


Thousands 
qLi\SSES are only eye crutches. They simp!) 

bolster up the eyes-they cannot cure or eliminate 
the conditions responsible for the trouble. They 
are useful just as crulches are useful for an in

JUred leg, but they can no more restore your eyes to the.r 
former strength than crutches can mend a broken limb. The 
real help must come from other sources. In the case of the 
eyes it is exercise. 

Over 20 years ago Bernarr Macfadden, fathe1 of Physical 
Culture, had a most trying experience with his �yes. Due to 
many nights of hard literary work under poor artificial 
l!ght, they became terribly Strained. The idea of wearing 
g�asses was intoletable, so always willing to back up h is 
theories by experimenting up-
on himc;elf, he immediateiy 
started in upon a course of 
natural treatment that he 
fully helieved would },elp him. 
A Startling Revolution-
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ssesAwoy 
mal VISIOn in a sh01 t 
t.me Your eyesight is 
your most important 
posse:::;ion. lt can never 

be replaced if it ts lost. And since no amount of money 
could make you sacrifice your ey�s. you owe it to yourself 
at least to investigate what this new scientific method can do 
for you ... 

Here is a man who writes: "Strengthening the Eyes has 
enabled me to completely forget the optician. It has practi· 
\:ally cured a bad case of astigmatism." 

And here is another who .says: "Jly faithfully tollowing 
the directions given in your Eye Course I have discarded 

glasses worn f ot years, and 
have had absolutely no trouble 
for the past two years." 

• Another grateful reader ot 
this helpful book writes: "1 
had been wearing glasses 
since I was eight years of age 
and could not go a day withary System of Eye 

Training Make This Test ot Your Eyesight 
out them. 1 am now twenty-
four and with just a little 
effort in practicing the Eye 
ExP,rcises each day for a 
period of two months, 1 have 
been ahle to stop wearing 
glasses entirely." 

The results were so entirely 
�atisfactory that he associated 
himself with one of the few 
really great eye specialists and 
together they entered upon a 
period of T<'search and t>Xpl.:!ri
ment covering many years. 

Upon their findings has been 
based a remarkable new 

Do you know that there is a spot in your eye where you 
are totally blind? Prove it now. Hold this diagram about 
10 inches directly before you. Close the left eye, and fix 
the right eye on the cro88. Then bring the diagram grad
ually cloaer and at about 7 inches the black a pot will sud
denly disappear. This ia but one of the important points 
of information about your ey,ea._ which you should know, 
particularly if you have any eye trouble. 

The�e inspiling lCStllts bring 
a n.essage of hope to every· 
one who is troubled with weak 

s:::ientific system of eye-training which quickly enables you 
tu train these muscles of the eye so that you can make them 
work properly at all times, and without effort or strain. This 
new system has been prepared by Bernarr M_acfadden, _in 
collaboration with the eminent ophthalmologiSt who dis
covered the real truth about eyes. 

Although this remarkable system has only recently been 
introduced to the public, it has been in use for more than 
twenty years, and it has been conclusively proven of ine:tti
mable value. 

If you already wear glasses, find out how you can discard 
your glasses-and see better without them. If you do not 
wear glasses, but feel that your sight is failing, then find out 
how a few minutes each day assures you perfect stght wtth -

out the use of glasses. If you 
are a parent send at once for 
this method, and l•arn how to 
save your children from the 
scourge of near sightedness, 
how you can save them from 
the slavery of eye-glasses, and 
how you can train their eyes 
so they will always have per· 
feet, normal vision. 
For What Price Would 

You Sell Your Eyes? 
The benefits which you can 

derive from this new method 
of eye training may seem too 
surprising to be true. Yet you 
cannot doubt its efficacy when 
you read the Jet ters from the 
people who have founrl it of 
immea�urable value, when you 
know that it has helped over 
2,000 children to regain nor-

ryes or poor sight. There is hardly any condition that is beyo;1d the n•ach of Bernarr Macfadden's revoluti.onizing method of eye training. Even the ho�7-elcss ca!'le�. as 
ii���blemre!�its1
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You Can Try This Course At Our Risk 
\Ve v.ant every reader of this publication aft,icted \\ith eye-trcuhle 

to examine Mr. Macfadden's \\Onderful course and try the eye e>.er
cises that it prescribes. In order to bring this a tout ''e are v. illing to 
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glasses. Can you afford not to take advantage of this offer and all it 
may mean to you? Not if you value strong eyes. Eo mail the coupcn 
now, before tt slips your mind. 

Macfadden PuhlicationJ, lnc., 
Deak N. G. 1, Macfadden Buildin1. 
19Z6 Broadway; New York City. 
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Entirely at your risk, you may sencl me your course of Eye Exer· 
ds:!s. Upon receipt I ''ill pay the postman $.3.00, plus delivery 
charges. 

It is understoo<i if after trying the course for five days I decide not 
to keep it you will immediately refund my rr.oney UJ;On retLrn of the 
course. 

(We pay pos/age on all cash ordrrs) 

Name ____ . ___ ----____ .. __ .. ___ ---·-.-.-.--- - ----- ---_ .. ----__ 

Str..:!ft ______ . _ .-., -----·-·----··-··-··--· -···--···-····· ·--

CitY----·-·-·---------------------------State _________ ·--------

Canadian and foreign orders-cash in advance. 



"ADVERTISING SECTION" 

Big Demand for Trained Men 

THREE ·bloody finr�:er prints on the 
cash register! He mi�t as wen· 
have left his calllng card - his · 

doom waa already written I These aileot 
witnesses told the story-identified him 
-convicted him I Live through these 
thrilling adventures right with Detective 
McDoneld as he gets AriT.ona'a finlt 
finger J?rint conviction. Mail the COQ• 

· pon below and get this &rippmc 8tory 
FREE, with 12 others joat aa ucitinc I 
13 True Deteetive 
Stories-FREE! 
Otippine: Mysteries I Groesoo;Je Traa:· 
edfeal Daring Deeds I Hair • Raillioi 
Climaxes I Every &tory will thtill yoa 
-grip you I You won't be able to lay 
lt down until you bave &nlahed. 
Tblnk of It I RMI SeeM s.r.tc. 0pontaoa glvo you '�118ido 4op.., OD real crime -Tho7 ro•MI their -ret worlrinp-ho• they 
solved big crimo tbat balllod tlw police 11)1 
over the country-bow \bey won handsome 
rnrardel ThtN atorioeaN YOUa$ FRII:i1:tlt JOU act quick! You woul4 1*1 a rood ov.m 
for tbem at • books� ot new8-4taod. Hue tho)' •r• youro F'Rll:&• •/« tho utiJ>c. � 
tho Coupo11 NOW I 

Make $2500.!1 O,OOOa Year Send for this Free Book! 
Finger Print Experts solved every one of these 
weird, blood-curdling crimes I Finger Print Ex
perts gathered in the great big rewards- were 
appointed to high official positions for their work! 
Every day more and more trained men ate needed, 
New Bureas of Identification, new positions are 
opening up all the time. The field is uncrowded! 
Opportunities ate unlimited! 

YO'U can leal'n Finger Print Identification C!j!Sily, in a 
short time- in your spare time-at �I YO'U can 
make $2500 to $10,000 a year as a Fine:er Print Expert. 
Find out how you can enter this most thrilling, adventureo 
80III& professien and make big_ money fast I 

The Knock of Opportunity 
Is the knock ol the postman as he brings thB book, "Finger 
Prints," to you. It brings you fascinating true detective 
stories.. And more I It tells you how YO'U can become 
a Finger Print Expert quickly and eaSJ1y-at home, by 
mail-and at a very small cost-made still easier by 
our liberal Easy Terms. Mail tbat coupon NOWI 

Mail ThisNOifforfreeBook -r•l';,.utnte of ApplJed Sdence, 
• 19208-)'ddeAve.,Dept. 23-01 a.�eage,m. I ·Without a�llalltfoo whateftlr� se:nd mo � IJOW f1JD:y 
1 I11Witrated1 E"book GhQth<ntledet<etlveulee, "�g•• • Printa"; aJIIO detalll of .JOU% low pricea and eaQ' PQ'• • meo&nJIUMII • . Institute of Applied Sdence · i Na"'"----·----·-------------·-----·------------·-

1920 S111J1l1slde Ave., Dept.23-0l Cblcago, DL 1 �"' ... ·----------------------------------
• 

Citu CIJild StattJ ... _ .. _. .. _ .. _______________ .Al1•----
Please mention GHOST STORIES when answering adverti5ement 
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"ADVERTISING SECTION" 

'''We pay hitn $100 a -week'' 
"AND he's worth every cent of it. Came 
n here several years ago asking for a job. 
He got just that-a small job at a small salary. 

"Then I forgot about him-hardly knew he 
was on the payroll until one day I got a letter 
from the International Correspondence Schools 
telling me that Thomas A. Andrews had en
rolled for a course and had received a mark 
of 98 for his first lesson. 

" 'There's a man worth watching,' I said to 
myself, so I began to keep tabs on his work. 
Pretty soon he began coming to me with 
suggestions. I could almost see him growing. 

"Somehow, he was the :first man I thought 
of whenever there was a position open. And 

. he always made good because he was always 
preparing himself for the job ahead. We pay 
him $100 a week now and he's going to be 
earning even a larger salary some day. I 
wish we had more men like him." 

HOW do you stand when your employer checks 
up his men for promotion ? Does he think 

of you? Is there really any reason why you should 
be selected ? 

Ask yourself these questions fairly. You must 
face them if you expect advancement and more 
money. For now, more than ever, the big jobs 
are going to men with special training. 

Tliere is an easy, fascinating way for you to get 
this special training right at home in spare time. 
One hour a day, spent with the I. C. S. in the 
quiet of your own home, will bring you more 
money, more comforts, more pleasure, all that suc
cess means, 

Don't let another priceless hour of spare time 
go to waste! Without cost or obligation, let us 
prove that we can help you. Mark and mail this 
coupon now. 

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
H1.'he Universal Unt·v£.'113-it/1., 
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The 
Radio 
Mind 

Does the brain send out waves? 
Do thoughts sel up vibrations? 

fl. world-famous novelist 
has probed uncharted depths 

to answer these absorbing 
questions for lJOU 1 

B1J things as trance 
mediumship, auto-IF you were born 

as long as fifty 
years ago, �ou 
can remem�er 
a time when the 

UPTOn SlllCLAlR matic writing, table
tipping, telekinesis, 

test of a sound, common-sense mind was 
refusing to "fool with new-fangled notions." 
Without exactly putting it into a formula, 
people took it for granted that Truth was 
known and familiar, and anything that was 
not known and familiar was nonsense. In 
my boyhood, the funniest joke in the world 
was a "flying machine man"; and when my 
mother took up a notion about "germs" get
ting into you and making you sick, my 
father made it a theme for no end of domes
tic wit. Even as late as twenty years ago, 
when I wanted to write a play based on 
the idea that men might some day be able 
to make a human voice audible to groups of 
people all over America, my friends as
sured me that I could not interest the public 
in such a far-fetched theme. 

Among the objects of scorn, in my boy
hood, was what we called "superstition"; 
and we made the term include, not merely 
the fear that the number thirteen brought 
you bad luck; not merely a belief in witches, 
ghosts and goblins, but also a belief in any 
strange phenomena of the mind which we 
did not understand. We knew about hyp
notism, because we had seen stage per
formances, and were in the midst of reading 
a naughty booT( called "Trilby"; but such 
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telepathy and clair
voyance-we didn't know these long names, 
and if such ideas were explained to us, we 
knew right away that they were "all non
sense." 

In my youth I had the experience of 
meeting a scholarly Unitarian clergyman, 
the Reverend lVIinot J. Savage of New 
Y ark, who assured me quite seriously that 
he had seen and talked with ghosts. He 
didn't convince me, but he sowed the first 
seed of curiosity in my mind, and I began 
reading books on psychic research. From 
fi1·st to last, I have read hundreds of vol
umes ; and a! ways I have been interested 
and always uncertain-an uncomfortable 
mental state. The evidence in support of 
telepathy came to seem to me conclusive, 
yet it never quite became real. The con
sequences of belief would be so tremendous, 
the changes it would make in my view of 
the universe so revolutionary, that I 
couldn't believe, even when I said I did. 

But for thirty years the subject has been 
among the things I hoped to know about; 
and, as it happened, the fates were planning 
to favor me. They sent me a wife who he
came interested. and who not merely inves
tigated telepathy, but learned to practice it. 
For the past two years I h�ve been watch-



T H E  RADIO MIND 

ing this work, day by day and night by 
night, in our home. So at last I can say 
that I am no longer guessing. Now I really 
know. I am going to tell you about it, and 
hope to convince you; but regardless of 
what anybody can say, there will never 
again be a doubt about it in my mind. I 
know ! 

UJ HA T:-.or why is telepathy: that is to 
say, can one human mind communi

cate with another human mind, except by 
the sense channels ordinarily known and 
used-seeing, hearing, feeling, tasting and 
touching? Can a thought or image in one 
mind be sent directly to another mind and 
there be recognized and reproduced? And, 

c::::----==----�· 

Fig. 1 

this training is the art of mental concen
tration and auto-suggestion, which can be 
learned, exactly as one can learn to spell 
or to speak French. I am going to tell 
you not merely what you can tio, but how 
you can do it, so that if you have patience 
and genuine interest, yQu can make your 
own contribution to knowledge. 

Starting this subject, I am like the wan
dering book-agent or peddler who taps on 
your door and gets you to open it, and 
then has to speak quickly and Jlersuasively
putting his best goods foremost, before you 
are moved to shut the door in his face. 
Your prejudice is all against the idea; and 
if you are one of my old-time readers, you 
are a little shocked to find me taking up a 

new and unexpected line 
of activity. You have 
come, after thirty years 
to the position where you 
allow me to be one kind 
of "crank", but you won't 
stand for my being two 
kinds. So it seems wise 
for me to come straight 
to the point, open up my 

if this can be done, how is it 
done? Is it some kind of vi
bration, going out from the brain, 
like radio broadcasting ? Or is it 
some contact .with a deeper level 
of mind, as bubbles on the sur
face of a stream have contact 
with the water of the stream? 
And if this power exists, can it 
be developed and used? Is ;t 
something that happens now ant! 
then, like a lightning flash, over 
which we have no control? Or 
can we make it, and store it, and 
use it regularly, as we have 
learned to do with the electricity 
which Franklin brought from the 
clouds? 

�I ..)} 
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These are the questions; and 
the answers, as well as I can summarize 
them, are as follows: Telepathy is real; it 
does happen. Whatever may be the nature 
of the force, it has nothing to do with space, 
for it works exactly as well over forty miles 
as over twenty feet. And while it may be 
spontaneous, and may depend upon a special 
endowment, it can be cultivated and used 
deliberately, as any other object of study 
in physics and chemistry. The essential in 

-�, 
Fig. la 

pack, pull out my choicest wares, and catch 
your attention with them if I can. 

I shall show you first a drawing of a 
table-fork (fig. 1). It was drawn with a 
lead-pencil on a sheet of ruled paper, and 
then reproduced in the ordinary way. You 
note that it bears a signature and a date. 

This drawing was produced by my 
brother-in-law, Robert L. Irwin-a young 
business man, and no kind of "crank" what-



GHO ST STORIES 

ever-under the following circumstances. 
He was sitting in a room in his home in 
Pasadena at a specified hour, eleven-thirty 
in the morning of July 13th, 1928, having 
agreed to make a drawing of any object 
he might select, and then to 
sit gazing at it, concen
trating his entire attention 
upon it for a period of 
from fi £teen to twenty 
minutes. 

the drawing and the writing were produced 
and compared. Before I finish this exposi
tion, I shall present affidavits to the effect 
that the drawing and writing were produced 
in this way. Incidentally, my wife and Bob 

Irwin produced four ad
ditional pairs of drawings 
made in the same way, three 
of them equally successful. 

Second case. Consider 
the drawings in fig. 2 and 
fig. 2a. These were pro
duced under the following 
circumstances. The single 
drawing (fig. 2) was made 
by me in my study at my 
home. I was alone, and the 

At the same agreed hour, 
eleven-thirty in the morn
ing of July 13th, 1928, my 
wife was lying on the couch 
in her study, in our home 
in Long Beach, forty miles 
away by motor-car. She 
was in semi
d a r k  n e S.f·, 
with her eyes 
closed, e m
playing a sys
tem of men
tal concentra
tion which 
she has been 
practicing off 
and on for a 
couple o f  
year s ,  and 
mentally sug·
gesting to 
h e r  subcon
sci&us mind 
to bring her 
whatever was 

Fig. 2 .. door was closed before the 
drawing was 
m a d e ,  and 
w a s  not 
opened until 
the test was 

in the mind of Bob, 
her brother-in-law. 
Hav i n g  b e c o m e  
satisfied that the 
image which came 
to her mind was the 
correct one-since it 
persisted, and came 
b a c k  again and 
again-she sat up, 
t o o k pencil and 
paper, and wrote the 
date and the six 
words which appear 
in fig. 1a. 

A day or two 
later we drove to 
Pasadena, where, in 
the presence of Bob 
and his wife, Mrs. 
Sinclair and myself, 

0 

Fig. 2a 

Fig. 3 

cone 1 u. d ed. 
Having made 
the drawing, 
I held it be
fore me and 
con centra ted 
upon it for a 
period of five 
or ten min
utes. 

The five 
drawings 
( f ig . 2a), 
w e r e  pro

duced by my wife, 
who was lying on the 
couch in her study, 
s o m e thirty feet 
away from me, with 
the door closed be
tween us. The only 
words spoken were 
as follows: when I 
was ready to make 
my drawing, I caU.ed, 
"A 11 r i g h t," and 
when she had com
pleted her drawings, 
s h e  c a 11 e d, "All 
right" - whereupon 
I opened the door 
and took my draw
ing to her and we 
compared them, I 
found that in addi-



THE RADIO MIND 7 

Fig. 4 

tion to the five little pictures, she had written 
some explanation of how slle came to draw 
them. This I shall quote and discuss later 
on. I shall also tell about six other pairs of 
drawings, pro
duced in the 
same way. 

Third case: 
another drawing 
(fig. 3), was 
produced under 
t h e following 
circumstances: 

I said a word, and the drawing and 
writing as here reproduced have 
not been touched or altered in any 
way. 

The text of my wife's comment 
on her drawing (fig. 3) is as fol
lows: 

"First see round glass. Guess 
nose glasses? No. Then comes V 
shape again with 'button' in top. 
Button stands out from object. 
This round top is of different color 
from lower part. It is light color, 
the other part is dark." 

To a>·oid any possible misunder-
standing, perhaps I should state the 

question and answer in the above were my 
wife's description of her own mental process 
and do not represent a question asked of me. 

Next, I offer two drawings (fig. 4, 4a). 
These were pro
duced in the fol
lowing manner: 

My wife went 
up s t a i r s  and 
shut the door 
which is at the 
top of the stair
way. I went on 
tip-toe to a cup-

The one at the 
top was ura\'m 
by me alone in 
my study, and 
was one of nine 
p i c t u r e s ,  all 
m a d e  at the 
same time and 
with no restric
tion whatever 
up o n  what I 
should draw-

Fig. 4a 
anything t h a t 

came into my head. Having made the nine 
urawing-s, I wrapped each one in a separate 
sheet of green paper, to make it absolutely 
invisible, and put each one in a plain en
velope and sealed it. Then I took the nine 
sealed envelopes and laid them on the table 
by my wife's couch. My wife then took 
one of them, placed it over her solar plexus 
and lay in her state of concentration, while 

board in a downstairs room and took from 
a shelf a red electric-light bulb-it having 
been agreed that I should select any small 
article, of which there were certainly many 
hundreds, and perhaps a thoftsand or two, 
in our home. 

I wrapped this bulb in several thicknesses 
of newspaper, and put it, so wrapped, in 
a shoe-box, wrapping the shoe-box in a 
whole newspaper, and tying it 
tightly with a string. I then 
called my wife who came down
stairs, and lay on her couch and 
put the box on her body, over 
the solar plexus. I sat watch
ing, and never took my eyes 
from her, nor did I speak a 
word during the test. Finally 
she sat up, made her drawing, 
with the written comment, and 
handed it to me. Every word o£ 
the comment, as well as the 
drawing, were produced befol e 

I 

Fig. S Fig. Sa 
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details to save time and 
trouble, as I shall later ex
plain, but the essential fea
tures remain unchanged: I 
make a set of drawings, and 
my wife takes them one by 
one and attempts to repro
duce them without having 
seen them. 

Fig. 6 Fig. 6a 

Here are a few samples, 
chosen at random because 
of their picturesque charac
ter. If my wife wrote any
thing on the drawing, I add 
it as "comment", and you 
are to understand here, and 
for the rest of these experi

I sat watching her, at her insistence, in 
order to make the evidence more conclusive. 
Having received what she considered a con
vincing telepathic "message", or image of 
the contents of the envelope, she sat up and 
made her sketch (fig. 4a) on a pad of paper. 

THE essence of our procedure Is this: 
that never did she see my drawing until 

hers was completed and her descriptive 
words written ; that I spoke no word and 
made no comment until after this was done, 
and that the drawings presented here are iu 
every case exactly what I drew, while the 
corresponding drawing is exactly what my 
wife drew, with no change or additbn 
whatsoever. 

In the case of this particular pair, my 
wife wrote: "Inside of rock well with vines 
climbing on outside." Such was her guess 
as to the drawing, which I had meant for 
a bird's nest surrounded by leaves; but you 
can see that the two drawings are, for 
practical p u r -
poses, identical. 

1-\ 

ments, that "comment" means the exact 
words which she wrote before she saw my 
drawing. Often there will be parts of this 
"comment" visible in the drawing, but as 
a rule I shall give the whole thing in print, 
for the sake of legibility and convenience. 

Fig. 7 Fig. 7a 
Let us take the two drawings (fig. 5, Sa) 

on which my wife's comment was: "Knight's 
helmet." 

On the next (fig. 6a) the comment was: 
"Desert scene, camel, ostrich, then below"
and the drawing came below. On the re
verse side of the page is a further comment: 
"This came itt fragments, as if I saw it 
being drawn by invisible pencil." By com
paring her sketch with the original (fig. 6), 
you can see how closely she approximatea it, 
and how association of ideas supplied the 
added words. 

The pair of 

Many t e sts 
have been made, 
by each of the 
different methods 
a b ove outlined, 
and the results 
will be given and 
explained in these 
p a g e s. T h e  

Fig 8 
method of attempting to re
produce small drawings was 
used more than any other, 
simply because it proved the 
most convenient; it could be 
done at a moment's notice, and 
so fitted into our busy lives. 
The procedure varied in a few 

tt IJ l 

drawings next shown (fig. 
7, 7a) bear no com
ment-and none is 
needed. 

N o  com m e n t, 
either, was written 
on the drawing (fig. 
Sa) which gives two 
very similar and 
close representations 
of my original (fig. 
8). But the next test 
is more interesting: Fig. 811. 
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Fig. 9 
In the drawings 

(fig. 9, 9a) we have 
a very striking pair. 
My wife's comment 
on her picture reads: 
"May be elephant's Fig. 9a 
snout-but anyway it is some kind of animal 
running. Long thing like rope flung out 
in front of him." 

Following these we have a series of three 
pairs which, as it happens, were done one 
after the other. They are selected, in part, 
because they are amusing, and further, be
cause they illustrate the in-
geniousness of the subcon-
scious mind. 

I tried, (fig. 10) to draw 
a bat, from vague memories 
of boyhood days when they 
used to fly into the ball
rooms at Virginia Springs 
hotels and had to be massa
cred with brooms, because 
it was believed that they 
sought to tangle themselves 
in the hair of the ladies. 

Fig. 10 
My wife's comment on her drawing (fig. 

lOa) reads: "Big insect. I know this is 
right because it moves its legs as if flying. 
Beetle working his legs. Legs in motion!" 

The next (fig. 11 on following page) i:> 
my effort at a Chinese mandarin. 

'"[HE comment on my wife's drawing 
(fig. 11 a) says: "More beetles, or legged 

bugs"-and she draws the mustaches of the 
mandarin and his hair. She then goes on
"Head of dragon v/ith big mouth. See also 
part of his body-in front, or shoulders." 
The association of mandarins with dragons 
is obvious. 

And finally, my effort at a boy's roller 
skate, which underwent a strange telepathic 
transformation. It is here shown turned 
upside down, for easier comparison. (fig. 
12, 12a on page 11). 

The comment on this reads: "Profile of 
head and neck of animal-lion or dog
muzzle. Maybe pig snout." 

All these are samples of our successes. 
Altogether, of such drawings, 38 were pre

pared by my secretary, 
while I made 252, a total 
of 290. I have classified 
the drawings to the best of 
my abilitv into three 
groups : s�ccesses, partial 
successes, and failures. The 
partial successes are those 
drawings which contain 
some easily recognized ele
ment of the original draw
ing: such as, for example, 
the last one above. The 
profile of a pig's head is not 

a roller skate, but when you compare the 
drawings, you see that in my wife's first 
sketch the eves resemble the wheels of the 
roller skates: ami in her second sketch the -
snout resembles my shoe-tip; also there is 
a general similarity of outline, which is 
what she most commonly gets. 

In the 290 draw-
ings, the total of suc
cesses is 65, which is 
roughly 23 per cent. 

Fig. lOa 

The total of partial successes is 155, 
which is 53 per cent. The total of failures 
is 70, which is 24 per cent. I asked some 
mathematician friends to work out the 
probabilities on the above results, but I 
found that the problem was too compli
cated. 

Who could estimate how many possible 
objects there were, which might come into 
my head to be drawn? Any time the supply 
ran short, I would pick up a magazine, and 
in the advertising pages find a score of new 
drawings to imitate. Again, very few of 

. the drawings were simple. We began with 
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such things as a circle, a square, a cross, 
a number or a Jetter; but soon we were 
doing Chinese mandarins with long mus-

taches, a n d 
puppies chas
ing a string. 
Each of these 
drawings has 
many different 
features; and 
what mathe
matician could 
c o u n t  t h e  
n u m ber o f  

But she never paid any attention to this 
gift; never associated it with "psychic" mat
ters. She was always too busy, first with 
eight younger brothers and sisters, and then 
with the practical affairs of an unpractical 
author-husband. 

Early in childhood, 'things like this would 
happen: her mother would say to a little 
negro servant, "Go and find Miss Mary 
Craig"; but before the boy could start, the 
child would know that her mother wanted 
her, and would be on the way. This might, 
of course, have been coincidence; I men
tion it for what value it may have. The 

'-------1 � � 1 14 
Fig. 11 

� , . 'if\:--. 

same thing applied to 
dreams. Craig once dreamed 
there was a needle in her 
bed, and woke up and 
looked for it in vain; in the 
morning she told her 
mother, who slept in an
other room. The mother 
said : "How strange ! I 
dreamed the same thing, 
and I woke up and really 
found one!" 

(Above) ·� � ''" � 
Fig. 11a 

(At right) 
l�u;;- � 

these features, and the chances of reproduc
ing them? 

It is a matter to be judged by common 
sense. It seems to me anyone must agree 
that the chances against the twelve drawings 
so far shown having been reproduced by 
accident are too great to be worth consider
ing. A million years would not be enough 
for such a set of coincidences. 

MUCH of the evidence which I am us-
ing rests upon the good faith of Mary 

Craig Sinclair; so, before we go further, I 
ask your permission to introduce her. She 
is a daughter of the far South; her father 
is a retired planter, bank president and 
judge, of Mississippi. The fates endowed 
his oldest child with the blessings of beauty, 
health, wealth and wisdom-and then spoiled 
the gift by adding a curse in the shape of 
a too-tender heart. 

The griefs of other people overwhelm 
Craig like a suffocation. Strangers take 
cne glance at her, and instantly decide that 
here is one who will "understand." I have 
seen her go into a store to buy a piece of 
ribbon, and come out with tears in her 
eyes, because of a tragic story which some 
clerk was moved to pour out to her, all in 
a moment, without provocation. She has 
always said that she "gets" the feelings of 
people, not by their words, but by intuition. 

Of her young ladyhood 
Craig tells this story, one Qf many: Driving 
with a girl friend, miles from home, she 
suddenly remarked: "Let's go home; Mr. 
B is there." Now this was a place to which 
Mr. B had never come; it was three hun
dred miles from his own home. However, 
Craig said: "I have just had a vision of 
him, sitting on our front porch." Going 
home, they found him there. 

Another instance, of more recent date. 
Shortly after our coming to California, my 
wife all at once became greatly worried 
about Jack London; she insisted that he 
was in terrible mental distress. As it hap
pened, George Sterling had told us much 
about Jack's troubles, but these were of 
old standing, and there was nothing to ac
count for the sudden notion which my wife 
took up. 

We had a Jot of conversati0n about it 
nevertheless; I offered to take her to the 
London ranch, but she said she would not 
attempt to meddle in the affairs of a married 
man, unless at his wife's request. I made 
the laughing suggestion that she go alone, 
in the guise of a gypsy fortune-teller
something which in her girlhood she had 
done with social eclat. Two days later we 
read that Jack London was dead, and very 
soon came letters from George Sterling, 
telling us that London had taken his own 
life. This, again, might be coincidence; if 
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it steod alone I would attach n o  importance 
to it. 

When we were married, sixteen years 
ago, we spent some time in England, and 
there we met a woman physician, interested 
in "mental healing" and full of ideas about 
"psychic" things. Both Craig and I were 
in need of healing, having been through 
a siege of trouble. Craig was suffering 
from intense headaches, something hithert0 
unknown in her life ; while I had an ancient 
problem of indigestion, caused by excess of  
brain work and lack of body work. We 
began to experiment with healing by the 
"laying on of hands"-without knowing 
anything about it, just groping in the dark. 
I found that I could cure Craig's head

. aches-and get them myself ; while she 
found that she could 'take my indigestion, a 
trouble she had never known 
hitherto. Each of us was 
willing to take the other's 
pains, but neither was will
ing to give them, so our ex
periments came to a halt. 

UJ E forgot the whole sub-

it out in the crucibles of pain, and proved it 
to her satisfaction in her da,ily regimen. 

Especially, that is why she was not c�m-

Fig. 12a 

tent to see psychic phe
nomena produced by other 
persons. Even though au
thorities warned her that 
trances might be dangerous, 
and that rapport with others 
might lead to · dissociation 
of personality-even so, she 
had to find out for herself. 
A hundred times in the 

j ect for more than ten 
years. I was busy trying 
to reform America ; while 
Craig was developing the 
most jntensely materialistic 
convictions. Her early ex
periences of religion had re
pelled her so violently, that 
everything suggestive of 
"spiritualism" was repug
nant to her. Never was 

Fig. 1 2  course of our experiments 
she has turned to me, say

a woman more "practical", more centered 
upon the here and now, things which can be 
seen and touched. 

But shortly after the age of forty, her 
custom of carrying the troubles of all who 
were near her culminated in a nervous 
breakdown-a story of suffering needless to 
go into. Suffice it to say that she had many 
ills to experiment upon, and mental control 
became suddenly a matter of life and death. 
In. the course of the last five or six years 
Craig has acquired a fair-sized library of 
books on the mind, both orthodox scientific, 
and "crank." She has sat up half the night 
studying, marking passages and making 
notes, -seeking to reconcile various doctrines, 
td know really what the mind is, how it 
works, and what can be done with it. 
Always it was a practical problem : things 
had to work. If now she believes anything. 
rest assured that it is because she has tried 

ing : "Can you think of any way this can 
be chance ? \V'hat can I do to make it more 
sure?" When I said, the other night : 
"This settles it for me. I am going to write 
the story," her reply was, "Wait a while !"  
She wants to do more experimenting ; hut I 
think that enough is enough. 

What · I will do, however, is let her tell 
you how she does what •he does, and how 
you, too, can do it t 

Ne.rt month, Mary Craig Sinclair will 
re1•eaJ in these pages the secret of her re
markable power. She is going to tell YO U 
hO"& to be a mind reader ! Not only that, 
but she will point out powers of which yoH 
tzever dreamed yourself capable. Mrs. Sin
clair's contribHtion to "The Radio Mind" 
will appear exclusively in the Februar-y 
issue of GRosT STORIE:!, on salt JanNaf'J 
23rd. Order :vour copy 110w! 
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IT was Christmas Eve-and black mur
der gnawed at my heart. I paced the 
room like a caged animal. I threw 
myself face downward on the bed in 
an agony of insane jealousy and rage, 

and there the scene flashed before me more 
vividly than ever. How lovely Sybil Tan
ner had appeared as she became the bride 
of John Kent, my lifelong friend ! Friend ? 
I hated him. He had won her away from 
me. But for him Sybil would have been 
my wife. And I had stood just behind him, 
smiling, watching the , ceremony progress, 
hearing the words that swept black doom 
over my intended happiness-the words that 
made those two man and wife. 

Friend ? God, I hated him-hated her ! 
Stealing away afterward, while the other 

guests showered the couple with congratu
lations, I had sought my apartment and 
locked myself in. Then rage had swept 

12  

A howl o f  fear came from 
the dog and, tucking his 

tail under him, he ran 

over me--uncompromising, unreasoning 
rage-and with it a thirst for revenge. I 
could kill John Kent ! I could take his life, 
wreck the happiness of those two, even aS 
they stood on the threshold of happiness. 

For a week that thought had persisted, 
growing ever stronger, more violent, until it 
had become a mania. 

Now, on this night, more alone than ever 
in a world given over to h01iday festivities, · 

I stopped and pondered. That mad idea of 
murder reared itself in my brain like an 
insidious serpent. It seemed good to me. 
Why not ? Why should those two be en
titled to a happiness that I would never 
know ? Oh, I was well aware of the penalty 
for murder. But justice· would never catch 
me-;-I was a lawyer and kn�w too well 
how to evade it. The thought made me 
glad and I laughed to myself-short1y, 
horribly.

_ 
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lorn from his mortal shell, this man 

learned an eternal lesson .......... 

and found an immortal love 1 

Laughter shook me ; I could not still it. 
Suddenly, as I lay there, the laughter 
brought on most excruciating pains. They 
shot through my body. I suffered a violent 
convulsion, like a man deathly i ll. 

The agony lessened, passed off. It left 
me weak and exhausted, so that I panted 
like a dog. I felt light and giddy, as though 
I had been ill or had lost some part of me
as though I had cast off a great weight. 
Relief from the pain came to me. I rose 
from the bed, finding it difficult to place my 
feet on the rug. But there surged throu�h 
me a great compelling desire. I would go to 
John Kent and end his life. I would take my 
toll for the misery he had caused me. How 
I would laugh when Kent lay at my feet ! 
How I would sneer when Sybil ran to him, 
as I knew she would, and found him life
less I Happiness ? I would find my happi
ness in revenge. 

A paper knife lay on the table-part of 
a desk set John had given me. Its blade 
was steel, its handle strong. It would do. 
I would return it to him. I only need go 
to him, catch him by the hand and, as I 
offered my overdue congratulations, plunge 
the knife into him. He would be unsuspect
ing. She who had accepted my books and 
flowers, but who had so often rejected my 

proposals of marriage-she would suffer 
now, and I would laugh. What a Christmas 
hers would be ! 

Quickly I caught up the knife. I pulled 
open the door, not stopping for my hat ;>r 
coat. Noiselessly I sped along the corri
dor, down the stairs, out of the house. How 
good-how light I felt ! My feet hardly 
touched the snowy pavement. I was 
scarcely aware of the merry holiday throngs 
I passed by. It was good to be like that 
a fter my days of depression, to be bound on 
a mission such as mine. I had a deed to 
do now. 

BUT a queer thing happened as I passed 
down a side street. A dog, a miserable 

cur with mangy coat and protruding ribs, 
came running toward me. He did not see me, 
did not hear me. Sniffing here and there 
he suddenly brought up short, stared about 
him, lifted his muzzle. He caught my scent ; 
yet, though he looked in my direction, he 
still did not appear to see me. But the hair 
stood up on his back. A long-drawn howl of 
fear came from his throat and suddenlv he 
turned, tucking his tail under him, and

' 
ran. 

I stopped in amazement. A policeman 
stood at the corner, idly swinging his night
stick. He saw the dog's peculiar behavior 

13 
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and laughrcl. but l1e clicl not look at me. 
He did not C\'Ctl seem to know I was there. 
l spoke to h i m .  

"W hat\ got into that dog ?" asked. 

The pol iceman did not answer. He 
yawned prodigi nthh·, ,ct h i s cap at a new 
angle and turned away to patrol h i s  beat. 
He h:1d not heard m e ! 

I was dum founded. Neither the dog nor 
the man had appeared to notice me at all. 
T looked down at myc.dL 1 was as usual. 
I I  ad the world gone mad ? I \\'Ondered. 

BUT I did not consider that for long. I 
had an crr<md bdurc me and I proposed 

to per f orn1 it. 
John and Sybil had taken a modest apart

ment not far from mv own . They had 
been back a week from their wedd ing trip 
but as yet had received no guest>. I would 
be the li rc t-and the last ' 

I found the out er door open. Or was 
1U Someth ing queer about that. lt seemed 
to be open ; yet there was some obstruction 
!hat I cou ld not fathonL \V ithin, I beheld 
a d im l i � h t  burning- in the hall and I passed 
throug-h the doorway feeling a sl ight re
s i st?.m:e as though I had brushed something 
a.side.  

I went on. bounding- up the sta i rs . The 
t l < •or to the i r apartment also stood open. 
Tkct ag-a in was queer. \Vere there no doors 
at all in this house ? From the thresh old 
I saw them at d inner, laugh ing- togeth er, 
he risinif up to go around and kiss her . 
ll ow I h ated them for that � Th e spirit 
of marl j calotFy flared up in me :mew l ike a 
consun1ing- t1atne. 

I entered the apartment, again experi
f'nclng tl1at strange resi stance as I passed 
t h rough the open door. 

The)' did not notice me as I cam e  in .  
Their eYes were on a fine Christmas tree 
all deck�d with shiny ti nsel and gleami ng 
balls. I g-ripped the knife and advanced 
qui ckly to Kent, extending a hand and 
ca l l ing : 

"Congratulations, Jolm ! A merry Christ
m:cs and be;;t wi shes to you both, my li fe-
1(_\ng- friend�." 

They did not look up at me, but turned 
back to their  meal. They d id nut even ap
pn r to sec me there. I started back in sur
prise  and then again my rage overcame me. 
So they did not care to converse with me, 
eh ' ,'iow that they were married an d my 
k• ppincso wac wrecked. they were w i l l i ng to 
c>t n·.c n il l ike an ol d shoe ? 

I c u rsed-a horrible oath. Syhi l  looked 

up fJUickly, sta ring ahout her in alarm. 
"John, dear," sh e said. "\V hat was that ? 

It seemed as though a hot flame fanned my 
face . Do you t h ink the candles m ight have 
set the t:·ee a fi r e ? Go sec, dear ." 

Kent looked about him.  Then he smiled 
at her across the table. 

"No," he said,  "it's my heart-on fire 
with love for you, clear !" 

Trifles like that ! Saying th ose things 
to make me more angry. He l i ttle knew 
death hovered above him. Sybil rose from 
her chair. 

