heud, feeling certain
that it would be futile to try to discover
in her gibberish anything save gibberish.

‘““Well, 1 must go now,’’ she said, smil-
ing at my mystification,

'Then, with the princess, shc quitted
the room, saying with a little laugh as
she vanished:

‘“Think hard, O Farnermain.’’

For a little space, I stared at the cur-
tains through which this extraordinary
creature had vanished, then began to
walk back and forth, my feet falling
noiselessly on the rich carpet.

Think! 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
known Morgan St. Cloud on the earth!
She had seen one hundred and twenty-
five years, and yet she wag but twenty-
five years of age!

That, to use a ‘phrase of Nutty Bump-
po’s, certainly wasg a ‘‘nonplusser.”’

““Draconda’ Will be Concluded in the
Next Issue of WEIRD TALES. It Rises to
an Astounding Climaz. Be Sure to Read
the End of this Story!

¢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 defensef’’

‘“That’s what I'm curious to kmow,
your honor.”’

Two women went for a walk and
presently climbed to a cemetery which
overlooks one of the most beautiful val-
leys in Yorlshire.

T think,”’ said one 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.”

SPORT FOR LADIES
(Continuecd from page 69)
from the genern! store. [L contdined
but one cartridge.

Stallard got the bacon sud returned
10 the tire he had started without look-
ing divecetly at the Cockney. His back
again was Lwrued. Slowly Cravens rose
and took deliberate aim,

Simultancously with the report Stol-
tard s hody fcll, dying, inio the fire, ex-
Linguishing il and scattering embers.
A thin streau of bLloud flowed from the
wound in his temple.

Cravens paused to make ceriain he
was dead. Then he walked to the body
and turned it over on ils back. It was
the work of s few seconds o remove
the sack of woney frow the lifeless
man’s pocket. )

“Bryke me ribs, will yct’’ snarled
Cravens into the lifeless face. ‘‘ Not with
thiy ye won't,”’ looking fundly at the
pistol. Then Le gave the weapon a far
fing iuto the bushes.

“Bryke me ribs, will ye?”’ he re-
peated, as he prepared to leave the
ravine which Stollard had selected for
a camping place beeduse it was evident-
ly so far from the beaten paths of mag.

“Bryke me ribs, will ye?’’ again re-
peated this man, who never had heard
of Shakespcare, ‘‘I’ll have ye know that
for me the bryking of ribs is a sport for
ladies.”” And, with a final kick to the
bady of his erstwhile leader, he went
back to the city, wherre Alma Brooks
and Detective Sergeant Sweeney were
waiting for him.

The proprictor of a village store was
sitting with the loafers who had formed
a circle. around the stove. His sole as-
sistant was a youngster who had lately
drifted in from parts unknown. A
woman entercd and asked for a pound
of cheesc. She would not allow the
assistant to wait on her but insisted on
having the proprietor. The lad must
have been trained 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 to insist on a verdict of
manslaughter. The jury were out a long
time, and at last came in with the desired
verdict. Afterward the prisoner had an
opportunity of seeing the simple juror,
and said: ‘‘I’m obliged to you, my
friend. Did you have a hard time?”’

¢‘Yes,”’ replied the man, ‘A deuce of
a time. The other eleven wanted to

acquit you.”’
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Yes,you. Youdon't need a thing youdon’t already have! Youcanread. Youcan write.
-You can figure. You can think. And in your breast is the fire of ambition—the desire to.
ﬁet ahead! All right, that’s all you need—we can help you just as you are-—just as we have
elped scores, yes, thousands of other two-fisted young fellows determ ned to get out of the
ut and into the electric field—into work that will be pleasant—easy—and all in your
home, during spare time.

Fascinating Home Study As You Hold Your Old Job

With the held -/ r#i! ive you, you can sl{p right into one of these big pay—he-man jobs and never lose a
day’'s work. After a few weeks' start, You sy card enoupkh in ipstallation and electtic epal joba alone to . ]
more than pay for the Course and lay a foundation for an Electrica: Cort.ucting or Repai 5199 Busiaese of e
your own, hen the proper time omes, we will tell you the easy way to §0 about dolng {t,

The Most Practical, Thorough and Condensed
Electrical Course Ever Written

‘This is the only bome study electrical course tbat gives you the combined practics! and theoretics) mix?lugg
you must have before you can be a auccessful electrician without which you casoot succeed—mwith w
you cennot fail,

Writter not by ONE man, with the narrow one-man viewpolat, but by 22 of the brainiest, most
successful, electriceal ex ts ever drawn from the fleld of pracelce and theory. Gives you the coms
hlete mastery of the subject—qualifiea you 2 electrical expert to boss Jobs—fits you right into the

nd of a job you want—and does it in shortest tlmae—at lowest cost —with the
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Satisfaction guaranteed or nosale! Wernotoanly SAY we can make you an electrical expert, we Guarantee
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every nickel you sent us.
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' Houdizii,

ADVERT_ISEEENT‘

'ASK HOUDINI

they will not be considered.

FOREWORD
Ingrained in me is a love of mystery

| and marvel. As a' child, Red Riding -

Hood, Ali Baba, and the Arabian Nights
found as much favor with me as the
stories from the Bible. All were read to
me by my mother. Stories of the weird
and wonderful exercise a surpassing
charm over my imagination. I feel there
are m Yy thousands like me and from
these I will be delighted to hear. Who
knows but that this department may be
the means of bringing to light another
Poe or another Hawthorne? Ouly by
writing can you learn t¢ write. By
throwing off restraint, the greatest

pieces of literature have been produced.

This department is yours as much as
mine.—HOUDINI,

e

Terre Haute, Ind.

* ejo Weird Tales,
Chicago, TIL
Dear Sir:

Years ago there traveled around the
country a man named Samri S. Baldwin,
known as the ‘“ White Mahatma.’’ Could
you tell me if he is still living, and if so,
where a letter could reach bim.

