





HOPELESSLY LOST IN THE RUGGED CANYON
COUNTRY, DIANE BLAIR WISHES SHE'D TAKEN
MORE SERIOUSLY THE DUDE RANCH" RULES
AGA/NST RIDING RLONE ... ANQ THEN. .,

SOMEONE'S * V3
723 IN TROUBLE / 3

ECHOING UP A NEARBY ORAW, HER
CRY REACHES A YOUNG GEOLOG/ST

4 THE ROAD GANG, USE IT... LIKE-
i THE SHERIFFS ON WISE SOME

THEY'RE TOPS
WITH ME FOR

LOOKS LIKE A
SWELL PLACE
TO STAY

-/ WHEN IT COMES TO SRAVING QUICKLY Y
| AND EASILY AT A SAVING, YOU CAN'T }

| OUTSELL ALL OTHER LOW-PRICED BLADES }

BEAT THIN GILLETTES. THEY FAR

BECAUSE THEY'RE KEENER AND LAST
LONGER. TRIN GILLETTES FIT YOUR
GILLETTE RAZOR EXACTLY, SO THEY
"\ NEVER NICK OR SCRAPE. ASK :
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8 FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

(Continued from page 6)
RECOMMENDS A FANTASY

I consider F.F.M. the cream of the fantasy crop
—and this isn’t just the old soft soap, either. 1|
really mean it is the best book on the market, and
I wouldn’t miss it for anvthing.

A story I read lately strikes me as one you mighit
use in our hook. But even if vou don’t, I want 1o
pass the word along to other readers. It's “The
Demon’s Mirrer” by James Wallerstein, and it s
published by Harbinger House. New York. Sg.50.
It is 426 pages of thrills. The demon’s mirror
was brought into the world by a strange devi:-
god. Its power was to make reality of mens
dreams. and its coming overwhelmed a modern
monarchy of Werbane and sct up a supergovern-
ment of invisible men. The novel concerns the
rebellion against the invisibje men by an unsciu-
pulous financier and a burglar. and the third im-
portant character is Saurakin. the demon-god. who
first came to the author in a scries of dreams and
impelled him to write the bhook.

Keep up the good work with F.F.M.

Sincerely.
Fantasy Fiend.

LIKED “TCHERIAPIN"

The second change in the format of F.F.M. is
fine, with the exception of one point: it makex
binding and/or filing extremcly difficult. Pleast
kcep the present format, it seems to be the best.

I must confess that I wasn't raised to heights of
ecstasy over the printing of Wells' “War of the
Worlds.” It is so readily available in various forms
that it seemed a shame to devote an issue to it
Especially since there are so many other novels
which would be the better choice. I'm not “pan-
ning” Wells. Hardly. There is no doubt that he
was a master in the field.

Rohmer’s piece. “Tchériapin,” was quite good
I haven't been able to read many of his shorts
so naturally I was pleased at its appearance.
Rohmer's “Brood of the Witch-Queen,” which
you printed -earlier, is one of my favorite fan-
tasies. He seems to be at his best when he is
using an Egyptian background in his stories.
Some of his longer works should also be available.

JAN ROMANOFF.
26601 So. Western,
Apt. 341,
Lomita, Calif.

“CARRIED AWAY” BY WELLS

This is my first letter to you or any other mag-
azine, but I was carried away by “The War of the
Worlds™ in your July issue. Please print more
like it.

I have about one hundred and forty magazines.
books, and pocket hooks for trade, including
F.FM. FN. S$SS. and A.M.F. Books like “Out
of the Unknown.” “Purple Cloud.” The maga-
zines range from 1947 to date.

Will trade these for Horror, Weird Tales be-
fore 1940 Strange Stories or any other Weird mag.

WiLLiam L. CaubiLr.
RR #2,
New Richmond, Ohio.

LIKES LARGER FFM.

I should like to drop a few remarks about il-
lustrations. 1 prefer Finlay above all, but Law-
rence is an acceptable substitution for that Mas-
ter of Masters. (Give me a “Finlay” in oils and
I don’t care what happens to the “Mona Lisa"!
I suggest that vou use Bok for the kind of illus-
tration \\‘hiﬁ.h requires Inca idols.

1 like the latest format of F.F.M. The cover for
“War of the Worlds” is a plcasant surprise after
the first threc poor covers under the small format.
(Who on earth did that cover of the woman
with the oversized bust for “Threshold of Fear'?)
I would like always to see three illustrations per
each featured novel.

Next, I'd like to toss a tew. bricks at vour se:

lection of matcrial the three issues past. I know

we must take the good with the bhad. hut why
toss all thre bad material at us at once? I admit
thar the Rohmer novel. “Brood of the Witch-
Queen,” was rather interesting, but far below the
level of his “Fu Manchu.” "Golden Scorpion” and
“Green Eves of Bast.” But Rees’ “Threshold of
Fear” was rather flat as a fantasy varn, though it
had a well cultivated element of suspense. And
Chambers’ “Slaver of Souls” was the onlv work
by that otherwise marvelous writer at which 1
could rare back 1n my seat and roar with laugh-
ter!

Although H. G. Wells material can be had for
the asking from any public library, I have no ob-
jection to your publishing them. Wells' material
is always interesting and readable. How about
giving us his “Food of the Gods"” in a near-future
issue. with at least three Finlay illustrations?

Please give us some more material like “The
Undving Monster”! This is my favorite of all
F.F.M. presentatiors since 1945! I have secn let-
ters in your rcaders’ columns severely criticizing
this story, and I am of the opinion that these crit-
tics do not know genuine, unadulterated fantasy
when they sec it! Kerruish's treatment of the
hereditary suggestion theme was masterful, and
the element of creepy horror and suspense (and
that dark, ancient mystery of the secret room!)
was matchlessly thrilling!

I love those “Lost Races” stories, too! When
can we have Haggard's “People of the Mist,” Mer-
rill's “Bridge of Light” and Coblentz’s “Sunken
World™?

I think vour magazine could use some of the
works by the greatest fantasy writer of the current
lot—Robert E. Howard. For the past five years
vou have consistently ignored a man every bit as
good as Merritt. Taine and Haggard.

When are you going to reprint Merritt’s *“Moon
Pool” stories. and John Taine's “The Cosmic Ge-
ouds™?

I should like to say before closing ghat if my
old 76th Gencral Hospital buddy. Marxin “Zeke”
Hall, is still an F.F.M. rcader, I want to hear from
him soon.

HENRY D. BarNeTT.
P. O. Box 246.
Crystal City, Missouri.

BACK ISSUES AVAILABLE

1 have a number of back issue science fiction
(Continued on page r0)
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“We've taken this matter up with the Britisl:
Government. and we’ve been retained to loo}
into it.”

“You want me to go to Washington, |
suppose.”

“You've got to go to India at once.”

“That clipping is two months old,” 1
answered. “Why didn’t vou wire me when I
was in Egvpt to go on from therc?”

“Look at this!” he answered. and shoved a
letter across the desk.

It bore the address of a club in Simla.

Meldrum Strange, Esq.,
Messrs. Grim, Ramsden and Ross
New York.
Dear Sir,

Having recently resigned my commission
in the British Indian Army I am free to
offer my services to your firm, provided you
have a sufficiently responsible position here
in India to offer me.

My qualifications and record are known to
the British Embassy in Washington,D. C,, to
whom I am permitted to refer you, and it is
at the suggestion of—(he gave the name
of a British Cabinet Minister who is known
the wide world over) that I am making this
proposal; he was good enough to promise his
endorsement to any application I might care
to make.

If this should interest you, please send me
a cablegram, on receipt of which I will hold
my services at your disposal until your letter
has time to reach Simla, when, if your terms
are satisfactory, I will cable my acceptance
without further delay.

Yours faithfully,
Athelstan King, V.C., D.S.0,, etc.

“Do you know who he is?” demanded
Strange. “That’s the fellow who went to
Khinjan Caves—the best secret service officer
the British ever had. I cabled him, of course.
Here's his contract. You take it to him. Here's
the whole dope about this propaganda. Take
the quickest route to India, sign up this man
King, and go after them at that end for all
the two of you are worth. That's all.”

My passport being unexpired, 1 could make
the Mauretania, and did. Moreover, I was
merciless to the expense account. An air-
plane took me from Liverpool to London,
another from London to Paris.

I don’t care how often you arrive in Bombay,
the thrill increases. You steam in at dawn by
Gharipuri just as the gun announces sunrise,
and the dreamy bay glimmers like a prophet’s
vision—temples, domes. minarets, palm-trees,
roofs, towers, and masts.

Almost before the anchor had splashed into
the spawn-skeined water off the Apollo
Bunder, a native boat drew alongside and a
very well-dressed native climbed up the com-
panion-ladder in quest of me. I had sent King

a wireless, but his messenger was away in ad-
vance of even the banker's agents, who flocked
on board to tout for customs business.

He handed me a letter which simply said
that the bearer, Gulab Lal Singh. would look
after me and my belongings. So I paid atten-
tion to 'the man. He was a strapping fellow,
handspme as the deuce. with a Roman nose.
and the eve of a gentleman unafraid.

He said that Major King was in Bombay.
but detained by urgent business. ‘However, he
imited me to Major King's quarters for break-
fast, so instead of waiting for the regular
launch. I got into the rative sailboat with
him. And he seemed to have some sort of
talisman for charming officials. for on the
quay an officer motioned us through without
even examining my passport,

We drew up finally ir front o a neat little

~bungalow in a long strcet of similar builaings

intended for British officials. Gulab Lal Singh
took me straight into the dining-room and
carried in breakfast with his own hands.
standing behind my chair in silence while 1
ate.

Without much effort 1 could sec his face in
the mirror to my right. and when I thought
he wasn’t noticing I studied him carefully.

“Is there anything further that the sahib
would care for?”” he asked when the meal was
finished.

“Yes.” 1 said, pulling out an envelope.
“Here'’s your contract, Major King. If you're
agreeable, we may as well get that signed and
mailed to New York."

I expected to see him look surpnsed but he
simply sat down at the table, read the con-
tract ovgg. and signed it.

Then we went out onto a veranda that was
shut off from the street by brown kaskas tatties.

“How long does it take you to grow a
beard?” was his first, rather surprising question.

T WAS not long before I learned how dif-

ferently he could treat different individuals.
He had simply chosen his extraordinary way of
receiving me as the best means of getting a
real line on me without much loss of time.
He did not compliment me on having seen
through his disguise, or apologize for his own
failure to keep up the deception. He sat
opposite and studied me as he might the
morning newspaper, and I returned the com-
pliment.

“You see,” he said suddenly, as if a pre-
vious conversation had been interrupted,
“since the war, governments have lost their
grip, so I resigned from the Army. You look
to me like a kind of godsend. Is Meldrum
Strange as wealthy as they say?”

I nodded.
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“Is he playing for power?”

“He's out to do the world good, but he
enjoys the feel of it. He is absolutely on the
level.”

“I have a letter from Strange, in which he
says you've hunted and prospected all over the
world. Does that include India?”

1 notided. :

“Know any of the languages?”

“Enough Hindustani to deceive a foreigner.”

“Punjabiz"”

1 nodded.

Mind you. I was supposed to be this fellow's
boss.

“1 think we’ll be able to work together,” he
said after another long look at me.

“Are you familiar with the facts?” he asked
me.

“I've the dossier with me. Studied it on the
ship, of course.”

“You uanderstand, then: The Princess
Yasmini and the Gray Mahatma are the two
keys. The government daren’t arrest either,
because it would inflame mob passion. There’s
too much of that already. I'm not in position
to play this game alone—can’t afford to. I've
joined the frm to get backing for what I
want to do; I'd like that point clear. As long
as we're in harness together I'll take you into
confidence. But I expect absolutely free rein.”

“All right,” I said. And for two hours he
unfolded to me a sort of panorama of Indian
intrigue, including dozens of statements of
sheer fact that not one person in a million
would believe if set down in cold print.

“So you see,” he said at last, “there’s some-
thing needed in the way of unobtrusive in-
spection if the rest of the world is to have
any kind of breathing spell. If you've no
objection, we’ll leave Bombay tonight and get
to work.” '

Athelstan King and I arrived, after certain
hot days and choking nights, at a citv in the
Punjab that has had nine names in the course
of history. It lies by a winding wide river,
whose floods have changed the landmarks
every year since men took to fighting for the
common heritage.

The tremendous wall, along whose base the
river sucks and sweeps for more than a third
of the city’'s whole circumference, has to be
kept repaired by cndless labour, but there are
compensations. The fierce current guards and
gives privacy to a score of palaces and temples,
as well as a burning ghat.

The city has been very little altered by the
vandal hand of progress. There is a red steel
railway bridge, but the same framework carries
a bullock road. :

From the bridge’s northern end as far as
the bazaar, the main street goes winding

roughly parallel with the waterfront. Trees
arch over it like a cathedral roof, and through
the huge branches the sun wurns everythirf be-
neath to gold, so that even the impious sacred
monkeys achieve vicarious beauty, and the
scavenger mongrel dogs scratch, sleep, and are
miserable in an aureole.

There are modern signs, as, tor instance, a
post office, some tclegraph wires on which
birdg’_ of a thousand colours perch with an air
ol pcrpetual surprise, and—tucked avay in the
city’s busiest maze. not four hundred yards
from the western wall—the office of the Sikh
apothecary Mulji Singh.

Mulji Singh takes life seriously, which is a
laborious thing to do, and, being an apostle of
simple sanitation, is looked at askance by the
populace, but he persists.

King's specialty is making use of uncon-
sidered trifles and misuncerstood babus.

I ING was attired as a native, when we
sought out Mulji Singh together and
found him in a back street with a hundred-
yard-long waiting list of low-caste and alto-
gether casteless cripples.

And, of course, Mulji Singh had all the
gossip of the city at his fingers’ ends. "When
he closed his office at last, and we came inside
to sit with him, he loosed his tongue and
would have told us everything he knew if
King had not steered the flow of information
between channels.

“Aye, sahib, and this Mahatma, they say, is
a very holy fellow, who works miracles.
Sometimes he sits under a tree by the burning
ghat, but at night he goes to the Temple of
the Tirthankers, where none dare follow him,
although they sit in crowds outside to watch
him enter and leave. The common rumour
is that at night he lcaves his body lifeless in
a crypt in that Tirthanker temple and flies to
Heaven, wherc he fortifies himself with fresh
magic. But I know where he goes by night.

“There comes to me with boils a one-legged
sweeper who cleans a black panther’s cage.
The panther took his other leg. He sleeps in a
cage beside the panther’s, and it is a ‘part of
his duty to turn the panther loose on in-
truders. It is necessary that they warn this
onc-legged fellow whenever a ctranger is ex-
pected by night, who should not be torn to
picces.  Night after night he is warned.
Night after night there comes this Mahatma
to spend the hours in Heaven! There are
places less like Heaven than her palace.”

“Is he your only informant?” King de-
manded.

“Aye, sahib, the only one on that count.
But there is another, whose foot was caught
between stone and stone when they lowered
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«a trapdoor once in that Tirthaoker temple.
He bade the Tirthankers heal his foot, bur
instead they threw him out for having toc
much knowledge of matters that they said do
not concern him. And he says that the trap
door opens into a passage that leads under the
wall into a chamber from which access is ob
tained by another trapdoor to a building in-
side her palace grounds within a stone’s throw
of that panther’s cage. And he. too, says that
the Mahatma goes nightly to her palace.

“Are there any stories of her?” King in
quired.

“Thousands, sahib! But no two agree. It
is known that she fell foul of the raj in some
way, and they made her come to this place. 1
was here when she came. She has a household
of a hundred women—maunds of furniture—
maunds of it, sahib! She gave orders to he:
menservants to be meek and inoffensive, so
when they moved in there were not more than
ten fights between them and the city folk whe
thought they had as much right to the streets.
There was a yellow-fanged northern devil whe
marshalled the serving-men, and it is he whe
keeps her palace gate. He keeps it well. Non¢
trespass.”

“What other visitors does she entertain be
sides the Mahatma?”

*Many, sahib, though few enter by the front
gate. There are tales of men being drawn up
by ropes from boats in the river.”

“Is there word of why they come?”

“Sahib, the little naked children -weave
stories of her doings. Each has a different
tale. They call her empress of the hidden
arts. They say that she knows all the secret:
of the priests, and that there is nothing that
.she cannot do, because the gods love her and
the Rakshases”—male evil spirits—"“and Ap-
saras”—female evil spirits—“do her bidding.”

“What about this Tirthanker temple? Whc:
controls it?”

“None knows that, sahib. It is so richly
endowed that its priests despise men’s gifts
None is encouraged to worship in that place
When those old Tirthankers stir abroad they
have no dealings with folk in this city that any
man knows of.”

“Are you sure they are Tirthankers?” askec
King.

“I am sure of nothing, sahib. For aught ]
know they are depils!”

King gave him a small sum of money, anc
we walked away toward the burning ghat
where there was nothing but a mean smell anc
a few old men with rakes gathering up ashes
But outside the ghat, where a golden mohur
tree cast a wide shadow across the road therc
was a crowd standing in rings around an al-
most naked, ash-smeared religious fanatic.

\
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The fanatic appeared to have the crowd
bewildered, for he cursed and blessed on no
comprehensible schedule, and gave extraordi-
nary answers to the smplest questions, not
acknowledging a question at all unless it
suited him.

King and I had not been there a minute
before someone asked him about the Rrincess
Yasmini.

“Aha! Who stares at the fire burns his
eyes! A burned eye is of less use than a raw
one!"”

Some laughed, but not many. Most of them
seemed to think there was deep wisdom in his
answer to be dug for meditatively, as no doubt

- there was. Then a man on the edge of the

.

crowd a long way off from me, who wore the
air of a humorist, asked him about me.

“Does the shadow of this foreigner offend
your honour’s holiness?”

None glanced in my direction; that r.ight
have given the game away. It is considered an
exquisite joke to discuss a white man to his
face without his knowing it. The Gray Ma-
hatma did not glance once in my direction
either.

“As a bird in the river—as a fish in the air—
as a man in trouble is the foreigner in Hind!”
he answered.

Then he suddenly began declaiming, mak-
ing his voice ring as if his throat were brass,
yet without moving his body or shifting his
head by a hair’s breadth.

“The universe was chaos. He said, let order
prevail, and order came out of the chaos and
prevailed. The universe was in darkness. He
said, let there be light and let it prevail over
darkness; and light came out of the womb of
darkness and prevailed. He ordained the
Kali-Yug—an age of darkness in which all
Hind should lie at the feet of foreigners. And
thus ye lie in the dust. But there is an end of
night, and so there is an end to Kali-Yug.
Bide ye the time, and watch!”

King drew me away, and we returned up-
street between old temples and new iron-
fronted stores toward Mulji Singh's quarters
where he had left the travelling-bag that we
shared between us.

“Is that Gray Mahatma linked up with
propaganda in the U.S.A.?” I asked, wonder-
ing.

“What's answered, “he’s

more,” King

* dangerous; he’s sincere—the most dangerous

type of politician in the world—the honest
visionary, in love with an abstract theory,
capable of offering himself for martyrdom.
Watch him now!”

The crowd was beginning to close in on the
Mahatma, seeking to touch him. Suddenly he
flew into a fury, seized a long stick from some-
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one near him and began beating them over
the head using both hands and laying on so
savagely that ashes fell from him like pipe-
clay from a shaken bag, and several men ran
away with the blood pouring down their faces.
However, they were reckoned fortunate.

“Some of those will charge money to let
other fools touch them,” said King. ‘‘Come
on. Let’s call on her now.”

So we returned to Julji Singh’s stuffy little
office, and King changed into a major’s uni-
form.

“It isn't exactly according to Hoyle to wear
this,” he explained. ‘“However, she doesn’t
know I've resigned from the Army.”

OBODY saw us walk up to Yasmini’s

palace gate and knock; for whoever was

abroad in the heat was down by the ghat ad-
miring the Mahatma.

The bearded giant who had admitted us
stood staring at King, his long, strong fingers
twitching. In his own good time King turned
and saw fit to recognize him.

“Oh, hullo, Ismail!”

He held a hand out, but the savage flung
arms about him that were as strong as the
iron gate-clamps, and King had to fight to
break free from the embrace.

“Now Allah be praised, he is father of
mercies! She warned me!” he croaked. “She
knows the smell of dawn at midnight! She
said, ‘He cometh soon!’ and none believed
her, save only 1. This very dawn said she,
‘Thou, Ismail,’ she said, ‘be asleep at the gate
when he cometh and thine eyes shall be
thrown to the city dogs!” Aye! Oho!”

King nodded to lead on, and Ismail obeyed
with a deal of pantomime intended to convey
a sense of partnership with roots in the past
and its fruition now.

The way was down a passage between high,
carved walls so old that antiquarians burn
friendship in disputes not so much about the
century as the very era of that quiet art—
under dark arches with latticed windows into
unexpected gardens fresh with the smell of
sprinkled water—by ancient bronze gateways
into other passages that opened into stone-
paved courts with fountains in the midst.

Building joined onto building and court
met court until, where an old black panther
snarled at us between iron bars, an arch and
a solid bronze door admitted us at last into
the woman’s pleasance—a wonderland of
jasmine, magnolia and pomegranates set about
a marble pool and therein mirrored among
rainbow-coloured fishes. :

Beyond the pool a flight of marble step
rose fifty feet until it passed through a many-
windowed wall into the panch mahal—the

“that much was obvious.

quarters of the women. At their foot Ismail
halted.

“Go thou up alone! Leave this elephant
with me!” he said, nudging me and pointing
with his thumb toward a shady bower against
the garden wall.

Without acknowledging that pleasantry
King took my arm and we went straight for-
ward together, our tread resounding strangely
on steps that for centuries had felt no sterner
shock than that of soft slippers and naked,
jewelled feet.

We were taking nobody entirely by surprise;
Before we reached
the top step two women opened a door and
ran to meet us. One woman threw over King’s
head such a prodigious garland of jasmine
buds that he had to loop it thrice about his
shoulders. Then each took a hand of one of
us and we entered be*ween doors of many-
coloured wood, treading on mat-strewn marble,
their bare feet pattering beside ours. There
were rustlings to right and left, and once I
heard laughter, smothered instantly.

At last, at the end of a wide hall before
many-hued silken curtains, our two guides
stopped. As they released our hands, with the
always surprising strength that is part of the
dancing woman’s stock-in-trade, they slipped
behind us suddenly and thrust us forward
through the curtains.

There was pot much to see in front of us.
We found ourselves in a panelled corridor,
whose narrow windows overlooked the river,
facing a painted door sixty paces distant at
the farther end. King strode down the corri-
dor and kmocked.

The answer was one word that I did not
catch, although it rang like a suddenly struck
chord of music, and the door yielded to the
pressure of King’s hand.

I entered behind him, and the door swung
shut of its own weight with a click. We were
in a high-ceilinged, very long room, having
seven sides. There were windows to right and
left. A deep divan piled with scented cushions
occupied the whole length of one long wall,
and there were several huge cushions on the
floor against another wall. There was one
other door besides that by which we had
entered.

We stood in that room alone, but I know
that King felt as uneasy as 1 did, for there
was sweat on the back of his neck. We were
being watched by unseen eyes. There is 10
mistaking that sensation.

Suddenly a voice broke silence like a golden
bell whose overtones go widening in rings
into infinity, and a vision of loveliness parted
the curtains of that other door.

“My lord comes as is meet—spurred, and
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ready to give new kingdoms to his king! Oh.
how my lord is welcome!" she said in Persian.

Her voice thrilled vou. because of its perfect
resonance, exactly in the middle of the note.
She looked into King's eyes with challenging
familiarity that made him smile, and then
eyed me wonderingly. She glanced from me to
a picture on the wall in biue of the Elephant.
god—enormous, opulent, urbane, and then
back again at me, and smiled very sweetly.

“So you have brought Ganesha with you?
The god of good luck! How wonderful! How
does one behave toward a real god:”

And while she said that she laid her hands
on King's arms as naturally as if he were a
sweetheart whom she had r.ot seen perhaps
since yesterday. Plainly, there was absolutely
nothing between him and her except his own
obstinate independence. Her heart was his it
he wanted it.

She took King’'s hand with a laugh that had
its roots in past companionship and led him
to the middle, decpest window-seat, beneath
which the river could be heard gurgling
busily.

Then, when she had drawn thg silken hang-
ings until the softened light suggested linger-
ing, uncounted hours, and had indicated with
a nod to me a cushion in the corner, she came
and lay on the cushions close to King, chin
on hand, where she could watch his eyes.

ING sat straight and square, watching her

with caution that he di¢ not trouble to
~conceal. She took his hand and raised the
sleeve until the broad, gold, graven bracelet
showed. -

“That link forged in the past must bhind us
two more surely than an oath,” she said,
smiling.

“I used it to show to the gatekeeper.”

He sat coolly waiting for her next remark.
And with almost unnecessary candour began
to remove the bracelet and offer it back to
her. So she unmasked her batteries, with a
delicious little rippling laugh and a lazy, cat-
like movement that betokened joy in the dan-
ger that was coming, if I know anything at all
of what sign-language means.

“I knew that very day that you resigned
yvour commission in the Army, and [ laughed
with delight at the news. knowing that the
‘gods who are our servants had -contrived it.
I know why thou art here,” she said; and the
change from you to thous was not haphazard.

“It is well known, Princess, that your spies
are the cleverest in India,” King answered.

“Spies? I need no spies as long as old India
lives. Friends are better.”

“Do all princesses brea} their promises?” he
countered, meeting her eves steadily.

FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

“Never vet did 1 break one promise, whether
it was for good or evil.”

“Princess,” he answered, looking sternly at
her, “in Jamrud Fort vou agreed to take no
part again in politics, national or interna-
tional, in return for a promise of personal
freedom and permission to reside in India.”

“My promise was dependent on my liberty.
But is this liberty—to be forced to reside in
this old palace, with the spies of the govern-
ment kecping watch on my doings, except
when they chance to be outwitted: Neverthe-
less. I have kept my promise. Thou knowest
me better than to think that I need to break
promises in order to outwit a government of
Englishmen!”

“Quibbles won’t help. Princess,” he an-
swered. “You promised to do nothing that
government might object to.”

“Well: will they object to my religion?” she
retorted? mocking him. “Has the British rai
at last screwed up its courage to the point ol
trespassing behind the purdah ahd blundering
in among religious exercises?”

No man in his senses cver challenges a
woman'’s argument until he knows the whole
of it and has unmasked its ulterior purpose.
So King sat still and said nothing, knowing
that that was precisely what she did not want.

“You must make terms with me, Heaven-
born!” she went on, changing her tone to onc
of rather more suggestive irmness. “The Kal:-
Yug”—age of darkness—"is drawing to a close.
and India awakes! There is froth on the sur-
face—a rising here, an agitation there. a deal
of wild talk everywhere. and the dead old
government proposcs to suppress it in the dead
old ways, like men with paddles seeking to
beat the waves down flat! But the winds ol
God blow, and the boat of the men with the
paddles will be upset presently.

“Who then shall ride the storm? Their
gunners will be told to shoot the froth as it
forms and rises! But if there is a wise man
anywhere he will make terms with me, and
will set himsell to guide the underlying forces
that may otherwise overwhelm everything. 1
think thou art wise, my Heaven-born. Thou
wert wise once on a time.”

“Do you think you can rule India?”’ King
asked her; and he did not make the mistake
ot suggesting ridicule.

“Who else can do it?” she retorted. “Do you
think we come into the world te let Fate be
our master? Why have I royal blood and royal
views, wealth, understanding and ambition,
while the others have blindness and vague
yearnings? Can you answer?”

“Princess,” he answered, “I had only one
object in coming here.”

“I know that,” she said. nodding.
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“I have simply come to warn you."

“Chut!” she answered with her chin between
her hands and her elbows deep in the cushions.
“l know how much is known. This man—
what is his name? Ramsden? Pouft! Ganesha,
here, is far better! Ganesha is from America.
Those fools who went to prepare the Ameri-
car. mind for what is coming, because they
were altogether too toolish to be anything but
in the way in India. have been tound out. and
Ganesha has come like a big bull-buftalo to
save the world by thrusting his clumsy horns
into things he does not understand! [ t=ll you,
Athelstan, that however much is known there
is much more that is not known. You would
better make terms with me!”

“What you must understand. Princess. is
that your plan to overthrow the West and
make the East the world’s controlling torce is
known by those who can prevent you.” he
answered quietly. “You see, I can’t go away
from here and tell whoever asks me that vou
are observing your promiise to—"

“No.” she interrupted with a ringing merry
laugh of triumph. “You speak truth without

por

knowing it! You cannot go away!

Princess Yasmini's boast was good. But we
had come to solve a problem, not to run away
with it, and she looked disconcerted by our
rather obvious willingness to be her prisoners
for a while.

“Do you think 1 cannot be cruel?” she asked
suddenly.

“I have seen you at your worst, as well as
at vour best!” King answered. i

“You act like a man vho has resources. Yet
you have none,” she answered slowly, as if re-
viewing all the situation in her mind. “None
knows where vou are—not even Mulji Singh,
with whom you left your other clothes before
putting on that uniform the better to impress
me! The bag that you and Ganesha share be-
tween you, like two mendicants emerging from
the gaol, is now in a room in this palace. You
came because you saw that if I should be
arrested there would be insurrection. You
said so to Ommony sahib, and his butler over-
heard.

« “But not even Ommony knows where you
are. He said to vou: ‘'f vou can defeat that
woman without using violence. vou'll stand
alone in the world as-the one man who could
do it. But if you use violence, though you kill
her, she will defeat you and all the rest of us.’
Is not that what your friend Ommony said?”

“What kind of terms do you want me to
make with you, Princess?” King answered.

“l can make you ruler of all India!” she
said. ““Another may wear the baubles, but
thou shaly be the true king, even as thy name
is! And hehind thee, me, Yasmini, whispering

wisdom and laughing to see the politician
strut!”

[ ING leaned back and laughed at her.
“Do you really expect me to help you

ruin my own countrymen, go back on my race,

crecd, education, oath and everything, and—-"

“Deluded fools! The Last—the East, Athel-
stan, is waking! Better make terins with me,
and thou shalt live to ride on the arising East
a» God rides on the wind and bits and governs
i ’

“Very well,” he said.
nothing blindfold.”

“Hah! Thou art not halt conquered yet.”
She laughed. “And what of Ganesha? Is this
mountain of bones and thews a person to be
trusted. or shall 'we show him how much
stronger than -he is a horsehair in a clever
woman'’s fingers?”

“This man Ramsden is my triend,” King
said.

“Are you hus triend?

He nodded.

“You are gomng to sce the naked heart of
India!” she said. “Better to have your eyes
burned out now than sec that and be false to
it afterward!”

Then, since we tailed to order red-hot
needles for our eyes, she cried out once—one
clear note that sounded alimost exactly as il
she had struck a silver gong. A woman en-
tered like the living echo to it. Yasmini spoke,
and the woman disappeared again.

Below us the river wallowed and gurgled
along the palace wall. and we caught the oc-
casional thumping of a boat-pole. The thump-
ing ceased exactly undcrneath us, and a man
began singing in the time-hallowed language
of Rajasthan. 1 think he was looking upward
as he sang, for each word reached its goal.

“Show me. I'll do

she rctorted.

“Oh warm and broad the plow land lies,
The idle oxen wait!

We pray thee, holy river, rise,

Nor glut thy fields too late!

The year awakes! The slumbering seed
Swells to its birth! Oh river, heed!”

“Strange time ot vear for that song. Princess!
Is that one of your spies?’” asked King. not too
politely.

“One of my friends.” she answered. “I told
you: India awakes! But watch.”

It was growing dark. Two women came and
drew the curtains closer. Other women
brought lamps and set them on stools along
one wall: others again brought tapers and lit
the candles in the hydra-headed candelabra.

“It is really too light yet " Yasmini grumbled,
as if the gods who marshall in the night had
not kept faith with her. But even so, the
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Brahman would have dreamed of doing, for
fear of being defiled by the touch of a caste-
less foreigner; so he was either above or below
the caste laws, and it is common knowledge
how those who are below caste cringe and
toady. So he evidently reckoned himself
above it, and the Indian who can do that has
met and overcome more tyranny and terrors
than the West knows anything about.

I wish T could make exactly clear what
happened when I took his outstretched hand.

His fingers closed on mine with a grip like
marble. There are few men who are stronger
than I am: I can outlift a stage professional;
yet I could no more move his hand or pull
mine free than if he had been a bronze image
with my hand set solid in the casting.

“That is for your own good,” he said
pleasantly, letting go at last. *“That other man
knows better, but you might have been so
unwise as to try using violence.”

“I'm glad you had that experience,” said
King in a low voice, as I went back to the
window-seat. “Don’t let yourself be bewildered
by it. There’s an explanation for everything.
They know something that we don’t, that’s
all.”

CHAPTER 11

THE POOL OF TERRORS

T A sign from the Gray Mahatma all

the women except Yasmini left the

room. Yasmini seemed to be in a
strange mood mixed of mischief and amused
anticipation.

The Mahatama sat down exactly in the
middle of the carpet, and his method was
unique. It looked just as if an unseen hand
had taken him by the hair and lowered him
gradually, for he crossed his legs and dropped
to the floor as evenly and slowly as one of
those freight elevators that disappear bcneath
the city sidewalks.

He seemed to attach a great deal of impor-
tance to his exact position, and glanced re-
peatedly at the walls as if to make sure that
he was not sitting an inch or two too far
to the right or left; however, he had gauged
his measurements exactly at the first attempt
and did not move, once he was seated.