"Something makes me uneasy, J olm," she 
complained. "I fccl-I feel as though there 
were someth ing strange in this r9om-sorne 
menace to us both ." She laughed-hysteri
cally, I thought . "Don't you feel it, dear ? '' 
she asked. 

St il l  striv ing to ignore and cut me ! The 
rage in me swelled hotter. 

Hy accident I faced the mirror i n  a side
board at the opposite end of the room. I 
stopped and peered at it. Something was 
wrong. I looked exactly at the spot where 
I should have seen my own reflection in it. 
There was none there. I stooped and 
peered closer. I could not see myself at 
all  ! \Vhere I stood there was only a slight 
blur in the reflection-a vague, mist-like 
form that was hardly visible. 

I m oved aside. The film in  the mirror 
shi fted, too. I raised one hand. The mist 
t rembled. Forgetting Sybil and Kent, who 
\\·ere now staring at each other in frown
ing conce rn, I approached th at mirror until 
l could touch it .  I put one hand against 
the pol i shed surface. Behind me I could 
see the appurtenances of the ro0m-the din
i ng tabl e , a vase of flowers in its center, 
food, the t\vo 11·ho sat there, and on be
yond them th e gl ittering' t ree. But as for 
myself there was no reflection at all, ex
cept for that hardly apparent veil of mist. 

l T frightened me. What had I become ? 
A phantom ? \Vas that why the clog had 

run from me, why the policeman had turned 
away ? \"!hat strange metamorphosis had 
taken place in me ? 

My mind went quickly back to my 
struggle on tl1e bed, the horrible pains I 
had experienced as black murder surged 
up in my heart-a wrenching as if my soul 
were being torn apart. The more I thought 
about it the more I became convinced that 
som cth ing beyond my comprehension had 
taken place w ithin me. 

Here I was in the room with these two 
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who had known m e  for years ; yet they 
evic!ently did not see me. To myself I was 
tangible enough. I held a hand before me. 
It was my hand, clothed in the color of 
natural flesh, lined with veins, solid. I put 
it to the mirror-and found no reflection ! 

SUDDENLY, in the fear that overwhelmed 
me, the flame of my hatred abated, my 

- jealousy grew cold. The change left me 
chilled, as though an icy wind had blown 
over me. I felt weak and still more light 
and giddy ; I could 
hardly keep my feet on 
the carpeted floor. The 
chill set me shaking as if 
I would rattle to pieces. 

"John, dear," said 
Sybil, her voice tense 
again, "what is the mat
ter with me ? A moment 
ago I felt a hot, burning 
breeze. Now a deathly 
cold wind blows over 
rne. Am I ill ? Have l 
a fever ?" 

Q u i c k 1 y concerned, 
Kent arose and bent over 
her, placing a hand on 
her forehead, his tones 
soft and consoling. It 
was torture to see him 
there, to see him com
fort her. Again that 
flame surged up in me. I 
had the knife in my hand. 
His back was toward 
me, his shoulders bent. 

Now was the time. I raised the knife. 
A good, strong thrust would plunge it into 
his back, drop him at my feet. Then I 
would laugh. 

I caught my breath. I tensed my muscles. 
Now ! 

But I could not move my hand. Cool 
fingers, as strong as steel, gripped my wrist. 
A strength that was greater than any power 
of mine held me helpless. 

Slowly I turned. What I saw there 
caused me to start in amazement. 

Behind me stood a woman. Gloriously 
lovely, clad in some white flowing garment, 
with a shining radiance glowing all about 
her. Her hair was the color of gold, but 
it was her face-her eyes-that held me. 
They may have been blue, but from them 
streamed a light of power, of command. 
She was not so tall as I, but exceedingly 
fair and beautiful ; and though she still held 

my wrist in thosCJ cool, steely finger� of 
hers, there was no accusing look in her face. 
Rather it was one of pity, one of sorrow 
for me. 

I wanted to fall on my knees before her. 
I wanted to hide my face. Shame, remorse, 
fear, overcame me. There arose in me the 
desire to appear strong before this woman ; 
but instead I was only a weakling, giving 
way to a dastardly whim. In the bright 
l ight that surrounded the lovely figure I 
felt that my soul was laid bare and I was 

greatly ashamed. 
In a moment my wrist 

was released. Of its own 
accord the hand that 
held the knife fell to my 
side ; the blade slipped 
to the floor. I drew 
away from her as she 
stood there, striving to 
hide from her view, 
fending her off with 
hands outspread before 
me. I closed my eyes, 
trembling from head to 
foot. And when I opened 
them again the strange 
woman was receding, 
fading, not into mist but 
into a bright radiance 
that lost its human form 
and itself became slowly 
dimmed and finally ex
tinguished. 

I looked about me. I 
did not breathe. I stood 
there as one transfixed. 

Then, slowly, a great weariness came over 
me and I longed to be back in my own 
apartment, to lie down, to sleep. The light
ness of my body now seemed incongruous. 

1 STARED at Kent and his bride. They 
were sitting together on a divan in an ad

joining room, she sobbing quietly against his 
breast, his arms around her as he strove to 
quiet her. But I was no longer interested 
in them. I was concerned only about my
self. I wanted to leave that place, to get 
away. The chill that had pervaded my 
body now swept upon me like the breath 
from an iceberg. 

I became conscious that I was out of the 
house, moving along the street. Night was 
upon the city and only a few package-laden 
pedestrians were abroad. They took no 
notice of me. My feet made no sound upon 
the snow. I might as well have been a 
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shadow cast by the branches of the trees 
for all anyone appeared to see me. 

And as I came to realize that, a new fear 
dawned upon me. Suppose I were a de
tached spirit ? Suppose that in the throes 
<lf that awful contortion on the bed I had 
somehow separated my soul from its mortal 
body ? I might unwittingly have stumbled 
on the key that unocked my soul from its 
shell. And if I had, how was I to re-enter 
it again ? What formula, what incantation 
must I possess to rein habit my body ? And 
where was my body-back in my apart
ment ? I had left so hastily, intent on deal
ing death to my former comrade and friend, 
that I had not looked behind me. Was it 
still there ? 

DEEP in thought, I did not see where I 
was going. I did not care. I became pos

sessed of a great impatience. I wanted to 
fly. I could not contain myself. My foot
steps grew faster. I almost ran. 

The houses were fewer now, the dark
ness deeper. I saw I was on the outskirts 
of the city, hurrying on as though I had to 
get somewhere but even now was late. I 
thought of the night, centuries ago, when 
wise men and shepherds had hastened on 
their pilgrimage, following the star of 
promise. Was I, too, following a star ? 
Whither was I bound ? 

I found myself leaving the road, turning 
up a snow-piled cart-path, diving deeper 
into the blue shadows of trees. Still I hur
ried on in a strange eagerness. Now the 
ground ascended. The path changed to a 
trail, uneven and narrow, with protruding 
stones and fallen icy branches. But so light 
and intangible had I become that I swept 
over them without hurt or jar. 

Shortly I reached the top of the hill. 
Below me lay the lights of  the city, and 
from the distance came the hushed murmur 
of traffic, mingling with the sighing of wind 
in the branches. I seemed to be alone in 
a great vastness, the stars in multitudinous 
glory above me, the earth crisp and white 
beneath my feet. At first an unutterable 
loneliness swept over me and I was very 
weary. Life had no interest for me any 
m ore. I was burdened with remorse. 

Soon, however, the breeze blew stronger 
upon me and in its breath there came a sort 
of exaltation, as though the beauty and 
sacredness of the night were filling me with 
new life, new hope. I flung myself down 
in the drifts and looked up at the snow
laden pines, drinking in their pungent scent 

as a thirsty man drinks of a cool, hidden 
spring. 

The breeze grew even stronger. Soon it 
bent the tree tops. They whispered among 
themselves. I listened, and if there had 
been a spirit in the trees uttering words in 
my own tongue they could not have been 
more clear. 

"There are two personalities in everyone," 
said the voice. "One is for good, the other 
for evil. The world is in perfect balance. 
Only within the individual is there discord. 
Out of hate comes evil. Banish the hate 
and the world regains its equilibrium. He 
that was born this night has said it: 'Love 
one another.' Cast out hate.'' 

Cast out hate ? Hate? That was the 
thing that had made me want to kill. That 
was the thing in whose clutch I had 
struggled there upon the bed when, through 
some strange psychosis I did not under
stand, I had been changed. 

Hate ? Suddenly I did not want to be 
hateful any more. Why should I envy my 
friend and Sybil their happiness ? Time 
after time I had asked her to marry me 
and always she had told me, kindly but 
firmly, that she did not love me. Yet I had 
tried to force her to respond, to bend 

.
her 

to my will. Again and again she had asked 
me only to be her friend, her protector. 

Was not that her right ? How could I 
hope to make her love me when her love 
was for another ? 

Thus I reasoned, alone there on the hill
top. I made a vow that if I could be rein
vested of my mortal body I would strive to 
be a better, truer friend than I had been in 
the past. Moreover I suddenly knew I did 
not love Sybil at all. That fire had gone out 
of me. She was John's and his alone. 

AND hardly had I thought that than I 
burst out weeping, silently, like an 

overwrought child; weeping as I lay there 
beneath the stars, in the solitude ; weeping 
on the soft snowy bosom of Mother Earth. 

Then the trees were whispering together 
again, while from the midst of them there 
came a great light. It was she-that glow
ing figure that had caught my upraised arm 
as I was about to strike clown my friend ! 

This time I was not ashamed in her sight. 
Nor did the look of pity appear in her face. 
Now there was only gladness and j oy
and love. Yes, love for me, whom she had 
saved that night from becoming a mur
derer. 

I got to my knees. I extended my arms 
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toward her i n  rapture. I felt myself a man 
again, strong and decent, deserving to go 
to her. And in that moment I knew it was 
not Sybil I loved but this phantom woman, 
this wonderful, lo\·ely, radiant creature who 
stood before me. This was pure love, un
tainted by any base thought or design. Love 
undefiled. 

She spoke no word to me. She <mly 
stood there, smiling, glad, and above her, 
like a diadem, shone the crystal stars. 
Then, as before, while the trees around us 
seemed to whisper again, she was caught 
up in that bright light that surrounded her, 
merging with it until she was no longer 
there, and until the light itself went gradu
ally out. Faintly, 
on the frosty air 
came the chimes 
tJf distant bells . . . .  

ment the scene slowly faded and I found 
myself alone once more on the frosty hill· 
top. 

Wearily I turned back along the path by · 
which I had come. Again I iound the road 
that led me back to the city. It was morn
ing now, but still no one noticed me on the 
streets. In time I came to the house in 
which my apartment was and climbed the 
stairs. I was eager now to discover if I 
really had left my mortal body there. 

I entered the room and stopped in con
sternation. Several persons were there. 
One of them was a neighbor from across 
the hall, another the landlady who rented 
the apartments in the house, a third her 

crippled daughter 
Lolita to whom I 
had been somewhat 
attracted b e f o r c 

I stood as one in 
a trance. Suddenly 
there came to me 
a sense that I had 
gone back a mil
lion years. A trop
ical sun sent its 
rays beating down 
on hot sand. Far 
beyond I could 
perceive the blue, 
sunlit waters of 
the ocean beating 
u p o n  a s a n d y  
shore. I stood at 
the door of a great 
temple ; I heard 
from within the 
c h a n t i n g of a 

To Start the t h a t murderous 
m a d n e s s came 
u p o n  m e. T h e  
landlady spoke to 
the other tenant
a woman. 

New Year Right 
We've got another corking 

story for you by an author who 
surely needs no introduction to 
our readers-

"The doctor said 
it was a strange 
case," she asserted. 
"Lallie came up 
here to say 'Mer
ry Christmas' and 
found him on the 
b e d. H e ' w a s  
dressed but uncon
s c i o u s. L a l l i e  
called me and we 
tried to wake him 

ROBERT W. CHAMBERS 

It's called "The Mask" and we 
can safely promise that you'll not 
put it down until you've read the 
last word. 

Resolve now-to order your 
February copy of GHOST S-roRuts, 
on sale January 23rd. 

priest and saw a 
s t r a n  g e, d a rk, 
swarthy people in worship there. And as 
I looked about me I became conscious that 
She was at my side-the wondrously beau
tiful woman who had come to me from the 
trees. She looked up at me proudly and· I 
knew that I was the leader of that people 
and that this woman was my queen and that 
I loved her. 

I strove to remember more. Who was 
she ? Who was I ?  Had we been together 
on this planet--or on another somewhere ? 
In an agony I tried to delve deeper into the 
strata of memory and learn who she was
who I was. Tantalizingly the scene hung 
before me-the burning sand, the sunlit 
waters, the breath o£ slrange flowers in my 
nostrils, the lovely woman by my side. But 
my mind could go no farther, and in a mo-

up but we couldn't. 
So we got a doc· 
tor and he said it 

was a case for the hospital. They've just 
taken him away." 

Again that cold wind froze my very vitals. 
They had taken my body to a hospital and 
I was in the shadows, a detached spirit, 
seeking my worldly home. Fear swept me. 
Perhaps my body was already dead ! 

"vVhat hospital," I cried. "Where has 
it gone ?" 

''Eh ?" the landlady said suddenly. 
"I did not speak," said the other woman. 
"I thought you asked me where it had 

gone," said my landlarly. 
But the crippled girl loohd about her 

quickly, her ecstatic face pale ; and though 
she did not appear to see me, she answered 
readily : 

"To St. Jer6me's. They've laken it 
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there." Then she really had heard me ! 
"Thank y•u, L&lita," I said. Instantly 

the girl started back as though I had struck 
her. Then she smiled, passint: a hand over 
her eyes. 

"Strange," she murmured. "I felt as if 
he himself were here." 

But I did not stay. I made my way out 
of the heuse and along the frozen street 
once more. Anather policeman stood at 
the corner but he did not see me. I kept 
on. Soon I arrived at the hospital. I 
stepped to the desk where a young girl sat. 

"Will you tell me, please, if you have a 
patient named Henry Congdon here ?" I 
asked. 

· 

'T"HE &-irl shuddered but she did not reply. l Instead she turned to another girl at the 
switchboard. 

"It's time I was giving up this job," she 
said. "They've just brought in a case named 
C<>ngdon and taken it to 4-F. And I just 
thought I heard somebody asking for him. 
I must be getting the willies." 

Four-F. The girl had told me enough. 
I knew new there would be nG use in wait
ing for the elevator. I was intangible. The 
elevator man would net see me. I climbed 
the stairs, and somehow found the room 
for myself. '#hen I stepped into it, a doc
tor-an elderly man in white uniform
stood by the bed fingering a stethoscope, 
and John Kent, hat in hand, was on the op
posite side. Between them, pale even against 
the whiteness of the pillow, and half cov
ered &y the bed clothing--was myself! 

John was speaking. 
"His landlady telephoned to me," he 

said. "She knew we were friends. I came 
as 'l.�icldy as I cauld. What's the trouble, 
doctor?" 

"Gad knows," said the other gravely. "He 
has ne respiration at all. If it weren't for 
an occasional flutter of pulse I'd say he was 
already dead. It•s the nearest thing to sus
pended attimation I ever saw." 

. "Smpended animation ?" John repeated 
vaguely. 

The doctor reached over and raised up 
one of my eyelids. My eyes were turned 
upward, only the whites showing. 

"It's Hke catalepsy," the doctor said 
thoughtfully, "only it isn't even that. In 
catalepsy the limbs preserve the position 
unchanged from the time of attack. In this 
case the whole body is limp. If I believed 
in fhe occult I might say that somehow he 
has founEl a way to remove his soul from 

his body and that his spirit is wandering 
arcund somewhere. But medical men are sup� 
posed to deal with realities and that theory 
is tGo fantastic to be considered here." 

John's hand strayed to a pocket. He drew 
out the knife I had taken from my tahle. 

"What's that ?" the doctor said quickly. 
John looked bewihieredly at the knife. 
"A queer thing- happened last night," he 

said. "I picked this up on the floor of our 
apartment. It is part of a desk set I rave 
him for his birthday. I don't know hw 
it came to our home. We haven't seen him 
since we were married." 

The dBctor tu�ned so that his face was 
hidden from John, but I saw that his eyes 
were wide in amazement and a stern look 
had settled on his face. 

"Do you know anything about this 
patient?" he asked gravely. 

"Yes, indeed," John replied cordiaUy. 
"VI/e've been friends for years. He's a 
wonderful fellow. We were at school tc>
gether and we worked in the same Gffice 
when he studied law. In fact, it was thr&ugh 
him I met my wife. 

"I'm more sorry than I can tell you that 
this has happened," John went on. "He's 
a fine chap and has been a loved and valued 
friend to me, though of late he has been 
moody and kept much to himself. But I 
really loved the fellow. I hope he won't 
die, for I thought the world of him." 

For a bare instant my lips curled in 
scorn as I stood there. Then it seemed as 
if an echo of that voice I had heard en the 
hill came to me: 

"HE has said it: 'Love one another.' Cast 
out hate---" 

I thrilled to John's words. How frank, 
how quick, was his praise for me. And 
I had tried to murder him! Impulsively I 
stepped forward and threw my arm about 
his shoulders. 

"Forgive me, old fellow," I said. "I'm 
not worthy of your friendship. But I want 
you to forgive me for old time's sake .. ·I 
want you and Sybil to be very happy to
gether and if we can be friends again, John, 
I promise to do all I can to help you." 

A quizzical frown overspread his face. 
He looked about him as though searching 
for the source of some impulse he could not 
fathom. The doctor turned to go. Quickly 
John thrust the knife back intG his pocket 
and bending down to the bed caught my 
hand-the hand of myself there on the bed. 

"Go•d-by, Henry," he said feelingly, a 
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catch In his voice. "God knows I hope it 
will come out ali right." 

And in that Instant I thought I felt John's 
honest grip on my own hand-the hand of 
myself, the thin, misty figure that stood be
hind him and that he did not see. 

Then I was alone in the room-alone with 
myself. . I gazed at the figure on the bed. 

. It lay pale and lifeless, its expression one of 
physical pain rather than of any other 
emotion. In that moment I had a chance to 
study myself truly-to go over my life and 
wonder whether it had anything of achieve
ment in it, anything of �Iessing to anyone 
else. 

Suddenly I felt very small and mean and 
, contemptible. My life had been a totally 

selfish one. But then and there I promised 
that if I could return to my normal state I 
would make amends. 

In that minute dizziness overcame me 
again. And with it came a pain I hardly 
could bear. I caught the bed for support, 
staring down half stupefied at my other self 
lying . there. The breast was heaving as 
though it strove to draw in air. Tremors 
wursed up and down its frame-and sud
denly ev�rything went black before me. 

When I awoke dawn was in the East
the dawn of a new era· for 
me. I lay on the bed, my 
own self once more. I 
lifted one hand and let it 
fall against the cotlnter-
pane. It . was sound and 
firm. I lifted the edge of 
the counterpane and felt 
it stir against my body. 

But vaguely there came 
to me the thought that 
something had awakened 
me. I closed my eyes and 
felt again the kiss of cool 
lips on my forehead. 1 
started up and looked 
about me. 

' 

Where the first rays of the r1smg sun 
streamed in at the window, there stood that 
lovely Presence I had seen before. She 
seemed a part of the very dawn itself, so 
that she was clothed in gold and rose and 
purple like a queen. She smiled down at 

me, with love in her wondrous eyes. And 
,. · , 1 knew I loved her-only her; that we were 

lletrothed. She was mine and I was hers, 
since .di.stant -ages. 

�· Then, as the sun grew higher, the morning 
clouds at the windo� dispersed and with 

�i,� them she disappeared, her smile lingering ���--�� . 
:._;� . 

to the last, while from somewhere outside 
I heard a distant choir singing: "Peace on 
earth to men of good will." It was Christ
mas Day ! 

The doctor came into the room presently. 
He studied me for a time without speaking. 

"You're through it," he said at last and I 
knew he knew more than he spoke. "By the 
look on your face I should say you've 
learned what you needed to. We're too 
much infants in the realm of psychic science 
to fool with it to any great extent We take 
too many chances." 

"I know, doctor," I agreed, "hut I've 
learned a great lesson." 

HE left me after a while, saying that when 
I had rested a few hours longer I could 

leave the hospital. 
I did, eventually, hut now I felt the cold 

and had to take a cab back to my apartment. 
I called up John and told him I had been ill, 
asking his forgiveness for my negligence in 
sending my greetings to him and Sybil. 

He seemed delighted to hear my voice. 
His own rang with fervor as he assured me 
of his delight at my recovery and that we 
all would have jolly times together again. -. 

When I hung up the receiver I ·felt much 
better in .spirit than I had 
for weeks. It came upon 
me, too, that I felt once 
more a Presence in the 
room-the Presence of 
that wonderfully beautiful 
woman who had come to 
me in those tragic mo
ments through which I had 
passed. Who was she? 
Who was this beauteous 
being who had appeared 
out of the shadows to help 
me? 

Once more my room 
faded from me and I 
seemed to drop back 

through untold ages. I stood at the door of 
that great temple where priests within per
formed some ancient religious rite, where 
the �anrls were burning hot and the sea in 
the distance rolled unceasingly on that 
shore. And there the •Woman stood beside 
me, smiling, the love-light on her face, her 
hair as golden as the sun, her eyes blue
green as the sea in the distance. 

Who was she ? Who was I ? I strove to 
remember, to tear aside the veil and get deep 
down into the roots of memory. But it was 
too elusive, too infinitely vague. Only the 
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picture itself was strong, though its edges 
faded off into nothin�ess, tantalizing, un
r�led. But with me there persisted the 
thought, which assumed the proportions of 
truth, that the beautiful being who had 
come to me out of the blue-white shadows 
and out of the trees was my age-old love 
whom I should go seeking through other 
ages to come and whom at last I would 
sometime find. 

lT was another morning several weeks 
later that I saw Her again. This time she 

was accompanied by tragedy. I sat in my 
apartment dreaming, wondering, when I 
came crashing back to reality with the sound 
of shrieks in my ears and the odor of smoke 
in my nostrils. Downstairs Mrs. Holley, 
the landlady, was crying out in terror, and 
outside someone was calling «Fire ! Fire !" 

At the same moment I beard far down 
the street the clang and sirens of fire ap
paratus. I sprang from my chair and rushed 
to the stairs. Great clouds of smoke sweep
ing upward forced me back. I ran to a 
window and, leaning out, swung to an ice
coated trellis near-by, and made my way 
safely to the ground. 

But I hardly reached it before Mrs. Hol
ley was upon me, beating me with her fist> 
in a frenzy of despair. 

"Lollie !" she cried. "LoUie's up there on 
the top floor. She can't get down. She'll 
be burned !" 

Lolli e, the little crippled girl? Lallie, my 
little friend who had been so sensitiYc to mv 
spirit presence, cut off from escape by the 
flames ? 

I did not hesitate. I, who heretofore had 
thought only of myself, plunged through the 
smoke that rolled from the doorway, and 
fought my way to the stairs. As a greater 
cloud of smoke enveloped me it seemed as 
though I was lifted up and became light 
and intangible, while ahead of me appeared 
a shining brilliance that seemed to lead me 
onward through the thick of the blaze. I do 
not say I became ·detached again. The body 
I occupied was truly tangible enough, for, as 
T bounded up the stairway, flaming cinders 
dtopped on my head and hands and even my 
clothes smoldered. 

Doggedly I fought my way upward, 
through the smoke and flames, up one stair
way after another, until I arrived at the top 
floor. Here the heat was intense, the smoke 
choking. It was an infern�. I did not know 
at what moment the floors might collapse, 
the brick walls that formed the shell of the 

old house cave in on top of me. Yet that 
seemed a small consideration-ilow. 

Onward I plunged through the smoke, that
( strange radiance ahead of me, f01tifying, 

gukling me straight to Lolita. She lay in a 
corner of one room, collapsed into a pathetic 
huddle, her cheap dress already smoldering, 
the flames running toward her like greedy 
tongues about to tick l1er up. 

I caught her in my arms and once more 
that strange brilliance went ahead of me 
through the smoke, leading the way, leading 
me to a window overlooking the street. The 
engines were below and already a ladder bad . 

been swung up to the window sill. By the 
time I was on the ledge with my precious 
burden, a fireman was there to take Lolita 
from my arms and help me down to tb� 
street. 

The girl was badly injured. Somewhere 
in the upper regions of the house, stumbling 
through the smoke on her halting legs she 
had breathed the flames into her throat. 
They laid her te-nderly on a blanket spread 
over the cold ground, but the end was very 
near. Mrs. Holley wept silently. 

I stood beside the dying girl. She looked 
up into my eyes and smiled as she passed on 
and, suddenly as an errant wind, it seemed 
to me that once more the shining Presen.:e 
was there, and that Lolita, all br-ight and 
glorious like that other radiant one, stood · 

-beside the golden-haired figure. It may 
have been only the flames I sa\v through the 
smoke, bat it was all very real to me. Lolita, 
freed from her pain-racked oody, took the 
hand of Her and placed it in mine. The 
fingers were cool and firm, and through 
their touch new strength passed into me 
from Her. 

THEN the cloud of smoke was quickly dis-
pelled and I looked about me dazedly. Th� 

firemen were busy with their equipment, the 
crowd watching interestedly. No one had 
seen. The vision had been for myself alone. 

That was not the last time I was to see 
the shining Presence o£ Her. Often I have 1 
felt her near me in moments of depression 
and doubt. I seem to feel her by my side, 
comforting me, urging me onward, giving 
me strength when I seem to fail. And often 
the picture of that great temple with its 
gigantic pylons and its carved doorway, with 
the sand and the sky and the blue sea be
yond, comes to me. I hear the chanting of 
the ancient priests, the responses of the 
people-my people and Hers. She is beside 
me again, all glorious, with her hair reflect· 
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E 
the gold of the sun. . She gazes at 

and smiles happily, and proudly I look 
wn into her eyes, I who love her so 

deeply. 
There is another vision that has come to 

me recently. No longer is the burning sun 
reflected from the sands; it is night, with 
deep blue shadows under the trees where the 
gorgeous moon does not penetrate. A soft 
wind stirs the branches and they seem to 
bend together protectingly, as did the trees 
on the hilltop that time. But now they pro
tect us both as we walk, sometimes bathed 
in the moonlight, or stopping to linger in 
the shadows that are like deep pools. 'We 
seem to talk with another, but what the 'words are I cannot understand, except that 
they are of love. 

Who is she? Where have I known her 

before ? Aml where shall I meet her again? 
These questions persist, unanswerable. I 
only know that She came, that Christma' 
Eve, to teach me a wondrous lesson-the 
beauty of love and understanding and the 
peace that is their reward. 

The gray is about my temples now. The 
children of John and Sybil have g:rown to 
manhood and womanhood, and I have known 
the richness of their friendships. As for 
myself, I have never married. I do not 
care to seek love on this earth. Always be
fore me is the love of that other One. This 
life seems to me only an episode, a phase, 
an interval in a long upward climb. Some
where I have lived before and loved, and 
somewhere I shall live again. I await that 
future existence eagerly, for I ·  know that 
there, at last, I shall be with Her forever. 

The Vision That Saved Five Lives 

A FEW months ago in the Napa Valley 
of California, Captain Yonnt died-a 

news event covered by a few lines in the 
local papers and apparently of no interest 
tb the outside world. Only students of 
psychic phenomena noted the passing of a 
man who had experienced one of the 
strangest instances of clairvoyance in re
cent years. 

No one seems to know the old patriarch's 
first name. He was generally called 
"Cap'n" and viewed always with a measure 
ef awe by the Valley's residents ever since 
the bitter cold night when his uncanny 
vision saved the lives of five lost and snow
llound travellers. 

The Cap'n was in his cabin stai:ing into 
the flames on that memorable night, warm
ing himself before the open fire. He was 
neither tired nor sleepy, yet a strange lassi
tude came over him and he closed his eyes for a moment. 

As in a dream he saw a group oi 
uavellers struggling through high snow
drifts, their faces . drawn and haggard. 
Gusty winds bowled about them. He could 
see -that the storm-trapped party was des
perately seeking some sort o£ shelter in the 
mountains before they succumbed. All of 
them looked hal£ frozen and starved. 

• The scene where this group was battling 
for their lives impressed itself upon him. 
There was a huge perpendicular cliff of 
white rock with a mass of trees half snowed 
under. He had never seen a spot that re-

sembled it, though he had done considerable 
wandering through the Valley. One of the 
persons in the party turned a pleading- face 
toward him and-Cap'n Yonnt awoke to 
hear the shrill wind roaring over his cabin. 

He wondered where that cliff might be, 
and finally dismissed it with a shrug of his 
shoulders as a dream caused by the storm 
and the naturally associated thoughts that 
somewhere persons might ue trapped in the 
mountains. But once more a drowsiness 
overcame him and against his will his eyes 
closed and he saw again as in a dream the 
white cliff, the snow covered trees and the 
same faces he had seen a moment before. 

The patriarch dressed and plowed through 
the storm to an old hunter who knew every 
foot of the Valley. When . the hunter, 
awakened from sleep, heard the description, 

he recognized the white cliff and the position 
of the trees as a spot in the Carson Valley 
Pass-a place unknown to Cap'n Yonnt. 

Y onnt, impressed by the clarity o£ the 
dream that had appeared to him twice, 
awok� o�her hunters and against their pro
tests mszsted that they accompany him. 

Thro�gh the snow and ice and slippery 
mountam paths, the rescuers pbdded, driven 
onward by the faith of the old leader. 

When they reached the white cliff and the 
bunched trees as visioned by Y onnt in hi>J 
dream, they found five emigrants, half 
frozen and almost dead from starvation. 

Their faces were those the Cap'n had seen 
in his "dream". 
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DID the Kaiser 
know, long be
fore his flight 
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that his crown 
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made public, I would em
phasize the importance to 
be attached to the occult in• 
fluence of precious stones. 
This is not the place to go 

would fall from his head and his dynastic 
clarms crumble into the dust of humiliation ? 

My reply to that question is an emphatic 
!'Yes !" 

I can produce evidence that the Kaiser 
was solemnly and specifically warned of the 
impending doom that hovered over him even 
when he was in the plenitude of his power. 
Moreover, on two occasions he deliberately 
provoked the Fate predicted, disregarding 
advice tendered to him and pretending to 
laugh at revelations of the· supernatural 
that were indeed "the writing on the wall". 

In unraveling this enthralling story that, 
for various reasons, has never before been 
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A stream of words 
poured from tbe 

girl's lips 

exhaustively into the question of how 
stran�ely and strongly various precious 
stones affect the fortunes of individuals. 
But anyone who has surveyed ancient his• 
tory will have been struck by the value 
attached to gifts of stones of price to 
pGtentates and rulers. Moreover, tb,ere 
is hardly a historic gem but has attached 
to it a chequered story of sudden death 
and intrigue. 

ENGLAND'S Koh-i-Noor, meaning Mount 
of Light, can boast a long series of ter

rilic crimes attached to its history before the 
spell was broken-as it was predicted it 
would be-by the gem's passing from the 
East to the West 

On January 27th, 1859, Frederick William 
Victor Albert was born in the Schloss 
Palace, Berlin. Seeing that his mother 
was the Princess Royal of England, it was 
natural that Queen Victoria, after receipt 
of the news of the birth, should telegraph : 
'1Is he a fine boy ?" The answer was in the 
affirmative ; but it is now known that a de
formity of the infant, a withered arm, was 
not discovered till afterward. 

The tragic death of his father, after a 
three months' reign, brought the Prince to 
the throne of Germany as William II. On 
June 15th, 1887, he was crowned King of 

Prussia and proclaimed Emperor of Ger
many. 

For this ceremony the fam9us Iron 
Crown of Prussia was used-the weighty 
diadem that had encircled the brow of 
Frederick the Great. But the crown was 
not the same in Spartan simplicity as when 
the Maker of Prussia placed it on his head. 
It had been beautified after the death of 
Frederick by the addition of a number of 
gems. And in the center, blazing with baLe
ful beauty, was the glorious stone of evil 
fame.: "The Eye of Buddha." 



.As selected blJ 

-�� 
I must now 

-

pas� d on to a work had sapped my energy ; all that after
strange acquaintance I m a d  e noon there had been a succession of men 
during my professional career-a mys- and women who demanded to know what 
terious being concerning whom the wildest fate had in store for them. 
stories circulated in Germany and, indeed, 
throughout the Continent. I refer to Herr 
Zunklehorn, better known as "The Im
mortal." 

I was tired at the close of the day's rou
tine of seeing clients one late afternoon, 
when my secretary came in and said : 

"There is a curious old fellow who wants 
an interview. He gives. no name, looks 
shabby, and is, I 
fancy, a foreigner. 
Shall I say you 
are too busy to see 
anyone ?" 

Yes, I was tired 
and a little jaded. 
For the immense 
concentration 
essary for 

r :  

"ll 0," I said wearily. "I cannot see any-
one." And then I paused. For, 

drifting in behind my secretary, like some 
withered leaf blown in by the wind, was 
an old man. He came forward, and pull
ing off a broad-brimmed hat, tossed it on 
one of my chairs. 

"Yes, Cheiro," he said, in a soft whisper
ing voice. "You will-you must see mel 

Zunkleborn ceased bis in
cantations. "Speak. 0 migbty soul I" be cried 
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As a disciple of Althus you will hear me I" 
Alth-us! The name arrested my attention. 

For it ·was that oi the Greek seer who had 
devoted his whole life to the study of the 
influence of gems upon human beings. But 
could this shabby old man he the custodian 
of any such occult secrets? Still, I had 
lived long en�urh to learn that the word of 
wisdom o{ten comes from the most unlikely 
moath. Strange, too, my weariness seemed 
to have vanished. I was eager to know 
more of my visitor. My secretary discreetly 
left the room. 

1 COULD now see, as my visitor sank into 
a chair, that he was frail with extreme 

age. His bald, high skull, piercing blue 
eyes, curved thin nose, and well-shaped 
mouth, impressed me. Where had I seen 
such a face before? Then I remembered. 
I have in my possession a picture of that 
famous English astrologer and occultist
Doctor J<»hn Dee. The likeness to the aged 
man before me was striking. 

"Cheiro," he said., regarding me intently, 
"I have heard of you and perhaps you have 
heard of me. Both of us have walked the 
same path, seeking the keys that shall open 
the doors upon the supreme mysteries of 
life and death. My name is Zunklehorn." 

I recognized the name as that of a 
man famous throughout Germany and the 
Continent for his predictions and also for 
his amazing researches into the hist�ry of 
famous gems. Strange rumors were afloat 
concerning his attainments and age. 

The year was 1908. The previous August 
the Kaiser had met King Edward at Horn
burg, and in November the German mon
arch had visited England. It was a time 
when, on the surface, Anglo-German rela· 
tions were being cemented by the efforts 
of William II, tog-ether with English states· 
men. 

Zunklehorn talked of various matters and 
then said in his peculiarly soft voice : 

"Cheiro, my time, as we reckon years, is 
nearly spun from the spool of Fate. I shall 
soon be seen no longer. Before I depat1 
I desi r .  to put you in possession of certain 
facts that are of the highest importance, 
not only to the art we both cherish, but 
also to the countries we represent." 

I t10dded. I confess I was deeply in
terested. 

"You know, I supj)ose," he went on, "how 
it was that I lost favor at Court ?" 

Seeing that I did not, he continued :  
"In 1887 I knew that the end of the Em-

peror Frederick was rapidly approachin�. 
My computations made before the death of 
the old Emperor William I, assured me that 
the Red Prince, as he was called, would not 
reign more than twelve weeks. He was 

h ., crowned with the iron diadem bearing t e , -� 

'Eye of Buddha,' and from my calculations 
based on the birth dates of the members of 
the House of Hohenzollern, I knew Death 
would claim him. The rest is history. 

-

"Rut when I saw that in due course the 
young William would also place that fatal 
diadem on his head I was moved to protest. 
The birth date of the Prince showed all too 
clearly that for him, should he invite the 
curse of the jewel, there would be no swift 
death, but lingering disaster, with dishonor 
in the end branded upon his brow. I there
fore addressed a memorandum to the young 
Emperor before he succeeded to the throne, 
pointing out these facts and urging that another diadem should be substituted. 

"It was then I realized he could not be 
warned. He sent for me and loaded me with 
reproaches. Finally, drawing himself up, he 
thundered : 'I am the Kaiser. My dynasty 
must endure forever 1' I smiled and left him. 
Shortly afterward I was told my presence at 
the Court was not desired." 

I pass over much that was o£ interest told 
me by this ancient seer. But finally he 
begged me to come to Berlin as quickly as I 
could, so that he might carry out an experi
ment he had long contemplated. I confess 
when he whispered it in my ear I hesitated 
before its daring. Still, exploration in the 
realms of occultism and mystery made a Call 
I could not resist. I agreed that, as soon as 
I could get a few free days, I would come 
over to Berlin. With a satisfied smile, he 
wrung my hand and melted gently from my 
consulting-room. 

1 N a small street turning out of the Fried-
richstrasse, Herr Zunklehorn had his 

abode. It was an ancient house, stuffed with 
old furniture and scarcely lighted by its tiny 
windows. Up in what had been the attic 
he had fitted up a library and laboratory. 
There, huddled pell-mell, were old books, 
parchments, strange stones gleaming bright
ly, circles and discs, charts of lives, and 
many queer objects that I could not fathom. 

Upon his own ground, Herr Ztmklehorn 
seemed more imposing than when he had 
visited me in London. He wore on his head 
a skull cap made from the fur of a wild cat. 
and about his meager frame hung a long 
robe. If ever a man looked a survival of 
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aome ancient prophet it was Zunklehoro. 

Presently the door opened and there 
entered a young woman with a smooth, ex
pressionless face. I was immediately im
pressed by her extraordinary appearance. It 
was as though she moved in a hypnetic 
trance. Gliding round the table, she took 
a seat in a hjgh carved chair. She did not 
apeak to me or take the slightest notice of 
my presence. 

"This," 5aid Zunklehorn briefly, "is my 
'adistant'. Through her I can raise up the 
spirits of the dead even as Samuel was 
bro�t up by the Witch of Endor." He 
paused, and continued impressively: 

" M y  d e a r  
C h e i  r o ,  you 
k' n o w  s o m e
thing, I doubt 
D o t, o f  t h e  
power of incan

tatiens carried 
out unrkr prop
er �nditions. 
M y  t i m e i s  
&hQrt. But all is 
now in readi
ness for my 
Grand Experi-
ment." 

The pillar swayed from side tg si4e, then 
drew nearer to Herr Zunklehorn. New I 
could see it was acquiring human shape, but 
the head was immense, entirely out ei pr<t• 
portion to the outlined l»dy. It was the 
head of a colossus with the remainder that 
of an ordinary man. 

Suddenly a stream e£ words poured from 
the lips of the girl. It was something about 
"Lord" and "Master" ; and as she babbled 
furiously, the swaying pillar grew more 

. human, save for the grotesquely enlarged 
head. 