Were there sny other White Mahat-
mas that did the same kind of work?

Yours very truly,
H. L.

Answer to No. 1

_There were a number of White,
Mahatmas, all imitating Samri S. Bald-
win, who is still alive and now resides
in San Francisco, California. A letter
addressed to the Golden Gate Assembly

*Hundreds of letters have been yecoived by
Houdini gince the announcemont of this de-
pardtment sn the March issuve. . Time does not
permit taking up o8 many of these as desired
on ocoount of tho rush o get the April issue

on sale on time. This department bids fair to,

beoome an intevesting featurs of WEren TALES
and the publishers ossure yois that sufficient
space will be olloted {8 to cover all worik whils
subjeots,

THIS department is open to all readers of Weird Tales who have some

question to propound. Houdini will attempt to answer any logieal ques-

tion on subjects relating to physical or psychic phenomena. Readers are

requested not to duplicate® questions that have already been apswered by

Houdini in these columns. Questions pertaining to the future and pervsonal-

ities will receive no attention. They must have a general interest, otherwise

All correspoudence will be  handled by Houdini
personally and he is especially interested in hesring from those having unigue

_experiences not casily explained. —The Publishers,

of the Socxet.y of Ameriean Mag:cums,
care of the Tiffin Studio wil' reach him.

Detroit, Mich.
Houdini, '
clo Weird Tales,
Chieago, 1iL

. Dear Sir:

I have just finished reading your ex-
pose of spiritualism in the March issue
of Weird Tales, and'can assarc you that
I am very unxious to read the next iu-
stallment. .

I was born in a section of Eugland,
where it is the custom for thuse who wish
1o sink a well, to cmploy the services of
a ‘“dowser.”’

A ‘“dowser’ is a person who travels
around with a forked twig, jabbing it in
the ground, and when this twig moves,
turning suddenly in his hand, he states
that water will bs found below. ‘Expe-
rience shows that in this practice, he is
usually though not invariably correct.

Now these ‘‘dowsers’’ are not as a rule.
scientific or learned men, nor have they
any special local knowledge. . Very ofton
indeed, they are merely laborers. '

Sometimes this man dispenses with
the use of the ‘‘dowser’’ being able to
tell by his own sensation that 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
people indeed would think of sinking a

_well without the aid of one of these

men.

Many explanatlons have been offered
of this praetlce and I am anzious to hear
your opinion regarding same.

It is very true that in sticking this

Ctwig im the' ground, it- will move at

tintes ‘‘just as if it were alive’’ in this
particular section of the conntry where
I come from, but a large percentage of
people are great believers in spiritual-
ism, and people who have faith in thig
gort of phenomenon insist that it is a
spirit manifestation. .
(Continued on page 88)
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(Continued from page 86)
Thanking you for any attentich you
may give this,
Yours very truly,
Answer to No, 2
This is not new; in fact, it is centuries

J. H.

old and you will find any number of

books in your library regarding same.
The fact remains that these ‘‘dows-
ers’’ or water diviners were not always
accurate, and in view of thigs infallibil-
ity, it is unwise to believe that they were
capable of locating water or metals.
The Psychical Research Society have

gone thoroughly into this cless of hu-

mans, and I would advise you to look up
their literature on this subject.

Peorig, IN.

Houdinij,
clo Weird Tales,
Chicago, IlL
Dear Sir:

Some time ago I attend a seance in
this town, at which quite a few people
were present and the manifestations
were really wonderful.

I went there, purporting to be an
ardent believer in spiritualism and was
well received and was mude the object
of quite a little attention by the medium.

Now as a matter of fact, I am an out
and out skeptie, but confess I do not
know how to explain some of the phe-
nomens I have witnessed.

During one of the sittings or seances,
the medium sat directly in front of me,
held both of my hands in her right hand,
and pluced her other hand on my
shoulder. Then I could see by glancing
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 you explain?

Yours very truly, H. W.

Answer o No. 3

There are séveral ways of the medium
getting one hand free when you are sup-
posed to hold both. - It is one of the
best known ruses used by fraud medi-
ums.

In order to guard yourself in the
future, when you go into a seance room,
insist on holding the medium’s hand in
your own. You do the holding, and do
not allow the medium to hold you.: See
that there is no confederate to produce
the manifestations, which is frequently
done.

Houdini, Springfeld, L
clo Weird Tales,
Chicego, Il
Dear Sir: '
- You are answering all questions on

spiritualism. . Do you consider yourself

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 musicitns in 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? 7

1 do not think you would eare to an- '
swer this question, but am sending it to
relieve my mind.

Yourstruly,’ ,

; HW
Answer o No. 4

No, I do not consider myself a human
encyclopedia, but I have been delving in
mystery ever since I could walk and talk,
and if there is anything in the line of
mystery I do not know, I certainly am
going to try and find out.

Any time you see me billed anywhere,
drop around and have a chat. G,

I am not prejudiced, as I keep telling
people. I am perfectly willing to be-
lieve, but T have not been convinced or
converted as yet. y

Jacoby did write that he saw a.nd

" heard musicians in his room. He called

in his seivants, 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 restrasint and come
down to earth, the whole population and
the houses whirl about me, but that does
not signify it is true.

Therefore, I claim that he might have
thought he had seen the musicians 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 pefmltted to go by the author-
ities, and you will find a lot of poor
mortals who hear voices and see forms.
I think that Jacoby simply had halluci-
nations at the time this happened, and
that is all there is to it.

No. 5
Houdini,
clo Weird Tales,
Chicago, IlL
Dear Mr. Houdini:

Am glad to see 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.

In 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
account of my pronounced views against
this sort of stuff. I have been told be-

(Continued on psge 90)

Louisville, Ky,
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Agam She Orders ~
A Chicken Salad, Please”

FOR him she is wearing her new frock

For him she is trying to look her pret-
- tiest. If only she can impress him—make
him like her—just a little.