“You two sahibs,” he began, with a slight
emphasis on the word sahib, as il he wished to
call attention to the fact that he was according
us due courtesy, “you two honourable gentle-
men,” he continued, as if mere courtesy per-
haps were not enough, “have been chosen un-
known to yourselves. For there is but one
Chooser, whose choice is never known until
the hour comes. For the chosen there is no
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road back again. Even if you should prefer
death, your death could not now be of your
own choosing; for having been chosen. there
is no escape from service to the Purpose, and
though you would certainly die if courage
failed you, your death would be more terrible
than life, since it would serve the Purpose with-
out benefiting you.

“You are both honest men.” he continued.
“for the one has resigned honours and emol-
uments in the Army for the sake of serving
India; the other has accepted toilsome service
under a man who seeks, however mistakenly,
to serve the world. If you were not honest
you would never have been chosen. If you had
made no sacrifices of your own free will, you
would not have been acceptable.”

Yasmini clasped her hands and laid her chin
on them among the cushions. She was rev-
elling in intellectual enjoyment, as sinfully I
dare say as some folk revel in more material
delights. The Mahatma took no notice of her,
but continued.

“You have heard of the Kali-Yug, the age
of darkness. It is at an end. The nations
presently begin to beat swords into plough-
shares because the time has come. But there is
yet much else to do, and the eyes of those who
have lived so long in darkness are but blinded
for the present by the light, so that guides are
needed, who can see. You two shall see—a
little!”

It was becoming intolerably hot in the room
with the curtains drawn and all those lights
burning, but I seemed to be the only one
who minded it. The candles in the chandelier
were kept from collapsing by metal sheaths,
but the very flames seemed to feel the heat and
to flicker like living things that wilted.

“Corn is corn and grass is grass,” said the
Mahatma, “and neither one can change the
other. Yet the seed of grass that is selected
can improve all grass, as they understand who
strive with problems of the field. Therefore
ye two, who have been chosen, shall be sent
as the seeds of grass to the United States to
carry on the work that no Indian can prop-
erly accomplish. Corn to corn, grass to grass.
That is your destiny.”

He paused, as if waiting for the sand to run
out of an hour-glass. There was no hour-glass,
but the suggestion was there just the same.

“Nevertheless,” he went on presently, “there
arc some who fail their destiny, even as some
chosen seeds refuse to sprout. You will need
besides your honesty such courage as is com-
mitted to few.

“Once on a time before the Kali-Yug began,
when the Aryans, of whom you people are de-
scendants, lived in this ancient motherland,
the whole of all knowledge was the heritage
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of every man, and what to-day are called
miracles were understood as natural working
of pure law. It was nothing in those days for
a man to walk through fire unscathed, for
there was very little difference between the
gods and men, and men knclv themselves for
masters of the universe. subject only to Para-
brahm.

“Nevertheless, the sons of men grew blind.
mistaking the shadow for the substance. And
because the least error when extended to in-
finity produces chaos. the whole world became

chaos, full of nothing but rivalries, sickness,

hate, confusion.

“Meanwhile, the sons of men, ever seeking
the light they lost, have spread around the
earth, ever mistaking the shadow for the sub-
stance, until they have imitated the very
thunder and lightning, calling them cannon;
they have imitated all the forces of the uni-
verse and called them steam, gasoline, electric-
ity, chemistry and what not, so that now they
fly by machinery, who once could fly without
effort and without wings.

-“And now they grow dcathly weary, not
understanding why. Now they hold councils,
one nation with another, seeking to substitute
a lesser evil for the greater.

“Once in every hundred years men have
been sent forth to prove by public demonstra-
tion that there is a greater science than all that
are called sciences. None knew when the end
of the Kali-Yug might be, and it was thought
that if men saw things they could not explain,
perhaps they would turn and seek the true
mastery of the universe.

“But what happened? You, who are from
America; is there one village in all America
where men do not speak of Indians as fakirs
and mock-magicians? For that there are two
reasons. One is that there are multitudes of
Indians who are thieves and liars who know
nothing and seek to conceal their ignorance
beneath a cloak of deccit and trickery. The
other is, that men are so deep in delusion,
that when they do see the uncxplainable they
seek to explain it away. \Whereas the truth is
that there are natural laws which, if under-
stood by all, would at once make all men
masters of the universe.

T IS common knowledge that when Roberts,
the British general, led an army into Af-
ghanistan in winter-time and fought a battle at
Kandahar, the news of his victory was known
in Bombay, a thousand miles away, as soon
as it happened, whereas the government,
possessing secmaphores and the telegraph, had
to wait many days for the news. How did that
occur? Can you or anyone explain it?
“If 1 were to go forth and tell how it hap-

pencd, the men who profit by the telegraphs
and the deep sea cables would desire to kill
me.

“There is only one country in the world
where such things can be successfully ex-
plained, and that is India; but not even in
India until India is free. When the millions of
India once grasp the tact of freedom, they will
forget superstition and understand. Then they
will claim their powers and use them. Then
the world will see, and wonder. And presently
the world. too. will understand.

“Therefore, India must be free. These three
hundred and fifty million people who speak
one hundred and forty-seven languages must
be set free to work out their own destiny.

“But there is only one way of doing that.
The world. and India with it, is held in the
grip of delusion. And what is delusion?
Nothing but opinions. Therefore, it is
opinions that hold Indm in subjection, and
opinions must be changed. A beginning must
be made where opinions are least hidebound
and are therefore easiest to chunge. That
means America.

“Therefore you two sahibs are chosen—one
who knows and loves India: one who knows
and loves America. The duty laid on you is
absolute. There can he no flinching from it.
You are to go to America and convince Ameri-
cans that India should be free to work out
her own destiny.

“Therefore follow, and see what you shall
see.”

He rose, exactly as he had sat down, with-
out apparent muscular effort. It was as if a
hand had taken him by the ¢calp and lifted
him, except that I noticed his feet were pressed
so hard against the floor that the blood left
them, so that I think the secret of the trick
was perfect muscular control, although how to
attain that is another matter.

The Princess Yasmini made no offer to
come with us. but lounged among the cushions
revelling in mischievoas enjoyment. Whatever
the Gray Mahatma’s real motive, there was no
possible doubt about hers; she was looking
forward to a tangible material profit.

The Gray Mahatma led the way through the
door by which he had entered, stalking along
in his saffron robe without the slightest effort
to seem dignified or solemn.

We passed down the long corridor outside
Yasmini's room, but instead of continuing
straight forward, the Gray Mahatma found an
opening behind a curtain in a wall whose
thickness could be only guessed. Inside the
wall was a stairway six feet wide that de-
scended to an echoing, unfurnished hall be-
low after making two turns inside solid ma-
sonry.
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idiot in my time, and I dare say that King
has too, for most of us have been young once;
but I have also hunted panthers, and so has
King, and to walk unarmed or even with
weapons—into a black panther’s cage is some-
thing that calls, I should say, for inexperience.

The more you know about panthers, the
less likely you are to do it. It was almost
pitch-dark; you could see the brute's yellow
eyes gleaming, but no other part of him now,
because he matched the shadows perfectly;
but, being a cat, he could see us, and the odds
against a man who should walk into that
cage were, as a rough guess, ten trillior. to one.
' “Fear is the presence of death, and death is
delusion. Follow me, then,” said the Mahatma.

He walked straight in, keeping the lighted
lantern on the side of him farthest from the
panther, whose claws I could hear scratching
on the stone flags.

“Keep that light toward him for God's
sake!” 1 urged, having myself had to use a
lantern more than a score of times for pro-
tection at night against the big cats.

“Nay, it troubles his eyes. For God’s sake
I will hide it from him,” the Mahatma an-
swered. “We must not wait here.”

“Come on,” said King, and strode in
through the open door. So 1 went in too,
because I did not care to let King see me
hesitate. Curiosity had vanished. 1 was simply
ig a blue funk, and rather angry as well at the
absurdity of what we were doing.

The Gray Mahatma turned and shut the
gate behind me, taking no notice at all of the
blatk brute that crouched in the other corner,
grumbling and moaning rather than growling.

The dark, rear end of the cage was all
masonry and formed part of the building be-
hind it. In the right-hand corner, almost in-
visible from outside, was a narrow door of
thick teak that opened very readily when the
Mahatma fumbled with it, although I saw no
lock, hasp or keyhole on the side toward us.
We followed him through into a stone vault.

“And now there is need to be careful,” he
said, his voice booming and echoing along
unseen corridors. “For though those here.
who can harm you if they will, are withou!
evil intention, nevertheless injury begets de-
sire to injure. And do either of you know
how te make acceptable explanations to a
she-cobra whose young have been trodden on:
Therefore walk with care, observing the lan-
tern light and remembering that as long as
you injure none, none will injure you.”

At that he turned on his heel abruptly and
walked forward, swinging the lantern so that
its light swept to and fro. We were walking
through the heart of masonry whose blocks
were nearly black with age; there was a sm:ll
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of ancient sepulchres, and in places the walls
were damp enough to be green and slippery.
Presently we came to the top of a flight of
stone steps, each step being made of one
enormous block and worn smooth by the
sandaled traffic of centuries. It grew damper
as we descended, and those great blocks were
tricky things for a man in boots to walk on;
yet the Gray Mahatma, swinging his lantern
several steps below us, kept calling back:

“Have a care! Have a care! He who falls
can do as much injury as he who jumps! Shall
the injured inquire into reasons?”

We descended forty or fifty steps and I,
walking last, had just reached the bottom,
when something dashed between my feet, and
another something flicked like a whip-Jash
after it. As the Mahatma swung the lantern I
just caught sight of an enormous rat closely
pursued by a six-foot snake, and after that we
might as well have been in hell for all the
difference it would have made to me.

I don’t know how long that tunnel was, but
I do know I am not going back there to
measure it. It was nearly as big as the New
York subway, only built of huge stone blocks
instead of concrete. It seemed to be an in-
ferno, in which cobras hunted rats perpetually;
but we saw one swarm of fiery-eyed rats eating
a dead snake.

There were baby cobras by the hundred—
savage, six-inch things, and even smaller, that
knew as much of evil, and could slay as surely,
as the full-grown mother-snake that raised her.
hood and hissed as we passed.

The snakes seemed afraid of the Mahatma,
and yet not afraid of him—much more careful
to keep out from under his feet than ours,
yet taking no other apparent notice of him,
whereas hundreds of them raised their hoods
and hissed at us. And though nothing touched
him, at least fifty times rats and snakes raced
over King’s feet and mine, or slipped between
our legs.

E CAME soon to another flight of steps
made of gigantic blocks of stone older
than history, and groping our way up those
we followed the Gray Mahatma to a gallery
at the top, on the other side of which was a
sheer drop and the smell of stagnant water.
I could hear something sluggish that moved in
the water, and somewhere in the distance was
a turning, round which light found its way so
dimly that it hardly looked like light at all,
but more like filmy mist. A heavy monster
splashed somewhere beneath us, and the Ma-
hatma raised the lantern to peer into our
faces. i
“Those are muggers’—alligators. “You may
see them now if you would care to. The same
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it rocked at the slightest change of balance.

The man’s legs were crossed, however, ex-
actly as if he were squatting on the floor—
although they actually rested on nothing; and
his arms had been crossed behind his back for
so long, and held so steadily, that the finger-
nails of the right hand had grown through
the left arm biceps, and vice versa. He, tov,
was fed with drops of water and about a dozen
grains of rice—every second day, as the Ma-
hatma told us afterward.

Space was at a premium in that gruesome
madhouse. Close beside the fellow on the
rocking-stene there hung two ropes from rings
in the roof. There were iron hooks on the r
lower ends, and these were passed through the
back muscles cf another naked man, who kept
himself swinging by touching the floor with
one toe.

The muscles were so drawn by his weight
that they formed loops several inches long and
had turned to dry gristle. The strain had had
some effect on one of his legs, for it was curled
up under him and apparently useless, but the
other, with which he toed the floor to swing
himself, was apparently all right. His hands
were folded over his breast, and his beard and
hair hung like seaweed.

Near him again there was an arrangemert
like a mediaeval rack, only that instead of
having a wheel or a lever the cords were
drawn by heavy weights. A man lay on it with
arms and legs stretched out toward its corners
so tightly that his body did not touch the
underlying strut; and he had been so long in
that position that his hands and feet were
dead from the pressure of the cords, and his
limbs were stretched several inches beyond
their normal length. In proof that his torture,
too, was voluntary,#e was balancing a round
stone on his solar plexus that could have been
much more easily dumped than kept in place.

The priest stared questioningly at the Gray
Mahatma, glancing from him to us and back
again. \

HE GRAY MAHATMA beckoned King

and me and led the way between the
shuddersome, self-immolated, twisted wrecks of
humanity to an opening in the far wall,
through which we passed into another cham-
ber carved out of the rock, not so large as the
first and only lighted by a charcoal brazicr
that gave off as much fumes as flame. The
fitful, bluish light fell on a stone ledge, in a
niche like a sepulchre, carved in one wall, and
on that ledge a man lay who had every muscle
of his body pierced with thorns; his tongue
protruded between his teeth, and was held
there by a thorn thrust through it.

The Gray Mahatma stood and looked.

“Just a presumptuous fool!” he said pleas-
antly. “This was the most presumptuous of
them all, but they all suffer for the same
oftense. Take warning! They could walk
away if they cared to. They are here of what
thev think is their free will. They are moths
who sought the flame, some from curiosity,
some from desire, some craving adoration for
themselves, all for one false reason or an-
other. This fate might be yours—so take
warning! :

“There is not one of these who was not
warned,” he said quietly. “They were cau-
tioned not to inquire into matters too deep for
them. They were here to be taught; but that
little knowledge that is such a dangerous thing
tempted them too swiftly forward beyond their
depth, so that now—you see them. They seek
to get rid of material bodies and to satisfy
themselves that death is a delusion. You revolt
at the sight of these self-tortured fools; yet I -
tell you that, should you commit the same
offence, you would behave as they, even as
the moth that goes too near the flame. Take
care lest curiosity overwhelm you.”

“All right, lead along,” King answered
rather testily. “I've seen worse than this a
hundred times. I've seen the women.”

The Mahatma nodded gravely.

“But not even I may lead you forward
clothed as you are,” he said. “I am about to
reveal such mysteries as set presumptuous fools
to seeking perfection by a too short route.
Even I would be slain, if I tried to introduce
you in that garb. Undress.”

He set us the example; but as we were not
qualified by years of arduously won sanctity to
stand stark naked in the presence he con-
ceded us a clout apiece torn from a filthy
length of calico that someone had tossed in a
corner. And he tore another piece of filthy
red cotton cloth in halves, and divided it be-
tween us to twist around our heads. King
laughed at me.

“You look like a fine, fat Bengali,” he said
to me.

The Mahatma called to one of the servitors
to bring ashes in a brass bowl. We watched
him rake them out from under the fires, shake
water on them, and mix them into paste as
casually as if the business were part of his
regular routine. The Mahatma took the bowl
from him and plastered King and me liberally
with the stuff, making King look like a
scabrous fanatic, and I don’t doubt I looked
worse, having more acreage of anatomy. Last
of all he put some on himself, but only here
and there, as if his sanctity only demanded a
little piecing out. Then he raised a flagstone
in one corner of the chamber that swung
easily on pivots set in sockets in the masonry,
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much worse fate would overtake you than uny
that you anticipate, for your minds are not
advanced enough to imagine the horrors that
assail all those who lack courage. This is the
testing-place for aspirants, and more win their
way across it than you might suppose, impu-
dence of ambition adding skill to recklessncss.
All must make the attempt, alone and at
night, who seek the inner shrines of Knowl-
edge, and those creatures in the tank have no
other food than is thus provided.

“Those whose courage failed them are now
such fakirs as we have seen, who now seek to
rid themselves of materiality, which is the
cause of fear, by ridding themselves of their
fleshly envelope. Follow me, then.”

E STEPPED down into the water, and at

once it became evident that to all intents
and purposes there were two tanks, the divi-
sion between them lying about eighteen inches
under water. But the division was neither
straight nor exactly level. It zigzagged this and
that way like the key-track in a maze, and was
more beset with slippery pitfalls than a
mussel-shoal at low tide.

King followed the Mahatma in, and I came
last, so I had the benefit of two pilots, as well
as the important task of holding King when-
ever he groped his way forward with one foot.
For the Mahatma went a great deal faster
than we cared to follow, so that although he
had shown us the way we were still doubtful
of our footing. At intervals he would pause
and turn and look at us, and every time he
did that those long loathsome snouts would
ripple toward him like spokes of a wheel, but
he took no more notice of them than if they
had been water-rats. They seemed more in-
terested in him than in us.

There were seven sharp turns in that under-
water causeway, and the edges of each turn
were slippery slopes, up which an alligator
certainly could climb, but that afforded not tihe
least chance to a man whose foot once stepped
too far and slid. And not only were there un-
expected turns at different intervals, but there
were gaps in the causcway of a yard or so in at
least a dozen places, and the edge of those gaps
were smooth and rounded, as if purposely de-
signed to dump all wayfarers into the very
jaws of the waiting reptiles. It was in just
such places as that that they began to gather
and wait patiently, with their awful yellew
eyes just noticeable in the starlight.

King and I were standing on one such
rounded guessing-place.

The Mahatma, twenty yards away, was tak-
ing his time about turning to give us dircc-
tions, and one great fifteen foot brute had
raised itself on the causeway behind us and
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was snapping its paws together like a pair
of vicious castanets.

“Nero and Caligula were Christian gentle-
men compared to you!” 1 called out to the
Mahatma.

“You are fortunate,” he boomed back. “You
have starlight and a guide. Those who are not
chosen have to find their way—or fail—alone

~under a cloudy sky. There is none to hold
them while they grope; there is none to care
whether they succeed or not, save only the
mugger that desires a meal. Nevertheless,
there are some of them who succeed, so how
.should you fail? Takc a step to the left now—
a long one, each holding the other, then an-
other to the left—then to the right again.”

“Curse you!” I shouted back, staring over
King's shoulder. “There’s a mugger’s head
between us and the next stepping-stone!”

“Nay!” he answered. “That is the stepping-
stone.” . .

I could have sworn that he was lying, but
King set his foot on it and in a moment more
we were working our way cautiously along the
causeway aagin, making for the next sharp
corner where the Mahatma had been standing
to give us the direction. But he never waited
for us to catch up with him. I think he sus-
pected that in panic we might clutch him and
offer violence, and he always moved on as we
approached, leaving us to grope our way.in
agonies of apprehension.

The going did not become easier as we pro-
gressed. When the Gray Mahatma reached the
steps on the far side and stood out of the water
waiting for us, all the monsters that had
watched his progress came and joined our
party; and now, instead of keeping to the
water, two of thém climbed up on the cause-
way, so that there was one of the creatures
behind us and two in front.

“Call off your cousins and your uncles and
your aunts!” I shouted, bearing in mind the
Hindu creed that consigns the souls of un-
righteous men to the bodies of animals in
retribution for their sins.

The Gray Mahatma picked up a short pole
from the embankment, and returned into the
water with it, not striking out right and left
as any ordinary-minded person would have
done, but shoving the brutes away gently one
by one, as if they were logs or small boats.

~And even so, they followed us so closcly that
they climbed the steps abreast of us.

But I'm willing to bet that there is not an
alligator living that can catch me once my feet
are set on hard ground, and 1 can say the
same for King. We danced up those steps to-
gether like a pair of fauns emerging from a
forest pool. ’

Then the Gray Mahatma came and peered
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into our faces, and asked an extraordinary
question.

“Do you feel proud?” he asked, looking
keenly from one to the other-of us. “‘Because,”
he went on to explain “you have now crossed
the Pool of Terrors, and they are not so many
who accomplish that. The muggers are well
fed. And those who reach to this side are
usually proud. believing they now have the
secret key to the attainment of all Knowledge.
You are going to see now what becomes of the
proud ones.”

HE Mahatma led us. torward toward a

long. dark shadow that transformed itsell
into a temple wall as we drew closer, and in
a moment we were once more groping our
way downward amid prehistoric foundation
stones. with bats flitting past us and a horrible
feeling possessing me. at least, that the worst
was yet to come. .

The hunch proved accurate. We came into
an enormous crypt that evidently underlay a
temple. Great pillars of natural rock, prac
tically square and twenty feet thick, supported
the roof, which was partly of natural rock and
partly of jointed masonry. There was nothing
in the crypt itself, except one old gray-beard,
who sat on a mat by a candle, rcading a roll
of manuscript; and he did not trouble to look
up—did not take the slightest notice of us.

But around the crypt there were more cells
than I could count off-hand. Some were dark.
There were lights burning in the others. Each
had an iron door with a few holes in it, and a
small square window, unglazed and unbarred.
cut in the natural rock. Enough light came
through some of those square holes to suffuse
the whole crypt dimly.

“None but an aspirant has ever entered
here,” said the Gray Mahatma. “Even when
India was conquered, no enemy penetrated
this place. You stand on forbidden ground.”

He turned to the left and opened an iron
cell door by simply pushing it; there did not
'seem to be any lock. He did not announce
himself. but walked straight in. and we f[ol-
lowed him. The cell was about ten feet by
twelve. with a stone ledge wide enough to
sleep on running along one side, and lighted
by an oil lamp that hung by chains from the
hewn roof. There were three bearded, middle-
aged men, almost naked, squatting on one mat
facing the stone ledge, one of whom held an
ancient manuscript that all three were con-
sulting; and on- the stone ledge sat what once
had been a man before those devils caught
him.

The three looked up at the Gray Mahatma
curiously, but did not challenge. I suppose
his nakedness was his passport. They eyed

King and me with a butcher’s eye appraisal,
nodded, and resumed their consultation of the
hand-written roll. The characters on it looked
like Sanskrit.

The Gray Mahatma faced the creature on
the stone ledge. and spoke to King and me in
English. .

“That.” he said. “is one of those who crossed
the Pool of Terrors and became insane with
pride. Consider him. He cntered here de-
manding knowledge. having only the desire
and not the honesty. But since there is no
way backward and even failure must subserve
the universal cause. he was given knowledge
anca it made him what vou sec. Now these,
who know a little and would learn more, make
use of him as a subject for all of their experi-
ments.

“That thing. who was once a man. can
imagine himself a bird. or a fish, or an animal
—or even an inscnsate graven stone—at their
command. When he is no more fit to be
studied he will imagine himself to be a mugger,
and will hurry into the tank with the other
reptiles, and that will be the end of him.
Come.”

[ felt like going mad that minute. [ sat
down on the rock floor and held my head to
make sure that I'still had it. 1 wanted to think
of somcthing that would give me back my grip
on sanity and the good, clean concrete world
outside; I don’t think I could have done it
il King had not seen and applied the solution.
He kicked me in the ribs as hard as he could
with his naked foot. and, that failing used his
fist.

“Get up!"” he said. “Hit me, if you want to!”

Then he turned to the Mahatma.

“Confound you! Take us out of this!”

“Pcacc! Peace!” said the Gray Mahatma.
“You are chosen. You are needed for an-
other purpose. No harm shall come to either
of you. There is one more cell that you must
enter.”

“No!" said 1. and I met his eye squarely.
“I've seen my fill of these sights. Lead the
way out!”

He did not appear in the least afraid of me;
merely curious, as if he were viewing an ex-
periment. I made up my mind on the instant
to experiment on my own account, and swung
my fist back for a full-powered smash at him.
I let go, too. But the blow fell on King, who
stepped between us, and knocked nearly all
the wind out of him. *

“None o' that!” he gasped. “Let’s see this
through.”

The Gray Mahatma patted him gently on
the shoulder.

“Good!” he said.
welll”

“Very good. You did
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CHAPTER Il

THE FIRE BATHEFRS

HE GRAY MAHATMA led the way
toward onc of the great square pillirs
that supported a portion of the roof.

In that pillar there was an opening. about
six feet high and barely wide enough for a man
of my build to squeeze himself through. but
once inside it there was ample spuace and a
stairway, hewn in the stone, wound upward.
Still swinging the lantern he had hought with
him from Yasmini's palace the Mahatma led
the way up that, and we followed, I last, as
usual.

We emerged through a wooden door into a
temple. whose walls were almost entirely hid-
den by enormous images of India's gods.
There were no windows.

The resulting gloom was punctuated by dots
of yellow light that came from hanging brass
lamps, whose smoke in the course of centuries
had covered everything with soot that it was
nobody’s business to remove. So it looked like
a coal-black pantheon, and in the darkness you
could hardly see the forms of long-robed men
who were mumbling through some sort of
ceremony.

“Those,” said the Gray Mathatma, *‘are
priests. They receive payment to pray for peo-
ple who may not enter lest their sinfulness de-
file the sanctuary.”

There was.only onc consideration that pre-
vented me from looking for a door behind a
carved stone screen placed at the end wall
screen and bidding the Mahatma a discour-
teous farewell, and that was the prospect of
walking through the streets with -nothing on
but a dish-rag and a small red turban.

However, the Gray .Mahatma, as naked as
the day he was born, led the way to the screen,
opened a hinged door in it and beckoned us
through; and we emerged, instead of into the
strect as I expected, into a marvcllous court-
yard bathed in moonlight, for the moon was
just appearing over the roof of what looked
like another temple at the rear.

All around the courtyard was a portico, sup-
ported by pillars of most wonderful workman-
ship; and the four walls within the portico
were subdivided into open compartments, in
cach of which was the image of a different god.
In front of each image hung a lighted lamp.
whose rays were reflected in the idol's jewelled
eyes; but the only people visible were three or
four sleepy-looking attendants in turbans and
cotton loin-clothes, who sat up and stared at
us without making any other sign of recogni-
tion.

In the very center of the courtyard was a

big, square platform built of stone, with a roof
like a canopy supported on carved pillars sim-
ilar to those that supported the portico, which
is to say that each one was different, and yet
all were so alike as to blend into architectural
harmonv—repetition without monotony.

The Gray Mahatma led the way up steps on
to the platform, and waited for us at a square
opening in the midst of its floor, beside which
lay a stone that obviously fitted the hole ex-
actly. There were no rings to lift the stone by
from the outside, but there were holes drilled
through it from side to side through which
iron bolts could be passed easily from under-
neath.

Down that hole we went in single file again,
the Gray Mahatma leading, treading an oval
stairway interminably until I dare say we had
descended more than a hundred feet. The air
was warm, but breathable, and there seemed
to be plenty of it, as if some efhcient means of
artificial ventilation had been provided. Nev-
ertheless it was nothing else than a cavern
that we were exploring, and thought there
were traces of chisel and adze work or the
walls the only masonry was the steps.

We came to the bottom at last in an egg-
shaped cave, in the centre of which stood a
rock, roughly hewn four-square; and on that
rock, exactly in the middle, was a lingam of
black polished marble, illuminated by a brass
lamp hanging overhead. The Mahatma eyed

- it curiously:

“That,” he said, “is the last symbol of ig-
norance. The remainder is knowledge.”

There were doors on every side of that egg-

‘shaped cave, each set cunningly into a natural

fold of rock, so that they seemed to have been
inset when it was molten. in the way that nuts
are set into chocolate—pushed into place by
a pair of titanic thumbs. And at last ‘we
seemed to have reached a place where the Gray
Mahatma might not enter uninvited, for he
selected one of the doors after a moment's
thought and knocked.

We stood there for possibly ten minutes,
without an answer, the Mahatma seecming sat-
isfied with his own meditation, and we not
caring to talk lest he should overhear us.

At last the door opened. not cautiously, but
suddenly and wide, and a man stood square
in it who filled it up from frame to frame—a
big-eved, muscular individual in loin-cloth and
turban, who looked too proud to assert his
pride. He stood with arms folded and a smile
on his firm mouth; and the impression he con-
veyed was that of a master-craftsman, whose
skill was his life, and whose craft was all he
cared about.

He eyed the Mahatma without respect or
flinching, and said nothing.
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They could hear, however, and 1 called to
King. I told him what happened, and then
showed him, by throwing what was left of the
turban toward him. It got exactly as far as
the plane between light and darkness, and
then vanished in a silent flash so swiftly «nd
completely as to leave no visible charred frag-
ment.

I could see all three men standing in line
facing in my direction, hardly ten feet away,
and it was dificult to remember that they
could not see me at all—or, at any rate, that
King could not; the others may have had some
trained sixth sense that made it possible.

“Come forward!” said the Gray Mahatma.
“We three came by. Why should it harm
your”

King sized up the situation instantly. If they
intended to kill me and keep him alive, that
would not be with his permission or conniv-
ance, and he stepped forward suddenly to-
ward me.

“Stop#” commanded the Mahatma,; showing
the first trace of excitémen. that he had yet
betrayed, but King kept on, and I suppose that
the man who was acting showman did so-ne-
thing, because King crossed. the line without
anything happening, and then stood with one
foot on each side of the threshold while I
crossed.

“There are two of us in this!” he said to the
Gray Mahatma, then. “You can't kill one and
take the other.”

E WERE in a chamber roughly fifty feet .

square, whose irregular corners were proof
enough that it had been originally another of
those huge blow-holes in volcanic stone; the
roof, too, had been left rough, but, the greuter
part of the side-walls had been finished off
smooth with the chisel, and hand-rubbed.
There was a big, rectangular rock exactly
in the middle of the room, shaped like a table
or an altar, and polished until it shone. I de-
cided to sit down on it—whereat the Mahaima
ceased to ignore me.

“Fool!” he barked. “Keep off that!”

I tore a piece off the rag 1 was wearing for
a loin-cloth and tossed it on the polished sur-
face of the stone. It vanished instantly and
left no trace; it did not even leave a mark on
the stone, and the burning was so swift und
complete that there was no smell.

“Thanks!” 1 said. “But why your sudden
anxiety on my account?” .

He turned to King again.

“You have seen the camera obscura that
shows in darkness the scenery near at hand,
provided the sun is shining? The camera ob-
scura is a feeble imitation of the true idea.

There are no limits to the vision of him who
understands true science. What city do you
wish to see?”

“Benares,” ‘King answered.

Suddenly we were in darkness. Equally sud-
denly the whole top surface of the stone table
became bathed in light of a different quality—
light like daylight, that perhaps came upward
from the stone, but if so, came only a litttle
way. To me it looked much more as if it be-
gan suddenly in mid-air and descended toward
the surface of the stone.

And there, all at once, as clearly as if we
saw it on the focusing screen of a gigantic
camera, lay Benares spread before us, with all
its colour, its sacred cattle in the streets, its
crowds bathing in the Ganges, temples, domes,
trees, movement—almost the smell of Benares
was there, for the suggestion was all-inclusive.

“But why is it daylight in Benares while
it’s somewhere near midnight here?” King de-
manded. .

That instant the sunshine in Benares ceased
and the moon and stars came out. The glow
of lamps shone forth from the temple court-
yards, and down by the river ghats were the
lurid crimson flame and smoke where  they
cremated dead Hindus. It was far more perfect
than a motion picture. Allowing for scale it
looked actually real.

Suddenly the chamber was all suffused in
golden light once more and the picture on the
granite table vanished. '

“Name another city,” said the Gray Mahat-
ma.

“London,” King answered.

The light went out, and there sure enough
was London—first the Strand, crowded with
motor-buses; then Ludgate Hill and St. Paul’s;
then the Royal Exchange and Bank of Eng-
land; then London Bridge and the Tower
Bridge and a panorama of the Thames.

“Are you satisfied?” the Gray Mahatma
asked, and once again the cavern was flooded
with that peculiarly restful golden light, while
the picture on the granite table disappeared.

“Not a bit,” King answered. “It’s a trick of
some sort.”

“Is wireless telegraphy a trick then?” retort-
ed the Mahatma. “If so, then yes, so this is.
Only this is as far in advance of wireless te-
legraphy as telegraphy is in advance of the
semaphore. This is a science beyond your
knowledge, that is all. Name another city.”

“Timbuktu,” I said suddenly; and nothing
happened.

“Mombasa,’” 1 said then, and Mombasa ap-
peared instantly, with Kilindini harbour
fringed with palm-trees.

1 had been to Mombasa, whereas 1 never
had seen Timbuktu. Almost certainly none
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present had ever seen the place, or even a
picture of it.

The Gray Mahatma said something in a sur-
ly undertone and the golden light turned itself
on again, flooding the whole chamber. King
nodded to me.

“You can speak into a phonograph and re-
produce your voice. There’s no reason why
you can’t think and reproduce that too, if you
know how,” he said.

“Avye!" the Mahatma interrupted. “If you
know how! India has always known how!
India can teach these wonderful sciences to all
the world when she finally comes into her free-
dom.”

Throughout. the man who had admitted us
had not spoken one word. He stood with arms
folded, as upright as a soldier on parade. But
now he unfolded his arms and began to ex-
hibit signs of restlessness, as if he considered
that the session had lasted long enough. How-
ever, he was still silent.

“Your honour is extremely clever. I've en-
joyed the exhibition,” I said to him in Hindu-
stani, but he took not the slightest notice of
me, and if he understood he did not betray
the fact.

“Let us go,” said the Gray Mahatma. and
proceeded to lead the way.

The Gray Mahatma took the other turning
of the passage, and knocked on the door at
the end. It was opened by a little man, who
once had been extremely fat, for his skin hung
about him in loose folds.

His cavern was smaller than the other, but
as clean, and similarly flooded with the rest-
ful, golden light. But he was only host; the
Gray Mahatma was showman. He said:

“All energy is vibrations; yet that is only
one fraction of the truth. All is vibration.
The universe consists of nothing else. Your
Western scientists arc just beginning to dis-
cover that. but they are men groping in the
dark. who can feel but not see and under-
stand.