Zunklehorn ceased his incantati&ns. In a 
sonorous voice he cried : "Speak, 0 mighty 

soul ! Who art 
thou come from 
the silent Be-

The following 
are extracts from 
a letter of Miss 
Evangeline Adams: 

"As an explanation 
of why I have selected 
'Gem of Dl·Omen' as 
my favorite &host 1tory 
I would state that of 
the many ghost stories 
I have read, it seems 
to me that thia one 

y o n d?" A n d  
through the lips 
of the writhing 
medium issued 
a deep, authori
tative voice : 

He then pushed 
back the table, 
drew a circle in 
chalk upon the 
floor, took in 
hand a sacred 
talisman en
graved with a 
mystic number, 
and uttered the 
i n c an t a t o r y  
chaut. The girl 
sat erect in her 
chair, seeming
ly indifferent to 
all that was 
passiq. 

exemplifies the fact that truth can be 
arrived at from many different ��niles. 

"Freder i ck ,  
called the Great, 
King of Prussia 
a n  d Margrave 
of Brandenburg. 
W h y  call est 
thou me?'' 

I confess a 
strange thrilling 
sensation r a n  
t h r o u g h my 
veins when I 
now saw that 
the ethereal form 
had shaped more 
strongly. It was 
easy to trace 
the resemblance 
to the classic 
picture of Fred
erick the Great, 
well known to 

The room was 

"Jn the light of the latest findings of 
science, the law of vibration· explains not only 
the reason why incantations (such as were 
used by Herr Zunklehom in this story) pro· 
duce certain effects, but is another way of ex· 
plaining why the influence of the stars works 

out in the destiny of human beings. 

"Everything in the Universe, including 
precious stones, has its own vibration, and 
all through the ages the fact haa been recog
nized that certain lltonCll, because of vibra
tions which emanate from them, have played 
either a baneful or beneficent part in the 

affairs of men," 

s h u t t e r e d .  . 

everybody who 
has seen the 
huge portrait in 

Gradually the little light filtered away until 
it became so' dark I could hardly see. 

the National Gallery in Berlin. 

The muttering of the i�cantation contin
ued. Suddenly the girl uttered a loud, rend-

. h1g cry that startled me. She rocked from 
side to side, holding herself as if in mortal 
pain. Now a stream of greenish light ap
peared in a far corner of the room. It was 
a pillar of luminous light, faintly illuminat
ing the face of the convulsed girl. 

I 

THERE followed a long interrogation be-
tween Zunklehorn and the spirit, the an

swers being delivered through the entrancet.l 
medium. I could not easily follow what was 
said, as the German used was almost 
archaic, but afterward Zunklehom wrote 
down tile gist of it for my benefit. 

In brief, it was a solemn warning delivered 
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to Zunklehorn that the Kaiser was rushing 
on to disaster ; that war would come in 
August, 1914; that the Warlord would be 
overthrown in 1918; that he would go into 
exile and his dynasty fall in ruins. Finally, 
his fatal year period was foreshadowed to 
begi11 in 1913. 

Gradually the apparition faded away and 
the medium regained her fixed calm and 
glided silently from the room. Zunklehorn 
then told me that for years he had been 
working for the propitious moment to bring 
back the spirit of the great Frederick. 
"Now," he said somewhat wistfully, "I must 
quit this mortal state and I shall leave my 
predictions in your hands." 

JT is, of course, ·a matter of history that 
Herr Zunklehom died in Berlin during the 

\Var, somewhere about 1917. He had pre
viously visited Russia and had been granted 
an audience with the Czar, for that monarch 
never lost an opportunity to converse with a 
mystic. But Rasputin had been jealous of 
the German's powers and had procured his 
banishment on the pretext that he was an 
enemy spy. Zunklehorn died under mysteri
ous circumstances, being found stretched 
upon the floor of his apartment surrounded 
by the evidence of his connection with the 
uncanny. 

With regard to the prophesies of woe 
he uttered concerning the Kaiser, it is no
torious that the "Eye of Buddha" was an 
evil gem with a malignant history of ruin 
behind it. 

Raped by a French soldier from the 
golden statue of Buddha in a temple in 
Ceylon, a curse had been uttered by its 
custodian, an aged priest, who had been 
struck down by the marauding soldier. For 
a time it blazed in the turban of Din Nur, 
the Sultan

· 
of Turkey; his favorite wife 

murdered him for it and in return was made 
consort of 'the next Caliph. 

Upon the latter's defeat in battle, the gem 
passed into Holy Tibet, and remained there 
until a Khurdish warrior stole it from the 
palace of the Priest-king. It passed into 
India, stained with the blood of many feuds, 
and finally reached Amsterdam, where it 
was sold by a merchant to a Jewish diamond 
dealer. 

Passing through Silesia, this dealer was 
arrested by the police of Frederick the Great. 
On linding the gem in his baggage, the 
atone was taken to the king. With swift 
decision, the monarch hanged the merchant 
and appr<Jpriated the stone. Before he died, 

the Jew breathed anew the curse, and with 
prophetic vision announced that in due 
course the wearer of the gem should be an 
outcast, driven from his palace, and destined 
to be the last reigning monarch of the 
Hohenzollerns. History shows how the spell 
of the evil gem has worked upon the for
tunes of the Kaiser. 

I may here remark that the German people 
are keenly interested in occultism and the � 

supernatural. Their legends are saturated 
with evidence of the belief in mysterious oc
currences and the workings of Fate. 

Although I never actually had a season in 
Berlin devoted to receiving clients, I have 
been brought into corttact with many men 
and women who were closely connected with 
the old Court that passed away at the end of 
the Great War. \Vhile in London, many of 
them would visit me, and I recall many in
teresting personalities. 

Among them was Count Stefel, at one time 
close friend of the now fallen Kaiser and in 
pre-war days a man of immense wealth. He 
visited me and in conversation menti<Jned the 
existence of a family apparition that ap
peared immediately before the death of the 
head of his house. It took the form of a 
grotesque little hunchback, and in this may 
be traced the well-known German story of 
Rumpelstiltzchen, the mischievous imp who 
broug-ht disaster upon those who neglected 
the observance of occult rites. 

The Count told me that his father was 
dressing for dinner one evening in his old 
castle on the Rhine, when he thought he 
heard a tapping on the casement window. 
He pulled aside the blind and there, astride 
a tree bough that was close, was the boding 
form of the death-warning. He wrote down 
the fact on a piece of paper, sealed it and 
put the envelope in a drawer. The next day, 
while out driving, the horses bolted, the car
riage overturned, and the Count was killed. 
After the funeral the letter was discovered. 

COUNT STEFEL questioned me closely 
concerning these warning forms that 

haunt certain families. There is indeed no 
CJ�:planation; they are mysterious harbingers 

. of death, and that is all that can be said. At 
his request I cast a horoscope for him. I 

·saw that forty-four was plainly his fatal 
number ; he pooh-poohed the idea., however, 
and said he would live to be eighty. He was 
then in his forty-third year. 

It was on the eve of the outbreak of war. 
Many Britishers were hurrying home to get 
out of Germany before the storm burst. A 
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· dear friend of mine, who was a great lover 

of Gtnirany and particularly of exploring 
the R"ne, got· oa<:k'by the skin of his teeth. ciiattft\g_ over ib.e circumstan<:es with me, he happ�eCt t!) :s'»' :  

' "I rec�y�d great kindness and hospitality 
fr� -pt{:£el, w.ho is, I believe, kn9wn to yau. 
I did not stay at his <:astle, but at the inn 
close by. On the morning I departeci there 

wu a terrible cGmmotion. The Count had 
been found dead in his bedre&m, seated in his 
chair, with a sheet of writing ��per in front 
of him, on which was scri"led 44." 

Why the Count wrote that figure &n that 
particular occasion will never be ·known ; all 
I can say is that he had reached the fatal are 
of forty-four, which I had told him would 
ma.rk his last milestone. 

Sec�nd in our list of celebrities to choos1 a favorite ghost story is himself 
a fworite----t�IJne other than Mr. S. L. Rothafel .("Roxy"). And, .wt to kee; 
you longer in suspense as to· what his choice, i.t/ we'U let you in on a secret. · 
It's "The Inn .of Two Witches," by thaf m�Jster-writtr, J�seph Conrad. Read 
this gr�.set�W· tliNU.r 'm the February issiW and see why "Roxy" chose it I 

William Howill's Vision 
UJILLIAM HOWITT, the English au· 

tho.r, had an experience. involving clair: 
veJllllce which deeply influenCed his whole 
later Jife and caused him to p� deeply 
into tPe mysteries of the supernatmal. His 
inelcpljta'ble vision of a thing �ds of 
odies' away wbich -he bad never seen. has 
bec.Gm.e--a classic example of the strange· · � ·fnberent apparently in same p� 
and which coones to th• fote ooly :tt � 
rare moment when aU ��l:'�;;'ar� 
propl.Paus. It is thett that.;� •J}im.WJthi11 
swiftly traverses thousanu of i.niles to see 
things exactly as_.th� � � � ��gn land, 
and as swiftly r�ln �htdi'!ittg bod� 

Howitt and his two � �-�ikd fr?� England for Metbounle, ·A�a:, to . .  VlSlt 
his QJ-other. One of hll· -� �ed 
William, later to become � 'Q a e"IC• 
plor«, was sitting beside him on dtiek a3 
the ship ploughed through the seuthern 
Att�ti<:, thousands of · miles from their 
destination. The author had never been in 
Australia and had no idea of what his 
brother's home was like. 

Howitt closed his eyes and relaJted. He 
lost consciousness and a9 in a dream he 
saw his brother's heuse vividly. In his 
notes on his Australia journey he tells the 
story himseli': 

''While yet at sea I lwJ a dream of 
being at my brother's at Melbourne, and 
foUud his boUse on a hill at the further. 

· end o£ the · wwn, and next to the e� 
fBre� His :garden--sloped a little down tbe : 
hill ro some brick buildihgs bel .. w ;  arui thera "• 

were greenhou.se on the rjCht hand by the 
wall as you Jook down the hill· from the 
house. As ,{ 1ooked out of the wind•w in 
my dreani' I saw a wOod ef dusky foliaged 
trees- having·a somewhat segrqated appear• 
ance in their tops-that is, their to;s did not 
make that dense mass like our tcees. 

" 'There,' I said to someone in my dt'eam, 
'I see your native forest of eucalyptus I, 

"This dream I told to my se.ns a�td to two 
of my fell� passengers at the time, an({ 
on landing a$ we walked over to the mead· 
ows, long hefore we reached the town, · I  
saw this very wood of peculiarly shaped 
�u!ky trees. 

" 'There.' I said, 'is the very wood of my 
dream. We shall find my brother's house 
there !' And so we did. 

"It stands exactly as I saw it, only look· 
ing newer; but there, over the wall of the 
garden is the wood predsely as I saw it 
and now see it as I sit at the dining room 
window writing. When I look on this scene· 
I seem to look into my dream." 



CThe Strange Case 
of m r .  K,....._..,., I 

BlJ HORACE LEAF, F. R. q. S. 

RECENTLY two well-known Ameri
can psychiatrists told me that they 
thought there might be some truth 
in the ancient belief that madness 
is often caused by an obsessing 

spirit. During the last few years this idea 
bas been growing, and more than one quali-
6cd medical man has adopted some system 
of exorcism with excellent results, so that 
the practice promises to become popular. 

During my ghost-laying adventures I 
have known more than one instance in which 
a ghost appears to have preferred to haunt 
a person rather than a house, One of the 
most remarkable cases of this kind occurrell 
a few months ago. 

I was visited by a very beautiful woman 
of about middle-age who was a picture of 
misery and mental distress owing to an 
extraordinary misfortune which she believed 
had befallen her husband, a member of the 
British diplomatic service. 

They had lived many years in Syria, 
where her husband had won well-deserved 
recognition for the brilliant man-
ner in which he carried out his 
duties, and all had gone well 
until the poor man fell ill of a 
native fever. Upon his recovery 
his disposition was observe<l to 
have undergone a remarkable 
change. 

His skill in diplomacy had, if 
possible, increased, but he be
came altered in all other rela-
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tions, especially toward his wife and son. 
From being a loving and devoted husband 
and father, he became cynical, neglectful, 
and singularly forgetful, at times seeming 
hardly able to recognize his wife and child. 

"It is breaking my heart," explained roy 
charming visitor, with a sob. "He is so un
like his former self that I feel sure another 
spirit inhabits his body." Slo!e paused a mo
ment, and then contlnued : "Occasionally his 
real self is there, but for the most part he 
is under the influence of another power and 
then seems to recognize his relations to me 
and our child only in a dim sort of way. 
During these periods he is very neglectful 
and cruel." 

"A case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde," I 
suggested. "You probably know that there 

Fascinated, I 
watched t b e  
ghostly · forms, 
realizing tbat my 
time to act bad 

arrived 



ln which England's famous qhosl--layer tells 
how he exorcised lwo dangerous spiriis 

thai "possessed" a living man's body 

is such a thing as dual personality ; that an 
individual can so change that he seems to 
become another person ? We usually at
tr ibute this to a disturbance or disintegration 
of the subconscious mind." 

"I understand all that," she replied im
patiently. "I have read all kinds of books 
on abnormal psychology and mental and 
nervous disorders in  the hope of finding some 
means of curing my poor husband and bring
ing back his normal self permanently ; but 
his difficulty is not clue to that." 

I was impressed by the phrase "his diffi
culty." 

"You mean his mental disorder ?" I 
queried. 

"IT isn't really a mental disorder," she 
protested. "It's something much worse." 

"Insanity is bad enough, surely ?" 
"No, no !" she cried, thrusting out her 

small, dainty hands despairingly. "Anything 
is better than this. He is obsessed, I tell 
you. The spirit of a dead man possesses his 
body ! "  

Her story in support o f  this 
opinion was so extraordinary 
that at first I thought it was 
she who was mad. Divining 
this, the lady repeatedly 
paused to assure me that she 
was quite sane and speaking 
the truth. 

"My husband," she ex
plained, "was packing his 
suitcase 0ne evening in our 
house in Damascus in prepa
ration for a business trip to 
Egypt, when he suddenly 
groaned and fell forward un
conscious. He remained in
sensible for several days, and 
the doctors all thought .he 
would certainly die. But he 
finally recovered conscious
ness and was perfectly ration
al again, although paralyzed 
in the lower l imbs. A famous 
nerve specialist was sent for 
and, on examining him, ad
vised an immediate operation. 
My husband and I consented, 
although we knew that the 
ordeal would be so severe that 
the chances of recovery were 
very small. 

"Bertie was hastily removed to a hospital 
and placed upon a bed while the operating
room was being prepared. This bed, I am 
sure, was the commencement of our present 
troubles, for on it had died, a few hours be
fore, an Arabian sheik notorious for his 
degenerate mode of  l iving. 

"No sooner was my husband ou the 

At a sign from 
the Egyptian, the 
S h e i k  m o v e d  
c l o s e r  t o  M r. 
K--'s body and 
began to disap-

pear into it 

29 
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bed than he became unconscious again, and 
as I sat beside him I saw a strange change 
take place in his appearance. His face 
seemed to become longer and his skin more 
swarthy. I drew the attention of the nurse 
to this, but she did not appear to notice any
thing unusual, putting the affair down to my 
distraught state of mind. 

"After a few minutes my husband re
gained consciousness and then I knew that 
I was right. His eyes were quite different, 
not only changed slightly in color, but en
tirely in expression. At first he did not 
seem to recognize me, and when he did it 
was in a dazed kind of way. 

"After the operation, )vhich was · quite 
successful, Bertie fell ill with fever and 
dysentery, the very complaints that had 
caused the death of the Sheik !" She paused 
to wipe her eyes with trembling hands. 

"\Vhat inference do you draw from this?" 
I asked. 

"UJHY," she replied petulantly, "can't you 
see that the spirit of the Sheik had 

taken possession of my husband's body ? His 
own spirit is there more or less most o� the 
time, but the Sheik never entirely leaves him 
and at times completely displaces Bertie 
from his body. Then from being in any de
gree kind and courteous to me, he becomes 
cruel and rude, although he is always polite 
in his professional duties." 

"The Sheik seems to want to advance 
your husband's economic welfare," I ven
tured. 

"Indeed, he does ! Clever as my husband 
is, he has become more so since his illness 
and is rapidly winning official recognition. 
Lately he has been rewarded by an appoint
ment to one of the principal European capi
tals. This additional cleverness confirms 
my belief in the obsession, because the Sheik 
was a noted diplomat who did big things 
for the Allies during the World War." 

I inquired whether anything else of an . 
unusual character had taken place in con
nection with this extraordinary affair. 

"Before I tell you about the mysterious 
bird and the Egyptian, I must let you know 
how my husband acts toward me and my 
child. We have one son to whom hitherto 
my husband has been passionately attached, 
�ut whom he now almost completely ignores. 
Soon after the operation I had to return to 
England with the boy, and after three 
months went to Cairo where my husband 
had arranged to meet us, but failed to put 
in an appearance. Messengers hunted for 

him all over the town, without obtaining 
the slightest clue to his whereabouts, until · 

at last I gave up hope of finding him there. 
"Thoroughly exhausted, I sat with two 

friends who had been helping me, outside 
one of the restaurants, when a gentleman 
sitting near to us apologized for intruding. 
but said that he had overheard our con
versation and thought he knew where my 
husband was. He had seen him, he told us, 
playing billiards in a well-known hotel 
saloon, and would take me to him if I de
sired. At that moment my husband came 
in sight, walking in a manner quite unlike 
his ordinary gait, and without attempting 
to apologize or explain the cause of his de
lay, greeted us in a very distant manner. 

"His conversation was exceedingly re
strained, and only in flashes did he seem to 
realize who we were.. He nearly drove me 
insane with the repetition of the words, 'It 
is all very remarkable; it is all very re
markable.' 

" 'What is remarkable?' I asked. But he 
seemed quite unable to explain. Even the 
child's name he recalled with difficulty, and 
I might not have existed, judging by the 
scant attentions he paid me. 

"Oh, it was dreadful," she cried in agon
ized tones, wringing her hands despairingly 
together. The poor woman looked at me 
helplessly. "What shall I do?" she cried. 
"Doctors simply don't understand, and think 
it is I who is unbalanced." 

I pacified her as well as I could, anxious 
to hear her story to the end. "What about 
the bird and the Egyptian ?" I asked sooth
ingly. 

"THEY are connected in some way with 
my husband's strange condition," she 

replied, "and they frighten me very much. 
We have all seen them-my husband, my 
child and myself. The Egyptian seems. to 
force my husband out of his body so that the 
Sheik may enter it." 

For a moment I really began to doubt the 
sanity of my visitor. Her story was so ex
traordinary that this additional feature made 
it all)lost impossible for me to attach any 
importance to anything she said. Whoever 
has had extensive experience of supernormal 
phenomena will often find it difficult to draw 
the line between psychic marvels and the 
workings of an excited imagination. I care
fully refrained from expressing my incre
dulity and encouraged the now thoroughly 
distraught woman to continue her account. 

''What does the bird do?" 
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" I  don't know," she cried pathetically, 
"unless it forebodes greater trouble for us. 
I first saw it about two weeks after my hus
band's operation, and it always precedes by 
a short period his most pronounced changes 
of personality. It first appeared flying round 
the bedroom. I lay watching it a long time. 
Then, night after night it came, on each 
occasion being larger and darker, until it 
grew from the s ize of a p igeon to that of an 
eagle. \Ve usually hear it fluttering about 
some time before it comes into view, and it 
always flies steadily round and round my 
husband's bed. When it comes he falls into 
a deep sleep and the E�yptian's spirit then 
takes him out of his body and lets the 
Sheik in." 

"How do you know this ?" 
"Because I have actually seen it occur. 

The Egyptian stands beside my husband 
as he sleeps ; and then Bertie's spirit comes 
out of his body and stands on the other side 
of the bed." 

"Is your husband aware of this ?" 
"No, no ! I wi>h he were ; then I might 

convince him of this obsession and persuade 
him to do something to stop it. When I tell 
him of these things he laughs and says I 
must have been dreaming." 

I realized at once th'e possibil ity of this 
extrusion of the astral body, or psychic 
double, as it is sometimes called, having my
self experienced it several times. In my 
case, however, my physical body had always 
been visible to me lying fast asleep on the 
bed or sitting in the chair, as the case might 
be. 

"What about your child ?" I asked. "You 
say that he has also seen this strange trans
formation ?" 

"1 1 ES-but only the bird, never the Egyp-
Y tian or the Sheik. And he saw it only 

once. I had put him to bed about seven in 
the evening. He was not sleepy and asked 
if he might sing a little to himself. I said, 
'Yes, darling.' After a while I heard him 
talking, and thinking he wanted me, went 
into his room and he told me that there was 
a 'big sparrow' flying round and round. I 
did not actually see the bird on that occa
sion, but its shadow appeared perfectly 
clearly on the wall." 

"How large was it then ?" 
"At first no larger than a crow ; but we 

both saw the shadow increase until it was 
so big that my boy cried out, 'Why, mamma, 
it has become an eagle !'  That incident put 
all doubt of the reality of the bird out of 

my mind and I decided to ask your aid.'' 
Clearly my visitor was of an analytical 

turn of mind. This made me decide to help 
her in any way possible, and it was finally 
settled that I should visit the affllcted man 
to see what I thought of him. 

"\Ve must not let Bertie know the reason 
of your visit or he w ill certainly object," 
said Mrs. K--. "He is slightly interested 
in occult matters and respects my beliefs. 
That will make it easy for me to introduce 
you to him if I say I have met you in con
nection with Spiritualism or psychical re
search." 

l T was therefore arranged that I should 
visit their hotel that afternoon. They 

would be in the lounge, and as Mrs. K-

hacl heard me lecture in public, she would 
use that as a reason for recog·nizing me, and 
would thus introduce me to her husband. 

The plan worked perfectly. Mr. K-- I 
found to be an exceedingly attractive per
sonal ity, quiet and restrained in manner. 
H i s  wife secretly informed me that he was 
just recovering from a bad spell of 
changed personality, or, as she put it, that 
"The Sheik has been dominant for two days 
and is now leaving him." 

There was, I thought, an indefinable air 
of an Easterner in Mr. K--'s manner, 
made more pronounced by what I can only 
describe as an invisible aura which seemed 
to surround h im. His wife asked me to no
tice his skin. It was, I observed, of a faint 
olive tinge, which undoubtedly grew fainter 
and fainter during the two hours that I was 
with him. 

As time wore on he became less and less 
Eastern in his manner, and by the time I 
said good-by to them, the peculiar restraint 
that had characterized him during the early 
part of the interview had grown much less. 
He appeared to take to me, and I was 
greatly relieved when he joined heartily in 
the pressing invitation his charming wife 
extended to me to dine with them the fol
lowing evening·. 

"After dinner," she said, "we may impro
vise a seance and see whether we can get 
anything supernormal." 

Shortly after my arrival home, Mrs. 
K-- telephoned me to the effect that her 
husband seemed much better than he had 
been for a long time, and was anxious for 
the seance to take place. "We might be able 
to sec the bird and the Egyptian," she con
tinued excitedly, "and get rid of the obses
sion. Anyway, you might get suliicient evi-
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lienee to know that I am not imagining all 
that I have told you." 

This was exactly my idea, and subsequent 
events showed that a better plan could not 
have been arranged. 

During dinner the next evening not a 
word was said about Mr. K--'s sickness, 
anrl it was obvious that he was not suspi
cious of the part I was playing. At my sug
gestion the seance was held in their bed
room, as I thought that was the most likely 
place for the apparitions to be seen. I spoke 
about the bird in response to the lady's 
clever lead, she inquiring whether I had 
ever experienced or known anybody who 
had been subject to such a peculiar mani
festation. 

"Oh, yes," I replied, and referred to one 
or two cases of the apparitions of birds and 
other animals recorded in the Records of the 
Society for Psychical Research. Mr. K-
became instantly interested and agreed with 
his wife when she said that both he and 
8he had seen the mysterious bird in their 
bedroom. Mr. K--, however, evidently 
did not care to talk much about the exper
ience, and I refrained from dwelling on it. 

Our improvised seance-room was dark
ened sufficiently to serve our purpose, but all 
its contents remained clearly visible to us. 
The three of us sat for a while after the 
manner usually adopted at such experi
ments, and waited, Macawber-like, for 
5omeLhing "to turn up." 

Nothing unusual happened for about fif
teen minutes. Mrs. K-- was obviously it� 
a state of "nerves," owing, I guessed, to her 
intense desire that I should see what she 
had seen. Mr. K-- sat quite still and said 
nothing. 

,.,. .• HE first indication that anything un
l usual was about to occur arose from a 

series of faint gusts of wind that fluttered 
uncertainly across our hands. This is an 
almost sure sign of supernormal forces at 
work The drafts could have occurred in no 
normal way, as we had taken every precau
tion to exdude the possibility of them. 

The winds increased in coldness and fre
quency, and as they did so, Mr. K-- set
tled down comfortably in his chair and be
gan to fall asleep. I listened intently to his 
bre3thing, and on noticing it deepening to 
an unusual degree, recognized the familiar 
signs of mediumistic trance. This made me 
alert at once {or subsequent events. Mrs. 
K-- squeezed my hand excitedly, (we 
had heen forming what is known as a psy-

chic chain) and I knew that she, too, recog• 
nized the symptoms. She was sitting bolt 
upright, gazing wide-eyed in the direcfion 
of her now unconscious husband, nodding 
every now and then with evident satisfac• 
tion. 

Suddenly the sleeping man began to move 
uneasily, and gradually stiffener;! in his 
chair. I could see his face quite clearly and 
observed that his eyes were quite closed
and that a subtle change was taking place in 
his appearance. His skin grew perceptibly 
darker and his face longer, while several 
years seemed added to his are. 

The cold breezes had developed into a 
strong wind which whirled rather fiercely 
aro4nd the unconscious man. A suppressed 
scream broke from the lips of his wife, who 
whispered to me, "Look !" and then gasped, 
"Ther�he Egyptian [" She snatched her 
hand from mine, and, pointing toward her 
husband cried, "Oh, oh, oh I He is getting 
possession of Bertie !" 

1 LOOKED in the direction in which she 
was pointing and discerned a faint mist 

which seemed to be divided into two equal 
parts, connected throughout their whole 
length. They were.in a state of violent agi
tation. Mrs. K-- declared that she could 
clearly see the Egyptian and the Sheik, the 
former assisting the latter to take possession 
of the sleeping man's body. 

The unfortunate man's face had grown 
even more dusky and his whole deportment 
was very different from what I had deemed 
to be his natural self. 

I myself soon had complete evidence of 
the reality of the two ghosts, for as the mist 
grew denser it took the form of two men 
corresponding in every way to those which 
Mrs. K-- had insisted that she had seen ! 

One of them was an elderly man with a 
thin cruel face, dressed in European fash
ion but wearing a fez. He appeared to be a 
well-bred Egyptian of great determination, 
and obviously devoid of emotion. He was 
standing beside the sleeping man, his ·hands 
extended toward him, Svengali fashion. 

On the other side of Mr. K--, actually 
touching his shoulder, stood a tall · well
built "1an of middle-age with a handsome, 
.buL sensuous face. His beard and mustache, 
both carefully trimmed, were jet black, 
while his heavy, sleepy-looking eyes fairly 
glowed with a dull fire. His finely chiselled 
feat").lres, especially his exquisite acquiline 
nose, showed that he was an Arabian, al
though he, too, was garbed in European 
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style. A diplomat, as Mrs. K-- had sairl. 

I was fascinated by the �cene. Nothing 
ever staged was more dramatic ! Those two 
strange .entities were evidently engaged in 
a task from which it seemed nothing could 
distract them. 

Mrs. K-- and I watched the Egyptian 
for some time; his seemed to be the master 
mind. It was clear that he was concerned not 
with the fate of the sleeping man nor with 
his own obnoxious companion, but with the 
science of what he was practicing-at least, 
that is how it seemed to me. His satisfac
tion existed in the sense of power that he 
felt at being able to control the mind and 
body-of another person. 

The Sheik, for such he undoubtedly was, 
-represented a very different type. Here was 
the spirit of a sensualist, who, having been 
cut off from his pleasures by death, was 
seeking an avenue through which he might 
continue to gratify his desires. He wished 
only for the sensations afforded by physical 
life, and would have willingly sold himself 
to Satan to gain his end. 

As we watched we saw something begin 
to stir near the left side of .the sleeping man. 
Mrs. K-- was by now bordering on com
plete collapse, and I moved to her assistance, 
plaCing my arm around her waist to keep 
her from falling from her chair ; but not for 
one moment did I remove 
my gaze from the ghosts 
and their victim. 

· THE stirring movement 
gradually increased, pro

ducing .a sl1immering effect 
similar to that caused by 
brilliant sunlight falling qn 
a hot, glistening roadway. 
After a while this stopped, 
and there happened just 
what I expected-:-the sleep-

.. ing man seemed slowly to 
emerge from himself I 
There he stood-in a body 
the exact counterpart of tlie 
one �itting on t,he chair, There was, how

-�er, little sign of life in this second form, 
and nlthough it was standing upright, it 
seemed to be in a somnolent conditiou. 

On seeing this, Mrs. K-- gave an 
agonized �igh and sank unconsciour into my 
arms. Still watching the ghostly forms, I 
laid the poor woman gently on ·the flo.or, 
realizing that my time to act had nearly 
arrived. 

As soon as Mr. K--'s astral form had 

been completely displaced from his physical 
organism, the Egyptian made a sign with 
his head toward the recumbent form on the 
chair, for now all signs of animation had 
gene from it. This was a, signal for the 
Sheik to play his part. He moved still 
closer to the unconscious body and began to 
disappear slowly into it. I noticed that Mr. 
K--'s astral form seemed quite unable to 
move away from his physical body, and it 
struck me that its presence was necessary to 
the obsessing spirit-that if it moved any 
considerable distance away, · the thief would 
be unable to retain his hold on the bor
rowed form. 

IT seemed logical, then, that even when un-
der the influence of the Sheik, Mr. K-

would be in psychological contact, no mat
ter how slight, with his physical organism. 
This would account for the fact that even 
when the obsession was complete there was 
always something of the original owner's 
mentality observable, giving rise to the men
tal confusion which Mrs. K-- had noticed 
as an important characteristic of her hus
band's changed personality. 

Here was a unique experience for a ghost
layer I Haunted houses and haunted people 
are not uncommon. By haunted people I 
mean those unfortunates who have ghosts, 

imaginary and otherwise, 
tormenting them, though 
not taking possession of 
their bodies. But I had 
never met a convincing case 
of obsession before. Ex
perience has taught me that 
ghosts are on the whole 
poor weak things, ready to 
yield to almost any form of 
determined opposition, in
cluding book, bell and 
candle. Nor have I ever 
met a ghost that has not 
shown a rather negative 
disposition when treated in 
a scientific manner. 

My method in this case was �irnple. Con
cluding that a mind out of a body, even 
when on tlie haunting tack, is no more pow
erful' than a mind in a body, I determined to 
set my will against that of the Egyptian, 
and, just as he had willed Mr. K-- out of 
his body by .hypnosis, or some similar means, 
I would by the same .. method try to restore 
him to his own again. 

Up to now the ghosts had appeared quite 
unaware of the presence of Mrs. K-- and 
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myself. They had been too abserbed in their 
nefarious task ; but once I commenced to put 
my plan into operation an amazing change 
took place. 

The Egyptian immediately became acutely 
aware Gf my presence, and dropping his 
hands to his s-ide turned and glared fiercely 
at me. His eyes were small bead-like orbs, 
sunk deep into his head and hidden by im
mense eyebrows. They seemed to penetrate 
me through and through, causing me to 
burst into a perspiration and tremble vio
lently. 1I felt my strength oozing from me 
and I regained my self-possession only by a 
strong effort of will. Then I gazed back at 
him, willing determinedly that he should be 
unable . to resist me. A cynical smile played 
on his lips and a look of utmost contempt lit 
up his glittering eyes ; but when he began 
to feel the power of my resistance a look of 
intense hatred and diabolical evil overspread 
his features. 

That he felt confident of victory I knew 
instinctively. He had forgotten ftne thing, 
however ; namely, that while he concentrated 
on me, he was neglecting to help the Sheik 
who still depended tm llim for the safe pos
session of his victim's body ! 

Now another interesting feature devel
oped. As Mr. K-- had been forced from 
his body against his will, the law of self
preservation inclined to force him back to 
it. No healthy-minded person cares to lose 
his individuality. Nature has determined 
that. For countless generations she has 
concentrated on the development of person
ality, creating a mass of instincts which but
tress and support it These instincts con
tinue to work even when the conscious mind 
lias been subverted. 

The consequence of that law's functioning 
in this case was that as soon as the Egyp
tian ceased to assist his protege, the disem
bodied man comnienced automatically to as
sert his claim to his own phy�ical form and 
a struggle took place between him and the 
Sheik's usurping spirit. That is·my reading 
of what occurred. 

FROM the corners of my eyes I could see 
the Sheik gradually emerging fr.om the 

ltody in the chair, while Mr. K--'s astral 
body just as gradually slid back into it The 
Egyptian realized this was taking place too 
late, and. the next moment the Sheik, now 
completely extruded from his borrowed ve
hicle, shot across the intervening space and 
struck against the Egyptian with an impact 
so severe that I felt convinced that there 

was some kind of magnetic attractisn be
tween these two degenerates. On feeling the 
blow, the Egyptian turned toward his com
panion, stunned with surprise and chagrin. 
Here was an .untoward event for which he 
had made no provision ! It was too late to 
correct the oversight, for Mr. K-- was 
already safely ensconsed within his physical 
body and rapidly regaining consciousness. 

Paying no attention to the ghosts for a 
moment, I rushed to Mr. K--'s aid ana 
began making. rapid passes over him, simi
lar to those used by the old mesmerists when 
inducing recovery from trance. 

QF course, no sound had been made hy 
t!te Egyptian nor by the Sheik, but 

there had been a continuous communication 
between them by a process which could only 
have been telepathic. I, too, must have be
C()me sensitive to these mental im�acts, for 
I began picking up their messages in much 
the same way that a wireless set picks up 
sound waves. They were furiGus at first 
with each other and then with me. The 
Sheik, in additi<m to intense anger. regis
tered intense fear, while the Egyptian de
spised him and hated me. 

I turned my thoughts toward them as 
strongly as I could and in this way told the 
scoundrels that they should never do this 
sort of thing again. I argued mentally for 
Mr. K--'s right to sole possession of his 
physical organism and pleaded the cause of 
his wife and child. Never have I concen
trated so strenuously nor feelingly as on 
that occasion, and it worked excellently. 
The Egyptian gave in through disgust at his 
own failure, and the Sheik was reduced to 
impotency. Of himself he could do nothingl 
having lost the help of the Egyptian, he had 
lost the power to use his victim's body. 

Now came the final scene in this stran�e 
drama. The bird reappeared, but not until 
Mrs. K-- had recovered consciousness 
and her husband had awakened-his natural 
self, completely unaware of how near he 
had been to again losing possession of his 
body. 

We were all sitting quietly in our chairs, 
· wondering what next would happen, when 
a low wailing sound floated through the 
r-oom, coming we knew not whence. Then 
followed the noise of a bird flying round and 
round the room, but still nothing of the crea
ture was visible. Suddenly Mrs. K-
cried, "Look-the bird !" And, clearly re
flected· on the silk portiere curtains, hovered 
the shadow of a large bird, fluttering help-
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lessly, as if in the throes of agony and 
death. 

We watched it breathlessly as It fell 
with upturned feet and ruffled wings, and 
remained motionless-a shadow of Death in 
the Unknown I We all instinctively looked 
round, expecting to see the object which 
had thrown the shadow. Nothing met our 
gaze; it had had no substance to give it 
birth. One more mystery of the ghostly 
realm, the shadow slowly faded away, and 
with it went 'the mysterious phosphorescent 
light which had accompanied it, leaving only 
normal darkness, for by now the shades of 
evening had fallen. 

We sat some time !n silence, feeling 
very eerie, yet unwilling to speak of what 
we had experienced ; then Mrs. K-- rose 
to her feet sobbing softly and flung her 
anns affectionately around her husband's 
neck. Feeling. an ·intruder on this domestic 
scene, I noiselessly slipped from the room 

into the hall, donned my hat and coat and 
went home. 

Mr. K-- was cured. From that day be 
has been his old, pleasant self-the devoted 
husband and affectionate father-and there 
has been no i11dication of a return of his 
temporary malady. Never have I laid ghosts 
with greater satisfaction, and I shall always 
treasure the beautiful token presented to me 
by a delighted and lovely woman in appre
ciation of any service I may have rendered 
her and her beloved "Bertie" on that event
ful evening. 

l HAVE often puzzled over the real nature 
and meaning of the strange bird, however, 

and conclude that it was one of those re
markable symbols for which the occult is 
noted. Its growth and activity appeared to 
signify the success of the Egyptian and the 
Sheik in their evil undertaking; while its 
death symbolized their ultimate defeat. 

more Than a Dream? 
UJHETHER It Is a thought

. 
wave that when she called at my house again to state 

· assumes a tangible exiStence or If anything unusual had taken place. 
whether the soul of a living pereon �icaves "One day, .about two m.onths after (I not 
the body and .traverses. great _distances to hav.ing:seen li� in the interval), I was by 
find, unerringly, the person or. spot it seeks, .my�lf m· my chemkial fattory on Redman 
is one of the profound problems facing . Row, Mite . En4, Londoo, all alone, and I 
psychic research investigators. . . det;errnined to tty, the �rimCilt, �the young 

That the spirit has,_ on frequent occasi�, lad;t being in Dalston, about three miles off. 
left the body of a liVing person has · beeh ''I stood, raised �my· hands, and willed to 
amply testified to by reputable il;ldhriliu�, act !)11 the lady. I sooo felt that I had 

. and onec of .the unusual records Of thl.s type · �pJlllded energy. I immediately sat down 
of psychiC! .phenornen� acc.unlul� �y -the' ·in a chair and went to sleep. 
:British ·soqi.ety for �i.e� c:h)lt· t,lr6 . . "I then saw in a dream my friend coming 
case of John Meule, ·a�· .. ·!>fomi· . oown the kitchen stairs where I dreamed 
neni: in his ·line of "WQJ<l 'ilt:·E: ncl. < I was. She saw me and exclaimed suddenly 

Maule had been � ex�'l04ft _ _ - for his 'Oh l Mr. Moule I' and fainted away . 
. own amusement witb �th.ou.g�'�f�t:ence. "This I dreamed and then awoke. I 

He formed a plan to' try·-� )�:th�ies thought very little about it, supposing I had 
en this subject on a ��g �,.it)t time· · had an ordinary dream ; but about thrt!e 
when he did not know.·hU whttea� and weeks after she came to my house and re• 
when she was utterl1. �l'Vate·that he :pro. lated to my wife the singular occurrence 
posed to experiment _.Oil· bel' . . -�-- . of having seen me sitting in the kitchen 

ln the Proceedings of. the · psychical re- where she then was, and of having fainted 
search society, Moule's statement of 'what away and dropped some dishes she had in 
happened (which was verified -by investi· her hands. 
gators) follows : "All this I had seen exactly in my dream, 

"I chose for this purpose a young lady, so that I described the kitchen furniture 
a Miss Drasey, and stated that some day I and where I had sat as perfectly as if I 
intende<J to visit her, wherever she ·might had been there, though I had never been 
be, although the place might be unknown in the house. I gave many details and Miss . 
to me; and I told her that if anything par- Drasey said : 
ticular should occur, to note the ti·me, and " 'It is just as if you had been there I' " 



Life Secrets o/ a 
HAD 1 been wise-as well as beautiful-

[ should never have ma.rried Edgar 
Fra.m;ton. But I was yo�mg, al-Dne i11 the 
world a11d afraid. Edgar WtJS nutch older 
tlzan I, he had been my father's advisor, a1U1 
I tt�rned to him wiUingl,y. But wlwn, on 
our IHmeymoon at VirginW. Ber�ch, he re-
pulsed my affectiot� and left me flemdless, 

Ducquerel comes 
Desire learns too 

she must palJ for 

I knew I must face life CJlone. 