4 Across the table he smiles at her, proud
of her prettiness, glad to notice that others
admire. And she smiles back, a bit tn-mdly.
- a bit se]f-conscnously

What wonderful poise he has! What com-
plete: self-possession! - If only she could be
so thcroughly at ease.

She pats the folds of her new frock nerv-
ously, heping that he will not notice how

- ‘embarrassed she is, how uncomfortable. He
- doésn’t—until the waiter comes to their
table and stands, with pencil poised, to take

‘ the order.
© #A chicken salad, please.” She lears her-
self give the order ag in a dsze. She hears
lnm repeat the -order- to the waiter, in a
rather surprised tone. Why had she ordered
that again! This was the third time she
had orgered chicken salad while dining with

He would think she didn’t know how to
‘order’a dinner. Well, did she? No. She
‘didn’t know how to pronounce those French
words on the menu. And she didn’t know
how to use the table appointment &s
" fully as she would have liked; foun tha.t
she couldn’t create convetsatxon and was
actually tongue-tied; was conscious of little
crudities which she just knew he must be
noticing. She wasn’t sure of herself, she
didn’t kmow. And she discovered, as we all

..do, that there is only one way to have com-
plete poise and ease of manner, and that is
to know definitely what to do and' say on
€Very occasion.

Are You Conscious of Your
Crudities?

It is not, perhaps, so serious a fault to be
unable to order a correct dinner. But it is
* just such little things as these that betray
- us—that reveal our crudities to others.
__Are you sure of yourself? Do you know
preclsely what to do and say wherever you

to be? Or are you always hesitant
ill-at ease never quite sure that you
lnven’t blundered ?

A Social Secretary
for Life!

The Famous Book of Etiquette
Nearly 500,000 Sold for $3.50

NOW $4.98
ONLY e

Wo have on our shelves at the presen.
time severrl thousand sets of the Book
. ot Etiquette in tho reguler $3.50 edltion.
“To clear the shelves Quickly and make
room for ncw editlony now belng printed,
Neleon Doubdleday, Inc, makes this un-
usual offer: To the next few thougand
people who order the Book ef Etiquette,
the speclal bargain price of $1.98 will ~
bé extended. " In othor words, (f' you sét
without delay you can secure -the come -
p‘leu‘etwo-volumo Bet of ‘the Book of Etl-
j,quo et practically half the usua) cost.
Voo the apecial coupon. It will bring
-the Book-of Btiquette to you. ‘promptly, .
st the special bargain price,

Every day in our contact
with men and women weé meet
little unexpected problems of
conduct. Unless we are pre-
pared to meet them it is inev-
itable that we suffer embar-
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 ar¢ robbing us of our
poise-and ease. It tells us how
to smooth away these crudi-
ties and achieve a8 manner of
confidence and self-possession.
It eliminates doubt and uncer-
tainty, tells us exactly what we
want to know.

There is an old proverb
which says “Good manners
make good mixers.” We all
Jmow how true this is. No one
likes to assoclate with a per-
son who is self-conscious and
embarrassed; - whose crudities

SR ) . SRR

are obvious to all.

Do You Make Friends Easily?

By telling you exactly what is expected
of you on all occagions, by giving you a
wonderful new- ease and dignity of manner,
the Book of Etiquette will help make you
more popular—a “better mixer.” This fa-

. mous two-volume se’ of books is the recog-

nized social authority—is a silent social
secretary in half a million homes.

Let us pretend that you have received an
invitation. Would you know exactly how to
acknowledge it? Would you know what sort
of gift to send, what to write on the card
that accompanies it? Perhaps it.is an in-
vitation to a formal wedding. Would you
know what to wear? Would you know what
to say to the host and hostess upon arrival ?

If a Dinner Follows the Wedding—

Would you know exactly how to proceed

to. the dining room, when to seat'yourself,=

- will be embarrassed. And

.glve you

" Address

how to create conversation, how to conduct
yourself with ease and dignity ?

Would you use a fork for your fruit salad,
or a spoon? - Would you cut your roll witha
knife, or break it with your fingers? Would
you. take olives with a fork? .How would
rou take celery—ssparagus—radishes? Un-

ess you are absolutely sure of yourself, you
embarrasment
cannot be concealed.

Book of Etiquette Gives
Lifelong Advice?

Hundreds of thousands of men and women
know and use the Book of Etiquette and find
it increasingly helpful. Every time an oc-
casion of importance arises—every time ‘ex-
pert help, advice and suggestion is re-
guired—they find what they seek in the

ook of Etiquette. It solves all problems,
answers all questions, tells you exactly what
to do, say, write and wear on every occasion. -

If you went always to be sure of yourgelf, to heve
ease and polse, to avold embarrassment and bumil«
{ation, send for the Book of Etiquette at once.
Take advantsge of the. spectal bargalp offer.ex-
plalned ia the pcncl Let the Book of Etiquette
te scif-p : let it banish the
crudities that are perhaps making you 8ecif-con-

acfous and uncomfortable when you should bo thor-
oughly at ease.

Mall thia coupon mow while you are thinking of
ft. The Book of Etiquette wiil bo aent to you in a
plain carton with no identifylng marks. Bo among
thoso who wiil take advantage of the special offer.
Ncleon Doubleday, Inc. Dept, 1504, Garden Clty.
New York, *

—— - e - -
NELSON DOUBLEDAY, Inc., Dept. 1504
Garden City, New York

I accept your speclal bargain offer.

You may

" send me the famous two-volume Book of Etiquette,

in a Plain carton, for which I will gilve the post-
man e:l‘{ $1.98 (plus delivery charges) on arrival
—instead 'of the regular price of $3.50. I am to
have the privilege of returning the books wl hin §
days and baving my money refunded if I sm not

_delighted with them.