“Throughout what all nations have agreed
to call the dark ages, there have been men
called alchemists. whom other men  have
mocked because they sought to transmute
bascr metals into gold. Do you think they
sought what was impossible? Nothing is im-
possible! They dimly discerned the possibility.
And it may be that their ears had caught the
legend of what has been known in India for
countless ages.

“Gold is a system of vibrations, just as every
other metal is, and the one can be changed
into the other. But if you knew how to do it,
would you dare? Can you conceive what
would happen to the world if it were common
knowledge or even if it were known to a few,

how the transmutation may be brought about?
Now watch!”

What followed was convincing for the sim-
ple reason that there was nothing covered up,
and no complicated apparatus that might
cause you to suspect an ordinary conjuring
trick. There were certainly strange-looking
boxes with hinged lids arranged on a ledge
along one side of the chamber. but those were
only brought into play when the funny little
ex-fat man selected a lump of metal from
them. On another ledge on the opposite side
of the cell there were about a hundred rolls
of very ancient-looking manuscripts, but he
did not make use of them in any way.

The floor was bare, smooth rock: there was
nothing on it, not ecven a mat. He laid a plain
piece of wood on the floor and motioned us
to be seated in front of it; so we squatted in
a line with our backs to the door, King taking
his place between the Mahatma and me.
There was no hocus-pocus or flummery: the
whole proceeding was as simple as playing
dominoes.

Our host went to one of the peculiar-look-
ing boxes and selected a lump of what looked
like lead. It was a small piece, about the size
of an ordinary loaf of sugar and had no par-
ticular marks on it, except that it looked as if
it might have been cut from a larger piece with
shears or some such instrument. He dropped
it into the middle of the slab of wood, and
squatted in front of it, facing us. to watch.

I dare say it took twenty minutes for that
lump of lead to change into what looked like
gold beforc our eyes. It began by sizzling,
and melting in little pits and spots, but never
once did the whole lump melt.

The tiny portions that melted and liquefied
became full of motion, although the motion
was never in one place for more than about a
minute at a time. Wherever the motion had
been the lump lost bulk, so that gradually the
whole piece shrank and shrank. At the end it
was not in its original shape, but had taken
the form of a small pancake.

I suppose it was hot. Our host waited sev-
cral minutes before picking it off the slab.

At last he took the nugget off the slab and
tossed it to King. King handed it to me. It
was still warm and it looked and felt like gold.
I laid it back on the slab.

“Do you understand it?"" asked the Gray Ma-
hatma.

UR LITTLE wrinkly-skinned host did the

honours as far as the door, and I thanked

him for the demonstration; but the Gray Ma-

hatma seemed displeased with that, and ig-

noring me as usual, turned on King in the
doorway almost savagely.
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The Mahatma smiled and nodded.

“A second time you have done well,” he ex-
claimed. “If you can keep the buffalo from
blundering—but we waste time. Come.” He
proceeded.

King put his hands on my shoulders, and
we lock-stepped out of the cavern bchind the
Mahatma, looking, I don’t doubt, supremely
ridiculous, and I for one feeling furiously
helpless.

We entered another cave. whose dome
looked like an absolutely perfect hemisphere,
but the whole place wus so full of noise that
your brain reeled in confusion. Thecre were
ten men in there naked to the waist as all the
rest had been, and every single one of them
had the intelligent look of an alert bird with
its head to one side. They were sitting on mats
on the floor in no apparent order, and each
man had a row of tuning-forks in front of him,
pretty much like any other tuning-forks, ex-
cept that there were eight of them to each note
and its subdivisions.

Every few minutes onc of them would select
a fork, strike it, and listen; then he would get
up, dragging his mat after him with all the
forks arranged on it, and sit down somewhcre
else. But the tuning-forks were not the cause
of the din. It was the roar of a great city that
was echoing under the dome—clatter of traf-
fic and men’s voices, whistling of the wind
through overhead wires, dog’s barking, an oc-
casional bell, at intervals the whistle of a loco-
motive and the rumble and bump of a rail-
road train, whirring of dynamoes, the clash
and hump of wolley cars, street-hawkers’ cries,
and the sound of sea-waves brcaking on the
shore.

“You hear Bombay,” said the Mahatma.

Then we all sat down in line.

It was actual physical torture until you were
used to it, and 1 doubt whether you could get
used to it without somebody to educate you—
some scientist to show you how to defend
your nerves against that outrageous racket.
For the sounds were all out of adjustment and
proportion. Nothing was in key. It was as if
the laws of acoustics had been lifted, and
sound had gone crazy.

At one moment. apropos of nothing and dis-
connected from all other sounds, you could
hear a man or a woman spcaking as distinctly
as if the individual were up there under the
dome; then a chaos<of off-key notes would
swallow the voice, and the next might be a
dog’s bark or a locomotive whistle. The only
continuously recognizable sounds were a power
station and the thunder of waves along the har-
bour front, and it sounded much more thun-
derous than it should have done at that season
of the year.
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The tuning of an orchestra does not near-
ly approximate the confusion; for the members
of the orchestra are all trying to find one pitch
and are gradually hitting it, whereas every
sound within that cavern seemed to be pitched
and keyed difterently.

“This is our latest,” said e Mahatma. *It
is only for two or three hundred years that we
have been studying this phenomenon. It may
possibly take us two or three hundred years
more belore we can control it.”

I wanted to ask questions, but could not be-
cause the curscd inharmony made my senses
reel. Nevertheless, vou could hear other
sounds perfectly. When I struck my hand on
the rock floor I could hear the slap at least as
distinctly as normal; possibly a little more so.
And when the Gray Mahatma spoke. each
word was scparate and sharp.

“Now you shall hear another city.” he said.
“QObserve that the voices of citics are as vari-
ous as men's. No two are alike. Sound and
colour arc one and the same thing difterently
expressed, and the graduations of both are in-
finite.”

He caught the eye of one of the men.

“Calcutta!” he said. in a voice not exactly
of command. yet certainly not of deference.

Without acknowledging the order in any
other way, the man got on his knees and
picked up an enormous tuning-fork, whose
prongs were about three feet long, and he
made some adjustment in the fork of it that
took about five minutes. He might have been
turning the screw of a micrometer; I could not
see. Then, raising the fork above his shoul-
der, he struck the floor with it, and a master
note as clear as the peal of a bell went ringing
up into the dome.

The effect was almost ndlculous It made
you want to laugh. Everybody in the cavern
smiled, and I dare say if the truth were Known
we had discovered the mother-lode of comedy.
That one note chased all the others out of
the dome as a dog might chase sheep—as the
wind blows clouds away—as a cop drives small
boys off the grass. They actually scampered
out of hearing, and you couldn’t imagine them
hiding close by, either; they were gone for
good, and that one, clear master-note—the mid-
dle F—went vibrating around and around, as
if scouring out the very smell of what had been
lhere

“That is the key-note of all Nature,” said the
Mahatma. “All sounds, all colours, all
thoughts, all- -vibrations centre in that note. [t
is the key that can unlock them all.”

HE silence that followed when the last

ringing overtone had gone off galloping in
its stride toward infinity was the most absolute
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and awful silence I have ever had to listen to.
The very possibility of sound seemed to have
ceased to exist. You could not believe that
there could be sound, nor remember what
sound was like. A whole sense and its
functions had been taken from you, and the
resulting void was dead—so dead that no sense
could live in it, unless fear is a sense. You
could feel horribly afraid, and I'll tell you
what the fear amounted to:

There was a feeling that these men were
fooling with the force that runs the universe,
and the, next stroke might be a mistake that
would result like the touching of two high-
tension wires, multiplied to the nth. You
could not resist the suggestion that the world
might burst in fragments at any minute.

Meanwhile the fellow with the tuning-fork
fiddled again with some adjustment on the
thick portion of its stem, and presently whirl-
ing it round his head as the old-time warriors
used two-handed swords, he brought it down
on one of a circle of small anvils that were
arranged round him like the figures on a clock-
face. .

You could almost see Calcutta instantly!
The miracle was the reverse of the preceding
one. The ringing, subdivided, sharp discord-
ant note he struck was swallowed instantly in
a sea of noise that seemed not only to have
colour but even smell to it; you could smell
Calcutta! But that, of course, was mere sug-
gestion—a trick of the senses of the sort that
makes your mouth water when you see another
fellow suck a lemon.

You could even hear the crows that sit on
the trees in the park and caw at passers-by.
You could hear the organ in a Christian
church, and the snarl of a pious Moslem read-
ing from the Koran. There was the click of
ponies’ hoofs, the whirring and honk of mo-
tor-cars, the sucking of Hoogli River, booming
of a steamer-whistle, roars of trains and the pe-
culiar clamour of Calcutta’s swarms that I can

never hear without thinking of a cobra with

its hood just ready to raise.

In the sea of noises in the dome one instant-
ly stood out—the voice of a man speaking
English with a slightly babu accent. For ex-
actly as long as the reverberations of those two
tuning-forks lasted, you could hear him de-
claiming, and then his voice faded away into
the ocean of noise like a rock that has shown
for a moment above the surface of a maelstrom.

“That is a member of the legislature, where
ignorant men in all-night session make laws for
fools to break,” said the Gray Mahatma.

Signing to King and me to remain seated,
he himself crossed the floor to where the mas-
ter-tuner sat, and squatting down beside him
began picking up tuning-forks and striking

one against the other. Each time he did that
some city sound or other distinguished itself
for a moment, exactly as the theme appears in

"music. Only some of the vibrations seemed to

jar against others instead of blending with
them, and when ‘that happened the effect was
intensely disagreeable.

At last he struck a combination that made
me jump as effectually as a sudden toothache.
Some of the other sounds had affected King
more, but that particular one passed him by
and tortured me. Watching with his head a
little to one side, the Gray Mahatma instantly
began striking those two forks as rapidly as if
he were clapping hands, increasing the ve-
hemence with each stroke.

If I had stayed there I would have been
stark mad or dead within five minutes. I felt
as if I were being vibrated asunder—as if my
whole body were resolving into its component
parts. I lay on the floor with my head in both
hands, and I dare say yelled with agony, but
I don’t know about that.

At any rate, King understood and acted in-
stantly. He seized me under the arms and
dragged me face-downward to the door, where
he had to drop me in order to find how to
open the thing. Having accomplished that, he
dragged me through into the passage, where
the agony ceased as instantly as th€ ache does
when a dentist pulls an abscessed tooth. No
one sound rcached us through the open door.
However immature that particular branch of
their science might be, they had learned the
way of absolutely localizing noise.

The Gray Mahatma came out smiling, and
ignoring me as if I was not there.

He opened another door, not requiring to
knock this time, and led the way along an-
other passage that wound through solid rock
for what can hardly have been less than a
quarter of a mile.

King had dragged me out of that dome of
dins in the nick of time, and my head was re-
covering rapidly. By the time we reached a
door at the end of that long passage 1 could
think clearly, and although too weak to stand
upright without holding onto something, was
sufficiently recovered to know that the remain-
der would be only a matter of minutes. And
we spent three or four of the minutes waiting
for the door to open, which it did at last sud-
denly.

A man appeared in the opening, whose ab-
solutely white hair reached below his shoulder-
blades, and whose equally white beard de-
scended to his middle. He wore the usual loin-
cloth, but was usual in nothing else. He
looked older than Methuselah, yet strong, for
his muscles stood out like knotted whip-cords;
and active, for he stood on the balls of his
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feet with the immobility that only comes of
" ableness. The most unusual thing of all was
that he spoke. He said several words in San-
skrit to the Gray Mahatma, before turning his
back on us and leading the way in.

CHAPTER IV

THE RIVER OF DEATF

E WENT into a cavern, whose floor
was cup-shaped. Nearly all the way
around the rim of the cup was an
irregular ledge averaging twenty feet in width:
with that exception. the whole interior was
shaped like an enormous egg with its narrow
end upward. The bottom was nowhere less
than a hundred feet across, and was reached by
steps cut irregularly downward from the rim.

At intervals around the ledge were seated
about a score of men, some solitary, some in
groups of three; some were naked. others worc
loin-cloths; all there silent, but they all took
an obvious interest in us, and some of them
were grinning. A few of them squatted, with
their legs tucked under them, but most of
them let' their legs hang oveér the edge, and
they all had an air of perfect familiarity with
the surroundings as well as what can be best
described a$ a “team look.” You see the same
air of careless competence around a well-
managed circus lot.

King and I followed the Gray Mahatma
down into the bowl, and under his directions
seated ourselves exactly in the middle, King
and I back to back, and the Mahatma a little
way from us and also with™ his back turned.
In that position my back was toward the door
we had entered by, but 1 was able to see nine
narrow openings in the opposite wall, about
twenty feet higher than the ledge, and those
openings may have had something to do with
what followed, although I can’t prove it.

Old graybeard, who had admitted us, stood
on the ledge like a picture of St. Simon
Stylites, folding his arms under his flowing
beard and looking almost ready to plunge
downward. as if the bowl were a swimming-
tank.

However, he suddenly filled his great
scrawny breast with air and boomed out one
word. The golden light ceased to exist. There
was no period of going, as there is even with
electric light. He spoke, and it was not. Noth-
ing whatever was visible. I held a finger up,
and poked my eye before I knew it.

Then all at once there began the most de-
licious music, like Ariel singing in mid-air. It
was subdued, but as clear as the ripple of a
mountain stream over pebbles, and there was
absolutely no locating it, for it seemed to come

from everywhere at once, even from under-
neath us. And simultaneously with the music
there began to be a dim light, which was all
the more impossible to locate, because it was
never the same colour in two places, nor even
in one place for longer than a note of music
lasted.

“Observe!” boomed the Gray Mahatma’s sol-

emn voice. “Colour and sound are one. Both
are vibration. You shall behold the colour
harmonies."”

Presently the connection between sound and
colour began to be obvious. Each note had its
colour. and as that note was sounded the
colour appeared in a thousand places.

It was Eastern music. It filled the cavern,
and as the pulse of it quickened the light
danced. colours shooting this and that way
like shuttles weaving a new sky. But therc
were no drum beats yet, and the general effect
wa; rather of dreaminess.

When the old graybeard'’s voice boomed out
at last from the ledge above us. and light and
music ceased simultaneously, the effect was
nauseating. It went to the pit of your stomach.
The instantaneous darkness produced vertigo.
You felt as if you were [alling down an end-
less pit, and King and I clutched each other.

The mere fact that we were squatting on a
hard floor did not help matters, for the floor
seemed to be falling too, and to be turning
around bewilderingly, just as the whorls of
coloured light had done. The graybeard’s
voice boomed again, whereat there was more
music, and light in tune to it.

This time, of all unexpected things, Bee-
thoven's Overture to Leonore began to take
visible form in the night, and I would rather
be able to set down what we saw than write
Homer’s Iliad! It must be that we knew then
all that Beethoven did. It was not just wind
music, or mere strings, but a whole, full-
volumed orchestra—where or whence there
was no guessing; the music came at you from
everywhere at once, and with it light, inter-
preting the music.

To me that has always been the most won-
derful overture in the world, anyhow, for it
scems to describe creation when the worlds
took form in the void: but with that light,
each tone and semi-tone and chord and har-
mony expressed in the absolutely pure colour
that belonged to it, it was utterly beyond the
scope of words. It was a new, unearthly lan-
guage, more like a glimpse of the next world
than anything in this.

‘1i.c combination of colour and music was
having a highly desirable effect on me. Noth-
ing could have done more to counteract the
eftects of the godless din that bowled me over
in the other cavern. :
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But King was having a rotten time. He was
heaving now, as he tried to master himself. I
heard him exclaiming: “Oh, my God!” as if
the physical torture were unbearable.

The Gray Mahatma was not troubling about
King. He had shifted his position so as to
watch me, and he seemed to expect me to col-
lapse. So I showed as little as possible of my
real feelings, and shut my eyes at intervals as
il bewildered. Then he cried out just as the
graybeard on the ledge had done.

The Overture to Leonore ceased. The col-
ours gave place to the restful golden light. King
had not collapsed yet, and his usual Spartan
sl'aff-mastery prevented him then from betray-
ing much in the way of symptoms. So I
clutched my head and tried to look all-in,
which gave me a chance to whisper to King
under my arm:

“Can you hang on?”

“Dunno. How are you doing?”

“Fine.”

HE GRAY MAHATMA seemed to think

that I was appealing to King for help. He
looked delighted. Between my fingers I could
see him signalling to the graybeard on the
ledge. The golden light vanished again. And
now once more they gave us Eastern music,
awful stuff, pulsating with a distant drumbeat
like the tramp of an army of devils. The
colours were- angry and glowing now. The
shapes they took as they plaited and wove
themselves into one another were all invo-
luted, everything turning itself inside-out, and
the end of every separate movement was blood-
red.

King groaned aloud and rolled over on his
side, just as the stuff became so dim and dread-
ful that you could hardly see your hand be-
fore your tace, and a noise like the rushing
of the wind between the worlds made every
inch of your skin prickly with gooseflesh. Low
though the colours were, when you shut your
eyes you could still see them, but I could not
see the Gray Mahatma, and 1 was sure he
could not see me. He would nct know which
of us was down and out.

So I seized King and dragged nim across the
floor to the point where the irregular stone
steps provided the only way of escape. There
I heaved him like a sack onto my shoulders. In
tha: drunken, throbbing twilight it would
have been easy for some of the graybeard's
crew to lean from the ledge and send me
reeling back again; the best chance was to
climb quickly before they were aware of me.
" When [ reached the ledge it was deserted.
There was nothing whatever to indicate where
the graybeard and his crew were. I could not
remember exactly the direction of the en-

trance, but made for the wall, intending to
feel my way along it: and just as I started to
do that I heard the Gray Mahatma climbing
up behind me.

He made hardly more noise than a cat. But
though the Mahatma was stealthy, he came
swiltly, and in a moment I [elt his hand touch
me. That was exactly at the. moment when the
music and colours were subdued to a sort of
heli-brew twilight—the kind of glow you might
expect before the overwhelming of the world.

“You are as strong as the buffalo himself,”
he said, mistaking me for King. *“Leave that
fo8! here, and come with me.”

My right hand was free, but the Gray Ma-
hatma had plenty of assistance at his beck and
call.

So I put my hand in the small of his back
and shoved him along in front of me. If he
should learn too soon that King. and not I,
was down and out, he might decide to have
done with us both there and then. My task
was to get out of that cavern before the golden
light came on again.

The Gray Mahatma led the way to the door,
and it was just as well that he did, for there
was some secret way of opening it that I should
almost certainly have failed to find. I pushed
him through ahead of me. _

And then we were in pitch darkness. There
was neither light nor room to turn, and noth-
ing for it but for the Mahatma to lead the
way along, and I had to be careful in carrying
King not to injure him against the rock in the
places where the passage narrowed.

However, he began to recover gradually as
we neared the end of the long passage, re-
gaining consciousness by fits and starts, like a
man coming out of anesthesia, and commenc-
ing to kick so that I had hard work to preserve
him from injury. When his feet were not
striking out against the walls, his head was,
and I finally shook him violently. That had
the desired effect. It was just as if fumes had
gone out of his head. His body grew warmer
almost in a moment, and I felt him break out
into a sweat. Then he groaned, and asked
me where we were; and a moment later he
seemed to understand what was happening, for
he struggled to free himself.

“All right,” he whispered. “Let me walk.”

So I let him slip down to his feet in front of
me, and, holding him beneath the armpits,
repeated our lock-step trick with positions re-
versed; and when we reached the outer door
that gave on to the narrow main passage he
was going fairly strong. The Mahatma opened
the door and stepped out into the light; but
it was the strange peculiarity of that light that
it did not flow beyond its appointed bound-
aries, and we continued to be in darkness as
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long as we did not follow him through the
door.

So when King stepped out ahead of me the
Mahatma had no mcans of knowing what a
mistake he had been making all along. He
naturally jumped to the conclusion that King
had been carrying me.

When I stepped out of the pitch blackness
he looked more than a little surprised at my
appearance, and I grinned back at him as
sheepishly as I could manage, hoping he would
not see the red patch on my shoulder caused
by the pressure of King's weight, or the
scratches made by King's finger-nails when he
was beginning to recover consciousness.
Nevertheless, he did see, and understood.

“Lead on, MacDufl!" I said in plain English,
and perhaps he did not dislike me so im-
mensely after all, for he smiled as he turned
his back to lead the way.

We passed, without meeting anybody, out
‘hrough the narrow door where the first tall
speechless showman had admitted us, into the
cave where the lingam reposed on its stone
altar; and there the Mahatma resumed the
lantern he had left.

When we climbed the oval stairway and
emerged on the platform under the cupola
the dawn was just about to break. The Gray
Mahatma raised the stone lid with an ease
that betrayed unsuspected strength, and
dropped it into place, where it fitted so
exactly that no one ignorant of the secret
would ever have guessed the existence of a
hidden stairway. -

Swinging his lantern, the Mahatma led into
the temple, where the enormous idols loomed
in quivering shadow, and made straight for
the biggest one of all—the four-headed one
that faced the marble screen. I thought he
was going to bow down and worship it. He
actually did go down on hands and knees, and
I turned to King in amazement, thus missing
my chance to see what he was really up to.

So I don’'t know how he managed it; but
suddenly the whole lower part of. the idol, in-
cluding the thighs, swung outward and dis-
closed a dark passage, into which he led us,
and the stone swung back into place at our
backs as if balanced by weights.

At the far end the Mahatma led into a
square-mouthed tunnei, darker if that were
possible than the vaulted gloom we had left,
and as we entered in single file I thought I
heard the splashing of wzter underneath.

About a minute after that the Mahatma
stopped and let King draw abreast; then,
continuing to swing the lantern, he started
forward again. I don't know whether it was
fear, intuition, or just curiosity that made me
wonder why he should change the formation

in that way, but quite absurdly I deduced
that he wished King to walk into a trap.

“Look out, King!” I warned.

Exactly as I spoke I set my foot on a yielding
stone trapdoor—felt a blast of cool air—and
heard water unmistakably. The air brought a
stagnant smell with it. [ slid forward and
downward, but sprang simultaneously, manag-
ing to get my fingers on the edg= of the stone
in front. But the balanced trapdoor, resuming
its equilibrium, caught me on the back of the
head. half stunning me, and in another second
1 would have gone down into the dark among
the alligators. I just had enough conscious-
ness left to rcalize that I was hanging over the
covered end of the alligator tank.

But the taint outer circle of light cast by the
Mahatma’s lantern just reached me, and as
King turned his head to acknowledge my warn-
ing he saw me fall. He sprang back. and seized
my wrists, just as my fingers began slipping on
the smooth stone; but my weight was almost
too much for him, and I came so near to
dragging him through after me that the stone
trap got past my head and jammed against my
elbows.

Then I heard King yelling for the Mahatma
to bring the lantern back, and after what
seemed ai. interminable interval the Mahatma
came and set one foot on the stone, so that it
swung my past my head again, nearly braining
me in its descent. I don’t know whether he
intended that or not.

“There is more in this than accident,” he
said, his voice booming hollow as he bent to
let the light fall on me. “Very well; pull up
your buffalo, and you shall have him!”

T WAS no easy task for the two of them to
haul me up, because the moment the Ma-
hatma removed his foot from the lid of the
trap the thing swung upward and acted like
the tongue of a buckle to keep me from com-
ing through. When he set his foot on it again,
the other foot did not give him sufficient pur-
chase. Finally King managed to pull his loin-
cloth off and pass it around under my armpits,
alter which the two together hauled me clear,
minus in the aggregatc about a half square
foot of skin that I left on the edge of the stone.
Oft the Mahatma went alone again, swing-
ing his lantern, and apparcntly at peace with
himself and the whole universe.

Thereafter King and I walked arm-in-arm.
thinking in that way to lessen the risk of
further pitfalls. But there was no more. The
Mahatma reached at last what looked like a
blind stone wall at the end of the tunnel; but
there was a flagstone missing from the floor
in front of it, and he disappeared down a
black-dark flight of steps.
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We followed him into a cellar, whosc walls
wept moisture, but we saw no cobras; and then
up another flight of steps on the far side into
a chamber that I thought I recognized. He
disappeared through a door in the corner of
that, and by the time we had groped our way
after him he was sitting in the old black
panther’s cage with the brute’s head in his lap.
stroking and twisting its ears as if it were a
kitten. The cage door was wide open, and
the day was already wrovnng hot and brassy
in the east.

King and I hurried out of the cage, for the
panther showed his fangs at us; the Mahatma
followed us out and snapped the door shut.
Instantly the panther sprang at us, trying to
bend the bars together. Failing in that, he lay
_close and shoved his whole shoulder through,
clawing at us. It was hardly any wonder, that
that secret. yet so simply discoverable. door
between Yasmini's palace and the temple
caverns was unknown.

We swung along through t':c great bronzc
gate and into the courtyard where the shrubs
all stood reflected along with the marble stair.
way in a squarc pool. We plunged right in
without as much as hesitating on the brink.
dragging the Mahatma with us—not that he
made the least objection. He laughed. and
seemed to regard it as thoroughly good clean
fun.

We splashed and fooled for a few minutes.
standing neck-deep and kicking at an occa-
sional fish as it darted by, stirring up mud
with our toes until the water was so cloudy
that we could see the fish no longer. Then
King thought of clothes. He stood on tiptoe
and shouted.

“Ismail! O—Ismail!”

Ismail came, like a vellow-fanged wolf.
bowed to the Mahatma.

“Get us garments!” King ordered.

Ismail went away and we went on with our
ablutions, the job of getting ashes out of your
hair not being quite so easy as it might ap-
pear. I dare say it was fifteen minutes before
Ismail came back carrying two complete native
costumes for King and me, and a long saffron
robe for the Mahatma. Then we came out ol
the water and the Gray Mahatma smiled.

“I said there were no more traps, and it
seems I spoke the truth,” he said wonderingly.
“Moreover, 1 did not set this trap, but it was
you yourselves who led me into it.’

“Which trap?”” we demanded with one voice.

“You have stirred the mud my friends, to a
condition in which the mugger who lives in
that pool is not visible. But the mugger is
there, and I don’t know why he did not seize
one of you!”

In the centre of the pool there was a rockery,

for the benefit of plant-roots and breeding fish.
I walked around it to look, and there, sure
enough, lay a brute about twenty feet long.
snoozing with his chin on a corner of the
rock. [ picked up a pole to prod him, and he
snapped and broke it. coming close to the
edge to clatter his jaws at me. Prodding him
a last time, 1 turned round to look for the
Mahatma. He had vanished—gone as utterly
and silently as a myth. King had not seen him
go. We inquired of Ismail. He laughed.

“There is only one place to go—here.” he
answered.

“To the princess?”

“Therc is nowhere elsce! Who shall disobey
her? I have orders to unioose the panther il
the sahibs take any other way than straight
into her presence!”

RESSED now in the Punjabi costume with
gorgeous silk turbans we walked side by

side up the marble steps and knocked on the
brass-bound, teak front door at the top. Ex-

Tactly as when we arrived on the previous day.

the door was immediately opened by two wom-
en,

The Mahatma was in there ahead of us, and
had evidently told Yasmini sufficient of our
adventures to make her laugh. She squealed
with delight at sight of us.

“Come! Sit beside me in the window, both
of you! My women will bring you food. Aft-
erward you shall sleep—poor things. you look
as if you needed it! Oh. what is that, Ganc-
shaji? Blood on your linen? Were you hurt?”

Her swift, restless fingers drew the cloth
aside and showed a few inches of where my
bare skin should have been.

“It is nothing. My women shall dress it
They have oils that will cause the skin to grow
again within a week. A week is nothing: you
and Athelstan will be here longer than a
week! And you crossed the Pool of Terrors?
1 have crossed that too! We threc arc initiates
now!” ’

“Ye are three who will die unless discretion
is the very law ye live by!” said the Gray Ma-
hatma. He seemed annoyed about something.

“Old Dust-and-Ashes!” laughed Yasmini,
snapping her fingers at him. *“Hah!" She
laughed delightedly. “They have seen enough
to make them believe what I shall tell them!”

“Woman, you woo your own destruction.
None has ever set out to betray that secret and
survived the first offense!” he answered

“It was you who betrayed it to me,” she said
with another golden laugh. Then. turning to
King again:

“I have sought for that secret day and night!
India has always known of its existence; and
in every gencration some have fought their
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way in through the outer mysteries to the
knowledge within. But those who enter always
become initiates and keep the secret. I was
puzzled how to begin, until I heard how, in
England, a woman once overheard the secrets
of Freemasonry, and was made a Freemason in
consequence.

“Now behold this man they call the Gray
Mahatma! He does as I tell him! You must
know that these Knowers of Royal Knowledge,
as they call themselves, are not the little birds
in one nest that they would like to be; they
quarrel among themselves, and there is a rival
faction that knows only street-corner magic,
but is more deadly bent on knowing Royal
Knowledge than a wolf is determined to get
lamb.”

The Gray Mahatma saw fit to challenge
some of that statement.

“It is true that there are wolves who seek
to break in,” he said quietly, “but it is false
that there are quarrels among ourselves.”

“Hah!” That little laugh of hers was like
the exclamation of a fellow who has got home
with his rapier-point.

“Quarrels or not,” she answered, “there is a
faction that was more than willing to use the
ancient passage under my palace grounds, and
to hold secret meetings in a room that I made
ready for them.”

“Faction!” The Gray Mahatma sneered.
“Faithful seniors determined to expel unfaith-
ful upstarts are not a factiod!”

“At any rate,” she chuckled, “they wished to
hold a meeting unbeknown to the others, and
they wished to make wonderful preparations
for not being overheard. And I helped them;
is that not so, Mahatma-ji? You see, they
were scornful of women—then™

“Peace, woman!” the Mahatma growled.
“Does a bee sting while it gathers honey! You
spied on our secrets, but did we harm you for
it?”

“You did not dare!” she retorted. “If I had
been alone you would have destroyed me
along with those unfortunates on whose ac-
count you held the meeting. It would have
been easy to throw me to the mugger. But you
did not know how many women had over-
heard vour secrets! You only knew that more
than one had. and that at least ten women wit-
nessed the [ate of your victims. Is that not
so?”

“Victims is the wrong word. Call them cul-
prits!” said the Gray Mahatma.

“What would the government call them?”
she retorted.

The Gray Mahatma curled his lip, but made
no answer to that.

Yasmini turned to King.

“So I knew enough of their secrets to oblige

43

them either to kill me or else teach me all.
And they did not dare kill me, because they
could not kill all my women too, for fear of
government. So first they took me through
that ordeal that you went through last night.
And ever since then I have been trying to
learn, but this science of theirs is difficult, and
I suspect them of increasing the difficulty for
my benefit. Nevertheless, I have mastered
some of it.” .

“You have mastered none of it!” the Gray
Mahatma retorted discourteously. “The gold-
en light is the first step. Show me some.”

“They thought they were being too clever
for me,” she went on. “They listened to my
suggestion that it might be wise to show Ath-
elstan King the mysteries, and send him to
America to prepare the way for what is com-
ing. So we set a trap for Athelstan. And Ath-
elstan brought Ganesha with him. So now I
have two men who know of the secret, in addi-
tion to myself and all my women. And I have
one man who has skill enough to learn the
secret, now that he knows of it. Perhaps both
men can learn it, and I know full well that

one can.”

“And then?” King answered.

“You shall conquer the world!” she an-
swered.

King smiled and said nothing.

“I am uncertain yet whether or not I shall
choose to be queen of the earth!” she said.
“Sometimes I think it would be fun for you
and me to be absolute king and queen of ev-
ervwhere. Sometimes I think it will be better
to make some stupid person—say Ganesha here,
for instance—king, and for ourselves to be
the power behind the throne. What do you
think, Athelstan?”

“I think,” he answered. R

“And you observe that the Gray Mahatma
likewise thinks!” said she. “He thinks what
he can do to thwart us! But I am not afraid!
Oh dear no, Mahatma-ji, I am not at all fear-
ful! Your secret is not worth ten seconds’ pur-
chase unless it is of use to me!”

“Woman, is your word worth nothing?”
asked the Gray Mahatma. “You cannot use
what you know and keep the secret too. Let
those two men escape, and the sccret will be
blown to the winds within the hour.”

She laughed outright at him.

“They shall not escape, old raven-in-a-robe!”

UST then some of her women brought a

table in, and spread it with fruit-laden
dishes at the far end of the room. Yasmini
rose to see whether all was as she wished it,
and I got a chance, not only to look through
the curtains, but also to whisper to King. He
shook his head in reply to my question.

»
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“Could you manage for two do you think?”
be asked; and by that I knew him for a vastly
more than usually brave man. Consenting to
what you know is sure to destroy you, if the
other fellow fails, calls for courage.

“Makes a two-to-one chance of it,” I an-
swered. .

“Very well, it's a bet. Give your orders!”
said King.

The Mahatma sat rigid in mid-room with
closed eyes, as if praying. His hands were
crossed on his breast, and his legs twisted
into a nearly unimaginable knot. He looked
almost comatose.

The shutters and the glass windows were
open wide to admit the morning breeze. Noth-
ing was between us and freedom but the flut-
tering silk curtains and a drop of about sev-
enty feet'into an unknown river.

“Hold my hand,” I said, “and jump your
limit outward!”

The Gray Mahatma opened one eye and di-
vined our intention.

“Mad!” he exclaimed.
end of them!”

He believed what he said, for he sat still.
But Yasmini came running, screaming to her
women to prevent us.