� I had two weapons. My beaut;y-6t!d a# 
oU pastime, fort1me-teUing by caris. With � 

the.re and a skill •orn of rJespe¥ation, I 
4 

lJesid, a seeress. I had a flair for the 
;�chic tmd WIJ.$ very svccessft4. OM of 
my first cUmts 'WIJs a Mrs. Del4nd, a woman 
who, I fouttd out, ww IJeMt·broken because 
hM h"'Sband did not love her. He was, she 
said, m1$Ch '()fmger and their marriage 
httd bel!fl a family MTangemem. I gave 
her vo,g·ue assurances and won htr deep 
regard. 

· 

At the time I had no idea who her hitS· 
band W5s, but la.te that very night I fwd 
an ftno;pected caller. To my surprise 1 
slfw he wtJS a handsome young man to whom 
I had been oddly attracted dO'IJm on the 
liMch. I soon lt!arned that he feu the same 
attractw�lmt also that he was Frank 
Di!laft.d, the husband of the WMMH I luJd 
promised to hetp ! 

In the midst of m)• efforts t� send him 

36 

, . . 

away, the door b�rst open and in rushed 
Mrs. Deland. She wollld havt tO"rn me 
limb from limb luJd Fra.nk not inleruew.ed, 
but his last words to me were a vow n�r 
to give n� up. 

THE nest mMnitlg my reputatioH was 
ruined. Somehow I had to get away, cmd 

havi1l{J no 1n011ey, I went to a ?almt.rt near
by and asked for a job as his assistant. 
This 1Mn, Ducquerel, took an immediate 
fancy to me and made me a glamorous offer 
if I would join him. His heated 'W(W'ds 
frightened me, however, atlli I fled. 

I now had no one to wllom. I could ,.,,.,., 
I had no money, but my path was plain, 1 
had always been something of a mystic and 
now the future lured nJe with its ;romise 
of the unkn�nt�n. 



DPirit Medium 
to the rescue, and 

. 

late the przce 
her deliverance 

AT twilight that same day I had a 
disagreeable caller. 

All through the afternoon I hau 
been studying over my situation, 
resolutely driving back the impulse 

to risk everything, 'dare everything, with 
Ducqucrcl. The future that he promised 
he!U for me an allure that possibly would 
have attracted no other woman. But 
I had had one little taste of the thrill ,)f 
wonder-working, and it had awakened a 
hungry desire for more. I am a born my�
tic; all who have been associated with me 
recognize that. 

Yet Ducquerel, with his satanic counte
nance and· harsh as.surance, frightened me. 
His familiarity was disturbing. I realized that 
if I were wise I would keep away from him. 

And then, just as the first gWaming 
shadows were creeping across my. rQ9tn; 
there came a rap at my door. When I 
opened it, I saw a raw-boned mim, plainly 
a native, with a long, s�raggling .f!lusta.che� 
bulging and unintelligent eyes ·ana a ner: 
vous trick of brushing a hairy 1"ignt· · ' 
hand over his heart. He walked up to · 

me with a swagger that was partly dM:niJi.eering. arid partly intend�� · 

gall<mtry. · . 
' 

·-
· · 

"Ho-\vdy do?" he began, -�a;: ;:
ing over toward me, w ith his 'hat 
held straight out behind hill), �--and his head cocked knowingly 
on one side. .,.. 

I bowed and wondered. -
"Thought I'd like to ltav:c 

a little private conversation 
�ith you-on bus1ness," he • 
explained, straightening tip, 
entrusting his hat en�ly 
to one hand and brushing 
ever his heart with the 
other. 

"What kind of busi
ness i'" I inquired. 

"Your llusiness,'' he grinned. "You'd 
better let me in." 

There was something in his manner that 

Frank bad tricked 
Ducqueufl at last• 

I did not like. I made up my mind to havo 
nothing to do with him. 

"I'm sorry," I said, "but I am very busy 
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tos�. Please excuse me !" I tried to close 
the .do�Jr, but he· balked me. 

"I'm Sheriff Hanson !" he announced in 
a husky whisper, and with a practiced move
ment he threw back his coat and exposed 
a well-polished badge. I was frightened 
but I resolved to meet him boldly. 

"How does that concern me ?" I de-
manded. • 

"I might arrest you," he said ominously. 
"Better talk turkey to me, young woman
and talk it quick !" 

His beady little eyes, black as the heads 
of pins, locrked mean and threatening. Con
fidence, high assurance, was in their blink
ing gaze. Yet what coulQ he do to me ? 
I had committed no crime. 

"]Wit what dG you mean ?" I asked with 
c6nsiderable asperity. 

He thrust his face forward and snapped : 

"LOOK here, young woman ! Do you 
want me to put the handcuffs on you 

right here and now ? Better invite me in 
yGUr roQm right quick, I'll tell you. I ain't 
here for no fooling !" 

(}ther guests were pausing in the corridor. 
It would be better to talk to him privately. 

"You may dome in," I said quickly, and, 
feeling more and more nervous, I admitted 
him. 

He promptly seated himself, and, resting 
his shaggy hands over his bony }mees, he 
came directly to his business. 

"You're a criminal," he announced 
brfsldy. "I can lock you up; There's a 
law on our statute books against women like 
you-witches and vagabonds and sooth
sayers and fortune tellers. The law of man 
and the law of God is against you. You 
haven't been to any college and studied 
palmistry and got a diploma like the pr()
fessor down on the beach. I give him a 
license. He's a scientist. But you're vio
lating the laws of this state. I've heard all 
about you. There's something got ta be 
done about your case I" _ 

I had crossed my knees and I suddenly 
noticed with alarm that he was contemplat
ing my ankles with an enraptured eye. In
stantly I changed my posture. 
, "Well ?" I asked him coldly. "What are 

you going to do about it ?" 
He clucked his lips meditatively and 

seemed at a los5 how to resume. 
"It can be fixed," he said, with an odious 

glance. 
"I don't know what you mean." 
He laughed with a silly cackle. 

"You don't realize how bad off you are." 1 
he assured me. "I can fix it :for you so 
that you'll go to the workhouse !" 

"Are you looking for money frem me?" 
I demanded. 

"Have you got any money ?" he gaspei. 
"Very little-I'm _ awfully poor," I 

pleaded. "How much does your license 
cost ?" 

He leaned over and tried to take my hand. 
"Wouldn't co.st you . very much if you�_,.�

acted right," be said. · '  "Mightn't cos( any· 
thing whatever !" 

· ' i  � •· 

"Are you trying to i�sult' me?" 'I. ci:ied1 
rising, feeling my cheeks flush hotly. 

· 

A sudden rush of loathing seized me. 
Why was I caught in such a sordir,l. mess ? 
It was all so abominably cheap, so miserably 
unfair. This monster dared to insult me, 
a highbred girl, as if I were. a 'woman of 

·the streets. Never before in my life baa' I 
been subjected to such an indignif¥. Shud
dering with revulsion r m;tde t4P my mind 
to escape from Virginia: lleach at-any c.QSt. 

Meanwhile Sheriff Hans.on . was amusing 
himself. 

"Insult you I": he crowed. "Hid Ha f 
Say, look here. Do I took like I was born 
yesterday ? I don't want no kidding, ' I'm 
an officer of the· liw. I w!)n't .stand no 
foolishness. But I ·am open to argument. 
You're a nice-loeking girl. Give. us a little 
kiss !" 

I was S)}eechless. My face was flaming. 
I had never seen such a wicked sight as ' 
this horrid little countryman, with his 
scraggly red faee, and his bad teeth, and 
his little bloodshot eyes, leering at me. He 
rose to his feet, a silly half-smite en his 
withered lips. 

"COME on !" he coaxed. "Let's taste Qne 
of your kisses !" 

I darted behind a chair as he came 
nearer. Of a sudden I realized that there 
was danger in the situation. This man had 
nothing to fear. In the eyes of the local 
authorities I was all he had said I was ; they 
had me a:t their mercy. Indeed, he imme
diately made this clear. 

"Don't try no monkey 8usiness with that 
chair," he warned me angrily. "I come up 
here to arrest you on a warrant I SWQre out 
myself. I'm my own magistrate. That's 
the way we can do things down here. I£ 
you get mussed up, it's your fault. I'm go
ing to have that kiss, mind !" 

"You ceme a. step nearer to me and 
!11--'' 
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"You won't do nothing," he broke in. 

"You're a daisy, you are. I'll get that kiss 
now, if it's the last thing I do, you hear 
that ?" · He· made a sudden attempt to seize the 
chair and wrested it from my grip in one 
terrific sweep of :his arms. 

"Come here to me!" he rasped, and his 
gtJrilla-like hands were- clasped down on 

_,--- my shoulders. 
I opened my mouth to scream, but he 

quickly lifted one hand and clasped it 
hard against my lips. The other he swung 

· around my waist with cruel force and drew 
me to him. 
. Struggle as I did, kicking at him, wrig
gling ami squirming to be free, I could not 
budge from his terrible hold. Almost a 
maniacal strength seemed to possess him. 

As I looked at him, proud of his success, 
I resolved in one illuminating instant to pay 
him back somehow. 

He wanted me to fly with him, did he? 
Well, why not ? Let him take me away. 
That was what I wanted most; I had to 
escape. When I was safely elsewhere, I 
could leave Ducquerel, before I was placed 
in the slightest danger. I smiled. 

"You tricked him, didn't you !" I said. 
"Bluff !" he cried merrily. "That's all 

there is to life, anyway. But Hanson wasn't 
bluffing, my beautiful r He means business. 
He'll do just what he says. I am going to 
leave town in the next hour; I own an auto
mobile, and I am clearing out. What about 
that proposition of ours ? Why not come 
with me? Will you?" 

Again I smiled. 
"Yes !" I breathed softly. "Now I" 

"{'M going to get that kiss I" he gloated, Even then I almost drew back-for the 
and things grew dark before my eyes. ardent flame that for a moment came into 

His hand lifted fwm my lips ; his face his eyes repelled and warned me. Then I 
darted swiftly downward toward mine- reassured myself.. It was all right ; I was 
and then drew back as quickly, as a baffied going to leave him too quickly to fear any· 
sriarl .gathet:cd in his- throat. thing. 

Someone .had come in! The brooding mists of twilight were ris. _A long, slender,;'W�te hand caught him ing like ghosts from the sea, moving mys· 
by the neck and sent him spilll:!ing :across teriously across the silellt masses of sand, 
the room, where he toppted ' over";ri ·.':!. 'heap . as I rode �way >from Virginia Beach by the 
against the window. . . : � . -.side of Ducquere(:. • . 

· Professor Ducquerel stood. be(ore m�,-bis. � Dne :Iaiit Joolc Ltook at the place, so in· 
eyes more mocking than ever! o�: � ' . . fEl.Sted wilb '"sad- and bitte� associations • . 

. was shoved carelessly in his coaF-poQk,e�� :. -�·�d. then. :came · pne .sweet memory that 
"There's a case where my spy-gl¥S··ea:nte· . - w,ould not be· eluiled---my- nrst encounter 

ip handy !" he remarked, 
. 

"I tl16ufrht�·J-. with Frank. . n�gnized }'On,. Ha!ison. - Y:eu'r.e . a' ;filthy�- _ .:Long I looked over my shoulder, though 
9lf r·,N.ow,- beJ:mv-eJ . · I've got· ' you --e'oYe:red,, .-th�-: memOfY . ga'le me poignant, exquisite 
through . 1ibis'< ¢9at�p0c.ki�- with · · ·· ·Ji .-ami: - .- pain;) He .had said he would follow me; he 
!'rt sh<iot t'i :l:Jirie:���t · . . - :etiX,-!< :· would- never find me now. I seemed to 

Ha!lson- -�tOOd.' uP',\}lifJ · ··�clef :fancy him there in the shadows-his kind 
He gave tne; a •6itte,i'•glailee anlf· · 's!lu.ffi� . face so stricken at our parting, waving me 
toward the door. � · -, :j:;.<--��·' },._;.•: _ -. a shadowy farewell. 

"I'll be bacle-•a:nd l;he two,qf. y� _ will� -_ , _  

catch �t ! "  he said m�anmg_!,�/ai�}}'ient:ou.� :_, ALL 'my plans were made, .so far as I 
.slammmg the door ,•$h�t: beh�u._dJUm.• · �"· , .: _ could prearrange them m my own 

Ducquerel sn,:iled 'at''ine; .atid.-.. P.ui.I�d 'his· - f\lind. As soon as .we ,vere safely a_y,ray 
pocket .inside o.ut. ItW'I''ls etnl>ttr ' , <:.. from ·the complications of the resort where 

In a flash, I -tiw!ci'_sti:>OO. •· . . . . , . ·I · had come to spend my hctneymoon, and 
Ducquerel- had' done :It <}lt I . He· ha9 ln- · were beyond the .clutches of the baffled 

stigated that_ brute of a Ranwn to annoy S�eri ff Hanson, I meant calmly to announce 
me ; deliberately set him on my tra-il ! Now to Ducquerel that I desired no more of his 
I had to run away before the revengeful company. 
Hanson returned. Perhaps Hanson had By midnight, I was certain that he and 
gone further than Ducquer� had planned; I would be parted forever. 
certainly he had been in earnest. Yet, such are the incalculable surprises 

Even so, Ducquerel had tricked me, as he which lie in wait for us along the road of 
had threatened to do I He had made a fool life, that three days later I was living with 
of me I Ducquerel in New York City. Close to 



40 G H O S T  S T O R I E S  

the rumbling rattle of the Ninth Avenue 
"L," we were established in a theatrical 
boarding-house on West Farty-fourth 
Street. 

I realize there are a large number of 
people who will despise me for this. To 
them, what little I can say in my !'lWn de
fense will carry small conviction. But, 
gazing back from my present isolation upon 
those extraordinary years, I ask myself 
what my judges would have done if they 
had been in my place. 

SHIVERING and cold, even under the lap
robes, I sat in the automobile reviewing 

my plight. My life was wrecked. I felt per
fectly assured of that. In this estimate, my 
husband for a night did not figure. In spite 
of our marriage and of his desertion, I felt 
no sorrow ; already I had driven Edgar 
1hampton completely out of my heart. Only 
the shame of his treatruent of me rankled, 
and made me bitterly resolve never to re
turn where old friends could ask questions 
that would keep my cheeks constantly aflame 
with humilation. 

What troubled me most was Frank. 
Never did I dream that love could hurt 
so ! Toough I had seen him only three times, 
and always under distressing circumstances, 
my whole being yearned for him. My suf
fering was the more acute because I knew I 
had put him irrevocably beyond me. 

As we sped along the shell roads that leu 
away from the sea, I grew utterly hopeless. 
Cold, and feeling completely forsaken, I be
gan asking myself riddles that in other days 
would have frightened me. Even if Frank 
carried out his threat to pursue me, I knew 
that I must not yield. We could never be 
reunited. Our love, which had flamed up so 
readily, must burn itself . out l I was a 
married woman and he was a married man, 
and though my husband had left me, his 
wife wanted him. That was sufficient. I 
could not go beyond that. 

-

Then what was to become of me ? In what 
should I seek distraction from the pain of 
the blighted love that would forever after 
torture my heart ? 

That question would not be dodged. I 
could not elude it. I knew that my love 
for Frank would pursue me closer than my 
own shadow, and something whispered that 
eventually I should go mad because of it. 

Then it was that my thoughts turned 
more kindly toward Ducquerel and his 
schemes. Ducquerel desired me; I knew 
the emotions I had excited in his heart ; and 

he desired me not for my beauty alone, but 
as well fBr a different purpose, as fascina
ting to me as to him. My imagination 
craved the excitement which he promised. 
Regardless of the deception which would be 
necessary, and which to me then seemed 
harmless enough, the career of a medium 
held a luring glitter, which because of my 
misfortunes, was all the more dazzling, But 
what would Frank think of me? If �
closed a bargain with Ducquerel, if I de-

-
. 

liberately became not only his accomplice 
in spiritualistic duplicity, but also his para
mour, would Frank not despise me, loathe 
my memory? 

I felt sure he would. And strange as 
it may sound, that conviction determined 
me. Until then I had felt sure Frank would 
keep his wor!i. He was that kind of a man. 
He would follow me relentlessly, determined 
to make me his. Firm as I tried to be, I 
distrusted my own will power. Some day 
he might find me in a yielding- moment, and 
my resolution would crash to fragments. 

As in a revealing flash of inner light, l 
setlmed to behold my appointed path. This 
was the way J He would hate me, he would 
think me unworthy, but he would let me 
alone. And that was aU that really mattered. 

In the midst of this reverie, Ducquerel 
intruded. We were passing dGwn the feebly 
illuminated main street of a small city, and 
he was inviting me to dinner. 

"My beautiful,'' he sa.id to me later, 
across the hotel dining-room table, "we are 
going to spend the night here. I have 
registered for both of us as Mr. and Mrs. 
Smith." 

He made that blasting statement calmly, 
as if nothing whatever was involved. 

And I made no protest I 
I£, by falling in with his schem�, and 

playing the exciting role of a spirit-medium, 
I could quietly drop forever out of the ken 
of my friends back home; if I . could find 
sufficient mental activity to keep my mind 
off Frank, what did I care ? Why should 

-I care ? What did anything matter to me 
anyway? 

With the broken debris of my love at my 
feet, I was perfectly content to ride off with 
Ducquercl, hard and fast to the devil. 

Q NL Y our scanty funds kept us in that 
dreadful forty-fourth Stt·eot boarding 

house ; but we were so feverishly busy 
while we were· there that I did· not mind. 
The ribald coarseness of some of its occu
pants was as distasteful tQ Ducquerel as to 
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myself. But he constantly assured me that 
we would not be there long ; that he was 
staging the scene for a tremendous debut. 

In the meantime, he kept me so fully oc
cupied, day and night, in rehearsing for my 
singular work that I felt myself blessed. 
Only in the hours of the night, when sleep 
relentlessly a voided my eyes, did I think of 
Frank. Sometimes I dreamed of him. My 
poignant thoughts at these times brought 
me a suffering almost insupportable ; thus 
the grinding routine of study and practice 
on which Ducquerel insisted so rigidly was 
to me a mercy and a balm. 

He was grooming me as he would a 
throughbred for the test. 

"ffi Y beautiful," he said to me, "when we 
are finally launched on our conquest 

of the New York boobery, and are snatch
ing their shekels from them in hundred
thousand-dollar snatches, you are going to 
move in a dizzy atmosphere. You will con
sort with the brainiest men and women in 
tlte world. Now the whole bubble will col
lapse if you can't bluff your way through 
with them, and to do that you've got to cram 
your beautiful head with a lot of dusty 
knowledge. 

"I want you to be seeped in mysttctsm. 
Then you will have a genuine background 
fur the stunts I want to spring. Y au must 
be able, in other words, to converse intelli
gently on the occult. You want to stuff 
your brains with everything mystical, from 
the Zend-Avesta, the holy book of the Par
sees and the lamp of Zoroastrian truth, to 
the doctrine of Theosophical Karma. You 
must be able to announce, with an oracuhr 
air, thlat 'God geometrizes' and go on to a 
discussion of the fourth dimension with a 
perf&tly straight face. Cultivate Hermetic 
glances, and school yourself to admit, 
as if it were a concession, that there is a 
philosophic and scientific basis for the 
Hebraic caballa, after all ! As they say in 
the Academy, do you get me ?" 

I had to. I had to study the most ex
traordinary books that ever were written. 
Some of them long and dry and silly ; others, 
like the Hindoo Bghad-avad-Gita, thrilled 
m� and left a permanent impress of good
ness on my heart. It was as i f  they sup
plemented that rich fund of mysticism 
which was already so vital a part of my 
own nature. 

These preparatory studies, which con
sumed several months, were only a part of 
my course in mediumship, i f  such it can be 

called. I did most of my reading in the 
afternoons ; during the mornings and the 
evenings Ducquerel was initiating me into 
the extraordinary tricks by which we were 
to hoodwink the public. 

There is not space here to acquaint the 
reader with all the deceptions which I was 
taught. Ducquerel was determined that 
before we began I should be completely 
trained ; that no emergency should find me 
at a loss, and that if ever it became neces
sary, I should be able to produce any ef
fect known in the physical phenomena of 
mediumship. 

Thus we covered all the ground, from the 
simple method of  giving a reading, to the 
most elaborate contraptions by which tables 
are raised, rappings produced and visible 
ghosts summoned out of the great darkness. 
Some clay, perhaps, I shall find the time to 
disclose all the many methods of decep
tion in which I was instructed. Here I can 
reveal only those which played a direct 
part in my own emotional history and helped 
to develop in me those innate psychic 
powers that were quite apart from the 
trickery. 

I very well remember that my first les
son was in giving a simple trance reading. 
Ducquerel had minutely drilled me in the 
art of appearing like one in a trance, mak
ing me try and try and try, until finally I 
could roll my eyes far back, without pain, 
and assume that unchanging, glassy glitter 
which has deceived so many scientists. 
Also, he taught me how to control my 
breath, so that my hands and face became 
clammy and cold, and how to assume a pos
ture that would cast a rigidity over my en
tire form. The glazed eyes, the clammy 
flesh, and the rigidity o f  muscles, are the 
chief symptoms o f  trance. After a hard 
apprenticeship under Ducquerel's manage
ment, I was able to simulate them all-and 
sometimes, though I said nothing to him of 
it, I think it was not entirely simulation. 

IT was highly necessary that I learn this 
trance trick, because it was a part of the 

mise en scene of the dramatic surprise 
which Ducquerel had invented, and which 
was to be my most elaborate test. 

What he intended to do was this : 
First I was to go off into a trance. Then 

he would have someone present write a 
question on a card and seal it in an enve
lope. No one was to see, or know, what 
had been written except the writer of the 
query. The sealed envelope was to be 
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placed in my listless hand, and then a rub
ber shroud-something like a much en
larged typewriter cover, which Ducquerel 
had had especially made to completely cover 
me-was to be lowered over my form. I 
was thus in complete darkness. After a 
short interval, this covering would be re
moved, and in my trance tones I was not 
only to tell what was written on the card, 
but also to answer the question. 

On the surface, this did look like a 
miracle, and I think Ducquerel had dis
played considerable ingenuity in devising it. 
Yet the secret was ludicrously simple. I f  
you smear alcohol over the face of an enve
lope, the paper immediately becomes trans
parent and one can read what is written on 
the enclosed card as easily as through a 
window. 

1 N fake spiritualism, Ducquerel admitted 
that this was an old and much used prin

ciple, but his improvement consisted in do
ing it in the dark-that is, by shrouding 
me in the rubber hood. Even those who 
knew the old trick would be puzzled at that. 

Ducquerel had made this possible by giv
ing me a very small electric flashlight. I 
had it concealed in my bosom, together with 
a bottle of alcohol, the cork of which was 
a brush. We practised it together and I 
found it very simple to operate. Under 
cover of the hood, I would first take out 
the bottle, remove the cork and smear the 
front of the envelope with alcohol. Replac
ing this I would secure the flashlight and 
train its rays against the damp envelope. 
With the greatest ease I could read what 
was written imide, and of course the light 
was unknown to the audience, because it 
could not penetrate the thick fabric of the 
rubber hood. 

"Now," Ducquerel told me, "all this will 
lose fifty per cent of its effect if you can't 
go into a trance naturally. That is the 
dramatic, and therefore the important side 
of it. Come on, let's try it again." 

When I had finally mastered this difficult 
feat, I felt inordinately proud. In spite of 
the hard toil necessary to meet Ducquerel's 
program of study, I was beginning to find 
a positive enjoyment in it, spoiled only when 
my heart got the better of my mind, and my 
soul yearned for the lover I had driven 
away, 

Having accomplished the fake trance, I 
was next taught what to say when in this 
pretended condition of psychic coma. The 
idea was that some day I should be giving 

private "readings" to wealthy patrom. 
Some old Park Avenue dowager would 
come in and cross Ducquerel's palm with a 
hundred dollars-and then would be left 
alone with me. My part was to go off into 
a trance, and while thus placed, to open my 
mouth and in an oracular voice, full, clear 
and resonant, tell what I found out about 
her from my spirit guide. 

"You have to have a spirit guide," ex
plained Ducquerel. "It's a convention in 
the business, and we must be thoroughly 
conventional. Any old name will do ! "  

I thought a moment, and then I said : "I 
knew an old man named Knarf, who died. 
How would he do ?" 

"Surely ! Anything you like," agreed 
Dncquerel, laughing. 

I do not think he ever discovered-al
though Knarf, my spirit guide, was widely 
discussed later-that "Knarf" is Franli 
spelled backwards ! 

Ducquerel explained the reading·-to me 
this way : 

"I shall have it fixed so that we will have 
a whole lot of information beforehand about 
the people we give readings to. That will 
be a part of my work. But sometimes the 
information may fall down ; accidents hap
pen, you know. In that case, you must be 
able to stall. Here's how you do it ! "  

And h e  proceeded to explain that there 
arc certain traits in human nature common 
to everyone, but which everyone seems to 
believe are individual. For example, every
one is sensitive, some more than others ; 
but if questioned, everyone believes he is 
more than usually sensitive. Now, a 
medium takes the hand of a sitter and 
looks deep into his eyes and then smiles. 
as if beholding an inner secret of character, 
and says : 

"vVhy, you are sensitive-terribly sensi
tive. But you hide it ! No one would ever 
know how very sensitive you really are ! "  

'fRAT'S a ten-strike. I have ne-ver heard 
a sitter deny it. And that is only (J!lC of 

a dozen stalls used to impress them. If 
you tell a person he is too easy-going ; that 
he submits to lots of thin;;-s against which 
he should rebel, he is astonished at your 
mediumistic powers. Try it ! It is one of 
the sure-fire hits. There are many others. 

These, you may be sure, were but the 
kinclerga:ien lessons of what was a univer
s:ty degree before I was ready in Duc
querd's critica.! estimate. The rappings at 
first hothered me dreadfully. Ducquerel 
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explained to me that in the old days the 
raps wet·e made by the Fox sisters with 
their big toes. Later, mechanical devices 
were tried with great success. 

"Now, however," he added, "you've got 
to do better than that. If any of the 
scientists test you, they will have a lady 
investigator who will examine you thor
oughly to look for fake rappers. But we can 
outwit them on that score !"  

fle took from a package he had brought 
in that afternoon what appeared to be a 
very attractive silk corset. 

'l HAD this made just for you," he ex
plained. "That was why I took your 

measurements last week. Just try this on, 
and then I'll show you what to do." 

I felt a little embarrassed, but I went 
and did as he suggested. \Vhen I came 
back he stood aside and surveyed me, 
admiration mingling with his scientific, or 
rather, professional enthusiasm for a new 
feat. 

"Take a deep breath and hold it !"  he 
cammanded. 

I did, and held it until he shouted, "Now 
breathe out !" 

As my breath escaped, I was astonished 
tQ hear one, twa, three sharp loud raps. 
They seemed to come directly from my 
bosom. 

"There's a metal clapper hidden in there 
as one of the stays," he explained. "That's 
my QWn original idea, beautiful, and I think 
it's a corker ! You must learn to control 
it. When yvu breathe properly, you can 
make it rap just as you want it to. In the 
approved spirit code, one rap means 'no,' 
and two raps mean 'yes,' and three mean 
'I don't know !' No one will ever be able 
to detect where those raps come from--even 
if they undress you !" 

I didn't like the idea at  all ; it  seemed 
cheap and brazen, and I felt vague qualms 
of remorse as i f, by employing all this clap
trap, I was breaking faith with nnseen 
friends. 

Ducquerel actually taught me to write 
with my toes. I laughed when he first sug
gested it-yet I set to work practicing 
eagerly, for it was one more difficulty to 
overcome, and thus one more means of 
keeping sad memories in leash. It was by 
writing with my toes that we accomplished 
our slate messages. 

The idea was that a sitter was to be given 
a message, written on the slate, apparently 
by the spirits. To do this, Ducquerel had 

me fitted for an iron shoe, cleverly covered 
to look like my other, hut weighted heavily 
in the sole. The slate we would place on 
the floor, under 

'
the table which separated 

the s itter and me as we sat waiting. As 
we practiced it, Ducquerel was the sitter 
and I, of course, the medium. In order to 
prove that there was no trickery, I would 
put my feet on top of the sitter's feet-and 
the l ights would go out. How I used to smile when we first re
hearsed that old trick. Under cover of the 
darkness , I wou1d slip my foot out of the 
iron shoe ; it was built so that this was 
easy. I would do it while I was shudder
ing and pretending to be convulsed with 
spirit vibrations-Ducquerel taught me j ust 
how. The front part of my stocking was 
cut away, and I would get the pencil be
tween my big toe and the next one and 
write. 

As soon as I could get my foot back intiJ 
the iron shoe, I would call for lights. Over 
and over we rehearsed this, until Duc
querel said I did it perfectly. 

I learned many other things too. But 
all the time I was fairly haunted by the 
sense of reproach from someane, something, 
in the Great Beyond ! 

As the months sped by in this way, I 
t·eal ized that Ducquerel was also engaged 
in some other activity of which he had 
said nothing to me. He kept mysterious 
hours, leaving the boarding-boose in the 
dead of the night ; he had mysterious 
visit@rs. For days, toward the end of 
my education, he would remain uncgm
municative, with a hard glitter in his 
eyes which later I learned was a sure 
indication that he was planning some spec
tacular coup. 

Finally he came to me and confessed. 
He was bubbling over with enthusiasm, his 
strange eyes fairly burning with triumph. 

"ffi Y beautiful," he told me, "I have put 
it over at last ! "  

I tried t o  look interested, but that day, I 
remember, my heart was very heavy ;  I had 
dreamed of Frank the night bejore, and I 
could not make myself forget him. 

"One week from tomorrow night," he 
explained dramatically, not waiting for my 
question, "Mrs. Van de Dressenlin-the 
Mrs. Van de Dressenlin-is giving a recep
tion at her home on East Seventy-third 
street. It is going to be the season's swanki
est affair. The smartest set in New York, 
the big bankers and the nHlst scornful 
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women al!ve, will be there. And who else 
do you think is invited?" 

I shook my head and tried to smile. 
"\\Tho?" I asked, with an eager attempt 

to meet his enthusiasm. 
"Monsieur Ducquerel and his celebrated 

psychic, Madame Desire," he cried buoy
antly. "You and I, my beautiful ! You ami 
1 ! \Ve are to be introduced to the damned 
aristocrats-to the people with those hun
dred-thousand-dollar bills we're looking for. 
We are guests, my beautiful-not hired en
tertainers. Vl/e are received as equals. You 
are the admitted scientific marvel of the age. 
vVe laugh with the aristocrats, we eat with 
them, we flirt with them r No less I" 

"How ?" I gasped. 

MY torpid languor left me at his words ; 
I felt the flush of excitement flooding 

back to my pallid cheeks. 
He waved a careless hand. 
"Blackmail," he admitted lightly. "Just 

a neat little blackmail-and not a mean 
trick, either. You see, there's a fat old 
woman living on Fifth Avenue, near the 
Metropolitan :Museum. By the way, she 
somewhat resembles the Metropolitan 
Museum in its architectural contour. That 
old woman knows that l could send her son 
to the electric chair tomorrow, if I wanted 
to. You see again, my beautiful, I was born 
in that set, even if I am a black sheep. 
I have an inquiring mind and a long 
memory. So I went to see the old lady. 
I told her I wanted you and myself intro
duced to society at Mrs. Van de Dressenlin's 
reception. She squeaked in horror. 1 told 
her I wanted her to provide us with a 
certified, sterilized past, with faultless social 
connections. She got queasy with cold feet 
at the vt!ry idea. I told her I wanted her 
to be our sponsor in society, as European 
blue-bloods with psychic powers. I thought 
the old lady had the permanent fidgets. She 
offered me five thousand dollars cash, which 
I took, and renewed my demand. 

"So here's the five thousand t" He held 
up what looked like a cabbage of green
backs. "Come along !" he crowed. 

"Come along where ?" 
"To Lucille's. To Tappe's. To Hick

son's. To the very best shops in town. I'm 
going to make you look like a uuchess-but 
there !" he stopped and bent over and kissed 
me. "You are the· most beautiful woman 
alive, just as you are t" 

I have always believed that Ducquerel . 
really cared. 

Never shall I forget the days that fol
lowed; the frantic search for the clothes 
which I should wear at the Van de Dresscn
lin reception; the unremitting rigor of our 
rehearsals, now confined to the three feats 
we intended to exhibit at the affair ; the con
stant excitement which filled and thdllen 
me. 

One afternoon, as Ducquerel was walking 
with me down Fifth Avenue, he said ; _ 

"I am banking heavily on you, my beautf- -...... 
ful. Once we start, once we begin to show 
the guests what you can do, our whole 
future will rest on you. Are you frightened ?" 

I shook my head. The prospect of 
danger-the blasting danger of discovery, 
or exposure--was appetizing : it would stir 
me out of morbid memories. 

Then I noticed an odd thing. Ducqueret 
had paused and was staring after someone. 
I turned intuitively, but saw nothing. Duc
querel, when he saw that I too was looking, 
seemed distinctly annoyed. I said nothing, 
nor did he, but for the rest of the after
noon he was moody. 

That night he very much surprised me by 
revealing the real meaning of the incident. 

"Can you bear a shock ?" he asked quietly, 
lighting a cigarette. 

"f don't think I can be shocked any 
more," I replierl. , 

He smilet!-a wicked smile, I thought. 
"Frank Deland is in town," he said 

quietly. 
I was shocked. He saw that, and I knew 

that he saw it. I could feel the blood leav
ing my cheeks ; I knew that my eyes must 
have betrayed how much his news rneaTJt 
to me. My heart had seemed to vault at 
his words. Frank-in New York ! I had 
thought him in Virginia, anywhere but here. 

"HA !  Ha !" croaked Ducquerel. "Shocked 
it is, by God 1 And you would like to 

know if he knows that you are here, too, 
eh ? Is that it?" 

I nodded affirmatively. I could not speak. 
"He does !" declat·erl Ducquerel. "He was 

following me all day. Now look here, my 
beautiful. I am banking on you, as I told 
you. I am more interested in our present 
scheme than I have been in anything in 
my life. And I don't mind admitting that 
I am damned interested in you. But we'll 
let that part pass-I know you love this man 
Deland. Are you going back with him? 
If he finds you, are you going away with 
him? I'll admit I've stood between you ; 
he's done his best to get at you ; he's written 
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yqu and I've never let you see his letters. All's fair in this game, you know. Now 
I realize he may outwit me. I don't want 
to find a note pinned to the pillow, and you 
gotte. There is still time for you to back 
out-hut after we get started it will be too 
late. If you are going through with me, 
on the level, well and good. If you are not, 
then say so and get out now. "!Jut don't try 
to put anything over on me. Well-what 
about it?" 

His voice was harsh, but I knew that he 
was being not only fair, 
but kind. T f I wanted my 
freeclom, he was opening 
the door. All that he was 
demaEding was a square 
deal-and his treatment of 
me had earned him that. 

I wiped away my tears 
and stood up, facing him. 

"I love Frank Deland.'' 
I admitted, "but I have 
given him up. No matter 
what he may say or do, 
I'll stick I" 

Ducquerel did not smile. 

"That is a contract," he said solemnly. "You 
h a v e  h a d  y o u r  
chance. Now, if you 
try to trick me, I 
shall kill you !" 

When we arrived 
at the hgme of Mrs. 
Van de Dressenlin, 
on that never�to-be
forgotten night, we 
found ourselves the 
principal'. objects of 
interest in an as9emblage, originally de
scribed by one of the society reporters 1lS 
the "flower of the wit and fashion of the 
land." 

Everyone who counted was there, from 
the exclusive Garrisons, who were just back 
from Norway, to the bearded and dignified 
Professer Gressly of the Society, the most 
famous psychic investigator in America, to
gether with some of his bespectacled asso
ciates, invited for the particular purpose of 
witnessing a d isplay 'of my powers. All re
perters had been refused. They got their 
information regarding the affair as best they 
could. That meant giving full rein to their 
vivid imaginations. It was Ducquerel's 
plan. 

Mrs. Van de Dressenlin, a young matron, 
was exceedingly kind. She made my path� 

way in the earlier part of the evening very 
easy. I came from a fine Southern family, 
but with this world of metropolitan magni
ficence I was, of course, unfamiliar. But 
I was not expected to be a charming woman 
of the world. Reserve, Bimplicity and 
silence became me better, and these I was 
able to manage fairly, well. My beauty, of 
which I hope I may be pardoned for speak
ing, coupled with a poise that came from 
saying very little kept me unflustered. Men 
and women talked to me a great deal. I 

listened and they thought 
me charming and brilliant. 

vYith his sense of the 
dramatic, Ducqucrcl had 
arranged that our exhilJj. 
tion should begin at mid
night. 

It was on the third stroke 
of the chimes that some
thing happened which com
pletely unnerved me. 

In the broad drawing
room, chairs had been 
placed, in which the guests 
were seated, leaving a tri
angular space in front, with 
a single chair for me. I 
was seated there, while 
Ducquerel had taken a 
standing position to my 
right, ready to address the 
assemblage and explain the 
nature of the test I was 
about to attempt. 

Never had I felt more 
competent to g-o through 
with the strange ordeal that 
confronted me. Somehow, I 

had the feeling that even though our devices 
should fail, I would be able to carry on as 
a true medium possessed of psychic powers. 

AS Ducquerel opened his mouth to begin 
his preliminary address, I suddenly 

grew rigid-not with the unnatural rigirlity 
of pretended trance, but with the genuine 
catalepsy of shocked surprise. 

Frank Deland had appeared in the door
way at the other end of the room and his 
eyes were looking triumphantly into mine! 

I saw Mrs. Van de Dressenlin rise and 
smile ; I saw Frank reluctantly take his ga-.e 
from me and advance toward her, and Low 
and exchange a few apologetic words. My 
first fear vanished. He had not come to 
interrupt the seance, then. He was here 
as a guest. 
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But that only filled me with greater 
anxiety. 

Knowing as little of him as I di"d, I had 
not given any thought to his social position. 
I knew he was a gentleman, but I had not 
suspected that he had the entree to such 
a circle as this. But could it be a coinci
dence that he was here? 