Name

it you wa t these dooks
er Dinding at 82 98

XA

Check’ th UAre
‘with dhe beu‘ﬂim
with nme return prlvllose.
(Orders uw
cash b"'d?“ﬂo

a.umuwwu'
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Sex Secrets

Fully Explaised — Istimately Bescrided and
Vivifly lilustrated

The world’s ltest and greatest volume on this
most vital and intenscly interesting subject offered at
barely enough 10 cover cost of production, packing
and mailing. Plainly and vividly explains and illos.
irates intimate Scx Sccrets upon which the very laws
uf life arc baxed. \ritten by authorities on the
subject for brides, groums, busbands, wives and
parents.

14 Bemarkahle Owt-ei-the-Or@inary Geshe,
All s On® (over 250 pages)

Just like getting fourtcen scparate interesting and
entranclog books and cvery one of them worth the
price of this entire volume., which contsins over 260
pages the most jnlimate sex sccrets and many
stnking {Wustretions-—vividly protraying sex facts
that every red-biooded person shouki know about.
‘Thie remarkable out-of-the-ordinary volume is easily
worth $10.00 to xnyone, but to introduce this vital
knowledge into & million new homes. the League will
distribute a limited number for & short time only at
the ridiculously low price of $1.87 which includes

just your name and address,

postsge, 5
Sﬂm Nﬂ M“EY and “Standard Sex Knowi-

edge” will -be¢ mailed to you under plsin wrapper at
the reduced pricc, which you may pay goskman.

it through as have thousands of others and you will
find many paragrapha and illustrations any one of
which i3 easgily worth ten times the cost of this whole
book, which you will tremgure as your most intimate,
{nstructive, and private posgession for yeara to come.

THE STANBARS LEAGUE
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{Send ’moy order with Cancdian and Fovelgn

She Found |
A Pleasant Wa
To Reduce Her

T)}ou;nnda oi:;;‘dot
poople have g y re-
duced their weight and
¥ attained o normal fig-
d we by following the

advice of othcrs who
uee and recommend the
>} Mermola Prescription

Tezs little (ot reducers
are prepared io tablet
orm from thesgasue in-
aedxeuts that formerly

tbe famous

anoh Pregcription
for fat reduction.

If you are too fat. .ou owe it to ¥

ourself
theso l'nt roduoem a fair trial. All

the better ¢ world over sell
Marmola ndm Tablets at one gollax per
psuhgu our for them or send

Al
Bldg, sz‘gﬁm d el 5&%‘;‘1‘! |
ets " Ch., ana gecCure & 0
u. *tablote. = ‘They are barmless and ‘
weight vdm'é“,om'? through 1008

of tiresome exercise
If you mtoohtuyluseodgy

long

ces) Sextruthetlest. Dr. Cowan's
book answers in plain under-
standable lnniunz. all y
want to know. ““The 8 ucm
OF A NEW LIFE" TELLS ABOBT
Sex Apbeal——Choonns a uuo—-ﬁlluml
Mar: —HOW _BABIES CON-
CEIVED AND BORN—What to Avold—
Twillght Sleep—etc., 408 pages illustrated.
THIS BOOK I8 NOT FOR CHILDREN,
Special edition of thia $3.00 book asent post-
paid for $3.00. (C. O. D. 10c extra.)
OGILVIE PUDB. CO.
67 Rose 8t., Dcpt. 89, New York City

SEXUA ~—— LOVE AND LIFE /

ART STUDIES
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40 Photographs 3% x5%
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R. U. A. HUMAN MAGNET
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wires, or m ots. Price. $1. Direct Bales Co.,
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ADVERTISEMENT

(Continued from puage 88)

| cause of the fact thut I am a non-be-

liever, I will never lLe visited by any
reul manifestation.

The only thing I could never under’
stand is why do all mediums employ
various paraphernalia in conducting
For instance, why is it
necessary for the departed ouc to speak
through the medium with tho aid of a
trumpet or horn? If there is such a
thing as communication with the dead,
can ybu advance a logical explanation of

| why a trumpet or horn should be used

Yours very tiuly,
H. M.
Answer to No. 5

The aid of trumpets, tambourines and
musical instruments used in seances, to
the best of my knowledge and 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 muffle 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 prohlubited.

I have known mediums who could talk
through trumpets almost any time or
place, depending upon how they were
seated at the seance,

I did one seance with Mis. 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 was blank,

As I left, she merely said, ‘‘I am sorry
Mr. Houdini, that we could get no re-
sults.”” I was stertled. She said, ‘“You
did not think I knew you, but. we
traveled together on the ‘Mauretania’ ’’
—=e0 you see had Mrs. Wreith not recog-
nized me, we might (?) have had re-
sults. She evidently was afraid of tak-
ing a chance with me.

| No. 6

Buffalo, N. Y.
Mr. Houdini,
clo Weird Tales,
Chicago, 1ll.
Dear Mr, Houdjni:

I attended a‘spiritualistic seanee re-
cently presided over by a lady medium.
There were some fifty odd people in the
audience. S8lips of paper were passed
around with the request that each one
write on the slip of paper and agk a
question that he desired to be answered.
We were requested to fold the paper
The questions

were collected aud placed on a tatle, the

medium paying no attention to them

whatsoever. The medium thea invited

someoue to blindfold her, As I was sit-

ting in the front row, I volunteered. She ,
reques-ted o kid glove from some lady in

the audicnce and, receiving this, placed

it over her eyes while I tied it securely

over her cyes with a handkerchief. I

am positive of ber inability to see.

All were reguested to speak right out
and idenlify their message vhen read,
She said that she would make no ats
tempt to answer the questions asked, ot
read them, but that she would give them
the impressions which she would receive
from them. Then 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 pressed it to
her bandaged forelhiead and began.

It was remarkable the effect ghe
created with those present. Women
cried aloud at the questions and an-
swers the medium gave out. Finally she
came to 1ny question and said:

‘“I get the influence of a young man.
His name is Henry. I get the vibration
of a young man who has suffered con-
tinual illness.’’