King and I took off together, hand-in-hand,
and I take my Bible oath that I looked up
and saw Yasmini and the Gray Mahatma lean-
ing out of the window to watch us drown!

Of course, seventy feet is nothing much—
provided you are used to the take-off, and
know the water, and have a boat waiting han-
dy to pick you up. But we had none of these
advantages, and in addition to that we had
the grievous handicap that King could not
swim a stroke.

We took the water feet-first, close together,
and that very instant I knew what we were
up against. As we plunged under we were
whirled against a sunken pole that whipped
and swayed in the current. King was wrenched
away from me. When I fought my way to the
surface I was already a hundred yards beyond
the palace wall, and there was no sign of King,
although I could see his turban pursuing mine
downstream. We were caught in the strongest
current I had ever striven with.

I don’t know what persuaded me to turn
and try to swim against it for a moment. In-
stinct, I suppose. It was utterly impossible; 1
was swept along backward almost as fast as I
had been traveling before. But what the ef-
fort did do was to bring me face-upstream, and
so 1 caught sight of King clinging to a pole
and being bobbed under every time the
weight of water caused the pole to duck. I
managed to cling to a pole myself, although
like King it ducked me repeatedly, and it was

“So then that is the

perfectly evident that neither of us would be
alive in the next ten minutes unless a boat
should come or 1 should produce enough
brawn and brain for two of us. And there was
no boat in sight.

So between ducks I yelled to King to let go
and drift down toward me. He did it; and
that, I believe, is thc utmost test of cold cour-
age to which I have ever seen any man sub-
jected; for even a strong swimmer becomes
panic-stricken when he learns he is no longer
master of his element. King had' the self-con-
trol and pluck to lie still and drift down on me
like a corpse, and I let got the pole in the
nick of time to seize him as his head went un-
der.

Followed a battle royal. Fight how I might,
I could not keep both of our heads out of the
water more than half the time, and King very
soon lost the little breath that was left in him.
Thereafter he struggled a bit, but he did not
last long, and presently he became uncon-
scious. I believed he was dead.

The choice then seemed to lie between
drowning too or letting go of him. I did not
dare try the shallows, for ninety per cent of
them are quicksands in that river, and more
than one army has perished in the effort to
force its way across. The only possible safety
lay in keeping to mid-stream and sweeping
along with the current until something should
turn up—a boat—a log—possibly a backwater,
or even the breakwater of a bridge.

So I decided to drown, and to annoy the
angels of the underworld by taking as long as
possible in the process. And I set to work to
fight as I had never in my whole life fought be-
fore.

It was like swimming in a millrace. The
current swirled us this and that way, but
everlastingly forward.

Sometimes the current rolled us over and
over on each other, but for fifty per cent of
the time I managed to keep King on top of
me, I swimming on my back and holding him
by both arms, head nearly out of the water.
I can’t explain exactly why I went to all that
trouble, for I was convinced he was dead.

I remember wondering what the next world
was going to be like, and whether King and
1 would meet there, or whether we would each
be sent to a sphere suited to our individual
requirements—and if so what my sphere would
be like, and whether either of us would ever
meet Yasmini, and what she would be doing
there. But it never occurred to me once that
Athelstan King might be alive yet, or that he
and I would be presently treading mother
earth again.

I remember several terrific minutes when a
big tree came whirling towards us in an eddy,
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-and my legs got tangled up in some part of
it that was under water. Then, when I man-
aged in a tangle of twigs. and I could neither
aged to struggle free, King's cotton loin-cloth
became wrapped in a tangle of twigs and
I could neither wrench nor break him free.
Whenever I tried it I merely sent myself
under and pulled his head after me.

However, that tree suggested the possibility
of prolonging the agony awhile.

I seized a branch and tried to take advan-
tage of it, using all my strength and skill to
keep the tree from rolling over on King and
submerging him completely. I can remember
when we whirled under the steel bridge and
the tree struck the breakwater of the middle
pier; that checked us for a moment, and, in-
stead of sending us under, dragged King half
out of the water, so that he lay after that on
top of a branch.

Then the stream got us going again, and
swung the butt end of the tree around so that
1 was forced by it backward through the arch
of the bridge; and after that for more than
a mile we were waltzed round and round past
sand-banks where the alligators lay on the
look-out for half-burned corpses from the
burning ghats higher up.

At last we swung around a curve in the river
and came on a quiet bay where they were
washing elephants. The current swung the
tree inshore to a point where it struck a sub-
merged sand-bank and stuck there; and there
we lay with the current racing by, and King
bobbing up and down with his head out of
water, and I too weak by that time to break off
the twig around which his loin-cloth was
wrapped.

Well, there we were; but after a few minutes
1 raised enough steam for the whistle at all
events. I yelled until my eardrums seemed to
be bursting and my lungs ached from the pres-
sure of the water in them, and after what
seemed an,eternity one of the mahouts on
shore heard me.

Hope surged triumphant! I could see him
wave his arm, and already I saw visions of dry
land again, and a disappointed Yama! But I
was overlooking one important point: we were
in India, where rescues are not undertaken in
a hurry.

He called a conterence. I saw all the
mahouts gather together in one place and stare
at us and talk. They swung their arms as they
argued. I don’t know what argument it was
that finally appealed to the mahouts, but after
an interminable session one of them fetched a
long rope and nine or ten of them climbed on
the backs of three big elephants. They worked
their way a little bit up stream, and then came
as close as the elephants dared. One of the big

brutes felt his way cautiously to within twenty
yards, and then threw up his trunk and re-
fused to budge another inch.

At that a lean, naked, black man stood up -
on his rump and paid out the rope down-
stream. He had to make nine or ten attempts
before it finally floated within reach of my
hand. Then I made it fast to the tree, and,
taking King in my right arm, started to work
my way along it.

It was just as well I did that. and got clear
of the branch; for the mahouts passed the rope
around the elephant’s neck and set him to
hauling; he rolled the tree over and over, and
that would surely have been the end of King
and me if we had been within reach of the
overturning branches. As it was I clung to the
rope and the elephant hauled the lot of us
high and dry.

CHAPTER V

A DATE WITH DOOM

T THE end of a minute’s examination
A I began to suspect that King was not

quite dead, so I recalled the old life-
saver's drill and got to work on him. It took
time. As King came more and more to his
senses, and vomited a bit, and began to be-
have in all ways like a living man again, I had
a chance to talk to the mahouts; and they
were just like the members of any other union
—preferring conversation to alleged hard la-
bour any day of the week. They told me why
the elephants were being washed so early, and
we enjoyed a regular conversazione on the
beach.

It appeared the elephants were wanted to
take part in a procession, and for a while they
let me guess what sort of a procession. But at
last they took compassion on my ignorance.

“She has issued invitations to a party for
princesses in her panch mahal!”

Who was she? Everybody knew who she was!

“The Princess Yasmini?” I suggested.

Where at they all chuckled and made
grimaces, and did everything except acknowl-
edge her name in public.

And then suddenly Athelstan King decided
to sit up, and spat some more water out and
tried to laugh. And they thought that was so
exquisitely funny that they all started to laugh
too.

Then, when he had coughed a little more:

“We're going to attend that partyl”

“Why?” I asked him.

“Two reasons.” But he had to cough up
more water before he could tell them. “One:
The Gray Mahatma will never rest until he
knows we're dead, or done. for, and the safest
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place is close to the enemy; and, two: I never
will rest until I know the secret of that science
of theirs.”

“How in thunder are we going to get hack?”
I objected.

“Ride!"” he suggested.

“How—when—where?”

“Elephant—now—to her palace.,” he an-
swered.

“They're not her elephants.”

“So much the better! She'll think the

maharajah knows all about us. She’ll have to
accord us protection after that.”

He asked a dozen more questions. and final-
ly struggled to his feet.

“My friend,” he said then to the chiel
mahout, “if you propose to take us two sahibs
to her palace, and be back at your master’s
stables in time to get ready for the Bibi-kana,
you'll have to hurry.”

“But I did not propose it!"”
swered.

“Nay, the gods proposed it.
fastest elephant?”

“That great one yonder—Akbar. But who is
giving orders We are a maharajah’s serv-
ants.”

“The gods are ordering all this business!”
King assured him. “l wish to ride to her
palace.”

“By her leave?”

“By the gods’ leave.”

“Will the gods pay me?”

“Doubtless. But she will pay first—setting
the gods a good example.”

The native of India finds it perfectly con-
venient to ride on a six-inch plank, slung

more or less like a house-painter's platform
agatnst an elephant’s bulging ribs, and it does
not seem to make much difference .to him
when more weight is on one side than on the
other. But King and I had to stand and hold
each other’s hands across the pad; and even
so we were by no means too secure, for Akbar
resented being taken away {rom the herd and
behaved like a mutinous earthquake.

the mahout an-

Which is your

It was not so far to the city by road, because
the river wound a good deal and the road cut
straight from point to point. But it was sev-
eral miles, and we covered it at pretty nearly
the speed of a railroad train.

In spite of his rage, Akbar had perfect con-
trol of himself. Having missed about half his
morning swim, and the herd's society, he
proposed to miss nothing else, and there was
not one cart, one ekka, one piled-up load in
all those miles that he did not hit and do his
utmost to destroy. There v :. %ot one yellow
dog that he did not give chase to and try to
trample on.

He stopped to pull the thatch from the rgot

[ ]

of a little house beside the road, but as the
plying ankus made his head ache he couldn’t
stay long enough to finish that job, but scooted
up-road again in full pursuit of a small auto-
mobile. while an angry man shoved his head
through the hole in the roof of the house and
cursed all the rumps of all the elephants, to-
gether with the forebears and descendants of
their owners and their wives.

It scemed that Akbar was fairly well-known
thereabouts. The men in the small car shouted
the news in advance of his coming, and the
road into the city began to look like the track
of a routed army Every man and animal took
to hissheels, and Akbar trumpeted wild hur-
rahs as he strained all tendons in pursuit. He
needed no second wind, because he never lost

- his first, but he took the whole course as far

as the city gate at a speed that would have
satishied Jehu. son of Nimshi, who, the Bible
says, made Israel to sin.

That particular city gate consisted of an
arch covered with carvings of outrageous-look-
ing gods, and as a picture display 1t was per-
fect. but as an entrance to a crowded city it
possesscd no virtue. It was so narrow that
only one vehicle could pass at a time, and the
whole swarm jammed between it and us like
sticks #n front of a drain.

And not even Akbar’s strength was so great
that he could shove them through, so the an-
cient problem ol an irresistible force in con-
tact with an immovable object was presented,
and solved by Akbar after a fashion of his
own.

He picked the sottest spot, which was a wain-
load of cotton bales, and upset it, cannoning
off that cushion so swiftly as to come within an
ace of scattering his four passengers across the
landscape; and discerning, with a swift, strate-
gic eye that would have done credit to the
dashingest cavalry general, that that rout was
complete and nothing could be gained by
adding to it, he headed for the river and the
women’s bathing place, took the broad stone
steps at a dead run, and plunged straight in.

No ship was ever launched with more per-
tect aplomb, nor floated more superbly on an
even keel than did Akbar at the women’s bath-
ing ghat. For « moment I thought he proposed
to lic down there and finish his interrupted
toilet, but he contented himself with squirting
witer on the sore spot caused by the thumping
ankus of the driver, and set out to swim up-
stream.

T WAS not until he had reached the second
ghat and climbed the steps there that Akbar
put himself in Napoleon's class. When he
reached the top of the steps no amount of
whacking with the ankus could make him turn
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to the right and follow the city street. He
turned to the left, tooted a couple of wild
hurrahs through his newly wetted whistle, and
raced to meet the tratlic as it struggled through
the gate in single fle!

There was ruin ripe for harvest, and it
looked like the proper time to jump. But
suddenly—with that delightful wheeled panic
at his mercy, the big brute stopped, stood still
and looked at them, muttering and gurgling to
himself. Instantly the mahout began petting
him, calling him endearing names and praising
his wisdom and discretion. 1 can't swear that
the beast understood what was said to him, but
he acted exactly as if he did. He picked up
dust from the street with his trunk, blew a
little of it in the general direction of the de-
feated enemy, blew a little more on himself,
and turned his rump towards the gate, as if
to signify that hostilities were over!

As he did that, a man who was something ot
an athlete swung himself up on the offside
footboard, and a second later the proud face
of the Gray Mahatma confronted me across
the saddle-pad alongside King's!

“You are heavy enough to balance the two
of us,” he said, as if no other comment were
necessary. “Why did you run away {rom me?
You can never escape.”

Well, of course anybody could say that after
he had found us again.

“Was it you who checked this elephant?” 1
asked him, remembering what he had done to
the black panther, and the snakes; but he did
not answer.

“Where do vou think you are going?"’ 1
asked.

“That is what the dry leaves asked of the
wind.” he answered. “An observant eye is bet-
ter than a yearning car, and patience outwears
curiosity."”

Suddenly 1 recalled a remark that King had
made on the beach, and it dawned on me that
by frightening the mahout into silence the
Mahatma might undo the one gain we had

‘made by that plunge and swim. As long as

the maharajah who owned the elephant was
to hear about our adventure, all was well.
News of us would reach the government. Most
of the maharajahs are pro-British, because
their very existence as reigning princes de-
pends on that attitude, and they can be relied
on to report to the British authorities any ir-
regularity whatever that comes under their
notice and at the same time does not incrimi-
nate themselves.

The same thought probably occurred to
King. but he was rather too recently recovered
from drowning to be quick yet off the mark,
and hesides, the Mahatma was between him
and the mahout. whereas I had a free field. So
I tugged at the arm of the second mahout,
who was sitting behind his chief, and he scram-
bled down beside me. e

The Mahatma tried to take immediate ad-
vantage of that, and the very thing he did
made it all the easier for me to deal with the
second mahout, who had made the trip with
us and who stared into my face with a kind of
puzzled mistrust. The Mahatma, as active as
a cat, climbed up bLehind the chief mahout
and sat astride the elephant’s neck in the place
where the second mahout had been, and be-
gan whispering.

“What is your maharajah’s name?"” I asked
my neighbour on the plank.

“Jihanbihar,” he answered, giving a string
of titles too that had no particular bearing on
the situation. They sounded like a page of
the Old Testament.

“You observe that his favourite elephant is
about to be stolen with the aid of the Gray
Mahatma.”

The fellow nodded, and the expression of
his face was not exactly pleased; he may have
been onc of a crowd that got cursed by the
Mahatma for asking too many questions.

“He has a reputation, that Mahatma, hasn’t
he:” 1 suggested. “You have heard of the
miracles that he performs?”
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He nodded again.

“You see that he is talking to the chief
mahout now? Take my word for it, he is cast-
ing a spell on him! Would you like to have
him cast a spell on you too?"”

He shook his head.

“Run swiftly then, and tell the maharajah
sahib to get a Brahman to cancel the spell, and
you will be rewarded. Go quickly."”

He dropped from the plank and went off at
a run just as the Mahatma turmmed and saw
him. The Mahatma had been whispering in
the mahout’s ear, and as his eye met mine I
laughed. For a moment he watched the man
running, and then, as if to demonstrate what
a strange mixture of a man he was, he laughed
back at me. He acknowledged defeat instantly.
and did not appear in the least annoyed by it,
but on the contrary appeared to accord me
ﬁregit for outwitting him, as undoubtedly I

ad.

India is not a democratic country. Nobody
is troubled about keeping the underworld in
its place, so mahout or sweeper has the ear of
majesty as readily as any other man, if not
even more so. And it would not make the
slightest difference now what kind of cock-and-
bull story the mahout might tell to the
maharajah. However wild it might be it would
certainly include the fact that two white men
had ridden to Yasmini’s palace on the mahara-
jah's favourite elephant after having been
fished out of the river by mahouts at the ele-
phant’s bathing ghat.

It was the likeliest thing in the world that
representations would be made that very aft-
ernoon by telegraph to the nearest important
British official, who would feel compelled to
make inquiries. The British Government can-
not afford to have even unknown white men
mysteriously made away with.

The Gray Mahatma took all that for
granted, and nodded comprehendingly. His
smile, as we neared Yasmini's palace gate, ap-
peared to me to include a perfect appreciation
of the situation. He seemed to accept it as
candidly as he had acknowledged my frequent
escapes the night before.

Ismail opened the gate without demur, and
Akbar sauntered in, being used to palaces. He
passed under the first arch into the second
courtyard, coming to a halt at a gate on the
far side that was too small for his enormous
bulk, where he proceeded to kneel without
waiting for instructions.

“Do you feel proud?”’ the Mahatma asked
me unexpectedly as he climbed off Akbar’s
neck.

Suspecting some sort of verbal trap I did not
answer him.

“You are like this elephant. You are able to

do irreparable damage if you see fit. She was
as apt as usual when she dubbed you Gane:
shat™ -

E WAS working towards some point he

intended to make, like one of those pleas-
ant-tongued attorneys flattering a witness be-
fore tying him up in a knot, so I was careful
to say nothing whatever. King came around
the kneeling elephant and joined us, leaning
back against the beast and appraising the
Mahatma with his eyes half closed.

“You're dealing with white men,” King sug-
gested. “Why don’t you talk in terms that we
understand?”

It seemed difficult for the Mahatma to de-
scend to that. He half closed his eyes in turn
and frowned, as if hard put to it to simplify
his thoughts sufficiently—something like a
mathematician trying to explain himself to the
kindergarten class.

I could kill you,” he said, looking straight
at King.

King nodded.

“You are not the kind of man who should
be killed,” he went on.

“Did you ever hear the fable of the fox and
the sour grapes?” King asked him, and the
Mahatma looked annoyed.

“Would you rather be killed?"” he retorted.

“’'Pon my soul, I'm inclined to leave that
to the outcome,” King answered. *“Death
would mean investigation, and investigation
discovery of that science you gave us a glimpse
of.”

“If I were to let you go—" the Mahatma
began to argue.

“I would not go! Forward is the only way,"”
King interrupted. “You've a reason for not
having us two men killed. What is it?"”

“I have no reason whatever for preserving
this one’s life,” the Mahatma answered, glanc-
ing at me casually. “For reasons beyond my
power of guessing he seems to bear a charmed
existence, but he has my leave to visit the next
world, and his departure would by no means
inconvenience me. But you are another mat-’
ter.” .

“How so?” King asked. “Mr. Ramsden is
the man who would be inquired for. The In-
dian Government, whose servant I no longer
am, might ignore me, but the multimillionaire
who is Mr. Ramsden’s partner would spend
millions and make an international scandal.”

“I am thinking of you, not of him. I am
thinking you are honest,” said the Gray
Mahatma, looking into King'’s eyes.

“So is he,” King answered.

“I am wondering whether or not you are
honest enough to trust me,” said the Gray
Mahatma.
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swer presently. In the meantime will you try
not to make my task even more difficult than it
already is?”

King laughed uncomfortably.

“Mahatma, 1 like you well enough, but no
terms until I have your answer! Sorry! I'd like
to be friends with you.”

“The pity of it is that though you are honest-
ly determined you are bound to fail,” the
Mahatma” answered; and at that he dismissed
the whole subject with a motion of one hand.
and turned towards Ismail. who was lurking
about in the shadows like a wolt.

The Mahatma sent the man to the door ot
the panch mahal with a message that moncy
was needed; and the mahout spent the next
ten minutes in loud praises of his kneeling
elephant, presumably on the theory that “it
pays to advertise”, for it is not only the West
that worships at that shrinc.

When Ismail came back with a tray on which
were several little heaps of money the mahout
went into abject ecstasies of mingled jubilee
and reverence. His mouth betrayed unbeliel.
and his eves glinted avarice. His fingers
twitched with agonied anticipation. and he
began to praise his elcphant again. as some
people recite proverbs to keep themselves from
getting too excited.

The various hecaps of money on the tray
must have amounted to about fifty dollars.
The mahout spread out the end of his turban
by way of begging-bowl, and the Mahatma
shook all the money into it, so that Ismail
gasped and the mahout himselt turned up his
eyes in exquisite delirium.

“Go or you will be too late!” was all the
Mahatma said to him, and the mahout did not
wait for a second command, but mounted his
elephant’s neck, kicked the big brute up and
rode away, in a hurry to be oft betore he
should wake up and discover that the whole
adventure wus a dream.

But he could not get away with it as easily
as all that. Ismail was keeper of the gate, and
thr gate was locked. Akbar doubtless could
have broken down the gate if so instructed.
but even the East. which is never long on
gratitude, would hardly do that much damage
after receiving such a royal largesse. lsmail
went to unlock the gate. and demanded his
percentage, giving it, though, the Lastern
name, which means “the usua! thing".

And the usual argument took place—! ap-
proached to listen to it—the usual recrimina-
tions, threats, counterclaims, abuse, appeals to
various deaf deities, and finally concession—
aftet Ismail had made the all-compelling threat
to tell the other mahouts how much the gift
had amounted to. 1 suppose it was instinct
that suggested that idea. At any rate, E!
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worked. and the mahout threw a handful of
coins to him. :

Thereat, of course, there was immediate
immense politeness on both sides. Ismail
prayed that Allah might make the mahout as
potbellied and idle as his elephant. and the
mahout suggested to a dozen corruptible
deities that Ismail might be happier with a
thousand children and wives who were true to
him. Whereat Ismail opened the gate, and
Akbar helped himself liberally to sugar-cane
from a passing wagon: so that everyone was
satisfied except the rightful owner of the sugar-
cane. who cursed and wepi and called Akbar
an honest rajah, by way, I suppose. of ex-
pressing his opinion of all the tax-levying
powers that be.

There happened to bc a thing they call a
“constabeel” going by. and the owner of the
suger-cane appealed to him for justice and
relief. So the “constabeel” prodded . Akbar’s
rump with his truncheon. and helped himself
too. to sugar-cane, by way of balancing ac-
counts. And while the owner of the sugar-
cane was hellowing red doctrine about that,
Ismail went out and helped himself likewise,
only more liberally, carrying in an armful of
the stuff. and slamming the gate in the faces
of all concerned. In cynical enjoyment of the
blasphemy outside he sat down then in the
shadow of the wall to chew the cane and count
the change extorted from the mahout. -

“Behold India self-governed:” I said. turn-
ing to beckon through the arch between the
two courtyards.

But the Mahatma was gone! And. unlike
the Cheshire cat. he had not even left a smile
behind him—had not even lett Athelstan King
behind him. The two had disappeared as si-
lently and as utterly as it they had never been
there.

HUNTED about, looked around corners,
searched the next courtyard, and drew

blank. When I asked Ismail, he mocked me.

“The Mahatma? You are like those fools
who pursue virtue. There never was any!”

“That mahout named you rightly just now,”
said 1. “He knew your character perfectly.”

“That may be,” Ismail answered, rising to
his tcet. “But he was on an elcphant where
1 could not reach him. You think vou are a
strong man? Feel of that then!”

He was old, but no mean adversary. Luckily
tor him, he did not draw a knife. 1 hugged
the wind out of him, whirled him until he was
dizzy, and threw him down-into his dog's cor-
ner by the gate, not much the worse except for
a bruise or two.

“Now!"” 1 said. “Which way went King
sahib and the Gray Mahatma?” ‘
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Have you ever been tackled, tripped and
hogtied by women? Run rather than risk it!

They threw a rope over my shoulders from
behind, and 1 felt the foot of one termagant
in the small of my back as she hauled taut. I
spun around and stepped forward to slacken
the noose and free myself, and two more nooses
went over my head in swift succession. An-
other caught my right foot—another my right
hand! More women came, with more ropes.
It was only a matter of seconds before_they
were almost dragging me asunder as’they
hauled, two hags to a rope, and every one of
them straining as if the game were tug-of-war.

There was nothing else to do, and plenty of
inducement, so- 1 did it. I yelled. 1 sent my
voice bellowing through those echoing halls to
such tune that if King were anywhere in the
place he would have to hear me. But it did
me no good. They only produced a gag and
added that to my discomfort, shoving a great
" lump of rubber in my mouth and wrapping a
towel over it so tightly that I could hardly
breathe.

Then came Yasmini, gorgeously amused,
standing at the top of the steps where the
inner hall was raised a few feet above the
outer, and ordering me blindfolded as well as
rendered dumb.

“For if he can see as well as he can roar he
will presently know Too much,” she explained
sarcastically.

So they wrapped another towel over my eyes
and pinned it with a cursed export safety-pin
that pierced clean through my scalp. And the
harder I struggled the tighter they'pulled on
the ropes and the louder Yasmini laughed, un-
til I might as well have been on that rack that
King and I saw in the cavern underneath the
temple.

“So strong, Ganesha-ji!” she mocked. *“So
strong and yet so impotent! Such muscles!
Look at them! Can the buffalo hear, or are his
ears stopped too?”

A woman rearranged the head-towel to make
sure that my ears were missing nothing, after
which Yasmini purred her pleasantest.

“O buffale Ganesha 1
whipped to death if I thought that would not
anger Athelstan. What do you mistake me for
—me who have been twice a queen? That was
a mighty jump from my window; and even as
the buftalo you swam, Ganesha! Buffalo, buf-
falo! Who but a buffalo would snatch my
Athelstan away from me, and then return
alone! What have you done with him? Hah!
You would like to answer that you have done
nothing with him—buffalo, buffalo! He would
never have left you willingly nor you him—
you two companions who share one foolish
little bag between you!

>
would have you

“Does he love you? Hope, Ganesha! Hope
that he loves you. For unless he comes to find
you, Ganesha, all the horrors that you saw
last night, and all the deaths, and all the tor-,
tures shall be yours—with alligators at last to
abolish the last traces of you! Do you like
snakes, Ganesha? Do you like a madhouse in
the dark? 1 think not. Therefore, Ganesha,
you shall be left to yourself to think a little
while. Think keenly! Invent a means of find-
ing Athelstan and I will let you go free for
his sake. But—fail—to think—of a successful
plan—Ganesha—and you shall suffer in every
atom of your big body! Bass! Take him away!”

WAS frog-marched, and flung face-down-

ward on to cushions, after which I heard a
door snap shut and had leisure to work.myself
free from the ropes and gag and towels. It
took time, for the hussies had drawn the cords
until they bit into the muscles, and maybe 1
was twenty minutes about getting loose. Then
for ten minutes more I sat and chafed the
rope-cuts, craving food, examining the room,
and wishing above all things that conscience
would let me fall asleep on the feathery,
scented pillows with which the floor was
strewn, rather than stay awake on the off-
chance of discovering somehow where King
might be.

It was practically a bare room, having walls
of painted wood that sounded solid when 1
made the circuit of the floor and tapped each
panel in turn. But that proved nothing, for
even the door sounded equally solid; the folk
who built that palace used solid timber, not
veneer, and, as I found out afterward, the door
was nearly a foot thick. On the floor I could
make no impression whatever by thumping,
and there was no furniture except the pillows
—nothing that I could use for a weapon.

But there were the cotton ropes with which
they had bound me, and before doirig any-
thing else I knotted them all into one. I had
no particular reason for doing that beyond the
general principle that one long rope is ‘usually
better than a half a dozen short ones in most
emergencies.

There was only one window, and that was
perhaps two feet high, big cnough, that is, to
scramble through, but practically inaccessible
and barred. The only weapon I had was that
infernal brass safety-pin that had held the
towel to my scalp, and 1 stuck that away in my
clothes like a magpie hiding things on gen-
eral principles.

I began to wonder whether it would not be
wisest after all to lie down and sleep. But 1
was too hungry to sleep, and it was recogni-
tion of that fact which produced the right idea.

Beyond doubt Yasmini realized that I was



THE GRAY MAHATMA 53

hungry. She had threatened me with tortures.
and was likely to inflict them if she should
think that necessary; but nothing seemed
more unlikely than that she would keep me for
the present without food and water. It would
be bad strategy, to say the least of it. She had
admitted that she did not want to offend King.

The more I considered that, the more worth-
while it seemed to bet on it; and as I had
nothing to bet with except will power and
personal convenience, I plunged with both
and determined to stay awake as long as hu-
man endurance could hold out. '

There was only one way that food could
possibly be brought into the room, and that
was through the massive teak-wood door. It
was ‘in the middle of the wall, and opened in-
ward; there were no bolts on the inside. Any-
body opening it cautiously would be ablg to
see instantly all down the length of half that
~wall, and possibly two thirds of the room as
well.

It would have been hardly practical to stand
against the door and hit at the first head that
showed, for then if the door should open sud-
denly it would strike me and give the alarm.
There was nothing else for it but to stand
well back against the wall on the side of the
door on which the hinges were; and as that
would make the range too long for quick ac-
tion I had to invent some other means of deal-
ing with the owner of the first head than jump-
ing in and punching it.

There was nothing whatever to contrive a
trap with but the cotton rope and the safety-
pin, but the safety-pin, like Mohammed's
Allah, “made all things possible”. I stuck
that safety-pin in the woodwork and hung
the noose in such position that the least jerk
would bring it down over an intruding head—
practised the stunt for ten or fifteen minutes,
and then got well back against the wall with
the end of the line in hand, and waited.

I have read Izaak Walton, and continue
unconvinced. I still class fishing and golf
together with tiddleywinks, and eschew all
three as thoughtfuly as I avoid bazaars and
cocktail parties given by the ladies of both
sexes. The rest of that performance was too
much like fishing with a worm to suit my
temperament, and although I caught more in
the end than I ever took with rod and line,
‘the next half-hour was boredom pure and
simple, multiplied to_the point of torture by
intense yearning for sleep.

UT patience sometimes is rewarded. I
very nearly was asleep when the sound of
a bolt being drawn on the far side of the door
brought every sense to the alert with that
stinging feeling that means blood spurting

through your veins after a spell of lethargy.
The bolt was a long time drawing, as if some-
one were afraid of making too much noise,
and I had plenty of time to make sure that my
trap was in working order.

And when the door opened gingerly at last,
a head inserted itself, my noose fell, and I
hauled taut, I don’t know which was most
surprised—myself or the Gray Mahatma! I
jerked the noose so tight that he could not
breathe, let alone argue the point. I reckon
I nearly hanged him, for his neck jammed
against the door, and I did not dare let go for
fear he might withdraw himself and collapse
on the wrong side. I wanted him inside, and
in a hurry.

He was about two-thirds unconscious when
I seized him by his one long lock of hair and
hauled him in, shutting the door again and
leaning my weight against it, while I pried the
noose free to save him from sure death. Those
cotton ropes don’t render the way a hemp one -
would. And while I was doing that a sicken-
ing, utterly unexpected sound announced that
somebody outside the door had cautiously shot
the bolt again! The Mahatma and I were
both prisoners!

I'sat the old fellow down on a cushion in a
corner and chafed his neck until the blood
performed its normal office of revivifying him.
And as he slowly opened first one eye and then
the other, instead of cursing me as I expected,
he actually smiled.

“The quality of your mercy was rather too
well strained,” he said in English, “but I thank
you for the offer nevertheless!”

“Offer?” I answered. “What offer have I
made you?”

“A very friendly offer. But the penalty of
being in the secret of our sciences is that we
may not die except in the service of the cause.
Therefore, my friend, your goodwill fell on
barren ground, for if you had succeeded in
killing me, my obligation would have been
held to pass to you, and you would have suf-
fered terribly.”

“Who locked the door on us just now?” I
asked him.

“I don't
whimsically.

“Very well,” I said, “suppose you work one
of your miracles! You and King disappeared
awhile ago simply perfectly from right along-
side me. Can you repeat the process here and
spirit me away?"

He shook his head.

“My friend, if your eyes had not been fixed
on things unworthy of consideration such as
an elephant’s rump and the theft of sugar-cane
you would have seen us go.”

“How did you persuade King to leave me

know,” he answered, smiling
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standing there without a word of warning?"” 1
demanded.

“How were you persuaded into this place>”
he retorted.

“You mean you gagged and bound him:"”

He smiled again.

“Your friend was weak from having so near-
ly been drowned; nevertheless, you overesti-
mate my powers!”

“When I first met you, you gripped my ‘

hand,” I answered. “I am reckoned a strong
man, yet 1 could not shift your hand a fraction
of an inch. Now you suggest that you are
weaker than a half-drowned man. I don't
understand you."

“Of course you don’t. That is because you
don’t understand the form of energy that I
used on the first occasion. Unfortunately I can
only use it when arrangements have been
made in advance. It is as mechanical as your
watch, only a different kind of mechanics—
something, in fact, that some of your Western

- scientists would say has not yet been in-
vented.”

“Well, where’s King?” I asked him.

“Upstairs. He asked me to bring you.
how can I¢”

He smiled again with that pecuhar, whim-
sical helplessness that contrasted so strangely
with his former arrogance. He who had looked
like a lion when we first encountered him
seemed now to be a meek and rather weak
old man—much wecaker in fact than could be
accounted for by the red ring that my noose
had made on his neck.

“Is King at liberty?” 1 demanded

“And what do you call liberty?” he asked
me blandly, as if he were really curious to
know my opinion on that object.

“Can he come and go without molestation?"”

“If he cares to run that risk, and is not
caught. Try not to become impatient with
me! Anger is impotence! LExplanations that
do not explain are part and parcel of all reli-
gions and most sciences: therefore why lose
your temper? Your friend ic free to come and
go, but must take his chance of being caught.
He pursues investigations.”

“Where?” :

“Where else than in this palace? Listen!”