1 WAS satisfied that it was not. He had 
said he would follow me and he had kept 

his word. More than ever now, I needed 
my resolution. I felt icy and weak. All 
the exuberance which had buoyed me up, 
and which I had hoped would carry me 
through the first seance, had departed; I 
felt inert, and defeated. 

I could see the guests looking at me; 1 
could hear them whispering. My pallor and 
my nervousness had been noticed, and it 
delighted them. Already, they thought I 
was feeling the approach of the psychic 
sleep. 

Fools ! If they had only known the 
tumult in my heart ! 

Ducquerel had not observed me. I had 
no way of telling whether he had recognized 
Frank. Very calmly he began speaking. 

To the audience, he explained that I was 
celebrated in European psychic laboratories 
as a medium more famous than Palladino; 
thnt my work had been sacredly guarded 
against vulgar publicity, and that, unlike 
most psychics, I was able, to control the 
inAuences, to summon "Knarf," my spirit 
guide, when and where I desired, and that 
phenomena could be produced almost at will. 

When he spoke of "Knarf" I felt a curi
ous thrill. Frank had come to my first 
seance as if he were, indeed, a spirit guide l 

Earlier in the evening, Ducquercl had 
drawn me aside and confided to me that an 
old lady would give me a locket, during the 
first test. She had not known she was go
ing to do it. Ducquerel had led her to ask 
it as a favor and then,, by a surreptitious 
telephone call to the Fifth Avenue dowager, 
he had found out her history and the history 
flf the locket. This he passed on to me. 
Now he was saying to the company: 

"Our first test will be known as psy
chometry. By that term, I mean that 
Madame will receive an object from some
one in the room-any little personal article. 
Only one will be accepted, as there are other 
tests to follow. Will someone please 
�blige ?" 

There was a buzzing murmur in the audi
ence, and mapy guests importuned Due-

querel to accept their articles, but he smil
ingly managed to accept the old lady's 
proffered locket. So adroitly did he manipu
late the situation, that he seemed re
luctantly to yield to her imploring words. :, 

Ducquerel placed her locket in my hand, 
and then he stood aside. His face was a 
mask of reserve. No one, looking at him, 
would have suspected what he was up to. 

Following our oft-rehearsed program t..J _ 

the letter, I now glided off into the trance. 
As I went through the familiar movements, 
I could tell by the hushed quiet of the crowd 
that I held ·their attention-that my trance 
seemed real. 

But Ducquerel had another card to play. 
"If Doctor Gressly will kindly come 

forward," he suggested, ''and examine 
Madame ?" 

The eminent scientist needed no second 
urging. He came up and felt me all over, 
as if I were a stuffed specimen. Without 
any emotion whatever, he handled my legs, 
my arms, my shoulders. 'Then he drew him
self stiffly erect and faced the audience. 

"Madame's trance is unquestionably gen1t
ine," he announced clearly, and resumed his 
seat. 

Almost was I able to forget that my 
lover was in the room and watching me, 
in the thrill that coursed through my veins. 
I had hoodwinked the great Gressly, the 
man who knew more about psychic phe
nomena than any other savant in America." 
What a victory ! 

Then Ducquerel's voice came again. 
"Deep, deep quiet ! Madame has a mes

sage !" 
It was time for me to speak. In that 

moment, .everything else seemed to leave 
me, except the exhilaration and excitement 
of what I was attempting. I felt like ;. 
Delphian priestess. My voice seemed to me 
to hold a true seer's intonation, as my first 
utterance shattered the silence. 

''THIS locket was once suspended about 
the white throat of a beautiful auburn

haired girl," I began, speaking slowly and 
with the utmost distinctness. Then I paused. 
Ducquerel had carefully schooled me in 
pauses. Often they are more eloquent than 
words-as, indeed, this one proved. For 
the intervening quiet was interrupted by tl1e 
old lady. 

"My God !" she groaned. "What do you 
think of that ! Estelle I" 

"I see the letter E," I continued, pre
tending not to have heard her. I already 
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knew the name. Ducquerel had given me 
tbe information that Estelle, the owner of 
the locket, was the old lady's daughter. She 
had been killed in an automobile crash •m 
the Boston Post Road, three years before, 
while she was motoring on her honeymoon. 
In a dramatic recital, I rehearsed these inci
dents, and, as many of those present were 
familiar with the tra�edy, the effect was 

"" really tremendous. -
At first I felt only happy at the success 

I was making ; the unrestrained sobs of the 
old l_ady had not touched my heart. And 
now it was time to pass on to the second 
surprise, carefully prepared in the sequence 
Ducqucrel had devised for me. 

my. entranced gaze still glittering out at 
them, I sat suddenly upright. 

"Estelle is here !" I cried. "She is at my 
side. Knarf, my spirit guide, has led her 
here. She will rap out a greeting !" 

As I clasped my hands together, one could 
have heard a falling feather, so tense and 
silent was the scene. I breathed hard. 
They imagined I was drawing in more 
psychie power. I was realty drawing in 
breath to make my trick rapper work 
properly. 

Suddenly I let go my breath. Quickly, 
rapidly I blew in a forced eJtbalation. The 
metal flapper in my corset reacted ; on the 
silence it sounded with ghastly effect-a 
rapid Ylilf·.'rap--rap-tbe ghostly greeting oi 
the dead girl ! 

"Estelle !" screamed the old mother, and 
as she covered her face with her hands, 
shame swept over me like a scourging flame. 
I realized how despicable all this rea1ly was. 
I was making sport and mummery of this 
poor woman's most sacred emotions. I was 
making her believe that the mechanical tap
ping was the spirit of her dead child. It 
made me loathe myself, and Ducquerel and 
all our gaudy schemes. 

But I dared not give in. I had to go 
on. Sick at heart, bitterly ashamed, with 
all the glamor gone forever, I hat! to go 
on, kcause I had lost the courage to rebel. 

"Ask her a question," prompted Duc
quere.l. "A question that can be answerecl 
yes m· no. One rap means 'no ' ;  two means 
'ye.;' ; three, 'I do not know' !" 

The old mother cleareu her throat and 
did her best to regain her self-control. 

"Are you happy, Estelle ?" she faltered. 
Carefully I exhaled my breath, and two 

raps sounded, in affirmative reply. 
Duequerel came over to me, and examined 

my eyes in pretended solicitude. He took 
the opportunity to whisper in my ear. 

"Great stuff. You're some little medium, 
I'll say !" 

I despised him I With the most gracious 
dignity, be explained to the mother that the 
conversation wilh her daughter could not 
be continued ; but, later, a private seance 
coulri be arranged. 

"I'd pay a thou�and dollars a sitting," 
sobbed the old woman, and I knew Duc
qucrel was having a hard time not to close 
the bargain on the spot. But he managed 
to remain calm, and told the audience about 
our slate test. 

In this, the audience was tremendously in
tere�ted, and though my toes were actually 
trembling with nervousness, so that my 
hand, or rather foot-writing was not as 
legible as Ducquerel liked, nevertheless the 
feat caused the greatest amount of astonisll
ment. I knew that we would get many 
private sittings as a result of this, and that 
Ducquerel's wisdom was justified in launch
ing us in just this way. 

But I no longer had any enthusiasm. The 
memory of that mother's sobs was too much ; 
I could never be luted by rnediumship again. 

After the slate writing, we came to what 
Ducquerel considered the greatest feat of 
modern trick spiritualism ; the one effect up
on which he was counting for the most pro
found sensation of the evening-the feat 
in which I was to read the sealed envelope, 
while shrouded in the rubber cloak. 

In my bosom reposed the alcohol bottle 
and the flashlight, which were to be such 
important accessories in putting over the 
swindle. Ducquerel had a special envelope, 
particularly adaptable to the process, and a 
thick card on which the question was to be 
written. 

AT considerable length, he explained the 
nature of the experiment-that some

one was to write a question on the card ; 
seal it in the envelope, and place it in my 
hands, himself. In order to lull any sus
picion of trickery-although I do not be
lieve a soul in the room doubted the genuine
ness of our work-he insisted that Doctor 
Gressly examine, not only the envelope and 
card, but also the rubber hood. The old 
man did, too, very� thoroughly and pro
nounced them unprepared. Which, of 
course, they were. 

"And now," conellldcd Ducquerel, "I sh,lll 
allow anyone present to write the question. 
Who would like to do so?" 
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A dozep requests came from all over the 
room, but in the midst of the noise Mr�. 
Van de Dressenlin rose, and a hush fell 
upon them all. Mrs. Van de Dressenlin was 
smiling and eager: 

"Monsieur Ducquerel," she said, "I should 
like the privilege of naming the one to write 
the question, if I may. There is a young 
mining engineer present, who is also a great 
metallurgical scientist. He is the most pro
nounced materialist I have ever encountered, 
but if  he can get the answer to the question 
he wants to propound, he will be a very 
happy man. May I nominate him?" 

Ducquerel smiled affably. 
"That is just the type of man we. want," 

he said heartily. "By all means let him write 
the question. Will you ask him to rise?" 

Mrs. Van de Dressenlin turned smilingly 
and s<�id : 

"Let me lntroduce Mr. Frank Deland I" 

I THOUGHT I would swoon. Not for one 
instant had I suspected that it would be 

Frank I For a moment my head swirled in 
a dizzy rotation. I had tQ grasp the chair 
to steady myself. Then I grew cold and 
things grew marvelously clear. 

Frank had tricked Ducquerel at last ! I 
could see it alt. When Ducquerel had inter
cepted his letters, and prevented him from 
seeing me, he had refused to be beaten. 
Now he was going to reach me; he was 
going to write me a message, a personal 
message. 

Like stone, Ducquerel stood there. I 
could guess what a tempest of raging fu�y 
was in his soul, but on the success of thts 
seance he had staked our future, and he 
would not risk a failure by a single false 
move. He had to remain there and watch 
Frank write to me, without the power to 
lift a finger against him. 

Suddenly Frank stood up. The sealed 
envelope was in his hand. 

"Did I understand Monsieur Ducquerel 

open space and di rectJy up to me. I could 
not prevent the trembling that seized me as 
he approached. It was a moment of agony; 
I felt that if he touched me I should cry out. 

But he did not Without letting his hand 
brush mine, Frank placed the envelope in 
my palm. 

What had he written ? 
The question obliterated all else from ·my 

mind. I could hardly wait fol' Ducquer� 
to drop the enclosing rubber cloak over my 
head. I was trembling, but now it was with 
the eagerness of a woman with a love letter 
in her hands. Though I had sent Frank 
away, I knew now how we:1k I really wa�. 

So deeply was I engaged in these thoughts 
that the sudden blackness of the enveloping 
hood startled me. All at once I was com
pletely alone with myself, shut off from the 
rest of the world, privileged to read Frank's 
letter unmolested I 

Was ever another woman placed in such 
a position ? 

Vaguely this thought came to me as my 
quaking hands reached for the bottle of 
alcohol Suppose that I should drop it and 
it should spill ? Suppose I had forgotten it? 

But no I Here it was. I forced my shak
ing hands to seize it securely ; I willed that 
I should be calm enough to smear the face 
of the envelope with the revealing chemical 

THEN, in the darkness of my isolation, J 
found the electric flashlight, and pressed 

the little button. I could see the card plainly; 
could read every line vividly: 

My dearest, 
In the six months that have elapsed, I 
have secured a divorce. I am a free man. 
I can prove that your husband is dead. 
Nothing need now separate us. I know 
ahout Ducquerel, but I want you ; I 
want to marry you at once. Answer yes 
or no. 

Your eager Frank 

to say," he inquired clearly, "that I could 'What a ghastly predicament ! Ducquerel 
place the envelope in Madame's hllnds ?" would kill me if I left him. I knew he 

Dncquerel clcared''his throat. meant what he said I And I must answer 
"If 1\ir. Deland desires to do that, he is in a moment, for I was a medium in a 

quite privileged to do so," he said. trance, clo:tkcd in a rubber hood, and one 
"Thank you," replied Frank, and walked word would seal all my future. 

through the press of chairs, out into the Should I answer yes-or nof 

One word-om! small word-will decide the bca�ttiful Desire's fate-for• 
ever I What will she say! And what, you l'll.lY well wo11der, wiU be th8 
outcome, either way? You have tle'l·er t'l'..ltl a more soul..slirri11g, more snti
fllalc revelation. Don't r.Jiss the dramatic cli�1a.x to tl•is s�auce in the Feb
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"Give !'' the black-clad 
specter cried. "Because 
your father ruined mine-

and I am ruined" 

CJhe · Christmas Specter 
Will the lillie town of West Warwick 
have its phantom quest this l)uletide 

as it has for three -years past ? 

EACH December, the ghost comes 
back to a little Rhode Island village. 
Each December, the countryside 
thrills with terror ; posses stand 
guard with guns, and the chief of 

police scratches his head over an eerie mys
tery that is no nearer solution now than 
when the ghost made its appearance three 
years ago. 

The ghost never comes save in the Yule

tide season, and it is called by the trembling 
country-folk, "The Christmas Specter." 

It comes only once a year ; it haunts only 
one woman. Its appearance never changes. 
This year, as every year, Rhode Island waits 
for the specter that has never failed to show 

itself at Christmas time. Will it come again? 
Certainly it came last year;  certainly it 

sent a police chief hunting through musty 
old .records for a dead man's name, and as 
certain!y it was pursued by men with guns
in vain. 

On a frosty December morning in 1928, 
Mrs. Henry Barton, a farmer's wife, was 
found unconscious on the doorstep of her 
home in West \Varwick, a small Rhode Is
land town. 

It was sensation enough for West War
wick to have the woman found so ; but that 
was nothing to the thrill of terror that ran 
'round the countryside when she regained 
consciousness in a hospital and told her tale 
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to the chief of police and to curious re
porters. On the night before she was found 
stretched out on the doorstep she had been 
sittiag alone in the farmhouse kitchen. 

It was a dark, clear and cold December 
nigbt. 

Suddenly, as she sat rocking, she heard a 
woman's voice calling : "Mrs. Barton ! Mrs. 
Barton ! Come quickly ! Mrs. Pardonet has 
fallen ! She needs you !" 

Now Mrs. Barton noticed that the voice 
had a thin, peculiar quality, that it seemed 
to come from nowhere in particular and that 
it was hardly a human voice--or, at least, 
no human voice that she had ever heard 
before. Mrs. Pardonet is a neighbor 
whom Mrs. Barton sees every day, and she 
thought her imagination was playing tricks 
on her. 

SHE threw a shawl over her head, and ran 
toward the front steps where she thought 

the mysterious woman must be. 
She threw open the door and, to her sur

prise, found no one there. She could see, in 
the moonlight, every object in the farmyard 
quite clearly. There was no one in sight. 

Yet, as she strained her eyes, a shadow 
seemed to grow out of the ground before 
her-and suddenly it was no longer a 
shadow. It was the figure of a man, clad in 
an old-fashioned long black coat and a black 
hat whose brim shaded the faint gleam of his 
eves. 

- The woman stood transfixed in utter hor
ror. For she had seen this same figure each 
Christmastime for two years past-and it 
was the figure of no man in West Warwick, 
the figure of no man she knew, the figure of 
no living man ! 

It was the Christmas Specter, and it ad
vanced slowly toward her, making no noise 
at all as it seemed to glide across the frozen 
ground. 

Mrs. Barton stood still as a statue and her 
heart seemed to stop as ;vell. 

The specter's hands were held over its 
face, its head drooped, and suddenly it spoke 
in hollow unreal tones. 

"I have come for my Christmas money," 
it said. 

Mrs. Barton was half fainting by now. 
She had to hold onto the post in order to 
stand. 

"Your father collected money from my 
father-money that was not owed," said the 
specter, and its long, bony forefmger pointed 
accusingly at the trembling woman. "I 

have come for it again. Give ! Give-be
cause your father ruined my father, and I 
am r'uined." 

Mrs. Barton reached for a bag that hung 
at her belt. She held out a small sum of 
money, held it toward the specter's out
stretched hand . • .  and then a new horror 
struck her. She could see through the spec
ter, she could see the moonlight through its 
body-and it seemed to sway toward her, to 
sway forward as if to seize her. 

Then she fainted. 
Mrs. Pardonet's son, returning early in 

the morning, found her unconscious on the 
doorstep. The money she had tried to give 
the ghost lay on the ground beside her. 
There were no footprints on the snow. 

Incidentally, Mrs. Pardonet, the neighbor, 
had not fallen, had not been hurt, and had 
sent no one to call Mrs. Barton to her aid. 

Who was the mysterious woman whose 
voice lured Mrs. Barton to her doorstep ? 
No one knows. 

Into the strange case came Police Chief 
Thomas F. Harrop of West Warwick. He 
asked questions, he investigated and estab
lished the fact that the identical specter had 
been seen twice before at Christmastime by 
the terrified Mrs. Barton. He took down 
the ghostly conversation, as she gasped it 
out, word for word. 

And then he shook his head at the theory 
that any human being had appeared to Mrs. 
Barton on that grim December night. 

The specter's appearance had been the 
same on each of its three visits ; its hollow 
voice had muttered the same words to the 
horror stricken woman, and in 1927 she had 
seen it disappear-into thin air. 

Mrs. Barton had no doubt that she had 
witnessed a supernatural manifestation, and 
neither had the chief. 

so the history of the "Black Ghast of West 
Warwick," more commonly known as the 

"Christmas Specter," went down in black 
and white in the police records. 

Then, not content with crediting the exist
ence of a ghost that visited its vengeance on 
Mrs. Barton every year, Chief Harrop set 
out to find out two things : first, why did the 
Black Ghost haunt the farmer's wife, and 
second, whose ghost was it ? 

He found the solution to the first question, 
and he attempted to solve the mystery of the 
second. 

It seems that Mrs. Barton's father, Henry 
Matteson, long since dead, was a hard
headed, stern New England Yankee who 
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owned the country store at Aquidneck. He 
was noted for his severity toward his de-
1inquent debtors. He literally drove them 
to pay their bills. 

And that, the country�ide thinks, was what 
the specter meant when its hollow voice dis
tinctly said, "Your father ruined my father." 

The second question was not so easy to 
answer. 

A realistic writer of fictional ghost stories 
would doubtless balk at the idea of a police 
chief in Rhode Island in the Twentieth Cen
tury, striving to establish the identity of a 
ghost ; hut that is precisely what this police 
chief did. 

The very night after the haunting of Mrs. 
Barton, he went through the musty old ledg
ers of the Aquidneck store, trying to find 
that old, unO\ved account whose payment 
had ruined one man and brought another's 
ghost back to seek vengeance each and every 
Christmas. 

Unfortunately, he was able to find no clue. 
The ledgers were yellowed with age and 

some of them were undecipherable. Whole 
pages were mysteriously missing. 

So no one will ever know what dead 
man's wrong the Black Ghost of \Vest War· 
wick comes back each year to avenge. 

But if Chief Harrop and the neighhors 
believed in the Christmas Specter, Mrs. 
Barton's brother, Ray Matteson, present 
owner of the Aquidneck store, did not. 

Matteson is said to have gone wild with 
rage when he heard the tale. He took down 
a revolver from the wall, dashed out of the 
store, and shouted, "I'll go get him !" 

But there was no one to "get". There was 
no one in the countryside who answered to 
a description of the Black Specter. 

So, all last winter, after its Christmas 
visit, West \Varwick waited in terror for the 
black-dad ghost of long ago to walk again. 

But, true to its established custom, the 
specter had disappeared. 

And now all Rhode Island is asking: will 
the ghastly black-clad ghost of holiday time 
walk again this Christmas? 

The Hoax thal Was Nol a Hoax 
A YEAR or two ago, the editor of the 

Lewis (Kansas) Press, Mr. N. H. 
Johnston, was besieged by people from the 
vicinity who claimed that the ghostly victim 
ef a long-ago tragedy was haunting the scene 
of its suffering. Mr. Johnston, a firm skep
tic, listened to the stories and when he had 
gotten some inkling of what lay behind them, 
decided to investigate. 

The well-nigh forgotten story, as the 
editor pieced it together, harked back to 
pioneer days, when caravans of wagons 
wound westward over the old Santa Fe 
trail, and concerned a young girl who was 
abandoned by her parents and companions 
when she gave birth ·to a. iatherless child. 
She was left alone by the roadside and there 
in that vast wilderness she lay with her baby 
hugged to her breast while the coyotes 
howled dismally in the darkness. 

Old t·esidents still tell the story, vividly 
describing tJ:tc death of the child while the 
mother lay helpless under a clump of sage 
brush. But no one ever knew what became 
of the unfortunate girl. Then suddenly had 
arisen these reports that a dark figure had 
eeen seen hovering over the spot where 
the baby was said to have been buried. 

Having found out this much on good 
authority, the editor collecte-J four men to 

go to the scene with him, exacting a promise 
not to reveal his name should the expedition 
prove a hoax. 

The first night of watching passed slowly 
as the four waited. Thcn-"Suddenlv we 
heard the sound of metal striking the e�rth," 
said the editor, recounting the night's experi· 
ence. "We heard a moaning voice sobbing 
words that I was sure I could distinguish: 
'Oh, my poor baby, my poor baby !' Just 
that, over and over. 

"In the dark there seemed to be the form 
of a woman. When we turned on the flash
light there was nothing but the bare ground. 
We still scoffed at the idea of having seen 
or heard a ghost and still believed it might 
be a joke. 

"So we went back again-and had a simi
lar experience. Some neighbors went to the 
scene armed with guns, but there was no 
solid object in sight and they came away 
chagrined. 

"The last night we watched," the editor 
said, "the figure seemed to float away when 
we advanced and suddenly reappeared two 
hundred yards or so away." 

Editor Johnston does not confess to he· 
lieving in ghosts yet, but he admits he has 
thus far failed to prove that they do not 
exist. 



CJhe 
Diabolic Experiment "lT is a shriek, 

senor. Once a 
month, s ho rt ly 
after midnight on 
the night of the 
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birthday, to go on 
a h aphazar d t r i p  
through Europe. How
ever, I had done it, and 
was having the time of 
my life; and now, con

STAClJ 
full moon, it is heard
a horrible, bodiless voice, hurtling through 
the deserted court of the old tower. In a 
second it is gone, and the place is given over 
to the prowling night animals for another 
month." 

I suppressed a smile, lest the inn-keeper . 
and the peasants who sat around the table, 
drinking their wine and listening to the 
landlord's well-worn story, should be offend
ed. Then my glance wandered 0ut the •�tnall, 
latticed window. 

It certainly . was a gloomy 11lace, 
that distant qstle, 
with its r ui ned 
tower >ising above 
the miles of trees 
and dense under
g-rowth, a crttm· 
bling ruin against 
the vivid blue of a 
late Spanish after
noon. And sudden
ly I was glad I had 
changed my itiner
ary at Seville, to 
t r a m p  th rouh 
these ro ma nt ic 
Andalusian moun
tains ; though why 
I had conceived 
this strange impulse I was at loss 
tct sa¥. 

For that mat
ter, I was stiU 
slightly puz-
:;r.led as to why 
I, a practical 
young citizen 
of Lima, Ohio, 
should all at 
once have de
cided to quit 
my job, short-
ly before my 
t w e n t y-fifth 
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For one mo
m e n t  t h e  
strange fel
low s t o o d  
motionless, 
an evil smile 
flickering on 

his lips 

gratulatin� myself on having learned 
Spanish �o well in college, I sat sipping my 
wine in the taproom of the jo1tda, listening 
with amusement, yet with unusual interest, 
too, to the story of the haunted tower. 

"And has anybody ever investigated this 
disembodied voice ?" I asked the landlonl 
"There are such things as owls, you know." 

A couple of peasants who sat with us nod
ded their heads. 

"It is owls," they muttered, "nothing but 
owls." 

Yet despite this 
sane assertion, I 
f e l t  i t  w a s  
prompted by a 
susp1cwus r e ti
cence before a 
man of the great 
outer world like 
myself ; I felt that 
in their heart of 
hearts they were 
convinced of a 
s u p e r n a t ur al 
cause for the phe
nomenon of the 
w i l d , echoless 
shriek, but that 
they would not 
admit it to me. 

The inn-keeper 
shrugged b i s  
shoulders. 

' 

"There h a v e  
b e  en investiga
tions that came to 
nothing, senor," 
he told me. "But 
we villagers," he 
l.tughed, a little 
shamefacedly, "we 
are content pnce 
in our lives
when we are very 
young-to go to 



Whal devilish mind was this lhal 
could solve lhe riddle of Time and call up 

the spirit of one destined 
lo be born four centuries 'later 7 

a spot a kilometer or two from the tower 
and listen. \Vhen once we have heard that 
shriek-ruJd I myself have heard it-'-" in� 
voluntarily, he shuddered, "we are satisfied 
for a lifetime. Our grandfathers have heard 
it before us, and their grandfathers before 
them. In fact, we of Motrico have heard it 
for four hundred years, ever since the death 
of the Infanta Juana." 

''The Infanta Juana?" I repeated. "And 
who was she?" 

Again he shrugged his shoulders. 
''We know little about her, sencrr," he re

plied. "Only such bits as have been passed 
down from generation to generation. She 
was the heir to all Granada, and beautiful, 
unbelievably beautiful -that much we 
know-yet she would marry no man. Some 
said she was in love with a man that did not 
exist--" At my exclamation of astonishment, 
he lifted one shoulder with a wry smile. 

"I only repeat the story ·that has been 
passed down to us,'' l;te explained, and all the 
peasants nodded vigor_ously . .  "At �y rate," ' 
he went on, "she was found dying. jn. the 
courtyard beneath her windowT: on� nigpt 
when the moon was fuJI. She had'ju�ped 
or been thrown from her room in the -. 
tower. We know that the priest knelt 
by her and lifted her, and that she · 
gave him a broken piece of thin, war!) 

ebony, set with many fine diamonds--
" 'He wiJJ come again some day,' the In

fanta whispered to the priest," continued the 
inn-keeper, " 'and he is to be given this. He 
will understand. Tell him-' she said, and 
the story comes down that her whisper was 
so low the priest could scarcely hear her
'tell him I die for his sake, but I am not 
sorry ; for I sha!l be waiting for his com
ing, when we sh2.!1 meet at last.' 

"Those," said the landlord, "were her final 
words, for she died in the pa
dre's arms. The bit of wood 
l1as been passed down from 
priest to priest. If you wish, 
I will take you to the padre's 

Som e where, 
memory stirred 

sluggishly, uneasily 
within me . • • But a 

gentle pressure of that 
soft band in mine drove 

everything else from my. mind 
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tomctrr0w, and he will be glad to sh6w it to 
you. This is how it looks-" He drew a 
hasty sketch on the table top: 

I expressed an eagerness to see the edd 
relic; fer what he said had reminded me 
of a curious antique fragment in my own 
pocket at the moment. 

"But,'f I said, "di4i they never find a clue 
t" who he is ?" 

"llES, or so the &tory goes, any!l.w. But Y that is Qloce fantastic than the rest The 
guard nished up to the Infanta's room and found a hancli()me y111ung man dressed in 
strange clothes--a wiz11.rd's dress, no 
douet-lying on her bed. He was either 
d411ld or asleep. They sei1;ed him, preparing 
to lea.d him to the Inlluisition ; but even a� 
they laid hands en him, ht slowly dissolved, 
like " wisp of snwke I" 

The landlord had werked himself to a 
high pitch of eKcitement, while the peasants 
leaned forward. nodding and grunting eag�r
ly. Now, however, a look of suspicion 
�resseli my h�Jst's eyes ; was I laughing at 
his story? 

But I presente4 a solemn front, doing my 
laughing deep within me--a laughter, tinged, 
f1u some unknown reasen, with a curious 
�itemcnl And after a moment, the land
IQrd centinue4, in a. more matter-of-fact 
v$ice: 

"The guard had time to see one thing on 
this yo�mg nun-or apparition, or whatever 
he wa$--however," be said. "The sleeve of 
his left arm was pullod up ;  and just above 
thll" wrist, they made out the imprint of a 
W.<Jl�n's tiny teeth, sunk in deep." 

And now I coulfi nGt help smilinr. 
"Like this ?" I askoel, pullinc up the cuff 

of my left sli'!Cve. 
The men leaned forward to examine ; and 

thes. one and all sucked in their brt�aths with 
quick gasps. The landlord looked up. 

"A woman has bitten you recently, senor!" 
he uked. · 

I shook my het1d with a little !auglt. 
"I wee thought it vn& a bite," I replied. 

''I thought possibly another child might have 

bitten me when I was y<lung. Dut I ques
tioned my mother, and found it was a birth
mark." And now I had to laugh again at 
the solemnity with which those simple men 
gazed at my bared arm-an act I imme
diately regretted, when I saw a hurt expres
sion cross several of their faces. 

"And how often," I asked with sudden 
sobriety, "did you say this shriek is heard 
in the courtyard of the old tower ?" 

"Ottce a month," the inn-keeper replied, 
"on the night of the fuU moon." 

There was a moment's silence. Then a 
wrinkled, bearded peasant, who sat slightly 
_away from the rest, addreised me. 

"Senor," he rumbled in a deep, gruff voice. 
I turned to him with a questioning glance. 
"Tonight," he said, "is the night of the 

full moon.'' 
It would be hard to say what prompted me 

to visit the ancient tower. It was not the 
old stunt of plannin� to sit up and lay the 
ghost, and then strut ·back t9 laugh at the ig-
norant villagers' fear of a. hoiX owl or same 
such thing. Of course, the whole idea of the 
supernatural had always struck me as ab
surd ; but far b� it from me t9 deprive the 
citizens of Motrico of their venerable and 
cherished specter ! 

Rather, f was drawn to the tower by a 
curious impulse, similar to the impulse that 
had drawn m� to this part of Spain and that 
had started me on my trip to Europe in the 
first place. As usual, on this occasion, a.s 
on every other throug-hout my whole trip, I 
laid everything to the natural curiosity of a 
traveler; but, looking back, I seem to find 
another reason, an ur�e that strove and won 
against any contrary argument. 

1 LEFT the fonda about sundown, swing-
ing a lantern I had borrowed from the 

landlord, while he and the peasants stood in 
the doorway, watching my departure in awed 
silence. I had borrowed tbe lantern because 
I was afraid darlrness might overtake me, 
even though I planned s�ying only loog 
enough to glance over _the tower and a.ocient 
hall and satisfy my sight-seeing curiosity. 
That, at least, was what I told myself; but 
deep within me, I knew I would stay 
longer , • • until midnight, anyhow. 

For the first couple of kilometen I fG!.. 
lowed a narrow path, winding throuch thiclt 
underbrush, bent:ath overhangint brandtes 
of magnolias, chestnut and black gum trees. 
The path was fairly distinct at first, and be
neath the tangled &"rowth I could even make 
oot faint vestiges of a 'wide, imposing high· 
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way that u�doubtedly had led, many cen
turies ago, to the Infanta's court. 

But as I pushed on, the path narrowed, 
the gnarled brush became wilder, bolder, 
until at last it reigned supreme, and I stum
bled on, up jagged hill and down precipitous 
glen, with an occasional glimpse of the dark 
tower against the sky as my only beacon. 
And then, finally, I stepped out into the 
hushed clearing of the long deserted court. 

Twilight was setting in, and the deep, 
roseate gtow of the dying sun swept across 
the sky and colored _ the whole still scene 
around me. It shone on the long, three
storied hall that stood against the far wall of 
trees, with its caved-in roof, its deep-set, 
paneless window slits and tiny turrets at 

- regular intervals ; it shone on the high square 
tower rising sheer at its end, and above the 
high trees the dark crumbling stone glowed 
a sullen scarlet. Even the flags of the court
yard, broken and grassgrown, were tinted a 
faint pink that seemed to color the very air 
itself, while the small pond before the court, 
once probably an artificial pleasure lake but 
110w gi:ven over to reeds and slime, was a 
body of cold, vivid rose-water. 

their fat slimy bodies. ·1 held the lantern 
high, and across the chamber I could just 
see a stone staircase, rising out of sight 
Crossing the rough floor, I started up it. 

The wide steps were made of stone ; but 
centuries of hard usage had so worn them 
that their centers sank deep and were filled 
with foul, stagnant water. Keeping to the 
sides, I mounted to the floor above. 

This chamber was like the one below, 
empty, dank, and suddenly alive with whir
ring bats. I climbed a second flight to an
other such floor, and went on up ; and at the 
top of the next flight, I halted. 

I was in a room slightly different from 
the three below it. Like the others, it was 
huge, desolate and dust-covered, and here the 
bats seemed thicker than ever, beating fierce
ly against the globe of my lantern from the 
moment I rose above the floor level. But 
in this room there were two articles of furni
ture : an ancient, warped bedstead, strikingly 
large and made of metal, and beside it a 
small chest, the exterior of which was over
laid with richly-wrought iron. 

Somehow I was not surprised to see these 
articles._ Rather, it was as if I had expected 
to find them there, as- if this �ere a rendez.. UJ ITH - a quick glan�e at the _ ";ide �ircle vous that had been carefully described to me. 

of trees surroundmg everyth�ng -like a I set my lantern- beside the bed, where it 
deep, black wall, I skirted the- pond and -was immediately: besieged by furious bats ; 
crossed the crumbling flags, the ecb9 of my ·then I crossed the creflking floor to ·the gray 
footsteps clicking dully against the Jrow�- ' shaft of light that came through a paneless 
ing wall ahead. I reached- the gr�t ·old French windo� "three low steps above the 
door, leaning crazily on its broken hinges, _ level of the room. � mounted cautiously and 
and, -squeezing through the narrow opening, looked' qut. 
! stepped inside. 

. . · -. -Once. there had been a wide balcony here, 
The suddf!ll ><ki.r1o:!esir blindecl • !llf, an<l I .

. 
·. with an ir<1n-wrought rail. But time had 

stood a moment blipmng in•:i����e-thaf-: long- since eaten away the structure, and 
was like a void. · Th�; -siowly,<:thirtgs were I to step outside I knew I would crash 
took on a gray· distinCtness. 

- - · 

_ through ·and pitch into the courtyard below. 
I was in a square room; lat_g�.:as a whole_ I glariced down. 

floor in an ordinary hqus� High up, four 
narrow slits of windows, otte t(), each side, 
admitted streams of' Still- gray twfllght that 
met in a pool in t_he center of-:the floor. 

Thick webs, heavy with age-:old grime, 
sagged low from the high. ceiling-;_ and while 
I stood there, a huge rat, disturbed �y the 
grating noise of my entrance, ran with a 
faint patter out from nowhere to the middle 
of the floor, sat on his haunches in the gray 
pool of light, gazing at me with sharp little 
eyes, and then slunk off:again, out of sight. 

I struck a match and lighted my lantern. 
Immediately the chamber was filled with a 
soft whirring sound, and scores of bats of 
all sizes flew angrily round and round, 
striking against my face and clothes with 

r.. RAY twilight was deepening, and the 
'-::1 court far beneath me was scarcely 
distinguishable ; only the pond beyond was 
distinct, a glowing sheet of stilt, dark metal 
in the reflecting sky; Was it from here, I 
asked myself, that 'the peasants through the 
ages had heard the shrieking, disembodied 
voice hurtling through the _air in the light 
of the full moon ? For a moment I stood 
there, in the darkening silence of a dead and 
gone past ; and 'then, all at once, I was aware 
of a strange mellow glow stealing over the 
ground beneath me. 

The full moon was slowly lifting its head 
above the black treetops, bathing the court 
in its soft light and throwing a path of blood 
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and gold across the still pond. I watched it 
thoughtfully a moment, until all at once a 
shudder passed over me; then I turned about 
to face the great dark chamber. 

Shafts of thin light from my lantern 
feebly climbed the brooding blackness of the 
far wall and glinted sharply on the richly
designed chest. Suddenly an overwhelming 
curiosity to see the contents of that chest 
swept over me, and I strode down the steps 
and across to it. 

I have often since wondered what would 
have happened had I not looked into that 
chest. ·would the fa.tes of people, centuries 
dead. have been changed; would a beautiful 
girl have been saved a tragic death, the 
flames of the Inquisition found one less vic
tim and a direful voice that has called 
through the a� been stilled ? It is all too 
puuli�; the mere question leaves my head 
in a whirl. All I can say is, that what the 
fates ordained I should do, I did ; sitting on 
the edl:'e of the mattressless bed, I leaned 
over tlil raise the cover of the chest. 

1 T was locked, but a sharp jerk served to 
break its rotted clasp. Evidence showed 

that more than one attempt had been made 
through the ages to open it-probably hur
ried, half-hearted attempts by .rare bold. 
visitors who feared staying too long in the 
place; but it remained for me finally to 
break the lock. I lifted the cover and leaked 
inside. 

Two or three tiny piles of dust shgwed 
where once some perishable article of cloth
ing had lain-a dress, perhaps, or a rich 
Moorish shawl-and a breath of air, blowing 
them into oblivion, uncovered several gleam
ing stones ! 

I raised my lantern, to see four flawless 
emeralds, decorations, no doubt, on the 
clothing that a puff of air had fina.lly anni
hilated. Somehow I felt my heart beat a 
trifle faster ; had this rich garment been a 
possession of the beautiful Infanta Juana 
of the pea.sants' legend ? Playing my lan
tern inside the chest, I suddenly discovered 
another article, and drew it out. 

It was a s<Jft bundle, wrapped in some 
substance similar to oil paper, and carefully 
waxed. My touch, however, broke the dried 
wax:, and the covering fell open, revealing 
a closely-written document that covered a 
score of sheets of foolscap, brown with age. 

I settled back on the edge of the bed to 
e.c:amine it. It was written, of course, in a 
Spanish of long ago; but my long struggles 
in college translating the works of Cer-

vanles and contemp�ry writers now served 
me in good stead. I reali . . .  and soon I 
forgot the dim-lighted chamber around me, 
forgot the ancient court bathed in the co14 
moonlight below. Was this the writing of 
a madman, a genius--or a devil : 

N9tes and experirrumts of Zori, Alchemist, 
on the subject of Time. 

Underneath this title I read : 
"What an amazing discovery I It is so 

simple ; and yet when it is worked out, I 
shall be greater than all men l I shall be 
co-equal with God ·Himself I FQr to rise 
above Time, is to rise above the weaknesses 
of the flesh, of birth, de&th and decay. And 
with thought and experiment, I shall achieve 
that height�anted the Inquisition does 
not find me out first. 

"It came to me in a flash as I lay half 
asleep in bed-that one simple, tremendous 
truth which has lain undiscovered through
out eternity, but the knowledge of which 
would make ,iants of men. It is this : 

"Time is an arbitrary standard, set up by 
ignorant man te e��:plain away an incom· 
prehensible phenomenM. In reality, bow
ever, Time is a thing, as definite as a wall, 
and all its parts oxlst at one and the same 
moment I Time is a wall, in fact, an endlt)'SS 
wall beiide which we are traveling. The 
pntt of the wall we have already passed, and 
the part we are yet to pass, exist t�ow, just 
as much as the part we are passing I But 
due to our dim sights, we can see only the 
infinite,imal part of the wall (the present) 
which we are now passing, and, due to our 
childish ignorance, we imagine that the part 
of the wall whick we have already passed 
exists no more, and that the part we are still 
to pass is not yet built. The whole wall of 
Time, however-the past, present, and 
future-is co-extant, existing always ; and 
man has but to open his feeble eyes to. see 
the sweep gf Etemity ! 