Then the medium addressing me
asked, ‘s that correct?’’ I replied
that it was. Then she stated that Henry
was well and happy and not to worry
about him as ke was beyond all physical
suffering.

Now, Mr. Houdini, I am conviaced
that this medium was a fraud. I have
attended a number of seances with poor
results and have little faith in them bub
this medium puzzled me a lot. The
question I asked on the slip of paper
was, ‘‘H* , have you any relief from
yvour suffering?’> By handwriting was
purposely bad and I wrote the proper
noun in such a manner that it would be
hard 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 how? Perhaps you can offer
an cxplanation.

K. H

duswer o No. 6

‘The miethod used by this wedium is
very simple and 1s not new. 1t has been
greatly improved upon receutly. If I
am not nistaken it was first used in the
early 70's. When you tied the hand.
kerchief with the gloves over her eyes,
she simply frowned as much as possible.
Then by raising the eyebrows she was

(Continued v page 92)
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New Hair for You
in 30 Days

~or Your Money Instantly Refunded

My amazing guarantee means just exactly what it says!
your hair is—I don’t care how many treatments you have taken without results
—if new hair fails to grow after using my method—then the test costs you abso-

hately NOTHING!

now yours—entirely free.

By ALOIS MERKE

I don’t care how thin

The convincing evidence of what I have done for others is
Simply mail the coupon below.

Founder of the Fanous Merke Institute, rifth Avenue, New York

O matter how long you have been
troubled with loss of hair—no
matter how many different treat-

ments you have taken without results—I
have discovered a startling new treat-
ment which I absolutely guarantee will
grow new hair in 30 days—or every
penny you have paid me will be instantly
—and gladly-—refonded.

No one, 80 far as I know, has ever
dared to make such a sweeping guar-
antee before! But do you suppose that
1 could make it unless I was absolutely
confident that my treatment would do
all I claim? Never! I would be out of
business in a week. But I KNOW what
my method will do. For 1 judge, its
remarkable valuc is shown by actual
statistics covering thousands of cases
treated—only three people in every hun-
dred asking the retura of their money!

Not One Penny’s Risk!

Now eali
What Users Say | ,, 1o 1 vealize

{Lstbera like the following
gre reetived almmost cvery
doy by the Merke Inst-
tute.)

“In the short time ¥ have
used your treatment I have
ed remerkable results.
ndrufl has disappeared
entirely. My »scslp is now
all foll of fine, ncw berir. 1
would not part with my
treatment for 10 times its
costs” A. W. B.

“The top of rmy head is
now almost overed with
new hsir about one-balf
in h long. | have been Lry-
ing five Years, bul could
find anything to
] make my bair grow until
Sour tmtme'nk C.

*“Ten years ago twy lwmir
md falling. I use hair

that you have
perhaps wasted
a lot of time
and money on
treatments
which c¢ould
NEVER restore
vour hair. Very

likely wou are
skeptical. A1)
vight. 1 don't

blame you. And
'l admit right
here  that my
{reatiment.  muy
not help you
either. For your
casé may be one
of the few in
every hundred
that. is absolute-
ly hopeless. In
any case, I want

you to try my treatment at my risk—
and if after 30 days you are not more
than delighted with the resalts produced
—then all you need to do is tell me so,
and without asking a single question 1’11
mail you a check refunding every cent
you have paid me. I don’t want a cent
of your money, unless I actually grow
hair on your head! You, of course, are
to be the sole judge.

Entirely New Method

My treatment is the result of loug
vears of experience gained in treating
thousands of csses of loss of hair. This
included many years which [ speni in
such famous centers of scientific research
#s Heidelberg. Berlin, Paris. Geneva,
and Buenos Ayres. And my wmethod is
entirely differeut from anything known
or used before.

"There is no wassaging—no singeing—
no ‘‘mange cures’’—no unnecessary fuss
or bother of any land. Yet results are
usually noticeable even after the very
few first treatments.

My treatment proves that a very great
many cases of loss of hair are cansed—
not by dead hair roots—but by dormans
hair roots, which can now be awakensd
and made to grow hair again. The rea-
son other treatments failed is hecause
they did not penetrate to these dormant
roots, To make a tree grow you would
not think of rubbing ‘‘growing fluid’’ on
the bark. Instead you would get right
to the roots. And so it is with the hair.

In all the world there is only one method

- T know about of penetrating direct to the roots

and stimulating them into new activity, And
the principle of this method is embodied in the
treatment that I now offer you on my positive
guarantce of satisfactory results, or the trial
gosta you nothing.

Already great numbers of men and women
who only recently were iroubled with thim,
falling hair have, through this method, ac-
quired- healthy hair that is the envy and ed-
miration of ail their friends. As for dandruff
and similar ecalp disorders, these in many
caees disappear, often with the very first few
treatinents. The treatment can be used in any
howe in which there is electricity.

Free Booklet Explains
Treatinent

X! you will merely fill in and mail the cou
below I will gladly send you—without cost of
obligation—an interesting 32-page booklet,
deacribing my treatment in detail.

Thia booklet contains much Lelpful informs-
iion on the care of hair.

No matter how thin your lLair way be—no
matter how little hair remains. this
will prove of deepert interest {0 vou. So mail
the coupon new—and it. will he sent you by
veturn muil

ALLIED MERKE INSTITUTES. Inc.
512 Fifth Ave. Dept.474 New York City

ALLIED MERKE INSTITUTES. [nc.
Dept. 474, 512 Fifth Ave..New York City
Vieako send nie. withiout «c¥t or obli§aticn ev
my t, 4 copy of the new booklet describing in
detal] the Merke Institute Home Trealment.

Name —cuew
(Btate whether Mr..

Miss or Mra)

Address

oy oL

gy 11 T {_ SO —
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(Continugd fram page 90)
cnabled to see enough to suit her pur-
pose.