Among all the phenomena of Nature therc
is none more difthcuit to explain than sound.
Hitherto in that teak-lined room we had
seemed shut off from the rest of the world com-
pletely, for the door and walls were so thick
and the floor so solid that sound-waves seemed
unable to penetrate. Yet now a noise rather
like sandpaper being chated together began to
assert itself so distinctly as to seem almost to
have its origin in the room. In a way it re-
sembled the forest noise when a breeze stirs

Now

the tree-tops at night—irregular enough, and
yet with a kind of pulse in it, increasing and
decreasmg

“You recognize that?” asked the Mahatma.

I shook my head.

“Veiled women walking!”

5 “You mean the princesses have come?”

“A few, and their attendants.”

“How many princesses?”

“Oh. not more than twenty. But each will
bring at the least twenty attendants, and per-
haps a score of friends, each of whom in turn
will have her own attendants. And only the
princesses and their friends will enter the
audience hall. which, however, will be sur-
rounded by the attendants, whose business it
will be to see that no stranger, and above all
no male, shall see or overhear.”

<'And if they were to catch Athelstan King
up therer”

“That would be his last and least pleasant
experience in this world!”

That was easy enough to believe. I had just
had an experience of what those palace women
could do.

“She, who learned our secrets, will take care
that none shall play that trick on her,” the
Mahatma went on confidently. “These women
will use the audience hall she lent to us. Their
plan is to control the new movement in India,
and their strength consist in secrecy. They will
take all precautions.”

“Do you mean to tell me,” 1 demanded.
“that as you sit here now you are impotent?
Can’t you work any of your tricks?”

“Those are not tricks, my friend, they are
sciences. Can your Western scientists perform
to order without their right environment and

-preparations?”

“Then you can't break that door down, or
turn loosc any magnetic force?”

“You speak like a superstitious fool,” he
retorted calmly. “The answer is no.”

“That,” said I, “is all that I was driving at.
Do you see this?” And I held my right fist
sufficiently close to his nose to call urgent
attention to it. “Tell me just what transpired
between you and King from the time when
you disappeared out there in the courtyard
unul you came in hcre alonc!”

“No beating in the world could make me
say a word,” he answered calmly. “You would
only feel horribly ashamed.” :

BELIEVED him, and sat still, he looking

at me in a sort of way in which a con-
noisseur studies a picture with his eyelids a
little lowcered. .

“Nevertheless,” he went on presently, “I
observe that I have misjudged you in some
respects. You are a man of violent temper,
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which is caveman foolishness; yet you have
prevailing judgment, which is the beginning
of civilization. There is no reason why 1
should not tell you what you desire to know,
even though it will do you no good.”

“I listen,” I answered. trying to achieve that
air of humility with which chelas listen to
their gurus.

That was partly because [ really respected
the man in a way, and partly because there
was small harm in flattering him a little, if
that could induce him to tell me the more.

“Know then,” he began. “that it was my
fault that the Princess Yasmini was able to
play that trick on us. It was to me that she
first made the proposal that we should use
her audicnce hall for our conference. It was
I who conveyed that proposal to those whom
it concerned, and I who persuaded them. It
was through my lack of diligence that the hid-
ing-place was overlooked in which she and
certain of her women lay coneealed. so that
they overheard some of our secrets.

“For that I should have been condemned
to death at once. and it would have been bet-
ter if that had been done.

“Yet for fifty years I have been a man ot
honour. And although it is one of our chief
requirements that we lay aside such foolish-
ness as sentiment, nevertheless the seeds of
sentiment remained, and those men were loath
to enforce the penalty on me, who had taught
so many of them.

“So they compromised. which is inevitably
fatal. For compromise bears within itself the
roots of right and wrong, so that whatever
good may come of it must nevertheless be
ruined by inherent evil. I bade them use me
for their studies. and have done with com-
promise, but. being at fault, my authority was
gone, so they had their way.

“They imposed on me the task of making
use of the Princess Yasmini, and of employing
her by some mcans to make a beginning of
the liberation of India. And she sought to
make use of me to get Athelstan King into
her clutches. Moreover, believing that her in-
fluence over us was now too great to be resisted,
she demanded that Athelstan King and your-
self should e shown sciences; and [ con.
sented. believing that thereby your friend
might be convinced. and would agree to go to
the United States to shape public opinion.

“Therealter you know what happened. You
know also that, because the seeds of com-
promise were inherent in the plan, my purpose
failed. Instead of consenting to go to the
United States. Athelstan King insisted on
learning our sciences. You and he escaped by
a dive from the upper window of this palace
that would not have disgraced two fish-hawks,

and although you never guessed it. by that
dive you sentenced me to death.

“For I had to report your escape to those
whom it most concerned. And at once it was
obvious to them that you were certain to tell
what you had seen.

“Nevertheless, there was one chance remain-
ing that you might both be drowned; and one
chance that you might be recaptured before
you could tell anyone what you had seen. And
there was a third chance that. if you should
be recaptured, you might be persuaded to
promise never to reveal what little of our
secrets you already know. In that case your
lives might be spared. although not mine. "

“So it was laid upon me to discover where
vou were. and to bring you back if possible.
And on the polished table in that cave in
which you saw Benares and Bombay and Lon-
don and New York, | watched you swim down
the river until vou were rescued by the ele-
phants. .

“So then I went to meet you and bring
you back."”

“What if we had refused:”

“That elephant you rode—hah! One word
from me and the mob would have blamed you
for the damage. They would have pulled you
from the elephant and beaten you to death.
Such processes are very simple to anyone who
understands mob-passions. Just a word—just a
hint—and the rest is inevitable.”

“But you say vou are under sentence of
death. What if you should refuse to obey
them?"

“Why refuse? What good would that do?”

“But you were at liberty? Why not run
away?”’

“Whither? Besides, should I, who have en-
lorced the penalty of death on so many fools,
disloyal ones and fanatics, reject it for myself
when I myselt have failed?> There is nothing
unpleasant about death, my friend, although
the manner of it may be terrible. But even
torture is soon over: and the sting is gone from
torture when the victim knows that the cause
of science is thereby being advanced. They
will learn from my agonies.”

“Suit yourself!”” I urged him. “Each to his
own amusement. What happened after [
turned to watch the elephant at the gate?”

“Those on whom the keeping of our secret
rests considered that none would believe you,
even if you were to tell what you have seen.
But Athelstan King is differcnt. For many
years the Indian Government has accepted his
bare word. Moreover, we knew that we can
also accept his word. He is a man whose
promises are as good as money, as the saying is.

“So after you turned aside to watch an ele-
phant, those who were watching us opened
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hidden door and Athelstan King was made
prisoner from behind. They carried him
bound and gagged into a cavern such as those

you visited; and there he was confronted by -

the Nine Unknown, who asked him whether
or not he would promise never to reveal what
he had seen."”

The Mahatma paused.

“Did he promise?” I asked him.

“He refused. What was more, he dared
.them to make away with him, saying that the
mahout who had accompanied us hither would
already have informed the Maharajah Jihan.
bihar, who would certainly report to the gov-
ernment. And I, standing beside him, con-
firmed his statement.”

66/ OU seem to have acted as prosecuting
attorney against yourself!” I said.

“No, I simply told the truth,” he answered.
“We who calculate in terms of eternity and
infinity have scant use for untruth. I told the
Nine Unknown the exact truth—that this man
Athelstan King might not be killed, because
of the consequences; and that whatever he
might say to certain officers of the govern-
ment would be believed. So they let him go
again, and set midnight tonight as the hour
of the beginning of my death.”

“Did King know that his refusal to promise
entailed your death?” I asked.

He shook his head.

“Why didn’t you tell him?”

“Because it would not have been true, my
friend. I had already been sentenced to death.
His promise could make no possible difference
to my fate. They let him go, and ordered me
to present myself at midnight; so I went with
him, to preserve him from the cobras in a
tunnel through which he must pass.

“I brought him into this palace by hidden
ways, and after I had shown him the audience
hall, where these princesses are to meet, he
asked me to go and find you—that being easier
for me than for him, because none in this
palace would be likely to question me, whereas
he would be detected instantly and watched,
even if not prevented. And when I had found
you—and you nearly killed me—someone, as
you know, locked the door and shut us in here
together.

“It is all one to me,” he added with a shrug
of the shoulders; “I have only until midnight
at any event. and it makes small difference
where I spend the intervening hours. Perhaps
you would like to sleep a little? Why not?
Sleep, and I will keep watch.”

But, badly though I needed sleep, that sort
of death-watch did not quite appeal. Besides,
gentle and honest and plausible though the
Gray Mahatma now seemed, there was still

something within me that rebelled at trusting
him entirely. He had been all along too mys-
terious, and mystery is what irritates most of -
us more than anything else. It needs a man
like Athelstan King to recognize the stark hon-
esty of such a man as that Gray Mahatma; and
Athelstan King was not there to set the exam-
ple. I preferred to keep awake by continuing
to question him.

“And d'you mean that those devils will
deliberately torture you to death after you
surrender voluntarily?” I asked.

“They are not devils,” he answered solemn-
ly. :

“But they'll torture you?”

“What is called torture can hardly fail to
accompany the process they will put me
through—especially if 1 am to be honoured as
I hope. For a long time we have sought to
make one experiment for which no suitable
subject could be found. For centuries it has
been helieved that a certain scientific step is e
possible; but the subject on whom the experi-
ment is tried must be one who knows all our
secrets and well understands the manipulation
of vibrations of the atmosphere.

“It is seldom that such a one has to be sen-
tenced to death. And it is one of our laws
that death shall never be imposed on anyone
not deserving of it. There are many, myself
included, who would cheerfully have offered
ourselves for that experiment at any time had
it been allowed.”

“So you're really almost contented with the
prospect?” 1 suggested.

“No, my friend. I am discontented. And
for this reason: It may be that the Nine Un-
known, who are obliged by the oath of our
order to-be stern and devoid of sentiment, will
discover how pleased I would be to submit
myself to that experiment. And in that case,
in place of that experiment they would feel
obliged merely to repeat some test that I have
seen a dozen times.”

“And throw your body to the alligators
afterwards?”

“In that case, yes. But if what I hope takes
place there will be nothing left for the alli.
gators—nothing but bones withqut moisture in
them that will seem ten centuries old.”

" CHAPTER V1

THE CAVE OF BONES

HE Gray Mahatma sat still, contemplat-

I ing, with apparent equanimity, his end
that should begin at midnight, and I sat
contemplating him, when suddenly a new idea

occurred to me.
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“You intend to surrender to your execu-
tioners at midnight?” I asked him.

He nodded gravely.

“Suppose she keeps us locked in here; what
then? You say you can’t use your science to
get out of here. What if you're late for the
assignation?”

“You forget,” he said, with a deprecating
gesture, “that they can see exactly where I am
at any time! If they enter the cavern of vision
and turn on the power they can see us now, in-
stantly. They know perfectly well that my in-
tention is to surrender to them. Therefore
they will take care to make my escape from
this place possible.”

Five minutes later the door opened sudden-
ly, and six women marched in. Two of them
had wave-edged daggers, two had clubs, and
the other two brought food and water. It was
pretty good food, and there was enough of it
for two; but the women would not say a word
in answer to my questions.

They set the food and water down and filed
out one by one, the last one guarding the
retreat of all the rest and slipping out back-
ward, pulling the door shut after her. Whereat
I offered the Mahatma food and drink, but he
refused the hot curry and only accepted a little
water from the brass carafe.

“They will feed me specnal food to-night, for
I shall need my strength,” he explained; but
the explanation was hardly satisfying.

I did not see how he could be any stronger
later on for having let himself grow weaker in
the interval. Nevertheless I have often noticed
this—that the East can train athletes by meth-
ods absolutely opposite to those imposed by
trainers in the West, and it may be that their
asceticism is based on something more thanr
guesswork. I ate enormously, and he sat and
watched me with an air of quiet amusement.

He seemed to grow more and more friendly
all the time, and to forget that he had made
several attempts on my life, although his yel-
low eyes and lionlike way of carrying his head
still gave you an uncomfortable feeling, not of
mistrust but of incomprehension.

I began to realize how accurately King had
summed him up; he was an absolutely honest
.man, which was why he was dangerous. His
standards of conduct and motives were utterly
different from ours, and he was honest enough
to apply them without compromise or warn-
ing, that was all.

I was curious about his death, sentence, and
also anxious to keep awake, so I questioned
him further, asking him point blank what
kind of experiment they were going to try on
him, and what would be the use of it. He
meditated for about five minutes before an-
swering:

“Is it within your knowledge that those who
make guns seek ever to make them powerful
enough to penetrate the thickest armour; and
that the men who make armour seek always to
make it strong enough to resist the most pow-
erful guns, so that first the guns are stronger,
and then the armour, and then the guns and
then the armour again, until nations groan
beneath the burden of extravagance? You
know that?

“Understand, then, that that is but imitation
of a higher law. A fragment of the force that
we control is greater than the whole power of
all the guns in the world, and forever we
are seeking the knowledge of how to protect
ourselves against it, so that we may safely ex-
periment with higher potencies. As we learn
the secret of safety we increase the power, and
then learn more safety, and again increase the
power. Perpetually there comes a stage at
which we dare not go forward—yet—because we
do not yet know what the result of higher
potencies will be on our own bodies. Do you
understand me? So! There will be an experi-
ment tonight to ascertain the utmost limit of
our present ability to resist the force.”

“You mean they’ll try the force on you?”

He nodded.

“Why not use an alligator? There are lots
of creatures that die harder than a human
being.”

“It must be one who understands,” he an-
swered. “Not even a neophyte would do. It
must be one of iron courage, who will resist to
the last, enduring agony rather than letting in
death that would instantly end the agony. It
must be one who knows the full extent of all
our knowledge, and can therefore apply all
our present resources of résistance, so that the
very outside edge of safety, as it were, may be
measured accurately.”

“And how long is the process likely to last?”
I asked him. .

“Who knows?” he answered. ‘“Possibly
three days, or longer. They will feed me
scientifically, and will increase the potencies
gradually, in order to observe the exact ef-
fects at different stages. And some of the more
painful stages they will repeat” again and
again, because the grealer the pain the greater
the difhculty of registering exact degrees of
resistance. The higher vibrations are not by
any means always the most painful, any more
than the brightest colours or the highest notes
are always the most beautiful.”

“Then you are to use -your knowledge of
resistance against their knowledge of force—is
that it?”

He nodded.

“Isn’t there a chance, then, that you may
hold out to a point that will satisfy them? A
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point, I mean, at which you'll be more useful
to them alive than dead? Surely if you should
live and tell them all about it that would serve
the purpose better than to have you dead and
silent for ever?”

E SMILED like a schoolteacher turning
down a promising pupil’s suggestion.

“They will vibrate every atom of flesh and
every drop of moisture from my bones before
they have finished.” he answered, “and thev
will do it as gradually as possible, seeking to
ascertain exactly the point at which human
life ceases to persist. My part will be to retain
my faculties to the very end, in order to
exercise resistance to the last: So a great deal
depends on my courage. It is possible that this
experiment may carry science forward to a
point where it commences a new era, for if we
can learn to survive the higher potencies a
while new realm will lie before us awaiting
exploration.”

“And if you refuse?”

“A dog's death!”

“Have they no use for mercy?”

“Surely. But mercy is not treason. It would
be treason to the cause to let me live. I failed.
I let the secret out. I must die. That is the
law. If they let me live the next one who
failed would quote the precedent, and within
a century or so a new law of compromise
would have crept in. Our secrets would be all
out, and the world would use our knowledge
to destroy itself. No. They show their mercy
by making use of me, instead of merely throw-
ing my dead carcass to the alligators.”

“If you will tell me your real name I will
tell them at Johns Hopkins about your death,
and perhaps thev will inscribe your record on
some roll of martyrs,” T suggested.

I think that idea tempted him, for his eves
brightened and grew strangely softer for a
moment. He was about to speak, but at that
moment the door opened again, and things
began to occur that drove all thought of Johns
Hopkins from our minds.

About a dozen women entered this time.
They did not trouble to tie the Mahatma, but
they bound me as the Philistines did Samson.
and then threw a silken bag over my head by
way of blindfold. The bag would have been
perfectly effective if I had not caught it in my
teeth as they drew it over my shoulders. It did
not take long to bite a hole in it, nor much
longer to move my head about until I had
the hole in front of my right eve, after which
I was able to see fairly well where they were
leading me.

Women of most lands are less generous
than men to anyone in their power.
would Bave been satisfied to let me follow

Men-

them along or march in front of them, pro-
vided 1 went fast enough to suit them, but
those vixens hardly treated me as human. Per-
haps they thought that unless they beat,
shoved, prodded and kicked me all the way
along those corridors and up the gilded stairs
I might forget who held the upper hand for
the moment: but I think not.

I think it was simply sex-venom—the half-
involuntary vengeance that the underdog in-
flicts on the other when positions are reversed.
When India’s women finally break purdah and
enter politics openly we shall see more cruelty
and savagery, for that reason. than either the
French or Russian terrors had to show.

I was bruised and actually bleeding in a
dozen places when they hustled me down a
corridor at last, and crowded me into a nar-
row ante-room, where the two harridans who
had handled me hardesh had the worst of it.
I gave them what in elephant stables is known
as the “squeeze”. crushing them to right and
left against projecting walls; whereat they
screamed, and.I heard the reproving voice of
the Mghatma just behind me:

“Violence is the folly of beasts.
and strength are onc!”

But they were not sticking pins into his ribs
and thighs to humiliate and discourage him.
Hc was being led by either hand and cooed to
softly in the sort of way that members of the
Dorcas Guild would treat a bishop. It was
easy enough for him to feel magnanimous. I
managed to tread hard on one foot, and to
squeeze two more women as they shoved me
through a door into a vast audience hall, and
the half-suppressed screams were music in my
ears. I don't see why a woman who uses pins
on a prisoner should be any more immune
than a man from violent retaliation.

When they had shut the door they stripped
the silk bag off over my head. and, holding
mc by the arms, four on cither side, dragged
me to the middle of a hall that was at least as
large as Carnegie Hall in New York, and two
or three thousand times as sumptuous.

I stood on a strip of carpet six feet wide,
facing a throne that faced the door I had
entered by. The throne was under a canopy,
and formed the center of a horseshoe ring of
gilded chairs. on every one of which sat a
heavily veiled woman. Except that they were
marvellously dressed in all the colours of the
rainbow and so heavily jewclled that they
flashed like the morning dew, there was noth-
ing to identify any of the women except one.
She was Yasmini. And she sat on the
throne in the centre, unveiled, unjewelled, and
content to outshine all of them without any
kind of artificial aid.

She sat under a hard white light directed

Patience
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from behind a lattice in the wall that would
have exaggerated the slightest imperfection of
looks or manner: gnd she looked like a fairy-
book queen—like the queen you used to think
of in the nursery, when your aunt read stories
to you and the illustrated Sunday supplements
had not yet disillusioned you as to how queens
wear their hats.

She was Titania, with a touch of Diana the
Huntress. and decidedly something of Athena.
goddess of wisdom, clothed in flowing cream
that showed the outlines of her figure. and
with sandals on her bare feet. Not a diamend.
Not a jewel ol any kind. Her hair was bound
up in the Grecian fashion and shone like yellow
gold.

Surely she seemed to have been born for
the very purpose of presiding. Perhaps she
was the only one who was at ease. for the
others shifted restlessly behind their veils.
and had that vague. uncertain air that goes
with inexperience—although one woman.
larger-looking than the rest, and veiled in em-
broidercd black instead of colours, sat on &
chair near the throne with a rather more nervy
looking outline. T'here were more than a
hundred women in there all told.

ASMINT'S change of countenance at sight

of my predicament was instantaneous. I
don’t doubt it was her fault that I had been
mistreated on the way up, for these women had
seen me bound by her orders and mocked by
her a couple of hours previously. But now she
saw fit to seem indignant at the treatment I
had suffered. and she made even the ranks
ol veiled princesses shudder as she rose and
stormed at my captors, giving each word
sort of whiplash weight.

“Shall a guest of mine suffer in my house?”

One of the women piped up with a com-
plaint against me. I had trodden on her foot
and crushed her against a door-jamb.

“Would he had slain youl” she retorted.
“She-dog! Take her away. I will punish her
afterwards! Who stuck pins into him? Speak,
or I will punish all of you!”

None owned up, but three or four of them
who had not been able to come near enough
to do me anv damage betrayed the others.
so she ordered all cxcept four of them out of
the room to await punishment at her con-
venience. And then she proceeded to apologize
to me with such royal grace and apparent
sincerity that I wondered whom she sus-
pected of overhearing her. Wondering. my
eyes wandering, 1 noticed the woman- veiled
in black. She wus an elderly-looking female,
rather crouched up in her gorgeous shawl, as if
troubled with rheumatism, and neither her
hands nor her feet were visible, both being
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hidden deep in the folds of the long sari.

The next instant Yasmini flew into a passion
because the Mahatma and I were kept stand-
ing. The Mahatma was net standing. as a
matter of fact: he had already squatted on the
foor beside me. The women brought wus
stools. but the Mahatma refused his. Thinking
I might be less conspicuous sitting than stand-
ing, I sat down on my stool, whereat Yasmini
began showering the women with abuse for
not having supplied me with better garments.
Considering the long swim, the dusty ride on
an elephant. and two fights with women, dur-
ing which they had been ripped nearly into
rags. the clothes were not half bad!

So they brought me a silken robe that was
woven all over with pictures of the Indian
gods. And I sat feeling rather like a Roman,
with that gorgeous toga wrapped around me;
[ might have becn bearing Rome’s ultimatum
to the Amazons. supposing those bellicose
ladies to have existed in Romc's day.

But it was presently made exceedingly clear
to me that Yasmini. and not I. was deliverer
of ultimatums. She had the whole future of
the world doped out. and her golden voice
proceeded to herald a few of the details in
melliflous Punjabi.

“Princesses.” she began. although doubtless
some of them were not princesses, “this holy
and benign Mahatma has been sentenced to
dic tonight, by those who resent his having
trusted women with roval secrets. He is too
proud to appeal for mercy. too indifferent
to his own welfare to seck to avoid the unjust
penalty. But there are others who are proud
and who are not indifferent!

“We women are too proud to let this Gray
Mahatma die on our account! And it shall
not be said of us that we consented to the
death of the man who gave us our first glimpse
of the ancient mysteries! I say the Gray Ma-
hatma shall not die tonight!” .

That challenge rang to the roof. and the
women fluttered and thrilled to it. 1 confess
that it thrilled me, for [ did not care to think
of the Mahatma’s death. having come rather
to like the man. The only person in the hall
who showed no trace of the interest was the
Mahatma himself. who squatted on the car-
pet close beside me as stolid and motionless
as a bronze idol. with his yellow lion’s eyes
fixed on Yasmini straight ahead of him.

“These men, who think themselves omni-
potent, who own the secret of the royal sci-
cences.” Yasmini went on. “‘are no less human
than the rest of us. If I alone had learned the
key to their secrets. they might have made an
end of me, but there were others, and they
did not know how many others! Now there are
more; and not only women, but men! And not
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only men, but known men! Men who are
known to the government! Men whom they
dare not try to make away withl

“It is true that if they should destroy the
Grey Mahatma none would inquire for him,
for, he left the world behind him long ago,
and none knows his real name or the place
he came from. But that is not so in the case
of these other men, one of whom sits beside
him now. Already Maharajah Jihanbihar has
inquired by telegraph as to their names and
their business here, and the government agents
will be here within a day or two. Those two
white men must be accounted for. Let them,
then, account to us for the Gray Mahatma’s
lifel”

I glanced sideways at the Gray Mahatma.
He seemed perfectly indifferent. He was not
even interested in the prospect of reprieve. I
think his thoughts were miles away, although

his eyes stared straight ahead at Yasmini. But.

he was interested in something, and I received
the impression that he was waiting for that
something to happen. His attitude was almost
that of a telegraphist listening for sounds that
have a meaning for him, but none for the
common herd. And all at once I saw him nod
and beckon with a crooked forefinger.

There was nobody in that hall whom he was
beckoning to. He was nodding to Yasmini. I
saw then that his eyes, although they looked
straight at_her, were focussed beyond her for
infinity. And there came to mind that cham-
ber in the solid rock below the Tirthankers'
temple in which the granite table stood on
which whoever knew the secret could see any-
thing, anywhere! 1 believe that I am as sane
as you who read this, and 1 swear that it
seemed reasonable to me at that moment that
the Gray Mahatma knew he was visible to
watchers in that cavern, and that he was signal-
ling, and if she did she certainly ignored it.
Perhaps she believed that:her hornets’ nest of
women could stand off any invasion or inter-
ference from without. At any rate, she went
on unfolding her instructions to destiny with
periectly sublime assurance.

“It is only we women who can arouse India
from the dream of the Kali-Yug. It is only in
a free India that the royal sciences can ever
be stripped of their mystery. India is chained
at present by opinions. Therefore opinions
must be burst or melted. Melting is easier. It
is hearts that melt opinions! Let these men,
therefore, take this Gray Mahatma with them
to the United States and let them melt opin-
ions there! Let them answer to us for the
Mahatma’s life, and to us for the work they
do yonder!

“And lest they feel that they have been
imposed upon—that they are beggars sent to

beg on behalf of beggars—let us pay them
royallyl Lo, there sits one of these men beside
the Gray Mahatma! I invite you, royal women,
to provide him with the wherewithal for that
campaign to which we have appointed him
and his friend.”

SHE herself set the example by throwing
a purse at me—a leather wallet stuffed full
of English banknotes—and the others had all
evidently come prepared, {or the room rained
money for about two minutes. Purses fell on
the:Mahatma and on me in such profusion that
surely Midas never felt more opulent—al-
though the Mahatma took no notice of them
even when one hit him in the face.

There were all kinds of purses, stuffed with
all kinds of money, but mostly paper money;
some; however, had gold in them, for I heard
the gold jingle, and the darned things hurt
you when they landed like a rock on some
part of your defenseless anatomy. Take them
on the whole those women made straight shoot-
ing, but not even curiosity was strong enough
to make me pick up one purse and count its
contents.

I rose and Lowed acknowledgment without
intending to commit myself, and without
touching any of the purses, which would have
been instantly interpreted as signifying accep-
tance. But I sat down again pretty promptly,
for 1 had no sooner got to my feet than the
woman in black got up too, and, throwing
aside the embroidered sari, disclosed none
other than Athelstan King, looking sore-eyed
from lack of sleep and rather weak from all
he had gone through, but humorously deter-
mined nevertheless.

Yasmini laughed aloud. Evidently she was
in the secret. But nobody else had known, as
the flutter of excitement proved. I think most
of the women "were rather deliciously scan-
dalized, although some of them were so im-
bued with ancient prejudices that they drew
their own veils all the closer and seemed to
be trying to hide behind one another. In
fact, anyone interested in discovering which
were the progressives and which the reaction-
aries in that assembly could have made a good
guess in that minute, although it might not
have done him much good unless he had a
good memory for the colours and patterns
of saris. A woman veiled in the Indian fashion
is not easy to identify.

But before they could make up their minds
whether to resent or applaud the trick that
King had played on them with Yasmini's ob-
vious collaboration, King was well under
way with a speech that held them spellbound.
It would have held any audience spellbound
by its sheer stark manliness. It was straighter
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from the shoulder than Yasmini's eloquence,
and left absolutely nothing to imagination.
Blunt, honest down rightness, that was the
key of it, and it took away the breath of all
those women used to the devious necessities of
purdah politics.

“My friend and I refuse,” he said. and
paused to let them understand that thoroughly.
“We refuse to accept your money.”

-Yasmini, who prided herself-on her in-
stantly ready wit. was too astonished to retort
or to try to stop him. It was clear at a glance
that she and King had had some sort of con-
ference while the Mahatma and I were locked
up together, and she had evidently expected
King to fall in line and accept the trust
imposed on him. Even now she seemed to
think that he might be coming at concession
in his own way, for her face had a look of
expectancy. But King had nothing in his
bag of surprises except disillusion.

“You see,” he went on. “we can no longer
be compelled. We might be killed. but that
would bring prompt punishment. Maharajah
Jibanbihar has alrcady started inquiries about
us, by telegraph, which. as you know. goes
swiftly. We, or else our slayers. will have to be
produced alive presently. So we rcfuse to ac-
cept orders or money from anyone. But as
for the Mahatma—we accord him our protec-
tion. There is only one power we recognize as
able to impose death penalties. We repudiate
all usurpation of that power. If the Mahatma
thinks it will be safer in the United States my
friend and I will see that he gets there—at
our expense.

“ft was in my mind,” he went on, “to
drive a hard bargain with the Mahatma. I was
going to offer him protection in return for
knowledge. But it is not fair to drive bargains
with a man so closely beset as he is. Therefore
1 offer him protection without terms.”

With that he tossed the black sari aside and
strode down the narrow carpet to where the
Mahatma sat beside me, giving Yasmini a
mere nod of courtesy as he turned his back
on her. And until King reached us the Ma-
hatma squatted there beckoning one crooked
forefinger, like a man trying to coax a snake
out of its hole. King stood there smiling and
looked down into his eyes, which suddenly lost
their look of staring into infinity. He recog-
nized King, and actually smiled.

“Well spoken!” he said rather patronizingly.’

“You arc brave and honest. Your government
is helpless, but you and your friends shall live
because of that offer you just made to me.”

Yasmini was collecting eyes behind King's
back, and it needed no expert to know that
a hurricane was cooking; but King, who knew
her temper well and must have been perfectly

aware of danger. went on talking calmly. to
the Mahatma.

“You're rcpricved too. my friend.”

The Mahatma shook his head.

“Your government is powerless. Listen!”

T THAT moment I thought he intended

us to listen to Yasmini. who was giving
orders to ahout a dozen women, who had en-
tered the hall through a door behind the
throne. But as I tried to catch the purport of
her orders. I heard another sound that. how-
ever distant, is as perfectly unmistakahle as
the boom of a hell. for instance, or any other
that convevs its instant message to the mind.
If vou have ecver heard the roar of a mob,
never mind what mob, or where. or which
language it roared in. you will never again
mistake that sound [or anything else.

“They have told the pcople,” said the Ma-
hatma. “Now the people will tear the palace
down unless I am released. Thus I go free to
my assignation.”

We were not the only ones who recognized
that tumult. Yasmini was almost the first to
be aware of it, and a second after her ears
had caught the sound, women came running in
with word from Ismail that a mob was thunder-
ing at the gate, demanding the Mahatma. A
second after that the news had spread all
through the hall. and although there was no
panic there was perfectly unanimous decision
what to do. The mob wanted the Mahatma.
Let it have him! They clamoured to have the
Mahatma driven forth!

King turned and faced Yasmini again at
last, and their eyes met down the length of
that long carpet. He smiled, and she laughed
back at him.

“Nevertheless,” said the Mahatma, laying a
hand-on King's shoulder, and reaching for me
with his other hand, *“she is no more to be
trusted than the lull of the typhoon. Come
with me.”

And with an arm about each of us he started
to lead the way out through the maze of cor-
ridors and halls.

He was right. She was not to be gusted. She
had laughed at King, but the laugh hid desper-
ation, and before we reached the door of the
audience hall at least a score of women
pounced on King and me to drag us away
from the Mahatma and make us prisoners
again. And at that the Mahatma showed a new
phase of his extraordinary character.

I was well weary by that time of being
mauled by women. Suddenly the Mahatma
seized my arm, and gave tongue in a re-
sounding, strange, metallic voice such as I
never heard before. It brought the whole sur-
ging assembly to rigid attention. It was a









04 , FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

seek to learn the secrets, for that means death
—and there gre such vastly easier deaths. Good-
byt” *

He turned and was gonc in a moment,
stepping sidewise into the shadows. We could
not find him again, although we hunted until
the temple priests came and made it obvious
that they would prefer our room to our com-
pany. They did not exactly threaten us, but
refused to answer questions, and pointed at the
open door as if they thought that was what
we were looking for.

O WE sought the sunlight, which was ‘as

refreshing after the temple gloom as a cold
bath after heat, and turned first of all in the
direction of Mulji Singh's apothecary, hoping
to find that Yasmini had lied, or had been
mistaken about that bag.

But Mulji Singh, although fabulously glad
to see us, had no bag nor anything to say about
its disappearance. He would not admit that
we had left it there.

“You have been where men go mad, sahibs,”
was all the comment he would make.

“Don’t you understand that we'll protect
you against these people?” King insisted.

For answer to that Mulji Singh hunted
about among the shelves for a minute, and
presently set down a little white paper package
on a corner of the table.

“Do you recognize that, sahib?” he asked.

“Deadly aconite,” said King, reading the
label. _

“Can you protect me against it?"”

“You're safe if you let it alone,” King
answered unguardedly.

. “That is a very wise answer, sahib,” said

Mulji Singh, and set the aconite back on the
highest shelf in the darkest corner out of
reach.

So, as we could get nothing more out of
Mulji Singh except a tonie that he said would
preserve us both from fever, we sought the
telegraph office, making as straight for it as
the winding streets allowed. The door was
shut. With my ear to a hole in the shutters I
could hear loud snores within. King picked up
a stone and started to thunder on the door
with it.

The ensuing din brought heads to every up-
per window, and rows of other heads, like
trophies of a ghastly hunt, began to decoratc
the edges of the roofs. Several people shoutcd
to us, but King went on hammering, and at
last a slcepy telegraph babu, half in and half
out of his black alpaca jacket, opened to us.

“The wire is broken,” he said, and slammed
the door in our faces.

King picked up the stone and beat another
tattoo.

“How long has the wire been broken?” he
demanded. .

“Since morning.”

“Who sent the last message?”

“Maharajah Jihanbihar sahib.”

“In full or in code?”

“In code.”