"UJ HAT vistas that opens to the alche-
mist ! To look back into the past I to 

bring the future to me l I shall go to the 
court of the Infanta Juana in Granada. 
Even though hec father be a harsh, nart'ow 
man, she is famously liberal, both in thought 
and in money. And in her court I shall 
carry on experiments that will make the 
earth tremble. . • .  " 

I imagine a length of time passed before 
Zori again set down his note-s ; in fact, 
throughout the documltflt there were lapses 
that might have covered a day, a month, 
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years. Now, in his ne.xt entry, i t  was ob
vious he had fouad refuge and aid in the 
&urt �f the Infanta, and was well along 
w.ith his- �pe!riments, for he wrote : 

"I have been too hard at work to enter 
here any comprehensive notes. Elsewhere 
I have jotted down phrases and formulae 
that I shall presently enter more fully in 
this document. I work in absolute secrecy, 
S;&veJor an occasional visit ;from Juana, who 
(�1lows my labors with keen interest. But it 
i� difficult to concentrate when she is near. 
She is little more than a girl, but her beauty 
is breath-tai«ng ; it is beyond the- dreams 
even of an alchemist's imagination . • • •  

"I swear I have had glimpses that some
tUnes make me reeoii in horror. I have 
seett the future, as tlm�ugh a thick haze ! 

- the streets are filled with gigantic beasts 
whose forms are too hazy to distinguish, but 
which move with an incredible speed and 
with a rqa.r that dimly reaches even my 
ears, aocoss the centuries. Through the air 
tly hlr«s, graceless, but swift, and more 
huge even than the birds they tell us lived 
when the world was young, while the sound 
of their wings all but drowns out the roar 
of the animals belo'Y. I find myself thank
ing the fates that I live today, and not in 
that h()rrible future. And yet I am urged 
always onward. The visions dissolve 
a1most as soon as I see them, and I must see 
more . • •  more . • . .  

'' J u ana c o m e s  
daily now. I cannot 
work while she i s  

understand. Then, when I gently took her 
hand in mine, she pulled away as she might 
from a d&g that had soiled her with its dirty 
paws-and then she laughed ! Juana, you 
will pay dearly for that laugh ! . . •  

"She came again today as if nothing had 
happenel'l, and watched my expe1:iments as 
she might watch the antics of a clown at the 
fiesta. I have said nothing. • • I am wait
ing . . .  waiting . . . .  " 

There was an obvious interval here, and 
then the neKt entry read : , 

"I h1we succeeded! I have seen a human 
heing, a man, as clearly as if he was beside 
me ! He stood in a room, rather like the 
Infanta's chamber in the tower, and yet 
vastly different ; it was dark, and he gazed, 
motionless, thoughtful, out the window. His 
clothing was flabby, heavy, unbelievably 
ludicrous ; but he himself was amazingly 
handsome--young, tall, slender, blond, like 
an Englishman or a Norman. 

"When I told Juana, a strange look came 
into her eyes ; it was as if I had described 
somebody she had known at some vague, 
distant date, somebody she had unconscious
ly been waiting for through the years . . . 
A plan stirs in my mind, a plan for ven
geance as nice as it is cruel. . . . 

"We talk daily about him now. She !>its 
by the hour, listening as I describe him, and 
her eyes shine as none other has ever seen 

them shine. Some
, times I weaken when 

I see her face so 

here ; the glow of 
her beauty suffuses 
everythiltg, and I 
long to hold her 
close, close to me. 
And why should she 
n� have me? Am 
I not greater than 
princes, though of 
humble birth ? They 
say she is cold, that 

"I Have Been a Ghost" 
h e a rt-b r  eaki  ngly 
beautiful ; but I must 
be strong. Today I 
told.her my plans for 
the great, supreme 
,experiment, w h i c h 
t o o k  h e r  b r eath 
away. Immediately, 
however, she de
manded that I con
duct it in her cham-
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she has scorned the 
greatest lords in Eu-
rope ; perhaps she but waits far someone like 
myself. But I am afraid. Sometimes when 
she is near, I feel death in the air-her own 
doom, and the flames of the Inquisition lick
ing around my body . • • •  

"She has laughed at me 1 If she had 
railed at me, even had me thrown into 
prisoa, I might have forgiven her-but to 
laugh at me I Yesterday I summoned cour
age to talk to her, but at first she did not 

ber in the tower, for 
reasons I can well 
understand ; the girl 

does not realize she is helping to dig the 
grave for her own happiness . • • •  

• * * 

"My success is remarkable here in Juana's 
room. In this chamber I overcome the 
difficulty of space; for some day, in the dis
tant future, he will come here. Already I 
have seen him several times. He gazes 
thoughtfully about him, almost as if he were 
waiting, as if he unconsciously knew what 
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was to happen. Tomorrow I will be ready 
for the great test itself ! . . ." 

The document sank in my lap. The eerie 
moonlight that crept in to combat the dim 
rays of the lamp, the ever-whirring bats in 
the darkness overhead, all were faint and 
far-away .. I stared before me, and a strange 
uneasiness stole over me. Something within 
me whispered low : "Don't read a1ty 
further !" . . . .  

I laughed, a so{t, forced snicker that 
echoed hollowly through the chamber; anc.l 
I picked up the papers again: 

"E�·erything is ready. The Infanta has 
forbidden the tower and gardens to every
body ; for if our experiment is discovered, it 
means the end for myself anrl for him
and perhaps for the Infanta herself, for the 
Inquisition i!l  stronger than princes. I have 
the tubes ready, the bed prepared. I must 
jot down the formulae, lest I forget them 
for another, greater occasion, when I will 
overturn the world itself I My hand trem-
bles so I can scarcely write . . . .  " · 

His hand had indeed trembled ; the little 
delicate marks and figures blurred one into 
another, and though I strained my eyes, I 
could make nothing of them. Even had they 
been readable, they would not have been in
telligible to an ignorant person like myself ; 
but in my e.xcitement--1he sweat was pour
ing from my face-1 vainly tried to figure 
them out . . .  Now I suddenly realized my 
whole body ached, that I was tense and 
trembling. But perhaps, I thought, it was my 
cramped posture ; my seat on the edge of the 
ancient bed was extremely uncomfortable. 

1 STRETCHED myself full-length on the 
bed and WCJlt back to the document. 
"I have the last substance mixed (here 

!allowed more figures). Juana waits bevond 
the curtain ;  she is cold, silent, but I vo� ;he 
is tenser even than myself. Now to pour 
it . . .  and wait . . .  " 

:My eyes closed heavily. I jerked them 
open. My stomach was sick and my head 
swam with a deathly drowsiness. Again 
that voice -whispered : "Read no further 1 
Read tw fwrther !" But I shook off my leth
argy and forced my eyes once more on the 
paper. 

"J have poured it . . . One minute . . . two 
minutes-I see it I I see hinv--" 

I won't sleep ! All my instincts of sel.f· 
preservation fight against a subtle horror. 
I hold the document tight . . • and all the 
time my vitality flows out of me like mer-

cury from a broken tube. I am helpless . . • • 

"He becomes clearer-in the flesh this 
time ! In a moment I shall be able to fouch 
him! Clearer, clearer-HE IS HERE-" 

The papers drop to the floor. The dark
ness of death settles over my brain. 

I OPENED my eyes. 

Two tiny, deep-set, weasel-like eyes 
gazed solemnly down into mine. They 
glinted like daggers in a soft light that 
wavered all around me. A curiously shaped 
hat, with more curious figures imprinted 
upon it, rose above those eyes, while a long 
grizzled beard beneath it, square-cut in the 
fashion of ancient Egypt, hung almost to my 
nose. I turned my head to look around me. 

I was in a large apartment, richly fur
nished with soft Bokhara rugs and huge 
Persian tapc�tries along the walls. Dozens 
of candelabra. stood about the room, filled 
with candles that cast a warm glow over 
everything. There were stiff, hi,.h-backed 
chairs, and settees . of intricat;ly-carved 
wood, Spanish in design. And yet, despite 
the cosmopolitan aspect of the furnishings, 
something faintly Moorish tinged the whole. 

I turned back to the man again ; and for 
the first time I realized that the soft bed on 
which I lay, as well as the table by his side, 
was covered with strange apparatus, retorts, 
test tubes, and flaming burners. 

"Where am I ?" I asked ; and even as I 
spoke, I realized my voice was weak., My 
whole. body, in fact, was pitifully weak ; and 
yet wtth every moment I could feel the vi
tality rush back into me. 

The man did not answer: Instead he 
reached out a long, snakelike hand ' and 
touched me, as if I were something precious 
and breakable. I shuddered as I feit that 
hand ; and the more I saw of those we.-u;el 
eyes and the long, beaked nose, the more 
uncomfortable I felt. Suddenly he raised his 
head, looking across the room. 

"luana!" I knew from his expression that 
he called in a fierce, exultant voice; •but to 
me it was like· a whisper, like-like a voice 
from the past. I turned to follow his· gaze. 

My eyes rested on a long velvet curtain · 

and as I watcl1ed, it slowly parted. A giri 
appeared> stopping on the threshold and 
staring spellbound at me ; while I, for my 
part, caught my breath in wonder. 

It was hard to believe such a girl could 
exist, and a lump rose in my throat at the 
sight of her beauty. Her curved, slender 
body made me ache to hold her close to me. 
Her smooth throat and her face were so 
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white ancl clear, her dark gleaming eyes so 
large as they ��tared wide at me beneath long 
lashes, and her clearcut lips so red, flicker
ing like. a child's, torn between joy and fear I 
And now, as I watched, those lips slowly 
parted in a smile of pure pleasure, and she 
came toward me.-

I rose from my bed and stood waiting. 
Then, instinctively, as she neared me I 
dropped to one knee and took the extended 
hand in mine. 

It was a beautiful han�, clear and firm 
a! if cut from marble. I raised it to my lips 
and kissed it, and immediately I felt her 
fingers slip gently through my hair. Then 
she drew me to my feet. 

"Com�," she said. Her voice was far 
away, like a voice in a soothing dream ;  but 
I undecstood her, and followed her up the 
three steps to the open window. At the 
halcoey, she turned and made a gesture of 
dismissal to the man back in the room. 

For one moment the strange fellow stood 
motionless, an evil smile flickering on his 
lips • • • Somewhere, memory stirred slug
gishly, uneasily, within me . . . B.ut a 
gentle preS&Ure o£ that soft· hand in mine di'OYe everything else from my mind. and 
l stepped out onto the balcony. 

A mass of silken cushions was pUed at <me 
end, and seating herself here, the gid mo
tioned me with a graceful gesture of her 
white ann to a place beside her. Then, 
picking up a queer-shaped instrument, 
rather like a guitar, she commenced to strum 
and sing in a low, soft voice. 

F-w same reason my usually curi<rns 
mind asked itself no questions ; · perltapa it 
was still too bewildered ; · bl.tt more lil{ely I 
was too completely overwhelmed by>. the" eat.· 
qui.'lite :irl close at my. aide. The BtrutJ:tmed 
notes fell like petals on ,the still air, -nnd her 
low voice was like the lulling breezl': of .the 
tropics. 

rr'HE full moon rode high, and .thro?_gh t�e l grillwork of the balcony, ·I cotild see ,an 
<ttdclrly courtyard far below, filled with· 
ftowe.-s and ferns, fountains, statuary and 
settees of finely carved stone. Beyond \\'lls 
an artificial lake; in which lon;-necked 
swans swam slowly back and forth ; and in 
the center of the water stood a gaily-decked 
pagoda. And, flankin� all sides, rose the 
chestnut treos and magnolias of a well-kept 
park, their leaves glinting in the light of 
two round moons, one in the clear dark 
sky, and one in the clear dark water. My 
heart beat ecstatically . • . My hand stole 

across the pil!ows until it founli the lc>ng 
white fingers that strummed the instrument. 

She stopped playing-, anci her firtgers 
turned and answered my pressure .. My free 
hand crept around her slim waist, and then 
higher, until it sank in her soft dark hair; 
slowly I drew her close, close, and at last 
our faces touched, lip to lip. 

There are some moments one cannot de
scribe. Not only wGuld the description be 
too difficult ; but the moment itself is toG 
sacred, and the telling of it would be as 
profane as the sharing of the love itself. 
Such was the hour which I passed with this 
gorgeous girl whG had come to me as in a 
dream, but who was real, real, and simply 
to touch whom was so ravishing it was al
most torture. Enough to say that that hour 
was exquisite, alone there on the balcony, 
alone with her in the world, with �mly the 
white-bodied swans moving slowly far be
low, and perhaps an occasional sweet-noted 
night bird circling ever our heads . . . •  

AN hour passed . . . p•ssibly twe. . . • 

The moon climbed silently toward the 
zenith . . . .  

Suddenly the girl pulled :mray from me 
with a sharp cry. I sat erect and rublted 
my eyes. 

A i:urious drow'Sinep had passei over me, 
l!:aving me a$ � as if I h&d been iH. 
Covered with shame, I �tan� quickly at 
hel'; ,.Had iho � me clo�>e my eyes ? 

A look of fear had c,rossed hec face. J\nd 
now ihe clung to J:lle tightly, desperately, as 
if wddcnly she had felt me slipping fr4tm 
her. Slightly puzzled, I nevertheless stroke!! 
her cheek reassuringly, and at last she 
nestled contentedly against me. Five more 
minutes pRSsed. 

Snddouly I sat upright again, while in 
my ear still rang that sharp, heart-broken 
cry of hers. A ds-rk drowsiness, hlacker 
than midnight, had settled over me, and my 
vitality had flowed away from me like the 
life blood from a fatal wound. I turned te 
the girl. 

Her face was white and terrer�stricken 
now. In her eyes I read a tragic under
standing which, in my sluggish condititn, I 
could not comprehend. I shook my head to 
clear my brain, and once agam attempted to 
reassure her. But she did not respond to 
roy caresses now. She reclined, cold, inert, 
a tragic little thing, like a bird with a 
bro.ken wing. What could be wrong with 
her? I asked myself, sleepily. If I could 
only . . .  only . . . My eyes cleseci . . . . 
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"Do not leave me, beloved !" Vaguely I 
heard her cry out in anguish. 

Fingers, pressed tight into the flesh of 
my two arms, awakened me, and I opened 
my eyes. She knelt before me now, mo
tionless. Her eyes stared steadily into mine 
with a calm desperation, as if to drink 
deeply of the sight of me with one last look. 
She was very lovely, I murmured to myself ; 
if only she would let me close my eyes and 
rest-one little moment. . . .  

I think she read my thought, for a wist
ful smile flickered on her lips as she gazed 
at me. One hand rose and gently stroked 
my hair. Then, slowly, she leaned forward 
and kissed me. 

It was a sad, tender kiss, rather like that 
of a mother kissing a sleeping child, gently, 
so as not to wake it, wishing it pleasant 
dreams, before she departs on a long jour
nev. It lulled me. I settled back . . .  and 
th�n opened my sleepy eyes for a last, short 
glimp�e. of her-and immediately I was on 
my feet, my head cleared for the moment. 

She had leaped on the pillows, and now 
stood, one foot poised on the balcony rail, 
ready to jump. Why she should try to kill 
herself, I did not stop to ask ; but rushing to 
her side, I threw restraining arms about her, 
the clutching fingers of my right hand in
voluntarily grasping a jewelled cross of 
time-worn ebony that hung on her breast. 

She struggled fiercely to free herself, 
jerking suddenly away, so that the ancient 
cross snapped in the middle, one part re
maining in my shut fist ; but still I clung to 
her. 

A long minute passed in fierce, silent 
struggling. But now that strange drowsi
ness was creeping over me again. Still I 
hung on, desperately. My left 'arm slipped 
up and up, until finally it reached her throat. 

Suddenly, with a quick gesture, she 
lowered her head, and her tiny teeth sank 
into my arm, just above the wrist. And that 
was the end. 

rn y vitality had been flowing away as if 
death clutched at my heart ; and with 

that stab of pain, my hold loosened, and I 
staggered back, toward the door of the 
chamber. My life was ebbing . . . .  

A low cry stayed my numbing senses : 
' "Beloved-farewell ! I cannot live without 

you. !" The words ended on a piercing 
shriek-a voice that went hurtling through 
the air toward the courtyard below. But 
now I had only one thought : inside was a 
soft, luxurious bed ; if I could only get to 

it, fling myself on it, before I fell asleep ! 
How I found it, I cannot say ; but finally 

I was stretched out with my eyes closed and 
the weakness of death overpowering my 
body. I remember hearing, as if far, far 
away, shouting voices and footsteps run
ning in the court below. 

· 

I remember-hours later, it seemed-the 
same footsteps, much fainter now, running 
up the stairs of the tower to this chamber, 
and an instinctive desire, even in my half
dead condition, to protect the girl's name, 
made me slip my part of the broken cross 
in my pocket . . . I remember hearing a 
door, miles and miles away, being thrown 
open ·· . . . Voices called · loudly in the ear 
of a dead body . . . Fingers prodded that 
body . . . .  

I OPENED my eyes. 
· The early morning sun poured through 

the paneless window above the broken
down balcony. I lay still a moment, staring 
up at the dirt-covered ceiling where lines 
of fat-bodied bats clung and slumbered. I 
felt sore all over, as if I had been kicked, 
prodded and pinched. Particularly my left 
wrist ached, and I raised my arm to look 
at it. 

My birthmark, like the imprint of a wom
an's tiny teeth just above the wrist, the mark 
with which I had been born, was flaming 
red and sore. I moved a bit and cried aloud 
with the ache in my bones ; and then I 
laughed. 

Of course I was sore, lying for hours on 
this broken-down bed ! Probably part of 
the time I had been lying on my wrist, 
which accounted for the pain there-though 
how I had slept at all in such an uncom
fortable place amazed me. No doubt the 
strange document I had been reading bad 
lulled me to sleep. I sat up, glancing toward 
where I had let the papers fall. 

A scattering of ashes around the burned
out lantern was all that was left of them ; I 
bad dropped them on the light, and old and 
dried as they were, they had shrivelled into 
nothing-and now, I thought, I would never 
know the outcome of the Alchemist Zori's 
experiment ! 

Slowly I arose, and taking the lantern I 
crossed the floor and started down the 
steps. My yisit certainly was a flivver ; I'd 
even slept through the ghost-cry business
if there had been any, which I very much 
doubted. 

It was ten o'clock before I reached the 
village, feeling strangely dragged and weak, 
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while through my head swam sluggish , haH
CQ!lscic,?u.s thoughts which I could not for 
the l ife of me understand. When finally I 
walked into the inn-yard, a score of peas
ants jumped to their feet with ev ident re
lief, while from among them stepped a fat 
and amiable padre, who waddled toward me 
with outstretched hand. 

".Adios, senor," he greeted me. "\V c were 
a bit worried for your safety. D id you-did 
you hear . . .  " He hesitated. 

I shook my head, smiling and the f>adre 
attempted faintly to mirror that smile 

"Of course you didn't ! It is :-til :;on
sense I" he exclaimed in a voice that lacked 
conviction, despite its loud
ness. "Some of my good 
friends here," he waved 
his hand toward the peas
ants, "went up the path a 
way last night and claimed 
to have heard it clearer ' 
than ever, but it's sheer 
nonsense ! Of course," he 
went on, "the Alchemist 
Zori was undoubtedly the 
servant of the devil, but 
his spirit could not cry 
out, sine!! it was entirely 
consumed in the holy 
flame." He waited for me 
to question him, and then 
went on, obviously anx-
i�us to recount once more the old story. 

"You see," he said, "the Infanta's dying 
cr.y-1 am told you know the rest of the 
stcry-brought the guard around her in 
the· c.ourt ; and when, immediately after
ward, they investigated her chamber, they 
feund this handsome wizard, or whatever he 
was, just v:anishing as he lay on the bed. 
Only Zori cauld have invoked such a spirit, 
and he was tried by the Inquisition, and 
cbndemned, and burned at the stake by the 
lay government." 

THE padre started fishing in his volumi
nous robes. "Perhaps," .he said, "you 

would Uke to see the curious article that 
has been passed down· from priest to priest, 
ever since Juana gave it into the hands of 
her confessor as she died in the court
yard ?" 

He looked at me questioningly, and I 
nodded. It was hard for me to speak, 
for mQre and more those curious unformed 
thoughts were struggling in my brain for 
expression. I watched the kindly oltl man 
as he fished around ; and finally he pro-

duced a broken piece of jewelled ebony, 
shaped rather like the letter "L". He gazed 
at it. reverently, forgetting my presence. 

"Her message was," he said, half to him
self, " 'He will come again some day, and he 

' is to be give�� this. He will �tndcrstand. Tell 
lzim I die for his sake, but I am not sorry ; 
for I shall be waiting for his coming, when 
we shall meet at last . . . .  ' "  

THE old man's voice died away. There 
was a moment's silence. Then, sudden

ly, an exclamation of hushed wonder passed 
over the group. 

Slowly, scarcely realizing what I was do
ing, I had put my hand 
in my pocket, felt around 
and finaily drawn out my 
antique fragment. It was 
shaped l ike a broken "L", 
bejewelled, and made of 
thin, worn ebony. It had 
been handed down from 
father to son in my family 
for centuries, though I had 
never heard its h i story. 

Stretching out my hand, I took the piece from the 
pr iest's unresisting fingers, 
and set them together. 
They fitted perfectly, 
forming a cross outlined 
in tiny d iamonds. 

I saw a man make a sign on his breast. I heard the padrt murmur someth ing that 
might have been a hurried prayer. But 
I scarcely paid any heed to either of 
them. 

For now, in a rushing torrent, the mem
ory returned to me-was it of last night, or 
many centuries ago ?-so vivid that I all but 
cried out in wonder and sorrow. 

For a long time I stood there, the 
cynosure of the eyes of the hushed crowd, 
while clear-cut recollections tumbled over 
one another. Finally I turned back toward 
the tangled trees and underbrush from 
which I had so recently emerged. 

Far away rose the ruined tower, a for
lorn mass against a vivid Spanish sky ; and 
while I stared at it, my eyes filled, :.tnd a 
lump rose within me until I thought my 
heart would break. 

"Juana, Juana," I whispered to myself, 
"have I lost you, even before I found you ? 
Or have we known each other always ; and 
will we be together always, as we once were, 
side by side, lip to lip, each night when the 
moon is full ?" 
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HE stood for a long time under the 
shadow of the trees, staring at the 
wall on the opposite siue of the 
street. A gas lamp cast shadows 
upon it, which in his imagination 

as�umed shapes ol terror. There surely was 
a hand, the raised forefinger of which 
wavered a warning, and there a dark oblong 
which dissolved into two uprights between 
which fell swiftly a triangular shadow. The 
guillotine ! That looked like the guillo
tine . . . .  

He determined that if anyone passed by, 
he would accept the intrusion on the crime 
he proposed as an omen, and go home; but 
as the moments stretched out in an eternity 
of waiting, no one came. The cobbled street 
ef this suburb of Paris was deserted and 
silent, except for a prowling cat which, 
after nosing in the gutter, ran swiftly away. 

Dieu ! He was in a pretry mess. Not a 
coin in his pocket, nor any hope of help, 
and Nini the White, who had acquired her 
nickname from her dead-white face, had 
given him a push when he had tried to kiss 
her three hours earlier in the evening. 

"None of that, my little man," she had 
said: "I am done with that sort 
e�f nonsense from you. I must 
live. Money is what I want, 
and if you haven't it, leave me 
alone. You are soft as butter. 
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Me for a man who can go out and get me 
what I want, do you hear ?" 

He had pleaded, he had expostulated. He 
had spent all the money that his family had 
sent him lor his studies-spent it on her 
and her friends. He could expect no more 
for a couple of months. If she would be 
patient and wait. . . . _ 

"Wait ?" she had sneered. "Not so much 
talk. I am tired of waiting. �Listen, if 
you have no money by tomorrow, I am fin
ished, I am through with you." 

"BUT where am I to get money ?" he had 
asked, his head buzzing with weari

ness and baffied passion. "I can borrow 
nowhere. I have nothing left to pa;'\.-n. 
Everything I had went long ago." 

"For me?" she had interjected scornfully. 
"\Veil, am I not worth it? Come, spare 
your breath. Le Grand Titi is ready to 
snap me up any moment. Ah, there's a 
fellow for you, brave as a lion, and cunning 
as a fox." She pursed her scarlet mouth. 

He had choked. 
To give her to Titi, 
whom he had met 
once in a bar in the 
rue de Bttci, a dark
skinned bully who 

Tbe tbing was incredible/ 



Was the whim of a malign Fate-
or So met hinq else...

resoonsible for this qhaslllJ coincidence ? 

lt.easted of his amorous successes ameng the 
wamea of the quarter atid beyond. 

"I shall kill him before he gets you," he 
had alt11est shouted. 

"H-aah." she had said, laying a white 
h.aa4 on his arm. "No need to do that. 
You h&ve we pretty a neck for the knife, 

'M<m ;Mit. There is money all about you in 
the city. Help yourself to it. Listen, I 
knew whu-e there is some to be had. I was 

in service once with an old woman, a miser, 
yes, with a strong box . . .  " 

At first he had listened dumbly, running 
his finger round and round the rim of his 
empty brandy glass, shaking his head. If 
his mother came to know of it, it would kill 
her, and his father . • •  No. 

And then as he thought of Nini's white 
body in the arms of Titi, he had fiercely 
asked where to find the old woman with the 
strong box, who knew nothing of passion, 
and had no needs beyond filling her mouth 
from day to day with the little food that 
kept her from death. 

Now here he was, waiting, hesitating. 

UJ ITH a stride he crossed the street, raised 
his hands to the coping and drawing 

himself up, dropped jnto the little garden. 
Before he knew it he was 

opening one of the low 
windows _of the little house, 
and as he did so, he re-

ftected sudden
ly that there 
should h a v e  
b e-e n e v e r y 
chance of its 
being secured 

and that if so 
he would have 
turned away ; 
but here it 

open as though in invi
tation to his entrance. 

,. , He stepped upon the 
waxed floor of the tiny salon, 
and avoiding the furniture, 
slipped to the door. 

What had Nini said ? The 
first door to the right at the 

head of the stairs. 
A board creaked under 

his foot, and he paused with 
drawn breath. A clock ticked 
steadily, and then it seemed 
to take alarm, to stop, then 
scurry noisily on, as though 

like some living creature it breathed 
stealthily, listening, till it could no longer 
control the loud beating of the heart. 

Everi then he might have turned back, 
· but a sudden passionate indignation surged 
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over him. He was young, with his life 
before him, a life that could be full and 
turbulent as he desired, while the old woman 
who lay upstairs had need of nothing, had 
no desire. Why then should she cling 
so tenaciously to money of which she made 
no use ? 

He ascended the stairs without further 
delay. Here was the door. He pushed :t 
open gently and peered into the bedroom. 
As his eyes became accustomed to the dark
ness, he distinguished the various objects 
in it-the table by the window, the high 
closet which held the strong box, the wooden 
bed with its coverings moulded to a human 
form. Falling upon his knees, he crept 
softly across the floor, and with his knife 
tried the closet doors. He was surprised 
to find them open, and with fumbling hands 
felt amongst its contents, the dresses, the 
umbrella which he had just saved in time 
from falling forward. 

N IN! had fooled him. There was no 
strong box there. Even now she might 

be in the arms of Titi, laughing with him 
over the fool she had made. 

Unless . . .  
He crawled over to the bed, and listened, 

raising his head to peep at the sleeper. She 
had not stirred, but he had a strange and 
unaccountable fancy that she was lying 
there, her eyes dilated with fear, wide 
awake. 

It took him quite a minute or two to 
banish this fancy from his mind, then he 
put out his hand towards the pillow. His 
heart leaped. He had touched a sharp cor
ner, the corner of a metal box. 

He bent forward, and as he did so, a bony 
hand snapped upon his wrist, and a harsh 
voice asked : 

"Who is there ?" 
For a moment all thought fled from him. 

He felt rather than saw the old woman sit 
up in bed, still with that• deathlike clutch 
upon his pulse, then his senses returned i.1 
an access of panic. If she should cry out 
for help, he was lost. 

He scrambled to )lis· feet, and as the first · 

shriek came from his victim's lips thrust 
his left hand over the mouth and sealed it. 
She struggled, and his right arm rose and 
fell mechanically again and again. He drew 
back, and the knife clattered to the floor. 
He was overcome by a nameless horror, like · 
a gigantic hand that shook him fTom head 
to foot. 

Then as the blood returned to his froz-en 
veins, he shrugged his shoulders. Bah ! It 
was only an old woman who should · have 
been dead years ago. He was not afraid 
of her now. He must get the money and 
clear out at once. 

With a steady hand he drew the strong 
box from under the pillow that was heavy 
with the burden of death, and tugged at the 
l}d. The bo:J:C was locked, naturally. He 
was tempted to take it away, but prudence 
came to his rescue. That would be a fine 
thing to do. He must open it with his 
knife. Dropping to his knees he swept the 
floor with his hands, but in vain. lJ: had 
dropped . into some corner. He cursed 
softly under his breath, then struck a 
match and discovered the knife standing up
right in the planking. The momentary 
flicker of light revealed it and then went 
out- as he seized it, and in order that he 
might not think too much upon its moist 
discoloration he applied it fiercely to the 
box. The p9int snapped, but he persisted, 
and the li<l flew open. He was about to 
put his hand within when he drew it back 
hastily, then wiped it furtively on a corner 
of the dangling blanket. 

· 

He could now feel papers and coins. 
There was no use taking what was useless, 
and striking another match he explored the 
contents. Five hundred francs in gold, a 
roll of notes, several old letters, an envelope 
with a lock of yellow hair, another with 
dried rose leaves, some government bonds. 

"Dieu! She had her memories," he 
thought with sudden surprise, then stuffed 
the money in his pocket. 

AS he lit another match to look at the 
bonds, he raised his head. The old 

woman had groaned. The light fell upon her 
face and as it did so, he leaped from his 
knees to his feet, and gave a stifled cry. His 

·heart was pounding. The thing was in
credible ! 

Snatching up his knife, he sprang toward 
the door, stwnbled down the stairs, out into 
the gard�n and over the wall. 

It was not until he was well down the 
street that he fully realized-and then with 
chattering teeth-what had struck such ter
ror into him. 
�The face of the old woman, her face star

ing at him with mutely pleading and startkd 
eyes, had been that of his own mother I 

Scarcely knowing what he was doing he 
stumbled on his way, walking as in a dream 
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tlown the long extent of the Avenae d'Or
leatts, till he came to the dirty house in 
which he had a room. 

Once in the room, he sat down on
· 

his 
cot and plunged his head in his hands. 

What trick had his imagination played 
him ? The matter was impossible. His 
mother lived in a small village near Dieppe. 
It was incredible that she should have come 
without his knowledge from Berncval to 
Paris. As reason asserted itself he realized 
that the resemblance was only a chance one 
and imperfect. The old woman was at least 
fifteen years older than his  mother, yet the 
alchemy of Death had in some strange 
fashion transmuted those fifteen years, had 
smoothed out wrinkles and given an ap
pearance of middle age to an age that was 
advanced. 

JT was strange, nevertheless, a hallucina
tion of the moment, at which he would 

laugh tomorrow. 
Cautiously he lit a candle, counted the 

money-three thousand and forty francs in 
all ; then blowing out his light, he lay down 
and soon fell asleep from weariness. 

He was amazed when he awakened at 
nO"

on next day that he felt no remorse. So 
Jthose who had made such a bugbear o f  

/1 murder were i n  a conspiracy to keep the -
world in subj ection to the law. Naturally 
what had happened was not a thing one 
would care to carry out every day. And 
there was the money before him if he did 
feel any qualms. 

It was strange that he felt no immediate 
desire to see Nini. It was as though with 
those few ruthless strokes of  last night he 
had appeased the demon which had been 
driving him on, and its appetite had been 
satisfied with an offering of blood. Never 
had he felt so free as now, when his free
dom was at the mercy of the police. He 
must be careful . in word and deed. There 
was nothing to connect him with the crime, 
unless N ini should, putting together the 
two and two of her conversation and the 
immediate fulfillment of  its trend, come to 
a swift conclusion ; but he felt that since 
she could have no jealousy of his affairs 
she would not bother to have any dealings 
with her natural enemies, the "flies." 

He examined his clothes carefully. There 
was not a stain upon them. He washednim
self caJefully at the .water-tap on the land
ing of the stairs and went out calmly. He 
lunched magnificently in a restaurant where 

he was unlikely to meet anyone he knew, 
and spent the day strolling among the old 
bookstalls along the quais. In the evening 
he went to his usual cafe. and over a modest 
bock and sandwich st�died the evening 
papers. 

The "crime of the rue-" was there, 
but in small detail. What mattered the 
death of an old woman in comparison with 
the audacious robbery of a stage diva's 
jewels by a former lover ? It was promised 
confidentially, however, that the murderer 
would not long be at l iberty. Suspicion 
pointed to a member of an Apache gang 
who had been seen in the neighborhood. 

He was still reading when Nini came in. 
\Nhen she saw him she started, half turned 
as though to go out again, then came 
towards him with hesitating steps. He made 
room for her on the bench beside him, and 
she sat down, staring at him, her breath 
coming and going. For a moment the sight 
of  her, the familiar lure of her perfume, 
roused his former passion. He wanted to 
say to her, as he took her purse and slipped 
a roll of notes into it : 

"Well, what do you think ef your man 
now ? Who is the fox now ?" 

But something in her strained and watch
ful attention held him, and he nodded 
towards the paper he had in his hand. 

"What a season for murders." 

NO� that he had spoken in his usual 
voice, he was no longer afraid. 

"It is  a good thing I did not . take your 
advice. My word, I should have been in 
a pretty mess by now," he added softlv. 

Her lips twitched nervously before she 
could whisper : 

"Then it was not you ?" 
"What do you think ?" he asked, enjoy

ing her distress. 
She passed a hand over her eyes. 
"Mon d·ieu ! When I read it, I didn't 

know what to think. To take money-" 
She shrugged her shoulders. "But life, that 
is another thing." 

She looked at his square, heavy hands 
almost unconsciously, and he stirred un
easily. 

"To think-" she said, and stopped with 
a shudder. "After all," she went on, "I 
am very fond of you, mon petit, and if i� 
were not that you are without a sou, I 
would rather be with you than with anv 
man in the world. You have a way th,;t 
is very convincing." 
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"Thank you," he assured. her with a 
grimace. "Ana Titi ?" 

"That for Titi !" 
Her hand caressed his knee under cover 

of the table. 
A small quiet man entered the cafe, stoed 

a moment considering the crowd, and then 
as thoug-h he had remembered. scamething 
left undooe, turned swiftly and went out. 

Jaci\Ues ltivoire (whose name in slightly 
altered form may be found in the Parisian 
papers @f early in the year) followed his 
exit with strained attention. Just such 
quiet little men were very tenacious, and 
the service of the Surete, the detective 
neadquarters or Scotlanli Yard of Paris, 
employed EfUite a number of them. 

Nini was rubbin: herself against him 
like a cat, murmurin� in his ear. 

HE could bear the atmosphere of the cafe 
no llilnger. 

"Coree along !" he said curtly, and at 
his new tone of command, Nini looked at 
him strangely, then, smiling, followed. 

Se¥eral times in the coune of the night, 
waking caut of sleep, he listened. It seemed 
to him that in the house stealthv feet as
cended the stairs, and that beyond-the closed 
door, someone like the little quiet man was 
standing, ear to the door ; and then, as his 
clteek touched the satin shoolder of Nini 
breathinJr without effort beside him, he shut 
his eyes with a sigh. 

He left her next morning and returned 
to his own room, detennined t-o leave Paris. 
It w.s possible that some word dropped, 
some startled expression when he overheard 
talk of secret orime, might betray the secret, 
the load of which was now growing heavy 
upon a com;cience that he had thought dead. 
The concicrge startled him. She said a 
man-yes, a little man, had been here ask
ing for him. A message ()f importance 
for him ! He would return in the after
noon. 

His mind was made up there and then. 
He must g()--and at once. And suddenly, 
as he stood clenching his fists in his trou
sers pockets, he felt he must �o home, he 
must see his mother. An unaccustomed 
tendernes-s filled his hfllrt with longing. He 
felt bruised, beaten. He would go to his 
mother who alone could comfort him. 

At St. Lazare station the man behind the 
grating- in the ticket oflice said suddenly, 
with a. sort of ferocious humor, leoking at 
the note he passed thrt�u:h ; 

"No offense, Mrmsitmr, but there should 
be a laundry for notes. This one has all 
the dirt of Paris on it." 

Jacques snatched up his change without 
reply, and hastened to the trai.R. The ticket
seller resumed his conversation with the 
man who was quest1Bning him in his little 
office. 

From li>ieppe, Jacques tram,eQ the sev
eral miles to Berneval where his father was 
the t9wn's Mayor. The weather was clear 
but cold, and in spite of his rapid walk, 
Jacques was shivering when he came tG the 
village. 

As he entered the house he met the old 
servant whG, on seeing him, threw her 
apron up to her eyes and beg-an to cry. 
His father came out from the dining·room, 
his shaggy head held high, a napkin uuder 
his chin, and a piece of bread in his hand. 

"What is the matter with Nanette ?" 
Jacques asked sullenly, as he met his 
father's black look. --. 

"You gGt my telegram?" ni-s father asked. 
"No I" 
"Then how-what brings you here then ?" 

His father came forward and laid a heavy 
hand on his shoulder. "Come !" 

Jacques stared at the piece of bread in 
his father's hand stretched out in front <>£ 
him like a sign-post. It was strange- A 
piece of bread. He could see, think of noth- -
ing else but this droll piece of bread. To 
gain this, one worked from morn to night 
like hi$ father, ene stole, one. . . •  

"Ah," said his father, thrusting him into 
the room, chill as the tomb and as silent, 
"we heard of our son--his laziness for 
whioh we were depriving ourselves, his· 
affairs with women, and now-look !" 

J
ACQUES looked at the bed. Fear in

vaded every corner of h�s being. His 
knees trembled. 

''My mother?" he muttered. 
His father spun round so that he might

look into his eyes, th.en with a look of 
menace, shaking him like a rat, said harshly : 

"You have killed your mother." 
Word& leaped to Jacques' lips and 

clamored for exit lhere. He longeri to 
cry :  

"It ffi n ot  true. I killed the other, not 
her, not her !" 

But no sound escaped him. 
His father released his clutch, and with 

a shakiftg hand drew down the sheet whidl 
cGvered the fa.ce. The son looked at the 
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face of the dead, in which there was no 
serenity of death, but a rigid anguish as 
though imprinted upon it by some sight 
too terrible for human endurance. Then, as 
though performing some awful rite, his 
father unloosened the neck of the stiff white 
night-dress and, turning it down, stood 
looking a moment at the body before turn
ing upon his son with a sudden fury : 

"You killed your mother, as though with 
a blow. Two nights ago she woke with a 
cry of fear-Jacqttes, do not kiU me, my 
son!-and her heart ceased to beat. ·what 
have you done down there-at Paris, you ?" 