You understand I am not e¢xposing a
legitimate performer’s efforts. When a
medium resorts to trickery, I feel that
¥ the deception should be explained to pre-

vent their playing upon the gullibility of
the public as much as possible..

No. 7

Evanston, IlL
Houdini, :
cjo Weird Tales,
Chicago, Il
Dear Sir:

When modern science dawned, the
world was dark with superstition.
Fantastic notions fettered the human in-
tellect. Witches, with their bony hands,
wove a spell of death and ruin. Sorcer-

) ( atfl
(/se’t OUISEIf Ome ers, with their magic signs and incanta-
This wooderfal FREE book describes the marvelousstrange tions cast enchantments over the reason
:cé;l' m%n@%? noy vea of men. Astrology, with its tradition
Q . 3
!‘knldtnslndplllnhm:folknu mmmggm and dogmas, held the common mind in
huﬂa othem ;vo.lt “::ﬁﬁ :ndhtpprdeopuu um thrall
Against these ideas, the learned voiced
QUICK RESULTS—No Medicine .; o s
Violot Rayework qulekly, yon foel results at onoe.its acien. vigorous opposition. The belief in the
Hitle, goes atter the cause. That's why results are quick cand transmutability of one élement into an-
lbennlon&tnng:g.ernhﬁd - forelieye ain, traatm tmeats other was opposed to its fundamental
Domersava Doctors bille. See TSt of oler Raye conceptions. The (ransmission of
e e thought through leagues of barren space

cous a»ﬁ“ﬁ?&‘hm&.‘iﬁ'&%‘?ﬁ?ﬁ:ﬁi&:‘# i

Bea“ty Al d Selldfﬂ' ngg NOI was cried upon as impossible. The cast-
oI deomm, ing of spells was sneered at as unworthy

of discussion. The notion of a world of

reality, interpenetrating the natural

world, yet defying the grasp of the

n| profits in spare time charts of buman , 6% ]
BTkl PR Sy natural souses, was brushed aside as a
sad oeices 0ow. e B e cnaaoasee poetic fancy. e idea of physica

matter being rendered invisible at will
m Vu:. Alll'!‘ons Below lfr lr:: m was laughed away.

g l:nl)lunu Nnrwuuu- lmm
llnﬂ.

Tt is noticeable, however, during the
past century, although the philosophers

§§§§ E— ) have remained steadfast in their attitude

e e e L of resistance to the claims of: the mystics,

VI-REX ELECTRIC CO., 33060 PEORIASY that the march of discovery. has been
P R R AT S 22 {rgbw tending more and more to the occult.
Scholars of the old school have given
more attention to beliefs they once
meered at.

Surgery and medicine today attest to
the favorable results obtained by the
use of hypnotism. There is a marked
difference between the early and present
attitude of science toward the phe-
nomena of telepathy. There was no law
lmown to physics which 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 phenorena. Those
advanced in science, tend to pave the
way for those eager to pursue the doc-
trines of spiritualism, and the trend is

‘Yeur skin ean be quickly cleared
B Ermﬁonlunthnfauorbd

5.:5:':.
T8 GIVENS, 137 wu;..uumcur.lc-

m "o "ou“ 'lnlta Io.l'l'.hlm

objects miles t Lk
&mdm ‘umuﬁ?ﬂ-”.. .

*“BEDROOM SBERJRETS"—For Beat sealed.
§00 (coin). Bpesecos, Box 986, m Wis

not against, but toward spiritualism, de-

spite the efforts of a dominant rwmtant_
force and such men as you. R 3

It- is interesting to learn what you
have to ssy against the ability of those
persons commonly said to possess medi-
umistic powets. 1 do not deny that the
spiritualistic movement is attended by
tome who practice fraud, but, Houdini,
do yow know of any movement of sciens
tific research or otherwise, in which*
quackery does not, at some time, oM

- other, make its advent?

Is it possible that your mind may be
influenced aguinst spiritualimm by rea-
son of the fact that in your efforts to
entertain or instract the people before
whom you appear, you may find it neces-
sary to be somewhat studied or in other
words, unreal?

I do not mean to say that you are not
a practical man, for I believe you are,
but I am inclined to think that your
life a8 an entertainer does not lend it-
self to the proper mental condition to
take up the subject of spiitualism, in
the frame of mind that you really should
have, to become an honest investigator.

1 am sure you are seeking for the
truth in this great subject, and I am’
indeed sorry to see you take the decided
stand you have against such learned and
sincere men as Sir Arthar Conan Doyley
Sir Oliver Lodge and others.

It is possible that you may be doing
your fellow men a great service, but I
really feel that in your capacity as a
public man and & man who enjoys the
following you do, that you may be com-
mitting a grievous error.

I trust that in the conducting of this
department, you will leave it open to
both sides of the controversy, if such you
may call it,

In closing I wish to say that I am
pleased to see your appearance 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 truly,

S. T.
Answer to No. T

I have carefully 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 appears so easy
to duplicate, that up to date four hu-
man beings have lost their lives imitat-
ing some of my hazardous stunts, and
the reason they apparently seem so easy
is because I have been at this so long,
that it seems to be second nature to me,
or possibly a sixth sense.

_ (Continued on page 94)
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The Critics Say .

FAY eoinbin
| Is a GOOD Novel

‘‘Delightful with yoathful charm and freshness.''—Boston Globe.
“Its humor is natural and unforeed.’’-—Birningham Age-Herald.