He slammed the door again and bolted it,
and whether or not he really fell asleep, within
the minute he was giving us a perfect imita-
tion of a hog snoring. What was more, the
crowd began to take its cue from the babu, and
a roof-tile broke at our feet as a gentle
reminder that we had the town’s permission to
depart. Without caste-marks, and in those
shabby, muddy, torn clothes, we were obvious-
ly undesirables. )

So we made for the railroad station, where,
since we had money, none could refuse to sell
us third-class tickets. But, though we tried, we
could not send a telegram from there either,
although King took the station babu to one
side and proved to him beyond argument that
he knew the secret service signs. The babu was
extremely sorry, but the wire was down. The
trains were being run for the present on the
old block system, one train waiting in a
station until the next arrived, and so on.

So, although King sent a long telegram in
code from a junction before we reached
Lahore, nothing had been done about it by
the time we had changed into Christian
clothes at our hotel and called on the head of
the Intelligence Department. And by then it
was a day and a haif since we had seen the
Gray Mahatma.

The best part of another day was wasted
in consulting and convincing men on whose
knees the peace of India rested. They were nat-
urally nervous about invading the sacred
privacy of Hindu temples, and still more so of
investigating Yasmini's doings in that nest of
hers. There were men among them who took
no stock in such tales as ours anyhow—hard
and fast Scotch pragmatists, who doubted the
sanity of any man who spoke seriously of
anything that they themselves had not heard,
seen, smelt, felt and tasted. Also there was
one man who had been jealous of Athelstan
King all his years in the service. and he jumped
at the chance of obstructing him at last.

FTER we had told our story at least twenty

times, more and more men being brought’
in to listen to it, who only served to increase
incredulity and water down belief, King saw
fit to fling his even temper to the winds and
try what anger could accomplish. By that time
there were eighteen of us, sitting around a

" mahogany table at midnight, and King brought

his fist down with a crash that split the table



THE GRAY MAHATMA ‘ 65

and offended the dignity of more than one
man.

“Confound the lot of you!” he thundered.
“I've been in the service twenty-one years,
and I've repeatedly brought back scores of
wilder tales than this. But this is the first
time that I've been disbelieved. I'm not in the
service now. So here’s my ultimatum! You
take this matter up—at once—or I take it up on
my own account! For one thing, I'll write a
full account in all the papers of your refusal
to investigat2. Suit yourselves!”

They did not like it; but they liked his
alternative less; and there were two or three
men in the room, besides, who were secretly
on King's side, but hardly cared to betray
their opinions in the face of so much oppo-
sition. They did not care to seem too credu-
lous. It was they who suggested with a half-
humorous air of concession that no harm
could be done by sending a committee of in-
vestigation to discover whether it were true
that living men were held for experimental
purposes beneath that Tirthanker temple; and
one by one the rest yielded, somebody; how-
ever. imposing the ridiculous proviso that the
Brahmin priests must be consulted first.

So, what with one thing and another, and
one delay and another, and considering that
the wire had been repaired and no less than
thirty Brahmin priests were in the secret, the
outcome was scarcely surprising.

Ten of us, including four policemen, called
on the Maharajah Jihanbihar five full days
after King and I had last seen the Mahatma;
and after we had wasted half a morning in
pleasantries and jokes about stealing a ride on
his elephant, we rode in the Maharajah’s two-
horse landaus to the Tirthanker temple, where
a priest, who looked blankly amazed, consented
at once to be our guide through the sacred
caverns.

But he said they were no longer sacred. He
assured us they had not been used at all for
centuries. And with a final word of caution
against cobras, he led the way, swinging a
lantern with no more suggestion of anything
unusual than if he had been our servant see-
ing us home on a dark night.

He even offered to take us through the
cobra tunnel, but an acting deputy high com-
missioner turned on a flashlight and showed
those gooseneck heads all bobbing in the dark,
and that put an end to all talk of that ven-
ture, although the priesy was cross-examined
as to his willingness to go down there, and
said he was certainly willing, and everybody
voted that “deuced remarkable”, but “didn’t
believe the beggar” nevertheless.

He showed us the “Pool of Terrors”, filled
with sacred alligators that he assured us were

fed on goats provided by the superstitious
townsfolk. He said that they were so tame that
they would not attack a man. and offered to
prove it by walking in. Since that entailed no
risk to the committce they permitted him
to do it, and he walked alone across the cause-
way that had given King and me such trouble
a few nights before. Far from attacking hiin,
the alligators turned their backs and swam
away.

The committee waxed scornful and made
numbers of jokes about King and me of a sort
that a man doesn’t listen to meekly as a rule.
So I urged the committee to try the same
trick, and they all rcfused. Then a rather
bright notion occurred to me, and I stepped
in myself, treading gingerly along the under-
water causeway. And I was hardly in the water
before the brutes all turned and came hurrying
back—which took a little of the steam out of
that committee of investigation. They be-
came less free with their opinions.

So we all walked around the alligator pool
by a passage that the priest showed us, and
one by one we cntered all the caves in which
King and I had seen the fakirs and the victims
undergoing torture.

The caves were the same, cxcept that they
werc cleaner, and the ashes had all been
washed away. There was nobody in them;
not one soul, nor even a sign to betray that
anyone had been there for a thousand years.

There were the same cells surrounding the
cavern in which the old fellow had sat read-
ing from a roll of manuscript; but the cells
were absolutely c¢mpty. I suggested taking
flashlight photographs -and fingerprint im-
pressions of the doors and walls. But nobody
had any magnesium, and the policemen said
the doors might have been scrubbed in any
case, so what was the use? And the priest with
the lantern sneered, and the others laughed
with him, so that King and I were made to

look foolish once more. -

Then we all went up tv the temple court-
yard, and descended the stairs through the
hole in the floor of the cupola-covered stone
platform. And there stood the lingam on its
altar at the foot of the stairs. and there were
the doors just as we had lcft them, looking
as if they had been pressed into the molten
stone by an enormous thumb. I thought we
were going to be able to pro®e something of
our story at last.

But not so. The priest opened the first door
by kicking on it with his toe, and one by one
we filed along the narrow passage in pitch
darkness that was broken only by the swinging
lantern carried by the man in front and the
occasional flashes of an electric torch. King,
one pace ahead of me, swore to himself savage-
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ly all the way. and although I did not feel as
keenly as he did about it, because it meant a-
lot less to me what the committee might think,
I surely did sympathize with him.

If we had come sooner it was beyond belief
that we should not have caught those experts
at their business, or at any rate in process of
removing the tools of their strange trade.
There must have been some mechanism con-
nected with their golden light, for instance,
but we could discover neither light nor anyv
trace of the means of making it. Naturally the
committee refused to believe that there had
ever been any.

HE caverns were there, just as we had seen

them, only without their contents. The
granite table, on which we had seen Benares,
London and New York, was gone. The boxes
and rolls of manuscript had vanished from
the cavern in which the little ex-fat man had
changed lead into gold before our eyes.

The pit in the centre of the cavern, in
which the fire-walkers had performed, still
held ashes, but the ashes were cold and had
either been slaked with water or else water
had been admitted into the pit from below. At
any rate, the pit was flooded, and nobody
wanted the job of wading into it to look for
apparatus. So there may have been parapher-
nalia hidden under thosec ashes for aught that
I know.

It was a .perfectly ridiculous investigation;
its findings were not worth a moment’s atten-
tion of any geruine scientist. Subsequently,
newspaper editors wrote glibly of the gullibili-
ty of the human mind, with King’s name and
mine in full-sized letters in the middle of the
article.

About the only circumstance that the in-

vestigating committee could not make jokes
about was the cleanliness of all the passages
and chambers. There was no dust, no dirt
anywhere. You could have eaten off the floor,
and there was no way of explaining how the
dust of ages had not accumulated, unless those
caverns had been occupied and thoroughly
cleaned within a short space of time.

One fat fool on the committee wiped the
sweat from the back of his neck in the lantern-
light and proposed at last that the committee
should find that King and 1 had been the
victims of delusion—perhaps of hypnotism. 1
asked him point-blank what he knew about
hypnotism. He tried to sidestep the question,
but I pinned him down to it and he had to
confess that-he knew nothing about it what-
ever; whereat 1 asked each member of the
committee whether or not he could diagnose
hypnotism, and they all had to plead igno-
rance. So nobody seconded that motion.

King had lapsed into a sort of speechless
rage. He had long been used to having his
bare word accepted on any point whatever,
having laboured all his military years to just
that end, craving that integrity of vision and
perception that is so vastly more than honesty
alone, that the blatant unbelief of these
opinionative asses overwhelmed him for the
moment.

There was not one man on the committee
who had ever done anything more dangerous
than shooting snipe, nor one who had seen
anything more inexplicable than spots be-
fore his eyes after too much dinner. Yet they
mocked King and me in a sort of way that
monkeys in the tree-tops mock a tiger.

“Let’s go,” said somebody at last. “I've had
enough of this. We're trespassing, as well
as heaping indignity on estimable Hindus.”

“Go!"” retorted King. "I wish you_would!
Leave Ramsden and me alone in here. There’s
a cavern we haven't seen yet. You've formed
your opinions. Go and publish them; they’ll
interest your friends.”

He produced a flashlight of his own and led
the way along the passage, I following. The
committee hesitated, and then one by one
came after us, more anxious, I think, to com-
plete the fiasco than to unearth facts.

But the door that King tried to open would
not yield. It was the only door in all those
caverns that had refused to swing open at the
first touch, and this one was fastened so
rigidly that it might have been one with the
frame for all the movement our blows on it
produced. Our guide swore he did not know
the secret of it, and our letter of authority in-
cluded no permission to bréak down doors or
destroy property in any way at all.

It looked as though we were blocked, and
the committee were all for the air and leaving
that door unopened. King urged them to go
and leave it—told them flatly that neither they
nor the world-would be any wiser for anything
whatever that they might do—was as beastly’
rude, in fact, as he knew how to be; with
the result that they set their minds on seeing
it through, for fear least we should find some- -
thing after all that would serve for an argu-
ment against their criticism.

EITHER King nor I were worried by the

letter of the committee’s orders, and I
went to look for a rock to break the door down
with. They objected, of course, and so did the
priest, but I told them they might blame the
violence on me, and furthermore suggested
that if they supposed they were able to
prevent me they might try. Whereat the
priest did discover a way of opening the
door, and that was the only action in the
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cover at the top lifted to let them reach the
level above, they found themselves, not on
the roof, but standing in the ground floor
room where they had entered the house.
Mr. Bailey turned a sickly gray. “Angels in
heaven,” he cried. “this place is haunted. We're
getting out of here.” Grabbing his wife, he
threw open the front door and plunged out.

EAL was too much preoccupied to bother

with their departure. There was an answer
to all this, an answer that he did not believe.
But he was forced to break oft considering it
because of hoarse shouts from somewhere
above him. He lowered the staircase and
rushed upstairs. Bailey was in the central room
leaning over Mrs. Bailey, who had fainted.
Teal took in the situation, went to the bar
built into the lounge, and poured three fin-
gers of brandy, which he returned with and
handed to Bailey. “Here—this’ll fix her up.”

Bailey drank it.

“That was for Mrs. Bailey,” said Teal.

“Don’t quibble,” snapped Bailey. “Get her
another.” Teal took the precaution of taking
one himself before returning with a dose ear-
marked for his client’s wife. He found her
just opening her eyes.

“Here, Mrs. Bailey,” he soothed, “this will
make you feel better.”

“I never touch spirits,” she protested, and
gulped it. -

“Now tell me what happened,” suggested
Teal. “I thought you two had left.”

“But we did—we walked out the front door
and found ourselves up here, in the lounge.”

“The hell you say! Hm-m-m—wait a min-
ute.” Teal went into the lounge. There he
found that the big view window at the end of
the room was open. He peered cautiously
through it. He stared, not out at the California
countryside, but into the ground floor—or a
reasonable facsimile thereof. He said nothing,
but went back to the stair well which he had
left open and looked down it. The ground
floor room was still in place. Somehow, it
managed to be in two difterent places at once,
on difterent levcls.

He came back into the central room and
seated himself opposite Bailey in a deep, low
chair, and sighted him past his upthrust bony
knees. “Homer,” he said impressively, “do you
know what has happened?”

“No, I don’t—but if I don't find out pretty
soon, something is going to happen and pretty
drastic, too!”

“Homer, this is a vindication of my theories.
This house is a real tesseract.”

“What'’s he talking about, Homer?”

“Wait, Matilda—now Teal, that's ridiculous.
You've pulled some hanky-panky here and I
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won’t have it—scaring Mrs. Bailey half to
death, and making me nervous. All I want is
to get out of here, with no more of your
trapdoors and silly practical jokes.”

“Speak for yourself, Homer,” Mrs. Bailey in-
terrupted, “I was not frightened; I was just
took all over queer for a moment. It's my
heart; all of my people are delicate and high-
strung. Now about this tessy thing—explain
yourself. Mr. Teal. Speak up.”

He told her as well as he could in the face
of numerous interruptions the theory back
of the house. “Now as I see it, Mrs. Bailey,”
he concluded, *this house, while perfectly
stable in three dimensions, was not stable in
four dimensions. I had built a house in the
shape of an unfolded tesseract; something
happened to it, some jar or side thrust, and
it collased into its normal shape—it folded up.”
He snapped his fingers suddenly. “I've got
it! The earthquake!”

“Earthquake?”

“Yes, yes, the little shake we had last night.
From a four-dimensional standpoint  this
house was like a plane balanced on edge. One
little push and it fell over, collapsed along
its natural joints into a stable four-dimension-
al figure.”

‘I thought you boasted about how safe this
house was.” . C.

“It ts safe—three-dimensionally.”

“] don’t call a house safe,” commented
Bailey cdgily, “that collapses at the first little
tremor.”

UT look around you, man!” Teal pro-

tested. “Nothing has been disturbed,
not a piece of glassware cracked. Rotation
through a fourth dimension can’t effect a
three-dimensional figure any more than you
can shake letters off a printed page. If you
had been sleeping in here last night, you
would never have awakened.”

“That's just what I'm afraid of. Incidental-
ly, has your great genius figured out any way
for us to get out of this booby trap?”

“Huh? Oh, yes, you and Mrs. Bailey started
to leave and landed back up here, didn’t you?
But I'm sure there is no real difhiculty—we
came in. we can go out. I'll wry it.” He was
up and hurrying downstairs before he had
finished talking. He flung open the front
door, stepped through, and found himself
staring at his companions, down the length of
the second floor lounge. “Well, there does
scem (o be some slight problem,” he admitted
blandly. “A mere technicality, though—we
can always go out a window.” He jerked aside
ihe long drapes that covered the deep French
windows set in one side wall of the lounge.
He stopped suddenly.
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He saw the pursued jump awkwardly but
actively over the low sill of a French window
and in so doing knock off his hat. When he
came up to the point where his quarry had lost
his headgear, he stopped and picked it up, glad
of an excuse to stop and catch his breath. He
was back in the lounge.

“I guess he got away from me,” he admitted.
“Anyhow, here’s his hat. Maybe we can identi-
fy him.”

Bailey took the hat, looked at it, then
snorted, and slapped it on Teal's head. It
fitted perfectly. Teal looked puzzled, took the
hat off, and examined it. On the sweat band
were the initials “Q. T.” It was his own.

Slowly comprehension filtered through
Teal’s features. He went back to the French
window and gazed down the series of rooms
through which he had pursued the mysterious
stranger. They saw him wave his arms semap-
hore fashion. ‘“What are you doing?” asked
Bailey.

“Come see.” The two joined him and fol-
lowed his stare with their own. Four rooms
away they saw the backs of three figures, two
male and one female. The taller, thinner of
the men was waving his arms in a silly fashion.

Mrs. Bailey screamed and fainted again.

Some minutes later, when Mrs. Bailey had
been resuscitated and somewhat composed,
Bailey and Teal took stock. “Teal,” said
Bailey, “I won't waste any time blaming you;
recriminations are useless and I'm sure you
didn’t plan for this to happen, but I suppose
you realize we are in a pretty serious predica-
ment. How are we going to get out of here?
It looks now as if we would stay until we
starve; every room leads into another room.”

“Oh, it's not that bad. I got out once,
you know.”

“Yes, but you can't repeat it—you tried.”

“Anyhow we haven't tried all the rooms.
There's still the study.”

“Oh, yes, the study. We went through there
when we first came in, and didn’t stop. Is it
your idea that we might get out through its
windows?"”

“Don't get your hopes up. Mathematically,
it ought to look into the four side rooms on
this floor. Still we never opened the blinds;
maybe we ought to look.”

“*Twon't do any harm anyhow. Dear, I
think you had best just stay here and rest—"

“Be left alone in this horrible place? 1
should say not!"” Mrs. Bailey was up oft the
couch where she had been recuperating, even
as she sopke.

They went upstairs. “This is the inside
room, isn't it, Teal?” Bailey inquired as they

passed through the master bedroom and
climbed on up toward the study. "“I mean it
was the little cube in your diagram that was
in the middle of the big cube, and completely
surrounded.”

“That's right,” agreed Teal. “Well, let’s have
a look. I figure this window ought to give
into the kitchen.” He grasped the cords of
Venetian blinds and pulled them.

It did not. Waves of vertigo shook them.
Involuntarily they fell to the floor and grasped
helplessly at the pattern on the rug to keep
from falling. *“Close it! Close it!” moaned
Bailey.

Mastering in” part a primitive atavistic fear,
Teal worked his way back to the window and
managed to release the screen. The window
had looked down instead of out, down from
a terrifying height.

Mrs. Bailey had fainted again.

Teal went back after more brandy while
Bailey chafed her wrists. When she had re-
covered, Teal went cautiously to the window
and raised the screen a crack. Bracing his
knees, he studied the scene. He turned to
Bailey. “Come look at this, Homer. See if
you recognize it.”

“You stay away from there, Homer Bailey!"

“Now, Matilda, I'll be careful.” Bailey
joined him and peered out.

“See up there? That's the Chrysler Build-
ing, sure as shooting. And there's the East
River, and Brooklyn.” They gazed straight
down the sheer face of an enormously tall
building. More than a thousand feet away a
toy city, very much alive, was spread out be-
fore them. “As near as I can figure it out, we
are looking down the side of the Empire State
Building from a point just above its tower.”

“What is it> A mirage?”

“I don’t think so—it's too perfect. I think
space is folded over through the fourth
dimension here and we are looking past the
fold.”

“You mean we aren’t really seeing it?”

“No, we're seeing it all right. I don't know
what would happen if we climbed out this
window, but I for one don’t want to try. But
what a view! Oh, boy, what a view! Let's
try the other windows.”

They approached the next window more
cautiously, and it was well that they did, for
it was even more disconcerting, more reason-
shaking, than the one looking down the gasp-
ing height of the skyscraper. It was a simple
seascape, open ocean and blue sky—but the
ocean was where the sky should have been, and
contrariwise. This time they were somewhat
braced for it, but they both felt seasickness
about to overcome them at the sight of waves
rolling overhead; they lowered the blind
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Old Curiosity Shop,” and went to his room in
a haste that was unnecessary and absurd, since
even if he believed in ghosts, which he did
not, no one had the smallest reason for sus-
pecting any in the modern Kensington house
wherein he and his family had lived for the
last fifteen years. Reading was the best thing
to calm the nerves, and Dickens a pleasant,
wholesome and robust author.

Tonight, however, Dickens struck him in a
different light. Beneath the author’s sentimen-
tal pity for the weak and helpless, he could
discern a revolting pleasure in cruelty and suf-
fering, while the grotesque figures of the
people in Cruikshank’s illustrations revealed
too clearly the hideous distortions of their
souls. What had seemed humorous now ap-
peared diabolic, and in disgust at these two
favourites he turned to Walter Pater for the
repose and dignity of a classic spirit.

But presently he wondered if this spirit were
not in itself of a marble quality, frigid and
lifeless, contrary to the purpose of nature. “I
have often thought,” he said to himself, “that
there is something evil in the austere worship
of beauty for its own sake.” He had never
thought so before, but he liked to think that
this impulse of fancy was the result of mature
consideration, and with this satisfaction he
composed himself for sleep.

He woke two or three times in the night, an

" unusual occurrence, but he was glad of it, for
each time he had been dreaming horribly of
these blameless Victorian works. Sprightly
devils in whiskers and peg-top trousers tor-
tured a lovely maiden and leered in delight at
her anguish; the gods and heroes of classic
fable acted deeds whose naked crime and
shame Mr. Corbett had never appreciated in
Latin and Greek Unseens.

When he had wakened in a cold sweat from
the spectacle of the unfortunate Philomel’s
torn and bleeding tongue, he decided there
was nothing for it but to go down and get an-
other book that would turn his thoughts in
some more pleasant direction. But his increas-
ing reluctance to do this found a hundred
excuses. The recollection of the gap in the
shelf now occurred to him with a sense of un-
natural importance; in the troubled dozes that
followed, this gap between two books seemed
the most hideous deformity, like a gap be-
tween the front teeth of some grinning mon-
ster.

UT in the clear daylight of the morning
Mr. Corbett came down to the pleasant
dining-room, its sunny windows and smell of
coffee and toast, and ate an undiminished
breakfast with a mind chiefly occupied in
self-congratulation that the wind had blown

the fog away in time for his Saturday game of
golf. Whistling happily, he was pouring out
his final cup of coffee when his hand re-
mained arrested in the act as his glance,
roving across the bookcase, noticed that there
was now no gap at all in the second shelf. He
asked who had been at the bookcase already,
but neither of the girls had, nor Dicky, and
Mrs. Corbett was not yet down. The maid
never touched the books. They wanted to know
what book he missed in it, which made him
look foolish, as he could not say. The things
that disturb us at midnight are negligible at
nine A.Af

“I thought there was a gap in the second
shelf,” he said, ““but it doesn't matter.”

“There never is a gap in the second shelf,”
said little Jean brightly. “You can take out
lots of books from it and when you go back
the gap’s always filled up. Haven’t you no-
ticed that? I have.”

Nora, the middle one in age, said Jean was
always being silly; she had been found crying
over the funny pictures in “Rose and the
Ring” because she said all the people in them
had such wicked faces, and the picture of a
black cat had upset her because she thought
it was a witch. Mr. Corbett did not like to
think of such fancies for his Jeannie. She
retaliated briskly by saying Dicky was just as
bad, and he was a big boy. He had kicked a
book across the room and said, “Filthy stuff,”
just like that. Jean was a good mimic; her
tone expressed a venom of disgust, and she
made the gesture of dropping a book as though
the very touch of it were loathsome. Dicky,
who had been making violent signs at her, now
told her she was a beastly little sneak and he
would never again take her for rides on the
step of his bicycle. Mr. Corbett was disturbed.
Unpleasant housemaids and bad school friends
passed through his head, as he gravely asked
his son how he had got hold of this book.

“Took it out of that bookcase of course,”
said Dicky furiously.

It turned out to be the “Boy’s Gulliver's
Travels” that Granny had given him, and
Dicky had at last to explain his rage with the
devil who wrote it to show that men were
worse than beasts and the human race a wash-
out. A boy who ncver had good school re-
ports had no right to be so morbidly sensitive
as to penetrate to the underlying cynicism of
Swift’s delightful fable, and that moreover in
the bright and carefully expurgated edition
they bring out nowadays. Mr. Corbett could
not say he had ever noticed the cynicism him-
self, though he knew from the critical books it
must be there, and with some annoyance he
advised his son to take out a nice bright mod-
ern boy’s adventure story that could not de-
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press anybody. It appeared, however, that
Dicky was “oft rcading just now,” and the girls
echoed this.

Mr. Corbett soon found that he too was “off
reading.” Every new book seemed to him
weak. tasteless and insipid: while his old and
familiar books were dcpressing or cven, in
some obscure way, disgusting. Authors must
all be filthy-minded: they probably wrote what
they dared not express in their lives. Steven-
son had said that literature was a morbid sec-
retion; he read Stevenson again to-discover his
peculiar morbidity, and detected in his essays
a self-pity masquerading as courage, and in
“Treasure Island” an invalid’s sickly attragtion
to brutality.

This gave him a zest to find out what he
disliked so much, and his taste for reading re-
vived- as he explored with relish the hidden
infirmities of minds that had been valued by
fools as great and noble. He saw Jane Austen
and Charlotte Bronte as two unpleasant ex-
amples of spinsterhood; the one as a prying,
sub-acid busybody in everyonec else’s flirtations,
the other as a raving craving maenad seeking
self-immolation on the altar of her frustrated
passions. He compared Wordsworth’s love of
nature to the monstrous egoism of an ancient
bell-wether, isolated from the flock.

These powers of penetration astonished him.
- With a mind so acute and original he should
have achieved greatness, yet he was a mere
solicitor and not prosperous at that. If he had
but the money, he might do something with
those ivory shares. but it would be a pure
gamble, and he had no luck. His natural envy
of his wealthier acquaintances now mingled
with a contempt for their stupidity that ap-
proached loathing. The digestion of his lunch
in the City was ruined by meeting sentimental
yet successful dotards whom he had once re-
garded as pleasant fellows. The very sight of
them spoiled his game of goll. so that he came
to prefer reading alonc in the dining-room
even on sunny afternoons.

He discovered also and with a slight shock
that Mrs. Corbett had always bored him. Dicky
he began actively to dislike as an impudent
blockhead, and the two girls were as insipidly
alike as white mice: it was a rclief when he
abolished thceir tiresome habit of coming in to
say good night.

In the now unbroken silence and scclusion
of the dining-room. he read with feverish haste
as though he were sceking for some cluc to
knowledge, some secret key to existence which
would quicken and inflame it, transform it
from its present dull torpor to a life worthy of
him and his powers.

He even explored the few decaying remains
of his uncle's theological library. Bored and

baffled, he yet persisted, and had the occasional
relief of an ugly woodcut of Adam and Eve
with. figures like bolsters and hair like dah-
lias, or a map of the Cosmos with Hell-mouth
in the corner, belching forth demons. One of
these books had diagrams and symbols in the
margin which he took to be mathematical for-
mulae of a kind he did not know.

He presently discovered that they were
drawn. not printed. and that the book was in
manuscript. in a very neat. crabbed black writ-
ing that resembled black-letter printing. It
was moreover in Latin, a fact that gave Mr.
Corbett a shock of unreasoning disappoint-
ment. For while examining the signs in the
margin, he had been filled with an extraordi-
nary exultation as though he knew himself to
be on the edge of a discovery that should alter
his whole life. But he had forgotten his Latin.

ITH a secret and guilty air which would

have looked absurd to anyone who knew
his harmless purpose, he stole to the school-
room for Dicky’s Latin dictionary and gram-
mar and hurried back to the dining-room,
where he tried to discover what the book was
about with an anxious industry that surprised
himself. There was no name to it, nor of the
author. Several blank pages had been left at
the end, and the writing ended at the bottom
of a page, with no flourish or superscription,
as though the book had been left unfinished.
From what sentences he could translate, it
seemed to be a work on theology rather than
mathematics. There were constant references
to the Master, to his wishes and injunctions,
which appeared to be of a complicated kind.
Mr. Corbett began by skipping these as mere
accounts of ceremonial, but a word caught his
eve as one unlikely to occur in such an ac-
count. He read this passage attentively, look-
ing up each word in the dictionary, and could
hardly believe the result of his translation.

“Clearly,” he deccided. “this book must be
by some early missionary, and the passage I
have just read the account of some horrible
rite practised by a savage tribe of devil-wor-
shippers.” Though he called it “horrible,” he
reliected on it. committing each detail to mém-
ory. He then amused himself by copying the
signs in the margin near it and trying to dis-
cover their significance. But a scnsation of
sickly cold came over him. his head swam, and
he could hardly see the figures before his eyes.
He suspected a sudden attack of influenza, and
went to ask his wife for medicine.

‘They were all in the drawing-room, Mrs.
Corbett helping Nora and Jean with a new
game, Dicky playing the victrola, and Mike,
the Irish terrier, who had lately deserted his
accustomed place on the dining-room hearth-
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rug, stretched by the fire. Mr. Corbett had an
instant’s impression of this peaceful and cheer-
ful scene, before his family turned towards
him and asked in scared tones what was the
matter. He thought how like sheep they
looked and sounded; nothing in his appcar-
ance in the mirror struck him as odd: it was
their gaping faces that were unfamiliar.

He then noticed the extraordinary behavi-
our of Mike, who had sprung from the hearth-
rug and was crouched in the farthest corncer,
uttering no sound, but with his eyes distended
and foam round his bared tceth. Under Mr.
Corbett’s glance. he slunk towards the door,
whimpering in a faint and abject manner, and
then as his master called him, he snarled hor-
ribly, and the hair bristled on thc scruft ot
his neck. Dicky let him out, and they heard
him scuffling at a frantic rate down the stairs
to the kitchen. and then. again and again. a
long-drawn howl.

“What can be the matter with Mike?” asked
Mrs. Corbett.

Her question broke a silence that seemcd
to have lasted a long time. Jean began to cry.
Mr. Corbett said irritably that he did not know
what was the matter with any of them.

Then Nora asked. “What is that red mark
on your face?”

He looked again in the glass and could see
nothing.

“It's quite clear from here.” said Dicky; *I
can see the lines in the finger print.”

“Yes, that’s what it is,” said Mrs. Corbett in
her brisk staccato voice; “the print of a finger
on your forehead. Have you been writing in
rea ink?”

Mr. Corbett precipitately left the room tor
his own, where he sent down a message that
he was suffering from headache and would
have his dinner in bed. He wanted no one
fussing round him. By next morning he was
amazed at his fancies of influenza, for he had
never felt so well in his life.

No one commented on his looks at break-
fast, so he concluded that the mark had dis-
appeared. The old Latin book he had been
translating on the previous night had been
moved from the writing Dbureau, although
Dicky's grammar and dictionary were still
there. The sccond shelf was, as always in the
daytime, closcly packed; the book had, he re-
membercd, been in the second shelf. But this
time he did not ask who had put it back.

That day he had an uncxpected stroke of
luck in a new client of the name of Crab, who
entrusted him with large sums of money: nor
was he irritated by the sight of his more
prosperous acquaintances, but with difficulty
refrained from grinning in their faces, so con-
fident was he that his remarkable ability must

soon place him higher than any ot them.: ‘At
dinner he chaffed his family with what he felt
to be the gaiety of a schoolboy. But on them
it had a contrary cftect, for they stared, either
at him in stupid astonishment, or at .their
plates. depressed and nervous. Did they think
him drunk? he wondcred, and a fury came on
him at their low and bestial suspicions and
hcavy dullness of mind. Why, he was younger
than any ol them!

But in spite of this new alertness he could
not attend to the letters he should have writ-
ten that evening and drifted to the bookcase
for a little light distraction. but found that for
the first time there was nothing he wished to
rcad. He pulled out a book from above his
head at random. and saw that it was the old
Latin book in manuscript. As he turned over
its stiff and yellow pages, he noticed with pleas-
urc the smell of corruption that had first re-
pelled him in these decaying volumcs, a smell;
he now thought, of ancient and secret knowl-
edge.

This idea of secrecy secmed to afiect him per-
sonally. for on hearing a step in the hall he
hastily closed the book and put it back in its
place. He went to the schoolroom where Dicky
was doing his homework, and told him he re-
quired his Latin grammar and dictionary again
for an old law report. To his annoyance he
stammered-and put his words awkwardly; he
thought that the boy looked oddly at him and
he cursed him in his heart for a suspicious
young devil, though of what he should be sus-
picious he could not say. Nevertheless, when
back in the dining-room. he listened at the
door and then softly turned the lock before he
opened the books on the writing bureau.

HE script and Latin seemed much clearer

than on the previous evening, and he was
able to read at random a passage relating to
a trial of a German woman doctor in 1620 for
the murder and disscction of 784 children.
Even allowing for the opportunities afforded
by her profession, the number appcared exces-
sive, nor could he discover any motive for
the slaughter. He decided to translate the
book from the beginning.

It appearcd to be an account ot some secret
society whose activities and ritual were of a
nature so obscure. and when not, so vile and
terrible, that Mr. Corbett would not at first
believe that this could be a record of any
human kind, although his deep interest in it
should have convinced him that from his
humanity at least it was not altogether alien.

He read until far later than his usual hour
for bed and when at last he rose, it was with
the book in his hands. To _defer his parting
with it, he stood turning over the pages until
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he reached the end of the writing, and was
struck by a new peculiarity.

The ink was much fresher and of a far
poorer quality than the thick rusted ink in the
bulk of the book; on close inspection he would
have said that it was of modern manufacture
and written quite recently were it not for the
fact that it was in the same crabbed late
seventeenth-century handwriting.

This however did net explain the perplexity,
even dismay and fear, he now felt as he stared
at the last sentence. It ran: “Contine te in
perennibus studiis,” and he had at once rec-
ognized it as a Ciceronian tag that had been
dinned into him at school. He could not un-
derstand how he had failed to notice it yes-
terday.

Then he remembered that the book had
ended at the bottom of a page. But now, the
last two sentences were written at the very top
of a page. Howcever long he looked at them,
he could come to no other conclusion than
that they had heen added since the previous
evening.

He now read the sentence before the last:
“Re imperfecta mortuus sum,” and translated
the whole as: “I died with my purpose un-
achieved. Continue, thou, the never-ending
studies.”

With his eyes still fixed upon it, Mr. Cor-
bett replaced the book on the writing bureau
and stepped back from it to the door, his hand
outstretched behind him, groping and then
tugging at the door-handle. As the door failed
to open, his breath came in a faint, hardly
articulate scream. Then he remembered that
he had himself locked it, and he fumbled with
the key in frantic ineffectual movements until
at last he opencd it and banged it after him
as he plunged backwards into the hall.