Jacques' eyes were drawn as if by some 
power stronger than his will to the white 
skin of his mother, to the breast and neck 
upon which stood out, livid, three bruises 
like the marks of a knife wound. 

With a strange shrill cry he turned on 

his heel and blindly ran to the door which 
led out onto the street. 

Someone was standing there, hand up
raised to knock, someone who had de� 
scencled from a powerful car in which sat 
a police agent, and Jacques recognized him 
at once, without surprise. 

"Take me away from here," he said 
hoarsely. 

· 

The quiet little man clicked his tongue 
against his teeth, and taking the wretch's 
arm helped him into the car. 

As in a horrible dream where mocking 
voices spoke, Jacques heard the detective 
say to the police agent : 

"A little thing ! The old woman's name 
was written on the note he gave the ticket 
agent at St. Lazare to whom I happened 
to be talking. I come to the Mayor's and, 
voila our murderer runs into my arms." 

qhe Ghost Ship 
"['0 the inhabitants of the Gaspe Peninsula 

on the west coast of the Gulf of St. 
Lawrence, the tale of "The Ghost Ship," or 
Le Roche de Perce, is no legend, but a 
truthful account of something that actually 
happened nearly three hundred years ago. 

In this picturesque region, where quaint 
fishing smacks with red sails still skim over 
the blue waters of the Gulf, is a gigantic 
boulder known far and wide as Le Roche 
de Perce. Near-by is a smaller formation 
bearing an uncanny resemblance to an old
fashioned vessel in full sail. 

The waves of centuries have worn it 
smooth, but today there remains enough of 

its original shape to remind the beholder of 
the curse laid upon it by the ghost of a 
beautiful young French girl early in the 
Seventeenth Century. 

According to the popular version of the 
story, Blanche de Beaumont, the fiancee of 
a young French officer named Chevalier 
Raymond de Nerac, was on her way to 
Quebec to join him when the ship fell into 
the hands of ferocious pirates off the Gaspe 
coast. Everybocly aboard but the girl was 
slaughtered. 

To escape a fate more odious than death, 
Blanche leaped overboard and was drowned. 
Her suicide filled the primitive pirates with 
iread, and even their brutal captain became 
convinced that disaster to himself and his 
crew must follow. 

The next clay . the pirate ship, attracted 

by the gaunt majesty of Le Roche de Perce, 
sailed perilously near the shore in order •o 
inspect its vast surface. 

As if awaiting them, a slender white
veiled figure stood on a ledge far above the 
crashing breakers. With hoarse shouts of 
dismay the pirates recognized the face and 
form of Blanche de Beaumont, though even 
at that distance it was obvious she was not 
a living being. With straining eyes they 
saw her raise her arms as though pro
nouncing a malediction. The next instant 
the ship struck a rock and the screams of 
the maddened sailors drowned out the roar 
of the sea. 

A high wind was blowing at the time, 
and, though its force against the cliff where 
the figure stood must have been terrific, the 
white material in which it was draped hung 
as motionless as if carved from stone. The 
doomed men must have realized that escape 
was impossible, for they fell upon their 
knees with outstretched hands pleading with 
the spirit to spare them. Their supplica
tions, however, were in vain, and while the 
Thing on the ledge gazed sorrowfully clown 
upon the stricken vessel, she sank beneath 
the hungry waves, with every man aboard. 

But the natives of Gaspe will assure you 
that just before she sank below the surface, 
the pirate raider and her crew were miracu
lously turned to stone, and that it is the 
actual ship itself which now crouches m 
the shadow of Le Roche de Perce. 



Heartache and sorrow lalJ in store 
for Pamela and tlnlhonlJ, but 

the flll ... Seeinq One took a slranqe walJ 
lo avert it 

PA!I.fELA MARSH had 
packed her shiny suit
case and ' the cabin
trunk COlf which she 
had been so inordinate

ly proud when returning from 
her honeymoon tWCOl years ago, 
because it had been plastered 
all iiVer with labels advertising 
its jonmeyings through no end 
of nice, well�known continental 
resorts: But now they belonged 
to the over-and-done-with-that 
honcym.eon and its label>. 

?lf.re pres&�t and pertinent, a 
cl� oo the mantel struck the 
bour af eight. The sound pro
du,ed no s.ign of en1otion in 
P'j!���ela. NGr, for that matter, 
d.id the intrusion of her hus
band, whose figure appeared in 
the open dDorway of the bed
roem. His voice sounded husky, 
dull, angry. 

"So--you've made up your 
mind, Fam?" 

"When I say a thing, I mean 
it, A.uthony." 

She lifted the suitcase and laid it on top 
of the trunk with unusually meticulous care 
lUl.d precisi<m, turned to the dressing-t<lble 
and tingered with an adroit finesse the curls 
hldlnl:' small, pink ears. Her husband-a 
youngish man with a very plain, pale face 
�<1 sombre hrown eyes-savagely muttered 
!ismcthing about rats leaving sinking ships. 
Pamela heard, and seemed more than ever 
carveli fr= stone. 

"Even if that were really true,H she re
marked, "it would still be an unspeakably 
nasty thing to say. But it isn't true, and 
it's nothing but a vulgar lie. It certainly 
won't keep me here, you may be sure." 

"Nothing would, if your mind is made 
'up." 

"Then-enough said." 
"ft's thick f�g outside, I suppose you 

know?" 
"I do. And that won't keep me her�. 

either, Anthony." 
68 

I "I beg your pudonl" Antbony 
' wa.s quite taken aback. "You 

ciUl't come in here." 

"Very well. What about your trunk? I 
don't suppose the porter will come from 
the station on such a night as this--" 

"The trunk can go tomorrow--" 
"Christmas Day?" 
"Well, the day after, or the day after 

that. You know very well what I mean. 
All I'll really need is in the valise, and I'U 
carry that. I've a quarter of an hour or 
more yet, and I can reach the station in less 
than five minutes." SHE had made that last calculation for the 

benefit of her own ears, after consult
ing a wrist-watch. Het' husband, without 
another word, hall already turned on !lis 
heel and gone downstairs. His footsteps 
echoed thrGugh the empty space lilf the large 
house. 

"GreystGnes is so awfully big and di$
mal," Pamela had written her mother dis
contentedly of late. "I sit akne in it fer 
hours, like 54fflleotte in a tomb awaiting re
surrection, and even the cat w•n't stay with 
me." 



B l]  LESLIE B E R E S F ORD 

"No, no," chuckled the little old man. 
"You can't shut the door on travel

lers-not on Christmas Eve/" 

Tonight, as she settled a cloche hat over 
her ruddy-gold shingled waves and nestled 
deeply in the warmth of a heavy fur
trimmed coat, she contemplated luxuriously 
from afar the more pleasant and compact 
intimacy of her mother's flat in Brompton, 
handy to amusements, yet dignified in its 
classic surroundings of retreat.. Greystones, 
this huge, echoing sepulchral vault, neither 
cold nor warm, neither pleasant nor com
pact, and devoid of all intimate ease, was 
neither handy nor dignified. It was a burial 
ground, Pamela Marsh had decided. 

She slowly slipped white, well-manicured 
fingers into tan-colored gloves-the right 
hand first, the left to follow. But, before 
quite encompassing the left hand with its 
sheath of fur-wristed leather, she regarded 
for a passing instant a handsome diamond 
engagement ring above a thin marital band 
of platinum. Her eyes bespoke mutiny. Her 
delicious lips curved in a little fleeting 

The 

Uncannq 
Four 

grimace. She pulled on the glove. 
Then, picking up the suitcase 

hurriedly, she left the bedroom 
and passed down the staircase, 
coming at last into a spacious 
hall lit by a colored glass lan
tern. To the left, a partly open 
door led to a dining-room now 
in darkness. To the rig-ht, an· 
other open door had a yellowish 
light beyond. She stepped sud
denly toward this, pushing the 
door wider, and standing in a 
kind of library-loune-e. She set 

her bag for a moment on a chair near the 
door, and compared the face of her wrist
watch with the face of a marble clock on the 
mantel. 

"BEFORE I do go, Anthony,'' she said, 
addressing the back of the hunch

shouldered figure on the hearth, feet astride, 
hands deep in trouser-pockets, a monument 
of angry dejection, "I want te say this. It'� 
not a bit of good harping C!n that old 
string-that rat and sinking ship stunt. It'� 
wickedly untrue. I'm not leaving you just 
because you happen to be up against things, 
though-as a matter of fact-that would be 
one very good reason why I might have 
been going. It would ease matters for you 
quite a bit. While I was at mother's I 
wouldn't be costing you a red cent--" 

"And d'you think that woulti matter a 
damn ?" The hunched figure swung round 
and was drawn square and erect with '\ 
flash of pride. "D'you think I want that 
woman boasting that she's keeping my 
wife--?" 

69 
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"Now-you're being vulgar, An-
thtmy--" 

"Vulgar ? So it's vulgar to speak the 
p1ain, bald truth ? Better to be vulgar, in 
that case, than be hypocritical-like your
self--" 

''There you are, Anthony ! You're only 
proving more and more how right I am to 
go. \Ve don't see eye-to-eye at all. We're 
absolutely unsuited-absolutely. \Ve ought 
never to have married--" 

"Yeu think so ?" He loomed suddenly over 
her , big in his shabby tweed golf clothes 
which fier eyes detested as much as they 
had grown to detest the sight of Greystones. 
He seized her by one wrist, his face flushed 
anci twisted in rage. 

"A NYHOVI," he added, "we happen to 
be married, and that makes some 

difference. N0w l isten here, Pamela. I've 
tried patience with you. I've gone as far 
as most husbands would have gone. I've 
left yeu to d0 most of the talking this 
evening, and held my tongue as much as I 
could. But I'm going t!l say something now. 
Anti-like you-what I say, I mean. You 
can take that val ise right upstairs again 
neJw and unpack it. You're my wife, and 
out of this house you don't go tonight
even if  I have to use force to keep you 
here." 

"Force ?" she retorted coldly. "Use it. 
Use it. And I'll get my freedom all the 
sooner-you brute ! Try to stop me by 
fG�rce l Hit me ! Just-hit me, so that I 
can show other people what you've done to 
me !" 

\TVhile her voice rose to a shrill crescendo 
of almost hvsteda, he stood and stared at 
her, as if he had just discovered in her 
some person he had never known before. 

Meantime, the fog-wreaths filtering in, 
curled themselves round and round like ser
pents. Eden was indeed no longer a habi
table place. Somehow, although he was not 
ordinarily very imaginative, Anthony 
Marsh was thinking of Eden at that mo
ment-of Eve and the Serpent, of the open 
way out into the wilderness. He was beyond 
thinking of ordinary, commonplace things. 
He felt himself to be partaking in a night
mare, tnade the worse by wakefulness. He 
laughed. 

"So that's the idea ?" he said slowly, his 
rather j)ffiin face grown curiously boyish, as 
though he were hack again at school em
barking on some intrig·uing, pre-conceived 
prank "I see. Very well. I'm s0rry to 

disappoint you. I'll take back what r said 
just now. I'll eat my ewn words. Please 
don't let me detain you a single moment. If 
you want to catch that train-it would be as 
well to hurry. Of course, with this fog, it 
may be late--" 

She had taken up her valise and turned 
to the door. As she passed out of the ro&m, 
which he had already left, she watched him 
warily at fi rst, then looked faintly surprised, · 
and finally shrugged her shsulders. In the 
misty hall she thought to herself how fu!l 
of cracks this old house was, t!l let the fog 
in so. Life, too, incidentally, seemed full 
of cracks. Disappointment and disillushm 
had crept in thnmgh them. But after · ta
night, the cracks were geing to be filled 
up-with any old putty or what-not. She 
was determined on that. Yet, at the front 
door, she must needs-womanlike--have the 
last word. 

"It's all for the best, Anthony," she said. 
"Of course." He laughed again. He 

looked actually jolly. "I feel 11uite sure of 
that. By the way, give your mother my 
love. And-give the Pekinese a pat fGr 
me, won't you ? Let me know what the 
old girl's going to charge you for board 
and lodging, and I'll add it to your usual 
allowance. \TV e must be businesslike, yem 
know . . . . " 

He had unlatched the front-door and let 
it swing open. The fog came sweeping m, 
yellowish and stifling. Pamela, lashed t�> a 
renewed anger over that last gibe, ignored 
het husband's extended hand. She was 
about to brush past him, chin in the air, 
eyes narrowed. Then-she stood stock 
still. . . .  

LHE yellowish fog had become peopled. 
Pamela looked at tile miracle with a 

frown. So did her husband. Out of the 
mist, four shadowy personalities began to 
emerge suddenly, separating themselves 
and crossing the threshold with all the 
effrontery in the world, as though th.e front 
door had been deliberately opened for their 
special benefit. 

A round-faced little man came first. He 
wore a very old top-hat on his head. He 
was muffled in a black overcoat and carried 
an umbrella in Gne hand. Slightly behind 
him, as though she belonged ta him, a thin 
wisp of a woman hovered, also in black. 
A large man in a brown overcoat, a felt hat 
crushed low over a lean, cadavereus face, 
loomed behind the old woman's bonnet ag
gressively. The fourth person, the last to 
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come into sight through the mist, was a 
girl, young and smartly dressed in a fur coat 
and toque. She was smiling with inquisi
tive amusement. 

"How splendid ! "  she said. "There :s 
someone here." 

"Exactly what the station-master said !"  
growled the big man in the felt hat which 
he did not trouble to take off. " 

"Nice and warm and dry !" chuckled the 
little man with the umbrella. "I wonder 
where the bar is ?" 

"I beg your pardon . . . .  " Anthony, quite 
taken aback, betrayed a natural antagonism. 
"You can't come in here. This is a private 
house." 

"NO, no . . . .  " chuckled the little old man. 
"Private ? You can't shut the door 

on travellers-not on Christmas Eve. It 
isn't done. The station-master said we 
should get shelter here without question." 

"I'm sorry. It j ust can't be done." 
Anthony was by now a little impatient. "If 
you want a hotel, there's one about a 
quarter-of-an-hour's walk from here, at 
Isingdale-'The Bishop And Keys.' Outside 
our gate, and follow the road to the right. 
They'll be glad to put you up, I'm sure. We 
can't. As a matter of fact, my wife's j ust 
leaving to catch the up-train for town.'' 

"Not tonight !"  chuckled the little man. 
"No, sir. Not tonight. It's been wrecked
on the way from Barminster. Awful 
smash in the fog. Somehow got off the 
rails. Fallen down the embankment. Lots 
of dead and injured. Line blocked for 
hours and hours yet. Horrible affair . . .  .'' 

"Good Lord . . . !" Anthony stared at his 
wife, who was studying this unexpectt�d 
avalanche of intruders with the expression 
of a woman in arms against a desecration 
of all social laws. 

"It wasn't His doing !" said the young, 
Smartly dressed girl in the fur coat, her 
carmined lips pursed, her shining eyes crit
ically regarding Anthony in an obviously 
appreciative light. "The train ran off the 
rails . . .  didn't you hear ? How funny 
you are ! Something like that always hap
pens at Christmas. Haven't you noticed 
it ? So, why do you say-' Good Lord' ? He 
hadn't anything to do with it--" 

"Excuse me !" interposed Pamela sharply. 
''Do you mean to say that the eight-thir
teen-! mean-there won't be a train go
ing to town then-- ?" 

"My dear !'' It was the thin wisp o f  a 
woman in black who spoke, pipingly. "If 

you only knew how disappointed I am. 
Herbert and I were going to London spe
cially to spend Christmas at the same house 
where we spent our honeymoon forty years 
ago. And now we can't. It's so disap
pointing." 

· "Shut the door, someone, and push that 
fog out !"  chuckled the little man at her 
side. "We don't want all the neighbors to 
know how long we've been married, my 
dear. These nice young people are only at 
the beginning of the j ourney. Don't frighten 
them-talking about forty years. Nice and 
warm and dry it is in here. That fog--" 

"Fog ? Fog ? For my part there's noth-
ing like a fog. It keeps policemen 
guessing." 

That last remark, uttered with a grim 
cynicism by the huge man in the felt hat, 
came on that group like the explosion of 
dynamite. \Vhether it was because of his 
explosive utterance that the front-door sud
denly closed, or whether the man himself 
pulled it back, seemed a matter of question. 
The fog, anyhow, no longer found entrance 
that way. Anthony looked across at his 
wife. 

"You evidently won't be able to go," he 
said. "I suppose we shall have to--" 

"Yes," she nodded, looking down awk
wardly at the suitcase in her hand. And 
then, chin still in the air with a hint of 
mutiny obstinately maintained, she turned 
to her unexpected guests. 

"Please come in. I'm afraid there isn't 
very much to eat in the house. You see, 
there was only my husband and myself
and I was going to town. Of course, there 
must be something." 

"Genuine Christmas spirit !"  chuckled the 
little old man, stepping further into the hall 
with his small wisp of a wife keeping al
ways close, as if she were in dread of los
ing him. "Nice young people. Fine old 
house. Not like these up-to-date j erry
built contraptions, so small that you couldn't 
swing a cat round in them.'' 

A PROCESSION, headed by Pamela, 
made its way to the l ibrary-lounge, 

where a fire burned on the hearth with • 
dull and mutinous flicker, very much like 
the flaming, half-stifled thoughts in Pam
ela's little head. But even mutiny may he 
managed gracefully, and Pamcl� ac�om
plished that. One thought coursed through 
her mind : Anthony could neve1· "''Y that 
she was staying here for any other reason 
than that she could not help it. 



G H O S T  S T O R I E S  

"I'll see' abeut fol)d," she sai4, as they 
all stood about the room, with Anthony 
poking up the fire to a more accommoda
ting blaze. The big man. who had talked 
alxlut keeping ']lolicemen guessing, sent out 
a throaty prot-est. 

"Don't WOI'f'}' as far as I'm concerned. 
I'm beyond . food." 

"And I haven't even a hanker after a 
ceckta.il," said the girl with the carmined 
ltll!l, het eyes always on Anthony with that 
appreei:Mive light which, as she stood there, 
was not lost upon Pamela. 

"Nor I," remarke!l the little old man. 

"NONS!i:'NSEI" !aught« Anthony, as the 
fire brightened. "The first question 

you askefi, sir, wl1en you came in Wa5-
whoco was the bar ? Come I On a bad 
night like this a drink would de> all of us 
good-" 

''I coulen't swallow it!" chuckled the little 
old man. "That was an old joke of mine
a�ing where the 9ar was tiJ be found. Y au 
see, my profession was-the bar. Not that 
kind ef bar, of· course. The wig ami gown 
bar . . . That's where you're supposed to 
laugh, y&ung man. See it?" 

Anthony, rather sheepishly, obliged. Like 
Pamela, he was still a little dazed and de
cidedly uncertain what to think of the.>e 
people, all so very different and such wholly 
unwa11ted, though unwitting intruders on a 
matrimonial crisis of the most serious 
nature. 

In regard to the last point, possibly, 
Anthony was even more concerned than was 
Pamela. Since there was to be a break 
between them, as she obvjously intended. he 
had only asked for it to 'he immediate and 
definite. These people,· with their ridiculous 
ami almast impertinent interventiao, made 
him feel touchy and irritable ; and the fact 
made his laugh insincece. 

'rYou think it's a poor joke-now tell the 
truth !H insisted the little man. 

"Not at all !" Anthony protested. "I--" 
"You haven't got the right Christmas 

spirit in you yet I" nodded the little man. 
"I could see that. We aU thgught that, 
didn't we?" 

He turned to the others as if to receive 
their confirmation. Only the little woman 
at his side offereli him, in her smiles, the 
encouragement he s"ught. The hig-ma.de 
man was moving restlessly to and frG, peer
ing suspiciollsly into the sha4ews as if h« 
expected to find something hiciiqg there. 
The girl in the furry coat was stiU staring 

at Anthony with her eyes softly admirjng 
in expression. It was she who spoke first. 

"There isn't a bit of mistletoe up yet." 
she said, indicating that those eyes of hers 
had. taken in more than one might have 
expected. She addressed herself to An
thony. "Don't yGu believe ill Christmas?" 

"Of course." Anthony looked sheepish. 
"Only, you see, my wife had an urgent call 
to town tonight over the-the festive· ...... 
season." 

"I've never been married," said the girl 
rather startlingly, and very wistfully. "I've 
never half a Christmas in my own home 
with a husband. Queer, isn't it? Awful 
too. I was made to be married. Ariyhew, 
I was made to be lo,•ed." 

Pamela . frowned. The way the thing was 
said sent a little thrnl through the room. 
There �as such ell:quisite passion, such lone 
misery in that queer husky voice as made 
one's throat ti�hten. An\.hony was obviously 
affected by it, swinging round te study the 
girl more fully, his eyes shining. She was 
a singularly attractive girl, though artifice 
had emphasized the seductive redness of her 
lips, the bll)()m on her check and the auda
cious arch of her dark brows. 

"And that's why l'm-what I am/' she 
said with a little shrug o£ her shoulder�. 

"What-what are y&u ?" Pamela. probably 
asked that question because of the queer 
silence �hie!� followed. It seemed necessary 
for �omeQPe to say something. The gid 
turned. her eyes from Anthony and looked 
across at Pan}ela. 

"What am· I ?" she asked. "�urely yoo 
can see. I'm-wcll, I'm not the kind Bf 
woman you'd. invite--" 

"Listen. . • .  " 

THE interrup�ion came from the 4lig-macie 
man, standing suddenly still in his soft 

tread of the carpet, ears alert, hand upheld.' 
"vY as that a knock at the door?'' he 

'demanded. "It couldn't be. They'd never 
hne tracked me here. No. I got clean 
away." 

"Nobedy does that,'' said the little G�ld 
woman in her silvery, piping voice. The 
biggish man glared at her, and then seemed 
to collapse. & looked curiously small and 
a litt1e frightened. 

"No· . • ." he sa.ld. "Nobody 4.Qes. You 
can't kiH a woman and get _away wj_tb it 
altogether. Y et-slte deserved it. . . .  Wba.t's 
the ·matter ?" 

He WJI.S looking at Pamcla, wh" was star
inc at him in herror, instinctively shrinking 
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back ·from her poeition close at his side. 
.'�ou've aetually--killed semeene ?" she 

qs� '!luddenly p:�.nic-stricken. 
''1-.t&bugbt I did," came the reply. "But, 

oJ. C9urse, you can't really kill anyh_pdy.· 
tfiey go on living just the same. They 
never leave yoo. They talk it all ou� with 
ylYu. My wile-I'Il just tell you: We were 
rilarri�d exactly two years when · she left -
me. Tht same as a rat lellves a - sinlting 
ship; she went. Ju.St good-by---tUtd t� _b_l�es 
with -you, b«;ause-well, things were bad �W 'qte '\nd sh� couldn't have all she 
lY�j!:d. 1\Jld-fhere was· somei)Jie �. 
l{l,tet,. �mepn� I. ta}'ed for. Bt!!-:7"my wife 
�·.c: �yor-ce me. She held out for 
a��r wftil.tevcr you call. it: Money� .it.uUtt�dnd amusement. She didn't' want 
an)Tth'mg e!se. Well--" 

"UJH:Y do you want to tell these nice 
y()Ullg 'people all this�" a.'iked the ·little 

old �al} somewhat impatiently. "Why spoil 
tf.J,eir Chr-istmas with yout gloomy tale ? Y'ou've got away. You--" 
; 1'Reavt)ls a1ive l" exclaimed Anthony, 

��i.ng listened all the while with -rising �tonfsbment and a cold £�eling of horror. 
'1¥'ou know that this .,Wan's cettuiiitted murd�&-oand you're helping him �o eS(:ape ?'' 

"Nn, I� npt l" said the little man. "I've 
nothing t9' db with him. Anyl)ow, he can't 
5\:aJ.Je. There· isn't such a thing as escape. 
Y;ou ma.y dodge the law-why, yes. 
But-:--" �.rThere is someone kn�cking at that 4Pod" persisted the hig-ma(ie man, lean �ds ffell,Oii�ly fumbling- at his · nether-lip, 
q !1�> atoOO. ·Jeering -eut -into ,the ditnly lit �· ''�y ha11e �0\ lowe;<t me. : • ," 

t. �eon.e cer;tainly wa11 thundenng at the 
front door, louilly, -peremptorily. 

"'l'U see who it is !" Anthony had turned 
on his heel to cross to tke door. But 
the \)ig n1an stood in his way. 

"If y{)u let them in-" he began, and the 
little old roan lnte�rupted him with a hand 
on the other's g�turing arm. 

"Hpw absurd l" he said. "Why kick 
against the pricks? HQw many times will 
you keep trying to stave off the inevitable ? 
Supposing Mary and I m:rde such a fuss 
just because we couldn't have an�ther 
honeymoon after forty yQars, all through a 
train going off the rails ?" 

".Ap4 I never had a honeymocm at all l" 
rCWJ&tked the girl in. the fur coat with her 
wist£1jl huskiness of voice. "Never. Yet 
I we�uld have been a good wife to any man-

any man." She looked around at them all . 
Again� the knd'cker on the outside of 

the (ront doer reverberated like a dismal 
thunder through the house. Anthony swtmg 
ro11Qd imp_atiently, a wary eye on the biggish 
1')1ari, who, h�wever, seem� about to make 
no further protest, but hid his face behind 
lean and very white hands--a ghastly, 
grayislt face which Anth&ny was glad to 
see hilfden. "You really must excuse me . . .  " said the 
latter awkwardly, makhtg for the door and 
passi� out into the hall. 

Once there, I-cc was a little startled to 
lind that Pamela had followed him, having 
close1:1 the door after het. 

"Yeu can't leave them alone !" he prG
tested uhder his breath. 

"I must. If I 'didn't, Tony, I should 
scream. What are we to do ?" 

"Do?" 
"If it's the police-after that dreadful 

man? Why did he-they-come here, of 
all pla.ces ?" 

"Ask me another, Pam. Stranded at the 
junction, thpugh the eight-thirteen's smash
ing up, and the· statien-master..-that's what 
the old man said-passed them on here. 
Though why Jehkins shouJd liave done d}atA 

� : I  don't know. He ought to have known 
.- better. I'll have a word with him a&out it 

in the morning. Meantime--" 
Once again, the knocker sent a hellow 

rumble across tlte misted hall. Antheny, 
with a movement of impatience, flung the 
front dMr open, let in more fog, stared and 
stepped back. 

"Good Lord • • • •  " he exclaimed, partly 
relieved, partly astonished. "It's Jenkins 
him�elf; Ta1k about the devil--" 

"No, no, sir !" throatily laughed the muf
fled mart looming on the doorstep. "Not the 
devil, Mr. Marsh l He wouldn't cl5m.e wish
ing you and your lady a happy ChristmaS; 
and bringing presents besides." 

"Presents ?" 

"THIS came by the down-train from 
town, Mr. Marsh." The station-master 

thrust forward a large parcel. "I was just 
going on into Isingdale to have a glass with 
my wife's peGp!e, being off duty now, and I 
thoug-ht I'd look in and leave rhis with you, 
wishing you both the best for the time of 
year it is." 

"And thanks very much !" laughed 
Anthony, glancing dewn at the parcel. "In- . 
cident;llly, we were just talking abeut you, 
Jenkini-my wife and I. Look here. Wh�t 
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the deuce do you mean by sending these 
people to us ?" 

"Me, sir ?" The station-master stared. 
"What people ?" 

"Those four. An old man and woman, 
a biggish chap and a girl. Said they were 
held up because the eight-thirteen was 
smashed up coming from Barminster." 

"Eight-thirteen-what, Mr. Marsh ? Why, 
I've just come from the station after seeing 
her off on her way to town. She's not 
been smashed up, and I sent no people to 
you. Why should I ?  Anyhow, there hasn't 
been no people-not one, leave alone four. 
That I do swear." 

"1 1 OU'D better come in, Jenkins." An-
Y thony, puzzled, pulled the man in and 

closed the front door. "Either your mem
ory's bad, or we've been listening to a pack 
of lies, haven't we, Pam ? Just come along 
in here with me." 

It was Pam, moving ahead, who opened 
the door of the l ibrary-lounge. It was Pam 
who uttered such an exclamation of amaze
ment as made Anthony hurry after her into 
the room beyond the open door. Excepting 
for themselves-it was empty ! 

"I'll be thoroughly damned !" gasped 
Anthony under his breath, staring at 
Pamela, and then at the overcoated and 
muffled station-master who lumbered into 
the room in their wake, a slow man suffer
ing from rheumatics. 

"What on earth has become of them ?" 
muttered Pamela, eyes wide; the color all 
fled from her face. "Tony . . .  Tony . . .  
What does i t  mean ? There isn't any way 
for them to have gone--except by the door.'' 

"Good Lord . . .  Good Lord . . .  " was all 
Anthony could say, and swung around on 
the station-master. 

"Listen . . .  You may think I'm cracked, 
cr something like that. But here's my wife 
to bear me out. We left four people in 
here just now. :people who told us the 
eight-thirteen had been smashed up. People 
who said you'd sent them here. One of 
them-why, he talked openly about having 
killed his w ife. When you were knocking, 
he thought it was the police after him. 
We left them all in here to go out and see 
who was at the door." 

"You don't say, Mr. Marsh . . • .  " The 

station-master was staring as well now. His 
right hand was hiding his moustached 
mouth. His eyes looked faintly scared. 
"You really mean that-Mr. Marsh ?" 

"Of course, I mean it. Do you think I'd 
tell you a tale like that, if it hadn't hap
pened ? But what it means-" 

"Lord knows . . .  " said the station-master 
slowly. "Leastways . . . i t  might be ex
plained, though it would sound just as queer 
as what you've said. There was a smash 
on the eight-thirteen-a bad one-once. It 
was the first year I came here-some nine 
years ago. It happened not far from this 
house, where the line runs nigh your garden, 
I remember. And there was people brought 
in here. 

"It was a night like this," he added in h is 
slow way. "Fog as thick as pea-soup. A 
horrid smash, it was, with many killed. 
And-if I recollect right-there was four 
people brought to this same house-by my 
orders-where other people was living then. 
There was four-badly hurt, too-and the 
lot of them died after in Barminster ho5-
pital. And one of them-as you said
was wanted for murder. Yes . . . I re
member that well. And you say-to
night-- ?" 

"For heaven's sake, Jenkins, let's have a 
drink, or I shall think I'm off my head !" 

Anthony, opening a cabinet, produced 'l 
decanter and glasses. His hands were shak
ing. He felt shot to p ieces. It was not till 
he had taken a stiff drink that he began tn 
find himself able to think clearlv . . . .  

After the station-master had g�ne, he and 
Pamela returned to the library-lounge. 
Pamela clung very tightly to Anthony's arm, 
She was trembling all over. He gathered 
her to him, soothingly, protectingly. 

"AN unholy sort of business . . .  We'd 
better do our best to forget it. 

he said under his breath. 
"No . . .  " Pam looked up at him. "I 

shall never do that. Those old people, mar
ried for forty years and setting out for a 
second honeymoon. That girl who ha•.t 
never known what a honeymoo:1 was. That 
ma11, whose wife left him-like rat!l desert 
a Einking shi;> . . .  Tony . . .  Tony," she 
sobbed, "and, by now, I mlght have been 
wichd enough to le<:.ve you. " 



Paris went wild over her, the 
world lClfJ at her feet. 

Then oame the Voice that 
told of another, richer life

and she listened 

IDH 

, .  

Tbe Voice seemed to say: "What 
are all these worth, /ermy� Jewels, 
/l(1Wers, gilts . • . C•me with us, 

nowr' 

Did JennlJ qolder Do It? 
Bl! HAROLD ST AU DISH. COR Bill 

F aoM the sidewalk cafes of Mont
parnasse to the drawing-r� ef the 
A venue du Bois de Boulocne, all 
Paris is speculating anew on the 
tragic death of lovely Jenny Golder, 

the idol of French mmic halls, whB, scarcely 
a year ago, took her own life. Young-, beauti
ful, wealthy, beloved as few of the Paris 
dancers evec hepe to be, Jenny appeared to 
have everything to live for. Yet, asserting 
she was haunted by the spirit of her dead 
chum who urged her to follow, Jenny pl.&eed 
a pearl-handled revolver to her heart and. 
pulled llhe trigger. 

Why did she do it? Why, when success 
seemjngly ha.d crowned her years of hard 
work, liid. she iiing her st!lu1 eut in.oo that 
mysterions Unknown that lies just beyoo.d 
the Veil, and on whese shores frail phantam 

figures linger ? Did a ghost-the · ghost of 
her dead chum, who had also coiiUititted 
suicide-really cat! her ? 

A letter written a shert time bef&re 
Jenny's death came to light a few weeks a,:e. 
In it the dancor, at the height �tf her career, 
made refocence te a spirit voice that hauntea 
her, bidding her step across the Divide. It 
was, she wrote, the voice of her chum Claude 
France, wh9 killed herself-on the eve of 
the showing of one of her greatest screen 
successer-by filling her room with gas. 

"I saw her in my r-oem," Jenny wrote. 
"She apl!ee.rei leaning over my shoulder 
with a ghostly revolver in her hand, offering 
it tCJ me. 'What are all yew- successes 
worth ?' she askeci. 'H- long can you 611-
joy them, Jenny? Tomorrow yea witt be 
•ld. Come with us new. Everythin&" is 

7'i 
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calm and peaceful here. We are waiting for 
you. Come.' " 

The discovery of the letter naturally gives 
rise to many theories concerning the true 
cause of Jenny Golder's tragic act. Scoffers, 
c>f course, say she was on the verge of a 
nervous breakdown from overwork. Psy
chologists attribute her desperate deed and 
the assertion that she heard "voices" to 
what they term an "echo" in the brain. They 
say almost any woman with a tendency to 
nerves has an "echo" in her brain, though 
only in rare cases is that echo strong enough 
to compel one to suicide. 

'fREY contend that the echo is a morbid 
foreboding expressed in the old adage, 

"Laugh today and weep tomorrow.'' It is 
the same impulse that caused the ancients 
to have their slaves parade before them 
bearing skeletons in the midst . of feasting 
and merry-making, to recall to the guests 
that the gods were jealous of anyone in
tensely happy and that quite likely tomorroV\' 
they would all be dead. 

But above all the conjectures and the com
monplace explanations is the definite asser
tion contained in Jenny Golder's letter that 
ghostly presences had visited her and that 
a ghostly voice whispered to her in the still
ness of night when she was alone. 

Moreover, there is that strange vision of 
Harry Pilcer, Jenny's dandng · partner, to 
be accounted for. According to his own 
account, Pilcer suddenly awoke from a sound 
sleep, on the night of the tragedy, feeling as 
th�ugh ·a cold hand had clutched him. 
Straining his eyes in the dark to detect the 
Something he felt was there, but which he 
could not see, he happened to glance at the 
telephone. Pilcer's breath caught in .his 
throat and cold shivers ran up and down his 
spine. 

"I could not believe my eyes," he said 
afterward. "The instrument seemed to glow 
in the dark. It appeared etched in fire, or 
as if it suddenly had become an intangible 
and phosphorescent thing. Even as I stared 
at it, the bell rang. It was as though a red
hot wire had touched the bell.'' 

Pilcer sprang from bed to still its shrill 
clamor. He hardly dared pick up the receiv
er. But the bell rang insistently. And as 
though some force stronger than himself di
rected his movements, Pilcer suddenly put 
sut his hand and had the receiver at his ear. 

"W.hat-what 'is it ?" he asked. 
"Hello ! Hello !" came a voice. "This is 

Jenny Golder's maid. Jenny--" 

"Don't tell me she has done it !"  Pilcer 
cried, for like others he had known what 
was in the girl's mind. 

"Oh, God, yes !" the maid screamed. "She 
shot herself through the heart !" 

Pilcer staggered back, dropping the in
strument. He seemed to hear a sigh in the 
darkness-a sigh of content, though mingled 
with it was a sound of weeping and remorse. 
The instrument no longer glowed. The cold 
hand that seemed to have gripped him was 
gone. 

The skeptics have an explanation for that, 
too. They say the telephone had already 
rung before Pilcer awoke, and that in the 
sudden shock to his nerves caused by the 
shrill jangling of the bell he only imagined 
that the telephone glowed. 

But those who make a study of spirit 
phenomena strive to take a more compre
hensive view of the incident. Are there 
forces beyond the grave-forces of which we 
know nothing, but which react upon us 
humans ? they ask themselves. Is it true, as 
some contend, that the spirit, agonized by 
the crashing blow of death, benumbed and 
dazed before it can find its way to that 
strange bourne beyond, turns for a t+ine in 
desperation to the living with whom it asso
ciated before it was thrust naked out into the 
Dark ? 

If that be true, was it also true that 
Jenny's chum Claude actually did appear to 
her, urging her for some strange reason, to 
join her in the Other World ? 

The Reverend C. Drayton Thomas, an 
English author, in an essay on "Religion and 
Survival," explains as a result of many ex
periments in the field of the occult : 

"1 IFE (beyond) is full, but without weari-
ness, satiety or sickness, and each finds 

occupation suited to his abilities and prefer� 
ences. There is, too, a ministry of help to 
friends on earth in which many can bear 
part ; it would appear that this help consists 
largely in giving mental impressions.'' 

If this be so, is it not possible that Jenny's 
chum, Claude France, finding the higher 
plane a place of repose from the turmoil that 
besets the life · of a populax; actress, wished 
her friend Jenny to join her, to desert this 
world and arriv,e at that higher ·plane of 
rest ? Did she not truly convey to Jenny 
the "mental impressions" that eventually led 
to her suicide ? Let us see. 

Jenny Golder was an Australian by birth, 
the daughter of a poor family. She learned 
to dance in a dancing school for girls at 
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Melb&urne. For some time she had a hard 
struggle to get ahead in Australia. But she 
kept at it courageously, devoting herself en
tirely to her proposed career, working night 
and day, giving herself without stint in work
ing t•ward her goal. 

A measure of success came to encourage 
her. She w.as scheduled teJ make a tour of 
Amerka. Ahead of her lay the laurd crown 
of achievement, together with the golden 
shower that awaits the ultimately successful. 

She completed the American tour and went 
back to Paris; and there it was that full suc
cess came to her-suddenly and completely. 
She made her debut at the Casitw de Paris 
in 1922. Within three months she had 
reached the top of the ladlier. At t�Yenty
tive �he was acclaimed the most popular girl 
on the variety stage. Almost without real-

T be instrument appeared etched in 
fire. Pilcer s.pran.g from bed to still 

its shrill clamor 

tzmg it, she had sung and danced her way 
into the hearts of Parisians, while thousands 
of tourists also flocked to hear and see her. 
Loud were the cries of "Vive, Jean-1tit 
Golder!" as her audiences called her back, 
again and again. 

Success followed upon succes�. Musical 
comedy claimed her and she appeared at the 
Cham;s-Elysces, at the Alhambra and the 
Palace. 

There followed a brilliant tour ()f Italy in 
19�. Returning to Paris oace more, she co
starreti with Pilcer at the Pal4ce. Thousands 

o£ Americans remember her in the "New 
York-Paris Review of .1928." 