!
,l
[ |
ij! ““The uuthor touches reality discoucertingly.”’—New York Tribune. }
*“A story full of vivacity and romance.’’—Louisville Courier-Journal.
‘ ““‘I'here is rare beauty in the treatmeut.”’—Fort Worih Star Telegram.
! ‘“This particular story appeals to life, love and romance.”’—Houston Chronicle.
it “Lharnungly written with a combination of pathos and comedy.’’—\Vew Orleans Staics.
| ‘‘One lays ‘ I"ay’ dowu with a lingering regret that the story is ended.’’~——Loussville T'tmes. i
i ‘“The heroine is winsome enough to retain the reader’s interest to the end.”’—=5t. Louis Post-Dispalch. il
‘Ii “Its exuberance of youth is of a sophistication—one was going to say—surprising.’’— Boston Transcripl. i
“} ‘“‘Edwia Baird bas succeeded in faithfully reproducing the atmosphere of a small town.”"—MUobile Register. ‘l
Hf ‘‘A quite unusual story . . . There is nothing cut-aud-dried about this book. 1t is fresh and unstudied.”’— |
‘ Allenta Journal.
\ *“The author knows whereof he writey, iy familiar with hixs people, and allows thcm to act preity generally for 1
themselves.”’—.New York Post,

i‘[ “There is color in it and youthful exuberance und excitement . . . deseriptions clear ax pictures taken with
a camers,’'—San Francisco Bullelin,
il ‘“Any onc in search of a novel full of romance and the glow of youth would dv well to pick up a copy of
’l ‘Fay,’ by Edwin Baird.”’—Chicago Evening American,
|l. ‘¢ A strongly dramatic romance, with tensely drawn scenes aud a climax that brings dowu the curtain ‘with 4 ‘;5
It thrill that would leave un audience breathless if it were depicted on the stage.’'—Pittsburgh Gazettc. ;
’T ‘“What Tarkington has done for seventeen on the other side of the Ohio, Edwin Baird has doune for two-and- i
twenty in the South. Mr. Baird shows an insight into character that is ‘ut times astounding.”’—Texas Con- |
.mercial News.
‘It begins to look as if the South is going to have a novelist to do for it what Booth Tarkington has done for
Indiana and the Middle West. It will, too, if Edwin Baird keeps up the same pace he’s struck with ‘Fay’.""—- ;‘1
| Evanston News-Index. - ) M
‘“ A sparkling narrative of glorious, reckless, fickle youth . . . A story that inspires as well as absorbs . . . {
Mr. Baird is a master at depicting life in the South today . . . In fine, ‘Fay’ is one of the best novels of the H
year.”’—Augusta Herald. i
| I

Ask Your Dealer for ,
EDWIN BAIRD’'S

FAY

1f He Hasn’t Qot it, Ask Him to Get it
( From The American News Co. or any of its agents.)

EDWIN BAIRD, EDITOR, WEIRD TALES,
800 North Clark Street,
Chicago, Illinois,

Uear Baird: I enclose 82. Autograph s copy of your novel,
“Fay,” and send it to me, carriage prepaid.

” Name

!, - If He Won't Get it,

| ASK BAIRD FOR IT Street e
i Use The Coupon. e e R
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(Coniinued from page 92)

In this way, I have the advantage of
everyone attending a seance, as I know
how 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 am willing 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
investigators, but one thousand magi-
cians could not stop the advance of the
radio or telcphone, irrespective of who
or how 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 interest to me in the way
of actual proof of psychic phenomena, I
promise you that I will make an hogest
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,.I 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 & shop
and nobody about. On the spur of the
moment he stole a melon and darted
into a passage.

““I soon got my tceth into that
melon,’’ he said, ‘‘but instantly a queer
sensation assuiled me, and a shiver ran
through me. My resolve was taken at
once. [ went back to that cart. I re-
placed the melon {loua applause}—and
took a ripe one!’’

A fanous bishop had the trick of pro-
nouncing ‘‘o’’ like ‘‘u’’ thus: “I am
fund of hut cuffiee.’”” Once he way giv-
ing advice to a working girls’ club and
impressed on the members the necessity
for arranging full occupation of their
spare time. ‘‘ Above all, girls,’’ he said
carnestly, ‘“‘try by all means available
to cultivate a hubby!”’

Da you know your
friends. enemies, your

FREE
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DEATHS OF LANGOIRAN AND THB
A ABBE DUPUIS

T the entrance of the court-house of
Bourdeaux, the Abbe Dupuis re-
ceived a first wound ; others soon leveled
him to the ground. A young lad, of
about fifteen or sixteen, cut a hole in
the cheek with aiknife, to hold up the
head by, while others were employed in
haggling it from the body which was
still in agonies. This operation not suc-
ceeding in such a crowd they took hold
of the legs, and drew the carcass about
the strects and around the ramparts.
Mr. Lapgoiran 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 rufilan
held it up, erying aloud: ‘‘ Off with your
hats! long live the nation.”” The bare-
headed populace answered: ‘‘Long live
the 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 that
his hard case might be laid before a mag-
istrate and his release obtained. The
vigitor promised to take the necessary
steps immediately.

“You will not forget?’’ said - the
lunatic.

« Oh, no.”

‘““You are sure you will not forget?’’

‘‘Certainly not.”’

As the visitor turned to go he received
a kick that laid him in a heap a few feet
away.

‘“That,’’ said the lunatic, ‘‘is in case
You should forget.’’

Little Tommy Truffle had made a dis-
covery and, being of a very generous
disposition, was eager to share it with
others.

““I is—"’ he begun.

Teacher swooped down at once, that
superior smile, so iiritating to the sensi-
tive mind of youth, upon her lips,

‘I am,’ not ‘I is,” ’’ she corrected.

Tommy looked s little pained ; almost,
perhaps. a little doubtful. But he was
an obedient little boy.

‘I am the ninth letter of the ulpha-
bet,’’ he announced.

The maiden was pretty and charming
and young.
Coquettish she stood where mistletoe
5 hung—
He was fondly intent upon kissing the
miss
But only:succeeded in missing the kiss.
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Aun English motorist was stopped by
a policeman on account of poor lights.

-‘1’ll bave to take your name, sir.*’

“‘John Smith,”’ was the reply.
- ““Don’t try that on me, sir,”’ warned
the man in blue. ‘‘I want your proper
name and address.”’