For a moment he stood there looking at the
door-handle; then with a stealthy, sneaking
movement, his hand crept out towards it,
touched it, began to turn it, when suddenly he
pulled his hand away and went up to his bed-
room, three steps at a time.

There he behaved in a manner only com-
parable to that of a hysterical schoolboy of
sixteen. He hid his face in the pillow, he
cried, he raved in meaningless words, repeat-
ing: “Necver, never, never. [ will never do it
again. Help me ncver to do it again.” With
the words, ‘'Help me,” he noticed what he was
saying, they reminded him of other words, and
he began to pray aloud. But the words sounded
jumbled, they persisted in coming into his
“head in a reverse order so that he found he
was saying his prayers backwards, and at this
final absurdity he suddenly began to laugh
very loud. He sat up on the bed, delighted at
this return to sanity, common sense and

humer, when the door leading into Mrs.
Corbett’s room opened, and he saw his wife
staring at him with a strange, gray, drawn face
that madé her seem like the terrorstricken
ghost of her usually smug and placid self.

“It’s not burglars,” he said irritably. “I've
come to bed late, that is all, and must have
waked you.”

“Henry,” said Mrs. Corbett, and he noticed
that she had not heard him, “Henry, didn’t
you hear it?”

“What?”

“That laugh.”

He was silent, an instinctive caution warn-
ing him to wait until she spoke again. And
this she did, imploring him with her eyes to
reassure her.

“It was not-a human laugh. It was like the
laugh of a devil.”

He checked his violent inclination to laugh
again. It was wiser not to let her know that
it was only his laughter she had heard. He told
her to stop being fanciful, and Mrs. Corbett,
gradually recovering her docility, returned to
obey an impossible conunand. since she could
not stop being what she had never been.

The next morning, Mr. Corbett rose before
any of the servants and crept down to the
dining-room. As before, the dictionary and
grammar alone remained on the writing bu-
reau; the book was back in the second shelf.
He opened it at the cnd. Two more lines had
been added, carrying the writing down to the
nriddle of the page. They ran:

Ex auro canceris
In dentem elephantis

which he translated as:

Out of the money of the crab
Into the tooth of the elephant.

From this time on, his acquaintances in the
City noticed a change in the mediocre, rather
flabby and unenterprising “old Corbett.” His
recent sour depression dropped from him: he
seemed to have grown twenty years younger,
strong, brisk and chcerful, and with a self-
confidence in business that struck them as
lunacy. They waited with a not unpleasant
excitement for the inevitable crash but his
every speculation, however wild and hare-
brained turned out successful. He no longer
avoided them, but went out of his way to dis-
play his consciousness of luck, daring and
vigour, and to chaff them in a manner that
began to make him activcly disliked. This he
welcomed with delight as a sign of others’ envy
and his superiority.

He never stayed in town for dinners or
theatres, for he was always now in a hurry to
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get home, where, as soon as he was sure of
being undisturbed, he would take down the
manuscript book [rom the second shelf of the
dining-room and turn to the last pages.

VERY morning he found that a few words

had been added since the evening before,
and always they formed. as he considered. in-
junctions to himself. These were at first onlv
with regard to his money transactions. giving
assurance to his boldest fancies, and since the
brilliant and unforeseen success that had at-
tended his gamble with Mr. Crab’s money in
African ivory. he followed all such advice un-
hesitatingly.

But presently. interspersed with these com-
mands, were others of a meaningless, childish.
yet revolting character, such as might be in-
vented by a decadent imbecile, or, it must be
admitted, by the idle fancies of any ordinary
man. who permits his imagination to wander
unbridled. Mr. Corbett was startled to recog-
nise one or two such fancies of his own, which
had occurred to him during his frequent bore-
dom in church. and which he had not thought
.any other mind could conceive.

He at first paid no attention to these direc-
tions, but found that his new speculations de-
clined so rapidly that he became terrified not
merely for his fortune but for his reputation
and even safety. since the money of various of
his clients was involved. It was made clear to
him that he must follow the commands in the
book altogether or not at all, and he began to
carry out their puerile and grotesque blas-
phemies with a contemptuous amusement,
which however gradually changed to a sense
of their monstrous significance. They became
more capricious and difficult of execution, but
he now never hesitated to obey blindly, urged
by a fear that he cduld not understand. but
knew only that it was not of mere financial
failure.

By now he understood the effect of this book
on the others near it, and the reason that had
impelled its mysterious agent to move the
books into the second shelf so that all in turn
should come under the influence of that an-
cient and secret knowledge.

In respect to it, he encouraged his children,
with jeers at their stupidity. to read more, but
he*could not olserve that they ever now took
a book from the dining-room bookcase. He
himself no longer needed to read, but went to
bed early and slept sound. The things that all
his life he had longed to do when he should
have enough money now seemed to him in-
sipid. His most exciting pleasure was the smell
and touch of these,mouldering pages as he
turned them to find the last message inscribed
to him.

One evening it was in two words only:
“Canem occide.”

He laughed at this simple and pleasant re-
quest to kill the dog, for he bore Mike a
grudge for his change from devotion to slink-
ing aversion. Moreover, it could not have
come more opportunely, since in turning out
an old desk he had just discovered some pack-
ets of rat poison bought years ago and forgot-
ten. No one therefore knew of its existence
and it would be casy to poison Mike without
any further suspicion than that of a neigh-
bour’s carelessness. He whistled light-heartedly
as he ran upstairs to rummage for the packets,
and returned to empty one in the dog’s dish
of water in the hall.

That night the houschold was awakened by
terrified screams proceeding from the stairs.
Mr. Corbett was the first to hasten there,
prompted by the instinctive caution that was
always with him these days. He saw Jean, in
her nightdress. scrambling up on to the land-
ing on her hands and knees, clutching at any-
thing that afforded support and screaming in
a choking tearless. unnatural manner. He car-
ried her to the room she shared with Nora,
where they were quickly followed by Mrs.
Corbett.

Nothing coherent could be got from Jean.
Nora said that she must have been having her
old dream again; when her father demanded
what this was, she said that Jean sometimes
woke in the night, crying, because she had
dreamed of a hand passing .backwards and
forwards over the dining-room bookcase, until
it found a certain book and took it out of the
shelf. At this point she was always so fright-
ened that she woke up.

On hearing this, Jean broke into fresh
screams. and Mrs. Corbett would have no more
explanations. Mr. Corbett went out on to the
stairs to find what had brought the child there
from her bed. On looking down into the
lighted hall, he saw Mike’s dish overturned.
He went down to examine it and saw that the
water he had poisoned must have been upset
and absorbed by the rough doormat which was
quite wet.

He went back to the little girls’ room, told
his wife that she was tired and must go to
bed. and he would take his turn at comforting
Jean. She was now much quieter. He took
her on his knee where at first she shrank from
him. Mr. Corbett remembered with an angry
sense of injury that she never now sat on his
knee, and would have liked to pay her out for
it by mocking and frightening her. But he
had to coax her into telling him what he
wanted, and with this object he soothed her,
calling her by pet names that he thought he
had forgotten, telling her that nothing could
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hurt her now that he was protecting her—

T FIRST his cleverness amused him; he
chuckled softly when Jean buried her
head in his dressing-gown. But presently an
uncomfortable sensation came over him, he
gripped at Jean as though for her protection,
while he was so smoothly assuring her of his.
With difficulty he listened to what he had at
last induced her to tell him.

She and Nora had kept Mike with them all
the evening and taken him to sleep in their
room for a treat. He had lain at the foot of
Jean’s bed and they had all gone to sleep.
Then Jean began her old dream of the hand
moving over the books in the dining-room
bookcase; but instead of taking out a book, it
came across the dining-room and out on to the
stairs. It came up over the banisters and to
the door of their room, and turned their door-
handle very softly and opened it. At this point
she jumped up wide awake and turned on the
light, calling to Nora. The door, which had
been shut when they went to sleep, was wide
open, and Mike was gone.

She told Nora that she was sure something
dreadful would happen to him if she did not
go and bring him back, and ran down into
the hall where she saw him just about to drink
from his dish. She called to him and he
looked up, but did not come, so she ran to
him, and began to pull him along with her,
when her nightdress was clutched from behind
and then she felt a hand seize her arm.

She fell down, and then clambered upstairs
as fast as she could, screaming all the way.

It was now clear to Mr. Corbett that Mike’s
dish must have been upset in the scuffle. She
was again crying, but this time he felt him-
self unable to tomfort her. He retired to his
room, where he walked up and down in an
agitation he could not understand, for he
found his thoughts perpetually arguing on a
point that had never troubled him before.

“I am not a bad man,” he kept saying to
himself. “I have never done anything actually
wrong. My clients are none the worse for my
speculations, only the better. Nor have I spent
my new wealth on gross and sensual pleasures;
these now have even no attraction for me.”

Presently he added: “It is not wrong to try
and kill a dog. an ill-tempered brute. It turned
against me. It might have bitten Jeannic.”

He noticed that he had thought of her as
Jeannie, which he had not done for some time;
it must have been because he had called her
that tonight. He must forbid her ever to
leave her room at night, he could not have her
meddling. It would be safer for him if she
were not there at all.

Again that sick and cold sensation of fear

.door.

swept over him: he seized the bedpost as
though he were falling, and held on to it for
some minutes. “I was thinking of a boarding
school,” he told himself, and then, “I must go
down and find out—find out—" He would not
think what it was he must find out.

A bright fire still burned in the dining-room
grate. A glance at the clock told him it was
not yet twelve. He stared at the bookcase. In
the second shelf was a gap which had not been
there when he had left. On the writing bu-
reau lay a large open book. He knew that he
must cross the room and see what was written
in it. Then, as before, words that he did not
intend came sobbing and crying to his lips,
muttering, “No, no, not that. Never, never,
never.” But he crossed the room and looked
down at the’ book. As last time, the message
was in only two words: “Infantem occide.”

He had known what the message would be.
It was after all the only safe and logical thing
to do. Jean had acquired dangerous knowl-
edge. She was a spy, an antagonist.

He laid down the book and went to the
What he had to do, he would do
quickly, for again that sensation of deadly
cold was sweeping over him. He wished he
had not to do it tonight; last night it would
have been easier, but to-night she had sat on
his knee and made him afraid. He imagined
her lying very still in her bed, too still. But
it would be she who would lie there, not he,
so why should he be, afraid? He was pro-
tected by ancient and secret powers. He held
on to the door-handle, but his fingers seemed
to have grown numb, for he could not turn it.
He clung to it, crouched and shivering.

Suddenly the hands were loosened and flung
outwards with the frantic gesture of a man
falling from a great height, and he stumbled
to his feet. He seized the book and threw it
on the fire. A violent sensation of choking
overcame him, he felt he was being stran-
gled, as in a nightmare he tried again and
again to shriek aloud, but his breath would
make no sound. His breath would not come
at all. He fell backwards heavily, down on the
floor, where he lay very still.

In the morning, the maid who came to open
the dining-room windows. found her master
dead. The sensation caused by this was scarce-
ly so great in the City as that given by the
simultaneous collapse of all Mr. Corbett’s re-
cent speculations. It was instantly assumed
that he must have had previous knowledge of
this and so committed suicide.

The stumbling block of this theory was that
the medical report defined the cause of Mr.
Corbett’s death as strangulation of the wind-
pipe by the pressure of a hand which had left
marks of its fingers on his throat. aER



“Ifs my job to catch the overtones of the
soul,” Pickman said—and painted his
masterpiece—a horror so brought to life
that the living must give way to it. Yet
even more terrifying is the knowledge
that there still lurks alive the unnameable
mistake of Nature that had been—

By
H. P. Lovecraft

OU needn’t think I'm crazy, Eliot—

plenty of others have queerer prejudices

than this. Why don’t you laugh at
Oliver’s grandfather, who won’t ride in a mo-
tor? If I don’t like that damned subway, it's
my own business; and we got here more quick-
ly anyhow in the taxi. We'd have had to walk
up the hill from Park Street if we'd taken the
car.

I know I'm more nervous than I was when
you saw me last year, but you don’t need to
hold a clinic over it. There’s plenty of reason,
God knows, and I fancy I'm lucky to be sane at
all. Why the third degree? You didn't use to
be so inquisitive.

Well, if you must hear it, I don’t know why
you shouldn’t. Maybe you ought to, anyhow,
for you kept writing me like a grieved parent
when you heard I'd begun to cut the Art Club
and keep away from Pickman. Now that he's
disappeared I go around to the club once in
a while, but my nerves aren’t what they were.

No, I don’t know what's become of Pickman,
and I don't like to guess. You might have sur-
mised I had some inside information when I
dropped him—and that’s why I don’t want to
think where he's gone. Let the police find
what they can—it won’t be much, judging from
the fact that they don’t know yet of the old
North End place he hired under the name of
Peters. I'm not sure that I could find it again
myself—not that I'd ever try, even in broad
daylight! Yes, I do know, or am afraid I
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know, why he maintained it. I'm coming to
that. And I think you’ll understand before
I'm through why I don’t tell the police. They
would ask me to guide them, but I couldn’t go
back there even if I knew the way. There was
something there—and now I can’t use the sub-
way or (and you may as well have your laugh
at this, too) go down into cellars any more.

I should think you'd have known I didn’t
drop Pickman for the same silly reasons that
fussy old women like Dr. Reid or Joe Minot or
Rosworth did. Morbid art doesn’t shock me,
and when a man has the genius Pickman had,
I feel it an honour to know him, no matter
what direction his work takes. Boston never
had a greater painter that Richard Upton
Pickman. I said it at first and I say it still,
and I never swerved an inch, either, when he
showed that “Ghoul Feeding.” That, you re-
member, was when Minot cut him.

You know, it takes profound art and pro-
found insight into Nature to turn out stuff
like Pickman's. Any magazine-cover artist can
splash paint around wildly and call it a night-
mare or a Witches' Sabbath or a portrait of the
devil, but only a greater painter can make such
a thing really scare or ring true. That's be-
cause only a rcal artist knows the actual anat-
omy of the terrible or the physiology of fear
—the exact sort of lines and proportions that
connect up with latent instincts or. hereditary
memories of fright, and the proper colour con-
trasts and lighting effects to stir the dormant
sense of strangeness. I don’t have to tell you
why a Fuseli really brings a shiver while a
cheap ghost-story frontispiece merely makes us
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laugh. There’s something those fellows catch
—beyond life—that they're able to make us
catch for a second. Doré had it. Sime has it.
Angarola of Chicago has it. And Pickman had
it as no man ever had it before or—1 hope to
Heaven—ever will again.

Don’t ask me what it is they see. You know.
in ordinary art, there's all the diffcrence in the
world between the vital, breathing things
drawn from Nature or models and the artificial
truck that commercial small fry reel off in a
bare studio by rule. Well, I should say that
the really weird artist has a kind of vision
which makes models or summons up what
amounts to actual scenes [rom the spectral
world he lives in. Anyhow he manages to
turn out results that differ from the pretender’s
mince-pie dreams in just about the same way
that the life painter’s results differ from the
concoctions of a correspondence-school car-
toonist. If I had ever seen what Pickman saw
—but no! Here, let’s have a drink before we
get any deeper. Gad, I wouldn’t be alive if I'd
ever seen what that man—if he was a man—
saw!

You recall that Pickman’s forte was faces. I
don’t believe any‘body since Govya could put so
much of sheer hell .into a set of features or a

" twist of expression. And before Goya you have
to go back to the mediaeval chaps who did the
gargoyles and chimaeras on Notre Dame and
Mont Saint-Michel. They belicved all sorts of
things—and maybe they saw all sorts of things,
too, for the Middle Ages had some curious
phases. I remember your asking Pickman your-
self once, the year before you went away.
wherever in thunder he got such ideas and
visions. Wasn't that a nasty laugh he gave
you? It was partly because of that laugh that
Reid dropped him. Reid, you know, had just
taken up comparative pathology and was full
of pompous “inside stuff” about the biologi-
cal or evolutionary significance of this or that
mental or physical symptom. He said Pick-
man repelled him more and more every day,
and almost frightened him toward the last—

that the fellow’s features and expression were.

slowly developing in a way he didn’t like: in a
way that wasn't human. He had a lot of talk
about diet, and said Pickman must be abnor-
mal and eccentric to the last degree. I suppose
you told Reid. if you and he had any corre-
spondence over it, that he’'d let Pickman’s
paintings get on his nerves or harrow up his
imagination. I know I told him that myself—
then.

But keep in mind that I didn’t drop Pick-
man for anything like this. On the contrary,
my admiration for him kept growing; for that
“Ghoul Feeding” was a tremendous achieve-
ment. As you know, the club wouldn’t exhibit

it, and the Museum of Fine Arts wouldn’t ac-
cept it as a gift; and I can add that nobody
would buy it, so Pickman had it right in his
housc till he went. Now his father has it in
Salem—vyou know Pickman comes of old Salem
stock. and had a witch ancestor hanged in
1bg2.

GOT into the habit of calling on Pickman

quite often. especially after I" began mak-
ing notes for a monograph on weird art.
Probably it was his work which put the idea
into my head. and anyhow. I found him a mine
of data and suggestions when I came to develop
it. He showed me all the paintings and draw-
ings he had about: including some pen-and-
ink sketches that would. I verily believe, have
got him kicked out of the club if many of the
members had seen them. Before long I was
pretty nearly a devotee. and would listen for
hours like a schoolboy to art theories and
philosophic speculations wild enough to
qualify him for the Danvers asylum. My hero-
worship. coupled with the fact that people gen-
erally were commencing to have less and less
to do with him, made him get very confidential
with me: and one evening he hinted that if I
were fairly close-mouthed and none too
squeamish, he might show me something
rather unusual—something a bit stronger than
anything he had in the house.

“You know.” he said, “therc are things that
won’t do for' Newbury Street—things that are
out of place here, and that can’t be conceived
here. anyhow. It's my business to catch the
overtones of the soul, and you won’t find those
in a parvenu set of artificial streets on made
land. Back Bay isn’t Boston—it isn’t anything
vet, because it’'s had no time to pick up mem-
ories and attract local spirits. If there are any
ghosts here, they're the tame ghosts of a salt
marsh and a shallow cove: and I want human
ghosts—the ghosts of beings highly organized-
enough to have looked on hell and known the
meaning of what they saw.

“The place for an artist to live is the North
End. If any aesthete were sincere, he’d put up
with the slums for the sake of the massed tradi-
tions. God. man! Don’t you realise that places

like that weren’t mercly made, but actually

grew? Generation after generation lived and
felt and died there, and in days when people
weren't afraid to live and feel and die. Don't
you know there was a mill on Copp’s Hill in
1632, and that half the present streets were
laid out by 1650? I can show you houses that
have stood two centuries and a half and more;
houses that have witnessed what would make a
modern house crumble into powder. What do
moderns know of life and the forces behind it?
You call the Salem witchcraft a delusion, but



I'll. wager my four-times-great-grandmother
could have told you things. They hanged her
on Gallows Hill, with Cotton Mather looking
sanctimoniously on. Mather, damn him, was
afraid somebody might succeed in kicking free
of this accursed cage of monotony—I wish
someone had laid a spell on him or sucked his
blood in the night!

“I can show you a house he lived in, and I
can show you another one he was afraid to
enter in spite of all his fine bold talk. He
knew things he didn’t dare put into that stupid
Magnalia or that puerile Wonders of the In-
visible World. Look here, do you know the
whole North End once had a set of tunnels
that kept certain people in touch with each
other’s houses, and the burying ground, and
the sea? Let them prosecute and persecute
above ground—things went on every day that
they couldn’t reach, and voices laughed at
night that they couldn’t place!

“Why, man. out of ten surviving houses
built before 1700 and not moved since, I'll
wager that in eight I can show you something
queer in the cellar. There's hardly a month
that you don't read of workmen finding
bricked-up arches and wells leading nowhere
in this or that old place as it comes down—you
could see one near Henchman Street from the
elevated last vear. There were witches and
what their spells summoned; pirates and what
they brought in from the sea: smugglers; pri-
vateers—and 1 tell you, people knew how to
live, and how to enlarge the bounds of life, in

_the old time! This wasn't the only world a
bold and wise man could know—faugh! And
to think of today in contrast. with such pale-
pink brains that even a club of supposed artists
gets shudders and convulsions if a picture goes
bevond the feelings of a Beacon Strect tea-
table!

“The only saving grace of the present is that
it’s too damned stupid to question the past
very closely. \What do maps -and records and
guidebooks really tell of the North End? Bah!
At a guess I'll guarantee to lead vou to thirty
or forty allevs and networks of alleys north of
Prince Street that aren’t suspected by ten liv-
ing beings outside of the foreigners that swarm
them. And what do those slum dwellers know
of their meaning? No, Thurber, these ancient
places are dreaming gorgeously and overflow-
ing with wonder and terror and escapes from
the commonplace, and vet there's not a living
soul to understand or profit by them. Or
rather, there's only one lx'\‘ing soul—for I
haven't been digging around in the past for
nothing!

“See here, you're interested in this sort of
thing. What if I told you that I've got another
studio up there, where I can catch the night-
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spirit of antique horror and paint things that
I couldn’t even think of in Newbury Street?
Naturally I don’t tell those cursed old maids
at the club—with Reid, damn him, whispering
even as it is that I'm a sort of monster bound
down the toboggan of reverse evolution. Yes,
Thurber, 1 decided long ago that one must
paint terror as well as beauty from life, so I
did some exploring in places where I had rea-
son to know terror lives.

“I've got a place that I don’t believe three
living Nordic men besides myself have ever
seen. It isn't so very far from the elevated as
distance goes, but it's centuries away as the
soul goes. I took it because of the queer old
brick well in the cellar—one of the sort I told
you about. The shack’s almost tumbling down,
so that nobody else would live there, and I'd
hate to tell you how little I pay for it. The
windows are boarded up, but I like that all the
better, since I don’t want daylight for what 1
do. I paint in the cellar, where the inspiration
is thickest, but I've other rooms furnished on
the ground floor. A Sicilian owns it, and I've
hired it under the name of Peters.

“Now if you're game, I'll take you there to-
night. I think you'd enjoy the pictures, for
as I said, I've let myseM go a bit there. It’s no
vast tour—I sometimes do it on foot, for I don’t
want to attract attention with a taxi in such a
place. We can take the shuttle at the South
Station for Battery Street, and after that the
walk isn’t much.”

Well, Eliot, there wasn’t much for me to do
after that harangue but to keep myself from

- ruif®ing instead of walking for the first vacant

cab we could sight. We changed to the ele-
vated at the South Station, and at about twelve
o'clock had climbed down the steps at Battery
Street and struck along the old waterfront past
Constitution Whart. I didn’t keep track of the
cross streets, and can’t tell you yet which it was
we turned up. but I know it wasn’t Greenough
Lane.

When we did turn, it was to climb through
the deserted length of the oldest and dirtiest
alley I ever saw in my life. with crumbling-
looking gables, broken smallpaned windows,
#nd archaic chimneys that stood out half-dis-
integrated against the moonlit sky. I don't
believe there were three houses in sight that
hadn't been standing in Cotton Mather's time
—certainly 1 glimpsed at least two with an
overhang, and once I thought I saw a peaked
roof-linc of the almost forgotten pre-gambrel
type, though antiquarians tell us there are
none left in Boston.

From that alley, which had a dim light, we
turned to the left into an equally silent and
still narrower alley with no light at all: and in
a minute made what I think was an obtuse-
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angled bend toward the right in the dark. Not
long after this, Pickman produced a flashlight
and revealed an antediluvian ten-panelled
door that looked damnably worm-eaten. Un-
locking it, he ushered me into a barren hall-
way with what was once splendid dark-oak
panelling—simple, of course, but thrillingly
suggestive of the times of Andros and Phipps
and the Witchcraft. Then he took me through
a door on the left, lighted an oil lamp. and
told me to make myself at home.

Now, Eliot, I'm what the man in the street
would call fairly “hard-boiled”, but I'll con-
fess that what I saw on the walls of that room
gave me a bad turn. They were his pictures,
you know—the ones he couldn’t paint or even
show in Newbury Street—and he was right
when he said he had “let himself go”. Here—
have another drink—I need one anyhow!

There’s no use in my trying to tell you what
they were like, because the awful, the blas-
phemous horror, and the unbelievable loath-
someness and moral foetor came from simple
touches quite beyond the power of words to
classify. There was none of the exotic tech-
nique you see in Sidney Sime, none of the
trans-Saturnian landscapes and lunar fungi
that Clark Ashton Smith uses to freeze the
blood.

The backgrounds were old churchyards,
deep woods, cliffs by the sea, brick tunnels,
ancient panelled rooms, or simple vaults of
masonry. Copp’s Hill Burying Ground, which
could not be many blocks away from this very
house, was a favorite scene.

The madness and monstrosity lay in the
figures in the foreground—for Pickman’s mor-
bid art was preeminently one of daemoniac
portraiture. These figures were seldom com-
pletely human, but often approached humani-
ty in varying degree. Most of the bodies,
while roughly bipedal, had a forward slump-
ing, and a vaguely canine cast. The texture of
the majority was a kind of unpleasant rubber-
iness. Ugh! I can sce them now! Their oc
cupations—well, don’t ask me to be too precise.
They were usually feeding—I won’t say on
what. They were sometimes shown in groups
in cemeteries or underground passages, and

often appeared to be in battle over their-

prey—or rather, their treasure-trove. And what
damnable expressiveness Pickman sometimes
gave the sightless faces of this charnel booty!
Occasionally the things were shown leaping
through open windows at night, or a ring of
them baying about a hanged witch on Gallows
Hill, whose dead face held a close kinship to
theirs.

But don’t get the idea that it was all this
hideous business of theme and setting which
struck me faint. I'm not a three-year-old kid,

and I'd seen much like this before. It was the
faces, Eliot, those accursed faces, that leered
and slavered out of the canvas with the very
breath of lifel By God, man, I verily believe
they were alive! That nauseous wizard had
waked the fires of hell in pigment, and his
brush had been a nightmare-spawning wand.
Give me that decanter, Eliot! )

There was one thing called “The Lesson”
—Heaven pity me, that I ever saw it! Listen—
can you fancy a squatting circle of nameless
doglike things in a churchyard teachiong a small
child how to feed like themselves? The price
of a changeling. I suppose—you know the old
myth about how the weird people leave their
spawn in cradles in exchange for the human
babies they steal. Pickman was showing what
happens to those stolen babes—how they grow
up—and then I began to see a hideous relation-
ship in the faces of the human and nonhuman
figures. He was, in all his gradations of mor-
bidity between the frankly non-human and
degradedly human, establishing a sardonic
linkage and evolution. The dog-things were
developed from mortals!

And no sooner had 1 wondered what he
made of their owa young as left with
mankind in the form of changelings, than my
eye caught a picture embodying that very
thought. It was that of an ancient Puritan
interior—a heavily beamed room with lattice
windows, a settle, and clumsy seventeenth-
century furniture, with the family sitting about
while the father read from the Scriptures.
Every face but one showed nobility and rev-
erence, but that one reflected the mockery of
the pit. It was that of a young man in years,
and no doubt belonged to a supposed son of
that pious father, but in essence it was the kin
of the unclean things. It was their changeling
—and in a spirit of supreme irony Pickman had
given the features a very perceptible resem-
blance to his own.

By this time Pickman had lighted a lamp in
an adjoining room and was politely holding
open the door for me; asking me if I would
care to see his “modern studies”. I hadn't
been able to give him much of my opinions—
1 was too speechless with fright and loathing—
but I think he fully understood and fel: highly
complimented. And now I want to assure you
again, Eliot, that I'm no mollycoddle to scream
at anything which shows a bit of departure
from the usual. I'm middle-aged and decently
sophisticated, and I guess you saw enough of
me in France to know I'm not easily knocked
out. Remember, too, that I'd just about re-
covered my wind and gotten used to those
frightful pictures which turned colonial New
England into a kind of annex to hell. Well,
in spite of all this, that next room forced a
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real scream out of me, and 1 had to clutch at
the doorway to keep from keeling over. The
other chamber had shown a pack of ghouls and
witches overrunning the world of our fore-
fathers, but this one brought the horror right
into our own daily life!

Gad, how that man could paint! There was
a study called “Subway Accident,” in which
a flock of the vile things were chambering up
from some unknown catacomb through a crack
in the floor of the Boylston Street subway and
attacking a crowd of people on the platform.
Another showed a dance on Copp's Hill among
the tombs with the background of today. Then
there were any number of cellar views. with
monsters creeping in through holes and rifts
in the masonry and grinning as they squatted
behind barrels or furnaces and waited for their
first victim to descend the stairs.

One disgusting canvas seemed to depict a
vast cross-section of Beacon Hill, with ant-like
armies of the mephitic monsters squeezing
themselves through burrows that honeycombed
the ground. Dances in the modern cemcteries
were freely pictured, and another conception
somehow shocked me more than all the rest—
a scene in an unknown vault, where scores of
the beasts crowded about one who held a
well-known Boston guidebook and was evi-
dently reading aloud. All were pointing to a
certain passage, and every face seemed so
distorted with epileptic and reverberant laugh-
ter that I almost thought I heard the fiendish
echoes. The title of the picture was, “Holmes,
Lowell, and Longlellow Lie Buried in Mount
Auburn.”

S 1 gradually steadied myself and got re-
adjusted to this second room’ of deviltry
and morbidity, I began to analyse some of the
points in my sickening loathing. In the first
place. 1 said to myself. these things repelled
because of the utter inhumanity and callous
cruelty they showed in Pickman, The fellow
must be a relentless enemy of all mankind to
take such glce in the torture of brains and
flesh and the degradation of the mortal tene-
ment. In the sccond place, they terrified be-
cause of their very greatness. Their art was
art that convinced—when we saw the pictures
we saw the daemons themselves and were
afraid of them. And the queer part was, that
Pickman got none of his power from the
use of sclectiveness or bizarrerie. Nothing was
blurred, distorted, or conventionalised; out-
lines were sharp and lifelike, and details were
almost painfully, though artfully, defined.
And the faces! ’
It was not any inere artist’s interpretation
that we saw; it was Pandaemonium itself,
crystal clear in stark objectivity. That was it,

by Heaven! The man was not a fantaisiste o1
romanticist at all—he did not even try to give
us the churning, prismatic ephemera of dreams,
but coldly and sardonically reflected some
stable, mechanistic, and well-established hor-
ror world which he saw fully, brilliantly,
squarely, and unfalteringly. God knows what
that world can have been, or where he ever
glimpsed the blasphemous shapes that loped
and trotted and crawled through it; but what-
ever the baffling source of his images, one
thing was plain. Pickman was in every sense—
in conception and in execution—a thorough,
painstaking, and almost scientific realist.

My host was now leading the way down cel-
lar to his actual studio, and I braced myself
for some hellish effects among the unfinished
canvases. As we reached the bottom of the
damp stairs he turned his flashlight to a corner
of the large open space at hand, revealing the
circular brick curb of what was evidently a
great well in the earthen floor. We walked
nearer, and 1 saw that it must be five fect across,
with walls a good foot thick and some six
inches above the ground level—solid work of
the seventcenth century, or I was much mis-
taken. That, Pickman said. was the kind of
thing he had been talking about—an aperture
of the network of tunnels that used to under-
mine the hill. I noticed idly that it did not
seem to be bricked up, and that a heavy disc
of wood formed the apparent cover. Thinking
ol the things this well must have been con-
nected with if Pickman’s wild hints had not
been mere rhetoric, I shivered slightly; then
turned to fellow him up a step and through a
narrow door into a room of fair size, provided
with a wooden floor and furnished as a studio.
An acetylene gas outfit gave the light necessary
for work.

The unfinished pictures on easels or propped
against the walls were as ghastly as the finished
ones upstairs, and showed the painstaking
methods of the artist. Scenes were blocked
out with extreme care, and pencilled guide
lines told - of the minute exactitude which
Pickman used in getting the right perpective
and proportions. The man was great—I say
it even now, knowing as much as I do. A large
camera on a table excited my notice, and Pick-
man told me that he used it in taking scenes
for backgrounds, so that he might paint them
from photographs in the studio instead of
carting his outfit around the town for this or
that view. He thought a photograph quite as
good as an actual scene or model for sustained
work, and declared he employed them reg-
ularly.

There was something very disturbing about
the nauseous sketches and half-finished mon-
strosities that leered around from every side of
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the room, and when Pickman suddenly un-

veiled a huge canvas on the side away from
the light I could not for my life keep back
a loud scream—the second I had emitted that
‘night. It echoed and echoed through the dim
vaultings »f that ancient and nitrous cellar.
and I had to choke back a flood of reaction
that threatened to burst out as hysterical laugh-
ter. Merciful Creator! Eliot, but I don’t know
how much was real and how much was feverish
fancy. It doesn’t seem to me that earth can
hold a dieam like that!

It was a colossal and nameless blasphemy
with glaring red eyes, and it held in bony
cldws a thing that had been a man, gnawing
at the head as a child nibbles at a stick of
candy. Its position was a kind of crouch, and
as one looked one felt that at any moment it
might drop its present prey and seek a juicier
morsel. But damn it all, it wasn't even the
fiendish subject that made it such an immortal
fountain-head of all panic—not that, nor the
dog face with its pointed ears, flat nose, and
drooling lips. It wasn’t the scaly claws nor
the mould-caked body nor the half-hooved
feet—none of these, though any one of them
might well have driven an excitable man to
madness.