““Then if you must have it, it’s Wil.
liam Shakespeare, Stratford-on-Avon.”’

‘“Thank you, sir,’’ said the policeman,
Jjotting it down.
troubled you.”’
"“‘*Don’t. mention it,”’ said the motor-
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‘ Rits. of the gxnkgo trec are roasted
by the €hinese, and bemg gimilar to:
almonds, are served as a confeetion ar
.an appeuzer at banquets and dmners.
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Are you ambitious —are you looking for the way to Success?

Do you want an easy, pleasant job? :
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, to train you for the position of

I Guarantee Ezpert Draftsman. Every fac-
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governments, the Army and Navy, everywhere you turn Draftsmen are in

demand at $200 to $500 a month. Take advantage of this money-making op-

" portunity, the greatest you will ever see. I positively guarantee to train you
for the position of Ez-

pert Draftsman until
you are earning at least a On

FREE!

This lzpert Draftsmun’s Complets
Outfit gives yvu practical training.
Includes complete sei of fine ‘‘pro-
fessional’® drawing iustrumentis with
double set ol comnpusses and dividers
in velvet lined case, drawing board T

s(quare, triangles, pens, ink, all acces- YOU CAN BE THIS MAN!

sories. This superb complete outfl gy, Expert Drafteman is the key-wman of Indusire. Exzecu

wiven free to every Coyne student. Lives depend on him. Not a wheel can turn without him.
. . ), . Naturaily, be Is high-priced! Look at the picture! You’d almost

Coupon biings details of this great rather be the draftsman than the boss! YOU—no matter what
| R . your Job today. no matter how Ilmited your 8chooling€—<cat
Iree offer. REMAKE Yourself by leuwrnioS Drafting the new way—by tha
*“Job-Method of home (nétruc-

tion. You “learn by doing’’ and

3 2 1 i ick b b.
My 2 Free Books Bring Your Big Opportunity! {3z guick tor the'vig pay job,
IMnd eut all about thia wouderful systemy, the Rldio con"e FREE! can do It for you.

most  completn Dracfting instruction ever of-

tived for home-study. Grasp this graat money- ¥or a limjted time only!

malking opvortunitly new! To supply enormous 3 S P EPEEE PN EPAVIPEENCEEEOREEEVEEEEEES
.--\Ynmnd for (‘ooke-trzined draftsmen. I am E);eﬁlfs a’f;ézdl:zlguzgf . * by

olfering specir) Inducentents to ambitious men 1] .

cverywilern. Coupon brings 2 froe books freu Coupon brings my frec COYNE SCHOOL OF DRAFTING
draftsmuan’s pocket rule 8"? comblely Informa- offer! B. W. COOKE, President

tion. 21uil It to Mo Toduy : Mome Study Dept. 435, 68¢ to 598 5. Throop St., Clicage, 1L,

TWithout obligating tu¢ in auy wxy, plesse sond me your
two books, ‘‘Drafting, tha Foundation of Tudustr¥"” and
“learn Drafting by tha Joh-Method™—aull absolutely ftree,
Also.complete information of Your rRpid home-study Dratft-
ing course, froo Instruments and other features.

B. W. COOKE, President
COYNE SCHOOL OF DRAFTING
1 Namio

I ise u OIOI.li OF o:u'!glel i a
v e R, = Tt 1 . L




They may point the way to Big Money for you,

See how the modern detective works. Read these inside
stories of the solution of great mysteries. See what passibii-
{:ie6 tai¢ most fascinaiing and eventlul of all prafessions
offers te you—-and how You may &t yourselif for it.

Be a Finger Print Expert!

To command the highest fees. the Secret Service man must
also be a Firger Print Expeit. These reports show why.
This profession may bec ¢agily learned @t home, in your
spare time. Wonderful opportunmity in this UNCROWDED,
PROFITABLE fieid

Cases of 12 Famous
Finger Print Experts

Stories and pictures of R K AL crires
solved By Finger Print evidence.
Pictures and life stories of famous ex~
perts~-many, graduates of my school,
True facts, but better than Getien,

Also Sent FREE=—~

Actual Reports of Secret Service Operator 38

ERE is something money can't buy, More fascinrating than detective stories. Con-
fidential reports of a real oper tor—No. 33-—to his Secret Service BMurean, headed by the most
famous detective in America. Absolutely Free. No cost No obligation. Don’t fail to send for them.

Send the Coupon mumms)

Make $5,000 to $10,000 a Year!

‘The unfilled demand for trained Finger Print men is in-
creasing daly. Opportaaity is waitt'ng for YOU. No time to
lose, Send today for these reperts. also our bv’g Free book
on Finger Ponts. Gives ali particulars and success stories of
our graduates, Brilitant futurc ahead of you if you act now.

Special Offer-Limited Time

Evcryene getting these Free Reporis will also reccive my Spechat
Offer of a Prefessiona] Finger Print Outfit, abselutely Feee. Made Ser
liimited timeocly, Send coupon today~sure. Reports, Finger Print
Reck, atid specizl sutfit eff er, 311 Free and Prepaid. Don't delay, and
perbaps farget. Do this sigdt now.

T.G.CQOOQKE, Prasldent, University of Applicd Scieoce
1920 Suanyside Avenve, Dopt.93-94 Chicago, Hlino'iz

T. G. COOKE, Pres., University of Applied Scicnce
1929 Suanyzide Avenue, Dept. 93-94 Chicega. [llaois
Dea.r Sir-—Plcaae send me FRIER and prepald,Reporta of Operater 38,

scour new {Hleserised beek e Crlme snd Crime Petection end your
Soccial @utsit @ffer. 1tis fully undcrsteed that I 2s3uthe ne abliraton,

Naene = wAyge_____ - il
Address ______ e e TN sovnsies g
Tewwno S aStTeE Y De T . Lo
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