It was the technique, Eliot—the cursed, the
impious, the unnatural technique! As I am a
living being, 1 never elsewhere saw the actual
breath of life so fused into a canvas. The
monster was there—it glared and gnawed and
gnawed and glared—and I knew that only a
suspension of Nature's laws could ever let a
man paint a thing like that without a model-
without some glimpse of the nether world
which no mortal unsold to the Fiend can have.

Pinned with a thumb-tack to a vacant part
of the canvas was a piece of paper now badly
curled up—probably, I-thought, a photograph
from which Pickman meant to paint a back-
ground as hideous as the nightmare it was to
enhance. I reached out to uncurl and look at
it, when suddenly 1 saw Pickman start as if
shot. He had been listening with peculiar in-
tensity ever since my shocked scream had
waked unaccustomed echoes in the dark cellar,
and now he seemed struck with a fright which,
though not comparable to my own, had in it
more of the physical than of the $piritual. He
drew a revolver and motioned me to silence,
then stepped out into the main cellar and
closed the door behind him.

I think I was paralysed for an instant. Im-
itating Pickman’s listening, I fancied I heard a
faint scurrying sound somewhere, and a series
of squeals or bleats in a direction I couldn’t
determine. I thought of huge rats and shud-

dered. Then there came a subdued sort of
clatter, though I can’t atternpt (o convey what
I mean in words. It was like heavy wood fall-
ing on stonc or brick—wood on brick—what
did that make me think of?

It came again, and louder. There was a
vibration as if the wood had fallen farther
than it had fallen before. After that followed
a sharp grating noise. a shouted gibberish from
Pickman. and the deafening discharge of all
six_ chambers of a revolver, fired spectacularly
as a lion-tamer might fire in the air for effect.
A muffled squeal or squawk. and a thud. Then
more wood and brick grating. a pause, and the
opening of the door—at which I'll confess I
started violently. Pickman reappeared with
his smoking weapon, cursing the bloated rats
that infested the ancient well.

“The deuce knows what they eat, Thurber,”
he grinned, “for those archaic tunnels touched
graveyard and witch-den and sea-coast. But
whatever it is, they must have run short, for
they were devilish anxious to get out. Your
yelling stirred them up, I fancy.”

Well, Eliot, that was the end of the night's
adventure. Pickman had promised to show me
the place, and Heaven knows he had done it.
He led me out of that tangle of alleys in
another direction, it seems, for when we
sighted a lamp post we were in a half-familiar
street with monotonous rows of mingled tene-
ment blocks and old houses. Charter Street.
it turned out to be, but I was too flustered to
notice just where we hit it. We were too late
for the elevated. and walked back downtown
through Hanover Street. 1 remember the
walk. We switched from Tremont up Beacon,
and Pickman left me at the corner of joy,
where I turned oft. 1 never spoke to him again.

Why did I drop him? Don't be impatient.
Wait till I ring for coffee. We've had enough
of the other stuft, but I for one need something.
No—it wasn’t the painting I saw in that place;
however it was something 1 found in my coat
the next morning. You know, the curled-up
paper tacked to that frightful canvas in the
cellar; the thing I thought was a photograph
of some scene he meant to use as a background
for that monster. That last scare had come
while I was reaching to uncurl it, and it seems
1 had vacantly crumpled it into my pocket.
But here’s the coffee—take it black, Eliot, if
you're wise.

Well—that paper wasn’t a photograph of any
background, after all. What it showed was
simply the monstrous being he was painting
on that awful canvas.

It was the model he was using—and its back-.
ground was merely the wall of the cellar stu-
dio in minute detail. But by God, Eliot, it was
a photograph from life. EERS
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It was lonely waiting on the wide concrete
expanse next to the somehow lifeless-looking
building. Brod was getting jittery and didn’t
mind admitting it to himsel{. Also he was
getting nervous about his truck and his job.

It was about noon now. It has becn almost
noon when he got to Greer's store. He
couldn’t have traveled this far from Harrisbure
in just a minute or two. It must be the next
day. ...

Gee! It would be two or three days—or
a month! Thev'd have him chalked up as dead.
back at the boarding housc. Maybe they'd al-
readv wired his folks.

A man came out ot a door. At first Brod
thought he was the same one he had seen a
moment ago. but then he saw that this one
was bigger, though he had the same pink and
unlined face. and wore a blue suit and derby
hat.

“Excuse me.” said Brod. ““Can vou %ell me
where the ncurest restaurant is?”

It seemed to be Brod’s luck to keep on meet-
ing dim-brains.

“Restaurant?”” said the man. shifting his
derby back on his forehead.

“Yeah. You eat. you pay.” growled Brod.

“Pay?” said the man. "“Payl What a curious
old word!”

He stared at Brod ‘as the two in the church-
like place had done, looking him over from
head to foot with amusement and perplexity
in his eyes.

“I guess you're from Section Three,” he
said. “They’re thinking of making a govern-
ment reserve out of that. and well they should.
No other spot is so rich in Americana. Do vou
still pay for things in Seetion Three?”

“Listen, 1 ncver got anything in my life I
didn't pay for,” snapped Brod. “If you do,
it'’s no good. I pay my way and [ do what [
like. See? Now, where’s a restaurant?”

“Restaurant. You eat, you pay.” The man
nodded. “What you mean is, you want to
go to a food-belt. But there is no payment
necessary. Save perhaps in your own small
back-country section, no one pays for anything
any more.”

“You mean—not for anything at all?”

“Not for anything at all,” said the man
patiently.

“*Clothes. or cigarettes, or houses?”

“Nothing,” said the man. “Nothing at all.
Don't you even read of these things in Section
Three? But no matter. I'll guide you to a
food-belt. You might have trouble finding it
if you're such an utter stranger.”

Brod followed the man into one of the doors.

“Whup!” he exclaimed, clutching at the
man'’s shoulder to keep from falling.

The floor he had stepped on was moving.

Then he saw that there was more moving
floor ahead of him. strip alter strip of it, with
cach strip moving faster than the one before.
Five men, in blue suits and bowler-type der-
bies, suddenly whizzed past on the end strip
so fast that he could barely make out their
features.

“I sure teel like a hick,” said Brod humbly.
“I didn’t know there were gadgets like this
around anywhere in the country.”

“Beg pardon?” said the man.

“Nothing.” mumbled Brod.

He [ollowed him over strip by strip till the
last and fastest was reached. They dipped
down. sped along. The man went back over
the moving walks to the slow one, and stopped
oft on a stationary strip in front of a vaultlike
door. :

“Just go in there and say you want food,”
he said to Brod. Then he tipped his derby
and walked onto the moving paths.

Some women passed Brod. They had pink,
pretty. unlined faces and wore a kind of sailor
hat, and light blue dresses that were long
and straight like tubes. He wondered if they
were sisters, all wearing the same thing like
that T'hey were about of a size, too.

Women, and men, passed from view. He
went into the vaultlike door.

It was the qucerest restaurant Brod had
ever seen. It didn't look like a restaurant at
all. In fact it didn't look like anything except
a long line of doors set in one side of a ten-
foot corridor, with the left-hand wall blank.

At the near end ol the corridor was a raised
desk with-a man seated at it. The man wore
dark blue serge.- and on a hook behind and
to his right was hanging a derby hat. As Brod
got nearer. he could see that part of the desk-
top in front of the man was of frosted glass,
and that there were moving figures on it. The
man was staring at it and now and then
marking something down on an endless un-
rolling tape beside it.

“Twelve eightcen, thirty-nine A,” he said
as Brod stopped in (ront of the desk. That
was all.

It wasn't enough for Brod.

“Is this where [ get something to eat?” he
asked.

The man looked up from the frosted glass,
then. with surprise o1 his pinkish, healthy, un-
lined face. As he stared at Brod, he frowned a
little. :

“Well!” he said. “I don’t know where you
came from, but I'm not sure that you can
come in here dressed like that.”

“Why not?” said Brod, frowning himself.

“No one has ever come in here dressed in
such clothes.”

“What's the matter with my clothes?”
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snapped Brod. “Didn’t you ever see dun-
garees before or do you drive a truck in white
tie and tails?”

The man didn’t reply, and from his face it
was obvious that the reason he didn’t reply
was that he had no notion what Brod was
talking about.

“I don’t know whether it is against the
rules or not,” he said doubtfully. “I should
think it would be. Such nonconformity. . . .
T'll see.” .

He reached under the desk and took out
a large book. He began flipping through this,
while Brod stood first on one foot and then
the other in front of the tall platform. He
didn’t like it and was about to say so with
untrammeled emphasis when the man sighed
and closed the book.

“I don’t see anything in here about cos-
tumes,” he said. “I should think there would
be a rule. But there isn't. Twelve-eighteen,
thirty-nine-A.”

“If you'd just talk sense,”” Brod began. But
a group of men in blue scrge and bowler der-
bies was filing toward the desk from the door
and the man behind the desk was no longer
looking at him. Brod decided to watch the
newcomers and do whatever they did.

The man at the desk droned a number to
each, in a phonographic tone. They filed
down the corridor and took up their stations in
front of various doors. Brod saw then that
each door had a number on it; and a short
.walk brought him to one numbered 39A. The
12:18 must mean time, but time for what he
didn’t know.

He tried the doorknob and it wagn't locked
so he opened the door. A man looked up at
him from a small metal table with complete
amazement on his face. Such was the ex-
pression that Brod, without in the least know-
ing why, felt as he would if he had walked
unannounced into a woman'’s boudoir.

“Sorry,” he said awkwardly, backing out. -

He saw that the other men were waiting
patiently, each at a door; and then, after four

or five minutes, the doors all opened. It was

12:18.

The man from gg9A walked past Brod with
a look of unutterable reproach on his pinkish,
smooth face, and Brod walked in.

T STILL wasn't like any restaurant Brod
had ever seen. There was a six-by-eight
cubicle with a metal table and chair, with
the door at one end and a wide opening like a
window at the other. From the window came
a constant hum. :

He went to the window and looked out into

what seemed another corridor, only the floor
of this was of some polished dark stuff and was
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up within a few inches of the window sill. It
moved steadily under the sill like a slow dark
river, or four-foot ribbon, and its movement
was the thing that seemed to give forth the
humming sound.

Brod scratched at his thick yellow hair and
foupd the thing it reminded him of most. It
was like an assembly belt in a factory, only
there were no metal parts on it to be bolted
together as they moved along. Instead of nuts
and bolts, there was food.

The belt was lined off at regular intervals,
and the spaces were numbered. Some were
empty and on others were metal dishes with
always the same scquence: a bowl of stuff that
must be soup because it was liquid and
steaming, a small dish of greenish stuff that
might be vegetables, and a larger dish with a
square of meat and a mound of what could be
potatoes.

As Brod stared, hands came out from
the space on his left and took up the three
dishes in a space on the belt numbered 38A,
so then he got the idea. The man in each
cubicle took the food on the space with the
same number. :

He found the whole idca sort of unappetiz-
ing, and he was very disappointed because if
there was one thing he could be sure of it was
that never in this eating joint would he
find a clue to his whereabouts. There was no
calendar with Reading, Pa. Planing Mills on
it, or window cards advertising the Wilming-
ton Strand Theatre; nobody calling from one
table to another that Jake had just had a flat
down the road from Chester—nothing like
that to hint at location.

A wave of nostalgia swept over him for
a homey, dust-flecked, raucous, smelly diner
with hungry guys on each side of him along
a row of stools. And then he saw §gA lettered
on the moving belt and reached out to take
the food.

There was just about time to remove the
three dishes and turn with them to the metal
table; but he took only two: the greenish stuft
and the meat and—with luck—potatoes. The
soup he left. The dark liquid didn’t look very
tasty, and at best he didn’t go much for soup.
The dish wafted slowly to the right on the
humming, sleek belt, and he tasted the whitish
mound beside the meat.

It was not potatoes. What it was, he couldn’t
guess, but it tasted flat and hot and gooey. It
all came of getting stuff for nothing, he decided
gloomily. When you didn’t pay for things, you
took what they gave you and liked it. All these
fellas running around in blue suits and der-
bies didn’'t seem to mind, but Brod did. He
liked a choice of things.

He ate morosely.
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He was aware of a growing murmur of
voices to his right as he ate some of the green-
ish stuff and the whitish stuff and the meat
which was not meat but something made of
ground-up roots. The sounds came in his win-
dow like the twittering of a flock of birds that
were frighténed by a hawk and didn’t know
what to do about it.

Brod’s social ear didn't read any meaning
into the twittering, excited voices, but his
mechanical ear read volumes a moment later.

First the soft humming of the food belt
stopped, then there was a tight second of
silence, and after that there was a grinding,

screeching bedlam as if a couple of auto ac-

cidents were all happening at once. Followed
another silence. The belt had jammed.

Brod stuck his tow-head out the window and
looked down the line. Every other window
had a head in it, all staring the same way.

The head next to Brod’s turned and pre-
sented him with a pinkish, reproachful face.

“What did you want to do-that for?” said
the man.

“Me?” said Brod. “Do what?”

“Leave your soup on the belt.”

“I hardly ever eat soup,” said Brod, feel-
ing on the defensive and not yet quite know-
ing why.

“You should have taken it,” said the man
sternly.

“But I don’t like soup,” said Brod.

“That makes no difference.”

“You mean you have to take soup even if
you don’t like it?"

“Of course. It contained today’s vitamins,
B, G, R and O.”

“Go on,” said Brod. “There ain’t that many.
They’ve never got beyond K.”

The man ignored this. He only got more
reproachful.

“Where are you from, anyhow, that you
don’t consume what you're supposed to? I
never heard of such lack of cooperation. It's
definitely antisocial. You see the result.”

“Look here,” said Brod. “You mean to say
my soup stopped the belt?”

“Certainly. What could you expect?”

“You knew it would stop the belt when
it sailed past your window?”

“Yes. This in one of the new type food-
belts without the rake-off bar at the end. It
was assumed that everyone would act coopera-
tively, and that the bar was a vestigal relic
no longer needed. You let a metal soup dish
get into the gears—"

“If you knew all this, why didn’t you reach
out and take the dish off?” demanded Brod.

“My goodness, I couldn’t do thatl It wasn’t
on my number. One never takes food from
any but one’s own riumber.”
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“Well, if one hasn’t any more sense than
that,” said Brod waspishly, “then one will have
to expect trouble.”

The door of his cell opened and two men
came in. Each had a bright blue hatband
around his derby, instead of the conventional
black, and Brod sensed authority.

“Are you ill?"" asked the first one, with bright
concern on his smooth, pink face.

“Me?” said Brod. “No. Never felt better in
my life.”

The bright concern faded into petulance.

“We assumed naturally that you were ill
and unable to take the soup from the belt.”

In the face of a growing host of things that
Brod was finding it impossible to explain by
any standards known to him, he managed to
keep his temper.

“I just don’t like soup,” he explained.

“What has that got to do with it?” de-
manded the man, mouth open in surprise.

The second man was looking Brod over with
his brows wrinkled. Brod was beginning to
be self-conscious about his clothes. He felt
more and more like a freak, without the blue
serge and derby worn by every man; and the
feeling increased the sense of loneliness that
had been deepening within him.

“Subversive,” murmured the second man.

“You mean,” said the first man patiently,
incredulously, ““that you didn’t take the soup
merely because you don't like soup?”

“That’s right,” Brod nodded.

“Definitely subversive,” murmured
second man.

“I'm afraid. you'll have to come along with
us,” said the first.

“So I'm pinched,” said Brod bitterly, “just
because I don’t like soup.”

“Pinched?” The man gave it up with a
shrug. -

The two turned and went out, taking it for
granted that Brod would follow. He did so.
Wherever he was, and whatever funny kind
of cops these were, it would probably go harder
on him if he resisted than if he went without
argument.

The two walked down the corridor away
from the vault-like main entrance and even-
tually went through an arch on the opposite
side from the myriad food doors. They herded
Brod into an elevator, rose quite a distance,
and preceded him into a churchlike room
much like the one in which he had found him-
self after recovering from his unconsciousness,
or whatever it was that had hit him at Greer's
store.

The men with the blue hat-bands led him
over to a corner where there were two bare-
headed. There was one young fellow, and an
older one; though the faces of the two were

the
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pink and lineless and indentical, and the only
way you could tell one was older than the
other was that he had graying hair.

At first Brod thought they were the two he
had seen behind the big metal box called a
formula machine. Then he realized that this
one was smaller and slimmer than the other
young one. :

One of the men with the blue hat-hands said
to the older of the two bareheaded men,
“Mental case. He didn’t take soup. It jammed
.the food-belt quite badly.”

“Didn’t take soup?” said the older bare-
headed man. “Nonsense. Everyone takes
soup. How else could the proper vitamins be
assimilated?” .

“He didn’'t take it.” Blue Hat-Band
shrugged. “That's why we came here with him.
Better put him under the I Q ’'scope.”

The older man nodded.

“Where is he from, in those curious gar-
ments?” he asked. “The back country of Scc-
tion Three?”

“I'don’t know. Keep him in detention pend-
ing further orders. after you have examined
him.”

The men with the hat-bands went away.
The younger of the bareheaded men wheeled
a machine like an upended coffin over to Brod.

“First we'll have a look at the ulcers,” he
said in the pleasant, indulgent tone used by
doctors everywhere. “If they're misbehaving
too badly, they could be the cause.”

“The cause of what?” demanded Brod. “I
ain’t got any ulcers.”

“Just step inside.” said the little man. “This
won't hurt a bit, if that's what you're worry-
ing about.”

Brod got reluctantly into the coffin. A flat
plate was pulled down over his front and a
switch was turned. From a crack in the plate
a little blue-green light escaped.

The little man gasped, looked long and hard
at the plate.

“The fellow’s right, Turner,” he said finally.
“He hasn’t got ulcers.”

The older man stared, then said peevishly,
“Don’t jest. Hulkins. Everyone has ulcers.”

“He hasn’t.”

The older man stepped hastily to the plate
and looked into it for at least four minutes.
He stepped back, shaking his head.

“This is serious, Hulkins,” he said. “This is
something to study exhaustively. You, my
man,” he said to Brod, “‘go into the next room
and stay till you're called.”

Brod got his fists unclenched before they
had done any damage, and went to the next
room. . .

It was huge, two-storied, with twenty-foot
windows swung high to the pleasant summey
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air and wide doors opened back to the sun.
There were a lot of guys in the room, in blue
serge and derbies, with pinkish, blank faces.
They were all talking together and the hum
of the voices filled the chamber.

Brod felt a panic intensification of the lone-
someness that had oppressed him since finding
himself in this strange part of the country; and
this was funny when you came to think about
it. because with a lot of people around he
should have felt less like the last person alive
in a world of fog and ice.

Onc of the men in the room stepped up to
him with a fine wide smile on his healthy face.

“Good afternoon. friend,” he said. tipping
his derby. “I am the prison host and it is my
duty to make everyone feel welcome here. 1
trust that your stay with us will be pleasant if
not long.” :

“Wait a minute,” protested Brod. ‘Prison?
You mean this is a prison?” He looked at the
wide-open doors and windows.

“Yes.” The host smiled. “But vou'll find
we're a nice bunch of chaps here. All in for
small misdemeanors—at the most a murder or
s0; ‘no antisocial acts or anything serious like
that.”

I've got to get out of this joint, Brod
thought. He pointed to the nearest open door.

“What's beyond that?” .

“Beyond the door?” said the host, puzzled.
“Nothing.”

“You mean, no guards or anything?” said
Brod.

“Why would we have guards at a prison?”
The host laughed. *“By very definition of the
word, such a thing is unnecessary. A prison
is a place from which one is not allowed to go
until permitted by a higher authority.”

“Oh?"” said Brod.

He walked to the door, with the host chat-
ting comfortably beside him. But the host’s
smiling pink face expressed stark horror when
Brod stepped over the threshold onto sun-
warmed cement.

“Here! Where are you going:”" he bleated.
“You can’t do that. You mustn’t leave. This
is prison. Don’t you understand?”

“You're going to stop me?” said Brod, squar-
ing his shoulders. .

“Me? Naturally not. I'm the host. I don't
know whose duty it would be to stop you. No
one has ever left, in my time. You can't leave
ap—"

Brod went along the wide area of concrete
before the two-story stone mushroom in which
he had been. The cornerstone of the building
was not in his mind at all, and he was scarcely
conscious of even glancing at it; but then he
stopped as if someone had brought him up on
a string, and he really looked at the numbers
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and stuff chiseled there. and then he felt al-
most as he had at the tailgate of his truck when
bluckness was reeling up to engulf him.

“It ain’t there.” he said slowly, while his
eyes dwelled on the stone.

“The stonc-cutter that did that was drunk.”
he said. after another moment.

The first alternative appealed the most. The
numbers simplv weren’t there: he was having
eve trouble along with the rest of his cock-
eved afflictions.

He left the cornerstone with its mad impli-
cations. and turncd right. away from the build-
ing. There was a hall-mile of lawn ahead, and
he stepped onto that. feet sinking gratefully
into soft turt. It was about the only familiar
sensation he had experienced since stretching
his arms wide and drawing in an unusually
deep breath in [ront of Greer's store.

Far ahead, to the west. a line ot low moun-
tains or high hills made a wavy line against
the sky that seemed vaguely familiar. But he
told himself determinedly that it was not fa-
miliar, because there were crazy implications
in that, too. Implications he simply relused
to face.

Panicky, he gave it up, shoving the whole
business from his mind.

Behind him the commotion caused by his
.unorthodox departure from prison was dying
in distance. Ahead was more concrete, and he
wandered lonesomely toward it. This he saw
as he got nearer, was a road. But it was a
monster of a road. A road to end all roads.

It was, he judged, a quarter of a mile wide—
perhaps more than that; as smooth as glass,
and with no seams in it as far as he could see.
He was almost frightened by the size of the
thing. It made him feel like a very small ant
ofi a very large table-top.

“Nuts,” he said aloud, to exorcise fear. He
started to cross it just because he felt that way.
There was no other reason; he had no cause
to think that the other side would be any clos-
er to Harrisburg than this side.

Far off on the horizon there was an expand-
ing dot. He gauged it, and kept on going. He
was used to fast-moving cars. Give this one
sixty miles an hour—no, give it eighty—and he
still had plenty of time to get across in front of
1t.
The dot grew like a falling star, and Brod
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cried out hoarsely and leaped ahead. Some-
thing like a meteor screamed past him on an
angle. turned over twenty-hive or thirty times,
richted itself drunkenly with its snout point-
ing in a direction opposite to that in which it
had been going, and wobbled back on a flat
tire till locked brakes could stop it.

The car. so shaped that it looked vaguely
like a whale on wheels. had run off the con-
crete by now and settled in a ripped-up patch
of turl. Brod ran back to it. shaking a little
from his own escape and from a conviction
that all inside the thing were dead.

His fear was unfounded. he saw. as he
ncared the car. A man. a woman. and a little
boyv got dazedly out. The man took oft his
derby hat and fanned his pivkish face with it.
The woman twitched at her tubular blue dress
and straightened her sailor lid. The little boy
began to cry.

“Why. Albert!” exclaimed the woman, look-
ing at him in wonder. The little boy shut up,
with a scdred expression. And then Brod got
there.

Relieved that he hadn’t been the cause of a
couple of deaths. Brod found himself getting
sore.

“You!" he said to the man. “What's the idea,
running down pedestrians like that? Where
do you think you're going?”

The man stopped fanning with his hat and
put it back on his head, still looking pretty
unsteady from the shaking up he had received.

“I was going to tower twenty-two,” he said.
His tone was so courteous that it made Brod
madder than ever.

“How fast were you going, anyhow?"

“Why, I'm sure I don’t know. Two fifty or
seventy-five, I guess.”

The woman sighed audibly and stared at
Brod out of round, incurious eyes.

“We'll be late getting home,” she mur-
mured. “But I suppose it’s all for the best.”

“Hey, what kind of a car you got there?”
said Brod, forgetting to be angry. “You mean
two-fifty an hour? And how is it you're not
cat’s meat after such a crash?”

The man didn't answer. He was looking at
his automobile with an anguished expression.
Brod walked to it. .

The car was immense, longer by far than his
truck. It had a few scratches on it from the
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recent rough treatment, but no dents. He
peered through a window that was incredibly
unbroken and saw deep cushions with straps
over them like the straps over airplane seats.

“My tire!” said the man who owned the car,
getting his anguish into words at last® “Look!
It's flat! It's ruined. And it has less than a
hundred thousand miles on it.”

Brod felt grudgingly in his pocket. The tires
on this super-super job were large and fancy
looking. He didn’'t know whether a week’s
pay, drawn by check yesterday afternoon and
cashed this morning, would buy a new one or
not.

“I'll pay for it,” he said grufly. “After all.
you wouldn’t be in this fix if you hadn’t slewed
out and missed me.”

“Pay?” said the man, staring as hard as had
the man from whom Brod had asked the way
to a restaurant. “I'm not quite sure I know....
I can get a new tire without delay at tower
twenty-two, but how in the world am I o get
there on this flat one?”

It was Brod’s turn to look dumb. The bov
whimpered just once, looked [rightened at his
own sound. and sucked his thumb. The wom-
an didn’t look any way at all. “I'm sure it's all
for the best.” she said.

“You don’t have to run on a flat, do you:"
said Brod. “Haven't you a spare?”

“A spare tire?” echoed the man. “Yes, I
suppose 1 have. I've never looked.”

“You've never changed a tire?” said Brod.

“No. Why should I? They run about two
hundred thousand miles and then before thev
get badly worn you trade them for new ones.
I don’t believe I know anyone who has ever
changed a tire:”

“They must blow out in accidents, some-
times. Like vours.”

“It has been over two years since I've ever
read of an accident.” The man looked severely
at Brod. “The only thing that would cause
an accident would be if someone wandered
absent-mindedly onto’a road. And no one ever
walks on a road.”

“How do they get across, then?”

“They usc the underpasses. There's one
every mile. . . . This tire! What shall I do?”

“If you have a spare, you must have tools to
change it,” argued Brod.

The man doubtfully swung out a trapdoor
in the side of his whale. There was a tire, and
there were tools. It took even Brod, mechani-
cal-minded as he was, quite a time to figure out
how to use the things. They were so simple
they bafled him. But he managed, and
changed tires, with the man, woman and boy
staring with eyes that came near to bulging.

“You did it!” breathed the man, when Brod
let the car down again.
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“Do it again,” pleaded the little bay, awe in
his eyes.

“Can I give you a lift down the road?” asked
the man.

Brod considered, then shook his head.

“I'm not going-that way,” he said.

“Which way are you going?"”

“I-I don't know.” admitted Brod. Then he
cleared his throat aggressively.

“I could get you there awfully fast,” said the
man brightly.

“I'm sure it would be for the best,” added
his wife. ’

Brod shook his head again, hands in pockets.

The man in the blue suit settled his derby
more firmly on his head and got in the car.
His wife followed. trim in tubular dress and
sailor hat. The little boy took one more look
at the genius who could change a tire, and
got in too. The door slammed.

The car rolled ever more swiftly down the
tremendous road.

Brod turned back toward the prison build-
ing, since he couldn’t think of any place else
to go. He had-.never felt so lonely in his life,
and he hadn’t a notion on earth what te do
about it. .

But in a moment that fecling began to sub-
side.

He stared at the cornerstone of the prison
building as he walked back toward it. He
couldn’t see the insane numbers chiseled in it
from here, but he knew now that they were
there, that he hadn’t been having spots before
his eyes when he saw them. And he knew they
must be true figures.

A.D. 2429. And the building looked to be
twenty to thirty years old.

The slanting sun high-lighted that line of
hills. which he was not prepared to admit that
he had seen many times from west of Harris-
burg. He was not in some foreign land.

His shoulders began squaring. 2400 and
something A.D., instead of 1951!

Somehow, he had been jumped ahead about
450 years into a funny state where nobody dast
do anything without orders from higher up,
and where you loomed like a large man in a
world of pigmies. All right, admit it. accept it
as a fact. Impossible, but apparently true.

Brod was almost smiling now. It was oc-
curring to him that an out-sized guy who was
regarded as a miracle worker just because he
could change a tire, might go a long way in
this goofy setup. Maybe clear to the top, if
he wanted to get tough about it.

He began wondering comfortably what the
president, or whatever they called the head
man now, would be able to get to eat. Some-
thing, he'd bet, besides that thin, rummy-look-
ing soup. EAR
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“—AND HE BUILT A CROOKED HOUSE—"

(Continued from page 77)

Teal shrugged helplessly. “I wish I knew.”

“Well, we can’t stand here. It's sure death
if we do. Which direction?”

“Any, I guess.”

They had trudged on for an undctermined
distance when Mrs. Bailey demanded a rest.
They stopped. Teal said in an aside to Bailey,
“Any ideasr”

“No. . . . Say, do you hear anything.”

Teal listened. “Maybe—unless it's my
agination.”

“Sounds like an automobile.”

They came to the highway in less than
another hundred vards. The automobile,
when it arrived. proved to be an elderly,
puffing light truck, driven by a rancher. He
crunched (0 a stop at their hail. “We're
stranded. Can vou help us out?”

“Sure. Pile in.”

The return was dispiriting.  Bailey sub-
sidized the friendly rancher to detour to the
tesseract house. not hccause they wanted to
sec it again, but in order to pick up their car.

At last the rancher wurned the corner that
brought them back to where they had started.
But the house was no longer there.

There was not even the ground floor room.
It had vanished. The Baileys, interested in
spite of themselves, poked around the founda-
tions with Teal.

“Got any answers for this one, Teal?" asked
Bailey.

“It must be that on that last shock it simply
fell through into another section of space. I
can see now that I should have anchored it
at the foundations.”

“That’s not all you should have done.”

“Well, don’t sce that therc is anything
to get downhcarted about. The house was
insured. and we've learned an amazing lot.
There are possibilities. man, possibilities! Why,
right now I've got a great new revolutionary
idea for a house—"

Teal ducked in time.
of action.

He was always 2 man

311, GRIFFIN BOORLET—Two
s of ot-hgl

hair- r'usmg nove

far n
\()T EOR Tllh
ieff . . . 9 horrify
w&mmua. vte. Over
‘ll\nl w 1 or all 8 grcat i lets!
by Frank \orris' an extra-long amazing fantastic
300 nace-. {cl c
ALL FOUR COMPLETE NOVELS ONI..Y S$1. 00 Wnte TODAY lor
our FREE catalogs of
READENS SERVICE BOOK cCLuB
119 E. San Fernando St., (Dept. F-12) San Jose 13. California

' A i 39
PLAY GU!TAR IN 7 DAYS
OR GET YOUR MONEY BACK

ED SALE, TOP RADIO GUITARIST, TEACHER OF HUNDREDS
GUITARISTS, PROFESSIONALS., WILL POSlTl\ ELY TEACH \85
.4 A l’lEALTlFll SO\G THE FIRS DAY: AND ANY
E IN DAYS: His bl Paze secret system
hs, 37 chont and finger placing
to learn Instructions on— How to
. keep time. bass runs. dance chords, swing,
owr luﬂ “learn. quick examples, etc. plus 50 Popular and Western
songs with 1st, 2nd, 3rd guitar, words and music. ABSOLUTELY
NO previous music knowledge nceded! Imagine how surprised and
proud your friends will be when they hear you pliy thelr favorite
songs on the guitar, SEND NO MONEY: Just name and
address to ED SALE and pay postman $1. 39 plus C.0.D. $'.59
Point Pleasant, N. J.

and postage or send $1.59 and I pay postage.

ED SALE Dept. PF-10
uncv relief with Dent's. Use Dent's Tooth
um or Dant’s Tooth Drops for cavity tooth-
aches Use Dent's Dental Pouitice for pain or
soreness in gums or teeth. At all drug stores.

TOOTH GUm
TOOTH DROPS *
DENTAL POULTICE

"sm. “Ta8s”

DENT’S

LEARN

AT HOME

There are RICH OPPORTUNITIES for MEN and
WOMEN with “know-how” in Plastics. Interstate's
amating new Plastics course tells and shows bow to
make hundreds of fast selling items out of Plastics.
Gives complete training in fabrication, casting, lam
ination, molding, cte., {n slmple, essy, step-by-step
language and pictures.
START A PLASTICS BUSINESS OF YOUR
OWN. No other industry holds such promise for
the future. You ean make big money manufactur-
ing novelties, toys. signs, etc., in your own home
in spare or full time. Don't wait! Learn NOW
how Interstate’s Plastics Tralning qualifies you
for success in the plastics Seld.

Write for FREE Information Today!
INTERSTATE TRAINING SERVICE

Scheol of Plastics
PORTLAND 13, OREGON

Dept. C-11M

OFFERS YOU
A PROFITABLE
CAREER!
Be an Artist!

Learn to Draw at Home in Spare
Time, Trained Artists Are

Capable of Earning
$75, $100 and MORE A WEEK
COMMERCIAL ART, DESIGNING, CAR-
TOONING sll in one, complete home study
course. Many students earn extra money
while learning by drawing posters, signs,
artwork, etc. W.N.A. is now {n its 37th
Sheeesstul year. No previous art experience
necessary—we teacl you step by step. TWO ART OUTI'ITS in-
cluded with training. Write for FREE BOOK, '‘Art for Pleasure
& Profit’”, describes course and resul:s cnjoyed by our graduates.
ASK I'OR NEW TRIAL PLAN. State age.

WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF ART
Studio 9911A, Washington 5, D. C.

113



B> U PR

’
D R R Ty PP R T T

iasesaravEve

L....--' i ]

-