EXALTED by her successes, thriUed by 
the acclaim of the multitudes, but physi

cally and mentally tired, she suddenly dis
covered a new phase of life. With all this 
popularity titere came other attentions to 
which she had hitherto given little thought. 
Men of wealth and position were crowding 
each other for her smiles. They wished to 
bask in the charming presence of this danc
ing beauty. Jewels, automobile9, lovely 
clothes, all were hers for the asking. They 
wanted to rain down upon her a gorgeous 
shower of such tokens of their pleasure as 
only immense wealth can buy. 

As long as she remained lovely then, as 
long as she !;()Utinued to be · a popular 

idol of the crowds, wealth was hers fGr the 
accepting. So, two ways lay open to her. 
She could become lazy and cast aside her 
hours of hard work and indefatigable effort 
to marry one of the rich men and pass the 
rest of her life in ea'Oe and luxury. Or, she 
could kee{l on as she had-finding it a little 
harder each year to hold her beauty and hf'r 
stage popularity, knowing that in the end 
the mantle of public acclaim would be swept 
from her sheulders te fall upon a younger 
and newer sweetheart of the stage. 

Tl) the surprise ()£ many, this poor little 
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A ustralian g i rl chose the latter course. Suc
cess in her career had been won and she 
revelled in  her work. She decided to keep 
on as she was headed. Money of her own 
was coming to her rap idl y now, and other 
ri ches did not appeal to her. She had had 
an unbroken series of triumphs . She was 
sti ll  young·. 'vVhy, she thought to hersel f , 
hadn't a dozen actresses she could name kept 
on and on even when the mantle of years 
hung heavi ly about thcm-Bernhardt, Duse, 
M rs. F i ske, Mrs. Leslie Carter ? All had 
been grac iously able to accept the plaudits 
of the crowd long after youth had left them. 

THEN there came to Jenny a faint dis-
turbing voice. Psychologists cal led it the 

"echo." 'vVhatever it was, it proved the first 
d isquieting element in  Jenny's hitherto happy 
l i fe. It made her write in her diary : "Your 
good luck i s  too good. It can't last. It can't 
go on forever. Something is going to 
ha ppen." 

\·Vas it then she heard the first far-away 
w h i sper from her chum across the Div ide
the girl who had turned on the gas at the 
height of her career ? 

The Jetter recently brought to light tells 
about those wh ispers. 

"It  was the voice of Cl aude," Jenny wrote. 
' ' I  heard her whisper to rne. She seemed to 
be l eani ng over my shoulder." 

Anrl the Voice was heard to sav : 
"'vVhat are al l  these things wn;·th, Jenny ? 

\Vhat real happiness can you lind in j ewels,  
clot hes, 11nwcrs, gifts, motor cars , banquets, 
admirat ion ? Soon vour audiences will t ire 
of vou anrl  turn to ;omcone else. Soon you 
wil

.
l be forgotten. You're at tire height of 

it  all now. Soon your popularity will begin 
1o wane." 

The Voice Lcpt on : 
"How l on;z. do you th ink you will have 

them o r  cniov them-the"e things ? Tomor
row you �v ill meet sorrow <�nd poverty. 
Come and join us where happiness is  penna
ncnt. Your life i s  on ly make-believe. This 
l ife i s  real. Come, Jenny. \Ve are waiting 
for vou ." 

Ti1e ' 'we" is supposed to have meant Lucie 
Lanthclme, Regine Flory and Claude France. 
Tennv had not known the beautiful Lan
theln;e, but Regine am! Claude were Jenny's 
best fr iends. Both the girls-Rcgine and 
Claude-had , l ike Jenny, won sudden success 
before the footl ighis.  And both had become 
v ictims of su icide, to pass quickly from a life 
of apparent happiness to death. 

But long before the tw o had died, they 

and J cnny had speculated on why Lucie 
Lanthelmc, that famous French beauty, had 
chosen to die. 

"\Vas that right," they asked themselves, 
"to go so suddenly and quickly at the he ight 
of her career ? \Vas that the w ise thing to 
do ?" 

H.eginc thought i t  was. She insisted that 
that was the time to go--when one was 
young and beautiful and at the peak of her 
f:tme. Reginc not only adopted that i dea, 
but put it into action.  She took her life. 
N'ot long afterward Claude France fol lowed 
her. 

The latest p icture in which Claude starred 
was about to be exh ibited when the actress 
put an end to it all .  A strong-box filled 
w ith diamonds ancl other precious gems was 
found in her room. The night before her 
death she danced gaily at a fash ionable night 
ciub. She had even ordered, that afternoon,  
a selection of new gowns to be sent to her 
home-a palace i n  the suburbs of Paris. 
'vVhen her fr iends left her that evening, they 
said good-n ight to her. 

"It will be a good n i g·ht ," she said, "be
cause it  will be a short one ." 

In a letter she wrote to a clear friend that 
even ing, she explained : 

"Success has been reached. There i s  
nothing to l ive for . I have played in nnny 
comedies. I want to ring down the curtain 
on the greatest comedy of all-life." 

Of course her death \Vas a severe blow to 
Jenny. It was n ot long after that when the 
dancer began to hear the whispers. 'vVhcn
ever she lay clown i n  her gorgeous apart
ment she seemed to hear the voice of her 
dead friend. Soon Claude seemed to come 
to her out of the shadows and enter her 
dreams. Claude said that Lanthelme, Re
gine and she had been right. She had met 
them, she said, and at hst they knew. A n (\ 
long after Jenny awakened from her dreams, 
the voice persisted-the voice of Claude call
ing, call ing. 

A B OUT tlnt time Jenny met Alfred 
Lowenstein, wh ose rise to fabulous 

wealth and power amazed all Europe. Later , 
you remember, this financial wizard was to 
step out of his  airplane into eterni ty as the 
plane was crossing the English channel. 

Jenny did not, like the others, ask him 
how to make money. She asked h i m  if 
money, position, luxury, brought him hap
p i ness. He told her they did not. He sai d : 

"After one has known succ-ess a while it 
becomes stale and spoils one's taste for any-



W H Y D I D J E N N Y G O L D E R  D O  I T ?  79 

thing else. One has nothing to look forward 
·to. What is my life ? .  A hurry and tush 
continually. I emj}loy a sman army of clerks 
to help me. I clash here and there over 
Ettrope in an airplane, to save time. Flat
terers come cringing to me. They make me 
sick. No one loves me. They love my 
mtmey-they love the position I can create 
for them. 13ut they do not love m.e. Having 
gqne. to the end of the world, there seems 
nothing left for me but to step off." 

And step off he did. 

THEN came the beginning of the end fo.r 
Jenny. It started with a physical mishap. 

Dancing, she ruptured a small muscle in her 
leg. Instantly she cc:mjured up a vision that 
her stage career was ended. She saw only 
misery ahead. She would not be able to 
dance any more, she told herself. Her 
crowds would leave her now, to give their 
acclaim t@ someone else-someone younger. 
They would demand a new idoi. Jenny 
could not stand failure like that. Her suer 
cesses had come too suddenly, and too un
interruptedly. 

Y�t a skilful surgeon assured her this was 
not to be the end of her career-not yet. 
By binding her leg a certain way, he told 
her, she would be able tc go on dancing. At 
the time she died, the injury was nea.rly 
healed. 

But out of the shadows came Claude's 
voice, stronger now than ever. 

"Yeu see !"  said the voice. "This is the 
beginning of the encl. What are you waiting 
for ? Do you want the world, to point at 
you as 'poor Gld Jenny who used to be a !!>tar, 
once' ? Are you wiser than Lanthelme and 
Flory-or Lowenstein and me? We all are 
waiting for you, Jenny dear. Come to us. 
Don't wait. Come !" 

Again and again as she lay alone in the 
darkFtess of her apartment she thought she 
saw Claude bending over her. That ghostly 
presence soothed her. She could feel 
Claude's hand on her forehead, like cool 
mist floating in from the trees. Claude ap
peared even more lovely in spirit than she 
had in life. She seemed at peace, with all 
the old worry that had sometimes clouded 
her pretty face, completely gone. 

Jenny tried to fight off this g.hostly pres
ence. She closed her eyes in the darkness 
and tried to tell herself she was ill. "Spirits 
d& not return from the Beyond," she tried 
to reason. "This is aU a hallucination. 
Claude is not there beside my bed. Claude 
is dead. I must control myself." 

Then she would open her eyes, she saicl, 
only to find the ghostly p1'esettce standing 
in the shadows, apparently sad, but waiting. 
And she would hear Claude's voice @egging 
her to come. 

Whenever she toid her living friends about 
it, they scoffed at her. 

"You've got a bad case of nerves," they 
told her. "Forget it." 

\Vhen she went to the doctors about it, 
they shook their heads wisely, smiled benign
ly, and gave her medicine�na.sty, evil-tastr 
ing medicine. 

But alone in her room, Jenny heard slow 
footsteps and became aware of movements 
in the dark. Ghostly whisJJers came to her, 
as though two or three persons were there 
who speculated about her, and chatted to
gether. Then out of the shadows would 
glide again the mysterious fdrm of Claude, 
who came to her bedside to urge her over 
and over to quit life. 

Was this specter purely a fabrication in
duced by disordered nerves ? Might not 
that strange personality have been as real as 
phantoms can be when compared to mortals ? 

The Reverend Mr. Thoma's writes : 
"Our friends . . . find that in the quiet df 

our home life they are able to come into 
closer relatitm with us than is possible 
through the restricted channel of a medium's 
brain ; that in our times of mental calm, 
when we a re undistracted by hurry and care, 
they hold ·communion with our inner 
being . . . . " 

Certain it is that the constant pressure of 
whatever personality Jenny encountered at 
fast won her over. Discoveries later proved 
that the girl had planned her death ml}st 
deliberately. 

fOR a while she took a vacation at her 
countl:y home at Le Vesinet. But there, 

away fmm the clamor of her audienc�, away 
from the rush and hurry of her dally life, 
apart from th€ attentions and gifts of her 
admirers, Jenny seemr:d brc;1ght into closer 
touch with the specter she said hovered 
about her. Indeed, it sE'emcd that "undis
tracted by hurry and care," a closE'r com
munion was entered into between the girl 
and the spirit form she said she saw and 
felt. 

Then, suddenly, as though she could stand 
the seclusion no longer, Jenny returned to 
her home in Paris. . With her was her con
stant companion, Mrs. Bruce. The latter, 
like Jenny, was an Australian, an elderly 
woman in whom Jenny found sympathy and 
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understanding whenever she needed them. 
But among the things that Jenny had sent 

in from her countrv home in Le V esiHet 
was a revolver-a b�autiful little weapon of 
.32 caliber, with a pearl handle-for which 
she never before had had any use. 

The morning of that tragic day Jenny 
went to a doctor and asked him to explain 
the exact location of her heart. 

"Why do you want to know ?" he asked. 
Perhaps as he studied her, the medical man 
could see in her face some indication of what 
was in her mind. 

'_'"P.ECAUSE-because I_ have some_ trouble 
• ·  U here," J enny explamed, pressmg her 
hand over her left breast. 

At last the doctor showed her. Then 
Jenny went away. 

Mrs. B rnce afterward gave further details 
of the tragedy. 

The dancer came home at eight o!clock 
that evening, looking no different from 
usual. She excused herself to Mrs. Bruce 
and left the sitting-room for a few minutes 
to go to her own room. Mrs. Bruce waited 
for her, for they were to have dinner to
gether. 

Suddenly there came the sound of a shot. 
Mrs. B ruce jumped up and ran to the bed
room. There she found Jenny, fully clothed, 
slumped over her dressing table. The little 
pearl-handled revolver was still clutched in 
one hand. The bullet from it had pierced 
her heart. 

It was later that night that Jenny's danc
ing partner, Harry Pilcer, felt the premoni
tion of tragedy as he suddenly awoke and 
stared at the transformed telephone. That 
was, of course, several hours after Jenny's 
death. 

But to those interested in the studies of 
psychic phenomena the occurrence as related 
by Pilcer is not strange. It seems to coin
cide with the idea advanced by the Hon. 
Mrs. Alfred Lyttleton, D. B. E., who has 
done much research along those lines. Mrs. 
Lyttleton writes : 

"Probably everyone who dies, leaving 
somebody deeply loved behind, tries to get 
into touch with them at first. It may well 
be that tl1eir motive for trying to get into 
touch with the living is not merely to give 
consolation, but to receive it also. For the 
possibility must be faced that those who 
leave us do not at once pass into a state of 
happiness. The meager news which has 

; come back to us seems to indicate a greater 
(happiness, but we do not know by what 

stages this happy state has heen attained." 
Is it not easy to believe this, in the light 

of events that had befallen Jenny ? She had 
listened to the voice of her dead friend 
Claude. At last she yielded to Claude's 
pleading and sought to join her. But in the 
sudden shock following her death, Jenny's 
spirit did not know where to turn. So, in
stinctively, she tried to get in touch with 
Pilcer, who had been one of her closest 
friends among the living. Undoubtedly, as 
Jenny raised the pistol to her breast, she 
saw the form of Claude in the darkness and 
even heard her voice, urging her on. 

But once through the thin curtain that 
separates this life from the Beyond, was 
Jenny at once able to find Claude on the 
other side ? In that unfamiliar darkness, 
stunned by the crashing nerve shock of 
death, was not Jenny's spirit faltering, afraid, 
alone ? 

Of course we cannot tell-not absolutely. 
But perhaps her lonely spirit, frantic in its 
new environment, turned back to earth for a 
l ittle while until she could be led in some 
mysterious way to the spirits who had called 
her there. 

Mrs. Lyttleton gives a suggestion of this 
when she writes : 

"We do not know how long it takes for 
the spirit to get free of the body. The evi
dence, such as it is, points to many varia
tions, as in most other human operations, 
but it does seem that the process is a slow 
and gradual one . . . .  " 

The French psychologists say that only 
the philosopher can stand the shock of early 
and prolonged triumph. To Jenny's sad
dened and astonished friends who investi
gated the circumstances which had preceded 
her death, there was no apparent reason for 
her self-destruction. But when she herself 
reported that her dead friend called her, was 
not that assertion founded on a basis of fact ? 

"[HE student of psychic phenemena will 
say "yes." Others, less positive, will 

contend that out of a mass of conclusions and 
inferences there some day will emerge the 
truth as to whether or not there is a world 
beyond this life and whether those who have 
gone before can communicate with us. 

But there is another question that some of 
Jenny's former admirers in Paris are asking 
themselves. Is it possible that Jenny Golder 
will in turn appear-as she said Claude 
France did to her-to some other idol of tht 
stage and beg her also to seek the higher 
l i fe ? It will be interesting to see. 



mlJ Adventures 
Again came the 
words of Lily's 
mother: "Ob, my 
dear daughter! Ob, 
my poor daughter!" 

with the  Sixth Sense 
fl lJOunq woman tells her fascinating 

experiences with the mlJslerious power 
· she discovered within herself 

I AM going to write 
down quite simply, 
and in the form of 
a journal, my own 
psychic experiences, 

hoping that some time 
they may be of value to 

BtJ 

FRAnCES M. 
me, personally and di
rectly; and net, as has so 
often proved disconcert
ing in the cases cited in 
the Proceedi}tgs of the 
Psychi,al Research So-

TAlJLOR 

those who have devoted their lives to the 
investigation of all that is termed occult-by 
which I mean all that is not explainable 
by science. 

Not that I expect to gain much of a hear
ing, when such master-minds as Maeterlinck 
l..<Jmbroso, Professors James and Hyslop, 
Sir Oliver Lodge and Conan Doyle-all of 
them people of scientific and literary fani"e
have heen forging ahead for years, trying 
to bring to the light this marvelous inner, 
or sixth sense, as I shall call it for want of 
a better name. 

The only way in which perhaps my ex
periences may be of particular value to 
others consists in their having happened to 

ciety, as having hap
pened to a "Mr. A." and "Mr. D." through 
"Miss C." arid vouched for by "Mr. D.", or 
perhaps his sister-in-law, "Miss X." All 
this initialing tends to cheapen and lessen 
the impression of veracity in these records. 
The result is that by the time the incident 
reaches the reader's eye, after so much 
travel, one fears it has grown in the 
process. . 

Now, for a brief sketch of myself, before 
beginning my psychic journal. I am o£ 
Amcrlcan birth, of English and Scotch an
cestry-related on my mother's side to 
Elizabeth Cady Stanton, the reformer. I 
am a librarian hy profession, and wa.a 
brought up in the Unitarian fait:i1, which, as 
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every one k!!.ows, is as 1ar removed from 
Spiritualism as could be desired by the most 
skeptical. 

I had always abhorred Spiritualism, al
though I knew nothing much about it ex
cept through reading. I disliked the idea of 
the dsd returning to this "vale of tears" 
after once they had been freed from its fet
ters ; so I condemned the whole theory as 
freakish, and based on the imaginings of 
neurotics and the like. 

I had never seen or visited a medium in 
my life, until long after most of my ex
periences had taken place, and therefol'e was 
in perfect ignorance of anything supernatu
ral. All that now follows, I vouch for on my 
word of honor as being absolutely true in 
every detail, and also capable of being veri
fied by the parties hereafter mentioned in 
my journal. 

1 T is hard to find a suitable beginning, as 
my psychic experiences have . been so 

many and so varied, and have extended over 
the last twelve years of my life. I know 
now that I have always possessed this sixth 
sense-and, indeed, that all do possess it
but in many people it lies dormant until per
haps some sudden shock or great sorrow 
awakens it. Many use it daily, in its pri
mary or haH-developed state called intui
tion ; and many unconsciously use this in
ner sight and are guided by its help, with
out the slightest notion that they are "psy
chic" or have "spirit helpers" who lead them 
to great heights and glorious successes. 

Always, I have had the knack of "dream
ing true." My dreams "always happened" 
and this was apparent to all, even when I 
.was quite ypung. 

Quite often these dreams were symbolical; 
but, of a symbolism quite easy for me to un
derstand and interpret. I know now that 
almost all of our messages from the spiritual 
side of life are sent to us in the language of 
6ymbols. 

A week before my mother died, I dre.1med 
I saw her in her coffin, with yellow and 
white chrysanthemums piled on its lid
exactly as they were seen by all who at
tended the funeral. Her death occurred in 
November, when these particular flowers 
:were most plentiful. 

During her brief illness, while I was nurs· 
tng her, someone gave her a small glass of 
je\ly which she kept on a table near the bed. 
I was sitting at the other end of the room 
reading when the jelly jar was• sut!clenly 
tipped over and the contents spilled without 

visible hands touching it. "No one was near 
the table or touched the gla.u in any way, so 
that the fact of its upsetting 10 mysteriously 
made my mother say, "That jelly must be 
bewitched," for it repeated its weird per
formance of upsetting and spilling at each 
of the three times I replaced it. But the last 
time I heard distinctly (with my inner 
sense) theae words : "Your mother will not 
live." It is needless to say that the message 
proved only too true and the pain of it al
most more than could be borne. 

Later that same evening, while carrying 
to her, upstairs, a glass of lemonade, the 
glass was seemingly dashed from my hands 
and every drop spilled, while my "inner ear" 
again heard that same message, so soon to be 
fulfilled. She died the end of that week. 
Her age was only forty, and her illness was 
appendicitis, from which we had every rea
son to believe that she would recover. 

The first, last and only time my mother 
has returned to make herself known to me, 
occurred just two years after her d�th. But 
before relating this incident, I want to say 
that I was still in ignorance of Spiritualists, 
mediums, or anything bordering on the oc
cult, as I was a faithful member of a Uni
tarian Church in a �;mall town near Boston. 

To resume: I had just become eng�tged 
to a young man, who, I naturally thought, 
was the soul of honor, as he had given me 
every reason to believe in him. My father 
had given his consent to this marriage, but 
he did not sa.nction it, as there were two 
younger children in our family to be brought 
up and he-selfishly, I thought-wished me 
rather to devote my life to the care of them 
and himself. 

HOWEVER, one night after Lawrence 
and I had been engaged about a month, I 

was suddenly awakened at three o'clock in 
the morning-first, by hearing the clock 
strike three ; then, by the most terrifying 
and unaccountable sensations I :had ever ex
perienced. 

A prolonged ringing first seemed to assail 
my inner ear. To say it was like a distint 
telephone bell, is the nearest explanation I 
can make of this sensation. Then I heard 
several unknown voices each trying to call 
one another. It seemed exactly like a long 
distance call, only much more terrifying, as 
the force was so great it shook me; and at 
last I heard my mother's own voice, so clear
ly and distinctly that I could not mistake it. 
She kept repeating, "Do not marry Law
rence, he is -deceiving you." This message 
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only, was repeated again and again, while I, 
frightened half to death by the strangeness 
of hearirig from her, tried to plead against 
her for my own happiness. 

We!l, .. every night for a whole week after 
that, at exactly this same hour (3 A. M. ) 
mother communicated with me in this way. 
I would argue against her advice, and I 
even told her she was selfish not to desire 
my happiness. Also, I was so very fright
ened and nervous over this powerful psychic 
experience, I was afraid of losing my reason, 

,as it so terrified me. I would shake for an 
hour after her voice had ceased. So I used 
all my will power, and demanded that she 
not try to come again in that way as it 
caused me too great a degree of fear and 
shock: She has observed my wish. 

Two years later I bitterly regretted that I 
had not followed her advice. It would have 
saved me much sorrow, as Lawrence proved 
to be a gay deceiver, and I was forced to 
break off with him in the end. Later I 
learned that my mother's death had occurred 
at 3 A. M., a fact I did not know at that 
time, as she had died in a hospital. 

A year perhaps after this message, and 
while I was still engaged to Lawrence, his 
mother, who knew nothing of 
my strange experience, told me 

of a dream she repeatedly had about my 
mother whom she had never known. In it, 
mother came to her and said she could not 
rest, in her. new life, but was earth-bound as 
long as I remained engaged to Lawrence. 
Her .only remark was "what a queer dream" 
for· her to have. 

For the skeptic, I must add that we had 
no 'phone in our home and that on the night 
when I heard that dreadful ringing and my 

mother's voice, I was wide awake and 
counted and observed the time, which waa 
three o'clock ; so I was not dreaming when 
this phenomenon occurred. 

My next experience with the sixth sense 
took place several years later, while 
my small sister was still in the Grammar 
School of the New England village, where 
we lived at that time. 

QNE afternoon she failed to return from 
school at the usual hour. We endured 

hours of anxiety and great alarm when at 
nightfall she was still absent. I had made 
every inquiry, calling up all of her friends I 
could reach. My brother and I had also made 
a thorough search for her, in vain, through
out the town, and also in the woods near the 
&chool, fearing harm had come to her there. 

As a,last resort, I tried to think of the 
last name of her chum, Hilda Curtis' cousin, 
whom she, child-like, called simply "Hilda'a 
cousin Frank". I thought it a remote possi
bility that my sister ha<l gone there to see 
Hilda who sometimes apent a week-end at 
this cousin Frank's 
home. It was his 
wife who was really 

related to Hilda and ao I knew his name 
could not be Curtis. Luckily, I did know 
where sister had said he was employed, so I 
decided to call up the drug store where he 
was a clerk, ask for a "Frank" who was 
there, and then to inquire of him if he were 
Hilda Curtia' cousin. 

While I was w!liting-for at my first at
tempt to get his number the line was busy
! was astounded at hearing this inner voice 
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or sixth sense say to me, "Open the telephone 
book and your pencil will touch the correct 
name." This seemed a most wildly improb
able idea as the 'phone book covered all of 
Boston and its suburbs ; besides, I wouldn't 
recognize the name even _if I saw it, having 
never heard it mentioned. 

HOWEVER, as this inner force was too 
strong to be ignored, I did as I was told, 

and the name my pencil pointed to was Doc
tor John Littlefield. I took up the receiver 
again, gave the operator this number, and 
then asked if Mr. "Frank" Littlefield was 
there. "This is Mr. Littlefield. speaking," 
was the reply I got. "But are you Mr. 
Frank Littlefield, and a cousin of Miss Hilda 
Curtis ?" I then asked, and, sure enough, he 
was ! Better still, my troubles were soon 
ended as he told me that my sister had gone 
to his home for tea, and was there with her 
schoolmate Hilda. 

This experience can not be explained by 
telepathy, as I had .never seen or met this 
Mr. Littlefield, and the name of Littlefield 
was entirely unknown to me till my pencil 
rested on it in the telephone directory. My 
brother stood beside the 'phone wh11e I made 
this call, and he can testify as to the truth of 
my statement. 

The following incident occurred in Febru� 
ary, 1913, shortly after my nearest and dear
est fr.w.d had sailed for South America, tG 
install an electric plant for the Braden Co,p
per Company in Rancauga, Chili. One day 
a mutual friood of ours discovered and sent 
me a clipping from a Boston newspaper, say
ing that � pl\.rty of engineers employed by 
this same Braden Copper Company had been 
dashea to instant death when the Company's 
train had jumped over a precipice, while 
climbing the mountain. This dipping indi
cated that the accident had happened on the 
exact date my friend was due to arrive in 
Chili. 

Naturally, this news caused me intense 
anxietv. I feared the worst ; yet I kept ask
ing �rl praying for the true Imowledge as 
to whether he was alive or not I did not 
even dare hope for a letter from him, since 
he had told me not to expect to hear from 
him soon, as it would take a month's time for 
a l�bter to reach me from Chili .. 

While concentrating all my will power on 
my deiire to know whetfier this were true, 
I saw my first "vision," given in reply to 
my agonized questioning. This was at 4 
o'clock one afternoon and I was fully awake, 
being far too distressed in mind for sleep. 

The "vision" I saw was remarkably life
like, even to the natural colorL The scene 
was about the size of a large Kodak picture, 
only it was mGre like t. "movie," for I saw 
plainly our postman coming up the hill 
where we lived, holding up two letters to me, 
and the words spoken in my "inner ear" 
were these: "Hurried News." 

The next morning, at nine o'clock, I 
again saw the same vision, repeated exactly 
the same as before ami then, as it vanished, 
our door bell rang, and our postman gave me 
two letters from this very friend in South 
America ! Both were mailed aboard ship 
and sent back by a pilot boat and, best of all, 
they contained the reassuring news that he 
had decided to stop off a few days at lGngg
ton, Jamaica, t<> wait for a ahum who would 
join him there on the next steamer. So I 
knew for a certainty that he had been save4 
from tbat dreadful accident by this .fortu
nate delay. 

MY next experience occurred in 1914, 
while this same engineer was em

ployed in the lighting of the Panama-Pacific 
Exp0$ition in San Francisco. · We were en� 
gaged and be had written me faithfully eaclt 
day or two, and I had never missed one of 
his letters. Suddenly for a week they ceased 
coming. Naturally I was greatly worried 
and repeatedly tried, with the aid of my 
sixth sense, to get the reason why. But no 
results were forthcoming from my many at
tempts, so I gave it up. 

One morning a little later, while making 
the bed in my father's room, I was startled 
by hearing, with tl1is "inner ear'', these 
words : "Open the book in your father's desk 
drawer." I was mystified, of course, but I 
went immediately and opened the desk, and 
there in a drawer I found a small copy of 
the poem "Evangeline". From the inscrip
tion I saw it had been given to my father by 

,my mother, allhough I had not known he 
possessed it. I opened this book as directed, 
and found my finger resting at this l!ne, 
"Your lover is nearer than you know." I'd 
never read the poem through, so I did not 
know that such a line existed in it. 

This took place at 11 A. M., and in 
exactly one hour from that time, at noon, 
I was talking over the 'phone to this same 
friend, who called me up from South Station, 
Boston, upon his arrival from San Fran
cisco, He had come on suddenly. in re
spons� to a telegram saying that his father 
was dying, so he had not even waited to 
write me of his intention. 
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Lest the "hypercritics" point out that my 
sixth sense seems to work only as a sort of 
help to the poor lovelorn, I wHl relate a few 

:. tests of more universal interest. 
Before the war was declared, or even 

anticipated on the other side-and at least 
a month before the world had the news of 
the Archduke's assassination-! saw plainly 
the following vision. I was out walking 

.,.. with my sister, who will vouch for this state
ment, when I exclaimed suddenly that I saw 
a huge white battleship flying the American 
flag, out on the ocean ; and surrounding it I 
could see all the battleships of the different 
nations. They were all flying their many
colored flags, and they seemed to be fighting 
fiercely I At the time, as I saw these ships, 
I heard also these words, "War across 
water", of which I told all my family and 
friends. 

Afterward, when there was so much doubt 
as to whether America would enter the con· 
flict, I foretold from the first that she would, 
as I had seen our flag loom the largest and 
brightest in the vision. There are many 
friends, and the members of my family, who 

· well recall this pre
diction I made be-

at her choosing me, as she was so young and 
had many friends of her OWn age. But 
Lily's had been a J1lOSt tragic little life, as I 
soon learned from her own lips. She told me 
she felt I could understand her, and she 
needed someone with whom to share her bur
dens, too great for such young shoulders to 
bear. 

She had been taken from an orphan asy
lum at an early age by a family of Italiam, 
who mistreated her cruelly. She was res
cued later and put into a Church Home, 
where she was finally adopted by a German 
family who gave her their name and an edu· 
cation. 

From the first of our close friendship, I 
knew that Lily possessed the same sixth 
sense I did. We often spoke of the life be
yond this one, and of the possibility of spirits 
returning and of their communicating. She 
told me that her own mother often seemed 
to call to her and that she longed to experi
ment with the Ouija board, and see if we 
could secure any proofs. 

The following experience and test with the 
Ouija board took place at my home with 

these very remark· 
able results. Lily 

fore America's en· 
try into the War. 

I s h a l l  next 
relate the most 
remarkable, though 
extremely sad, ex
perience with the 

Nothing But the Truth 
and I sat with our 
h a n d s  o n  t h e  
board ; my sister 
was the Qn!y wit· 
n e s s, a n d  s h e  
wrote out what the 
pointer spelled. 

Juner ·psychic force 
···rve .�er known. 
lf h4J,ip;eaed: in t\le . 
;rear l9IT�'cf hs.tta .·  
clear liftle -ftiefi� ;\ 
who worked besi'�';� 
lrie as ste_nograph¢f ·· 

in the libr�ri de:. 
-partment of one of 
the most promineht 
publishing houses 
in this cicy. I shall 
call her "Lily D." 

THAT'S what you've �sked for, 
and that's what you'll fiild:..,_m 

the February number of GHOST 
STORIES. 

.. 

.,. Bessie J; Certo has .W..itteil an un- · 

paralleled $ty of her U)1iq'!le psycliic 
. :.· · �ce:-:a.···· .h� 4.�ent of 

· dnten.sity and stark 
'�:tit ..• will ' leave you 

gasping! 
:·- . .  --(- _ - _ _  : \.-�·<;, -�/?� .>_ -�-�-- - · ·  • • 

_.c ':" u {Of nOthing else than this one 
po�t,;_iUUTatiV'� you'll want to be 
on l1and wnQn-tne issue goes on sale-

. · .;?: Jantulry 23rd •. 

' ,  _;' ' 
• 0 • - 0 

0 T 

Lily : "Is my 
mother here ?" 

Answer : "Yes .... 
Lily : "How can 

I prove that you 
are my mother ?" 

·Answer : "I am 
your own mother 
w h o  b or e  your 
y o u n g e r  s i s ter. 
(Here I must in
sert that I had not 
been told that Lily 

(neither name nor . . had a younger sis-
initial is correct) as I feel she woold wish 
me to withhold her name from others whom 
her sad story might distress. She was only 
twenty, several years younger than myself, 
and a very ·charming artd beautiful young 
girl. Everyone loved her ; hers was one of 
those sweet rare souls, destined riot to be 
long with us and too fine for this life. 

Lily singled me out the first day I came 
to be employed there. I was· much surprised 

ter, who also had been left at this asylum, 
and of whose fate she was utterly in 
ignorance I)  

Lily : "Is it  best for me to endure what 
sorrow I now have, by remaining where I 
am?" 

Answer : "All I can say is, 'Oh, my dear 
daughter, oh, my daughter ! Oh, my poor 
daughter I' " 

This was our only reply to this question 
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though we asked it several times. Then. 
Lily asked : "Is Miss Taylor's mother 
here?" 

Answer : "No." 
Lily: "Why not, since you are able to 

come to us ?" 
Answer: "She does not need to prepare 

her daughter for this life." 

I never saw her again, except in her coffin. 
She died within t..�e following week I 

But little did I realize at the time that my 
interpretation of her vision was to come 
true, as she was seemingly quite well, al
though not quite up to the mark. I remem
ber we both laughed as I made such a 
gloomy prediction for her. ' 

Another, and the last experience I shall 
relate, tends very strongly to incline me 
toward fatalism, for I tried in every con
ceivable way to prevent what I had so 
clearly seen and foretold to my family and a 
few close friends. These friends will be glad 
to furnish proofs of my statements, should 
such be desired. 

It was in May of 1917 that my oldest and 
truest friend, "Grace S.", was taken ill. 
When I went to call upon her I was told at 
once, by her mother, that Grace had a bad 
case of tonsilitis, and would not be able to 
talk much, as her throat was very bad. 

I went in to see her, and found her 
propped up on pillows. She tried to say, "I 
cannot talk as I'm too ill !" but she could 

QEAR LILY, I can truly say that her life scarcely make her message audible. 
brightened all those she came in contact Just after her words to me, I saw in a 

We both thought on receiving these words 
that her mother meant that since Lily was so 
young, with all her life ahead of her, she 
needed a mother's guidance in this world. 
But since my dear little Lily died very sud
denly, exactly oue month from the date of 
this me5sage, her mother surely meant the 
next life, and that her help was present be
cause LHy was so shortly to pass over to 
the beyond. It also seems to explain these 
words, "Oh ! my poor daughter !" and her 
not advising her to make any changes in her 
way of living. Next Lily asked for some 
advice as to her conduct in life, and tho 
board spelled out these words: 

"Make people happy, Lily." 

with. She was like a ray of sunlight dur• vision, that she would not recover, and at 
ing her ilrief sojourn here. the same time I heard this strange message : 

From our first acquaintance, she often told "You will not hear of Grace's death until 
me of a recurront dream she had of a hearse after her burial, and then you wi1l hear of it 
driving up to her door, and a sister of char- from her father, when you call up to inquire 
ity, all in black, getting out of it and holding how she is, and he will break down over the 
out her arms to Lily, saying to her : "My 'phone, and it will be very sad and distress-· 
child, beware of your life." ing for you." 

Lily told me so often of this same weird Now, this was the most unlikely event 
dream that we both took it to be a warning that could ever possibly occur, since Grace 
and I begged her to be careful in crossing and myself were the clo.sest friends and had 
Fifth Avenue. Then came the last day I ever been chums since childhood. We were like 
saw Lily alive. She said to me, during our sisters and always together, even attending 
lunch hour together, "Frances, I saw such a the same church. So it was quite improb
strange vision the other night, while at a able that I would not hear of her death (as
'party. We were playing the phonograph, suming she died) either from her parents 
and while the music was playing my favorite or our friends. 
march, I saw a vision just over the machine ; .. 
I saw myself waving good-by to all my ._, UJ HEN, on returning home from my caU 
friends, and I saw all their faces, yours and upon Grace that day, I foretold to my 
all the gther girls, and they all seemed to sister what I'd been "warned," she quite 
look so sad as they waved at me; and turn- naturally had a good laugh over this, as it 
ing, I saw a group of entirely new and un- did seem-and equally so to me-quite 
known faces of young people, waiting to among the impossibilities. Both my father 
meet me. What does · it mean?" and sister said they knew I was wrong this 

I ashd first : "What did you think it time, as of course Grace's parents would let 
meant, Lily?" and she said :  "I think !t me hear at once ; and also, it would be 
means that I'm going to move to a distant known at our church, where I would surely 
place and make all new friends and never attend· her funeral. 
see my old friends any more." Well, after a day or two I called up 

Then I said, "No, Lily, it means you are Grace's home to inquire how she was and 
shortly going to depart from this life !" was not much surprised at hearing that she 
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had pneumonia and was dangerously ill, with 
a nurse in attendance. Also, her mother 
asked me not to call up their apartment 
again, as they must keep the 'phone from dis
turbing Grace ; but she told me that I should 
inquire of ·Mr. Saywood, a young man who 
boarded with them. She neglected, however, 
h> give me Mr. Saywood's place of business, 
so I found to my annoyance that I could not 

e· reach him, after all, and would have to wait 
and see what developed. 

In the three .or four weeks that followed, 
I caught a heavy cold myself, and was not 
able to attend our church, or to see any of 
our church members. As time passed, and I 
had not had any bad news about Grace, I 
felt almost sure that she was well and about 
again. So, one day at business, I decided 
to risk calling up my friend, as I was sure 
she was better by then. But, on going near 
the booth, I again received the same mes
sag�that she was buried, and that her 
iather would answer my call, and that it 
would greatly distress him to speak of his 

- loss. 
Then, i determined that i£ this "inner 

guide" were correct-which I hardly 
could believe then-1 would take every pre
caution against-her father breaking the news 
to me; that I'd avert this by calling the hall
boy and asking him to tell me if Miss "S" 

were well and about again. This accord
ingly I did, in the most cautious manner, but 
the hall-boy, probably from careless inatten
tion to my inquiry, replied, "Here's your 
party, now I" And then, in an instant, 
Grace's father's voice had answered my call, 
. "How is Grace, by this time?" I inquired 

fearfully, 
"Why, Frances," Mr. S. replied, "didn't 

you know that Grace had left us? ·weren't 
you told, and weren't you at her funeral ? 
She-was buried-a week ago--" and then 
her poor father's voice broke and he rang 
off. 

All had happened exactly in the wa.y Fate 
had willed it to be. 

Later on, I learned, of course, that a 
notice was sent to me at my place of busi
ne5s to make sure of my getting it sooner, 
and in the distress of the moment, the writer 
had addressed it to the wrong publishing 
house. So I failed to receive it, and my 
absence from our church had prevented my 
learning the sad news there. 

With this experience I shall conclude my 
journal of adventures with the sixth sense. 

. I have chosen to relate only instances for 
which I can furnish the fullest corroboration, 
although I could cite many others which, 
while perhaps even more remarkable, are, 
however. leas easily provtd. 

$ 10 for a Letter 1 
WHEN you have read this issue of GHOST STORIES Magazine, let us know 

what you think of the stories it contains. 
Which story is best? Which Is poorest? Why? Have you any sugges

tions for improving the ma�azine? 
Ten dollars will be paid to the person whose letter, in the opinion of the 

judges in charge of this award, offers the most intelligent, constructive criti
cism; $5 to the letter considered second best; $3 to the third. 

Address your opinions to the Judges of Award, care of GHOST STORIES, 
1926 Broadway, New York, N. Y. This contest closes January 25, 1930. 

Three awards will be made promptly. See that your opinion gets one of 
them. No letters, however, will be retutned. 

PRIZES 
for opinions on the September GHOST STORn;:s' were awarded as follows : 

FIRST PRIZE $ 10 
MRS. ANNIE COMAN 

628 Poplar St., Memphis, Tenn. 

SECOTID PRIZE $5 
E. R. GILBERT 

Minden, West Virginia 

TIURD PRIZE $ 3  
J, H. BROOKS, 2541 Caseyville Ave., E. St. Louis, Ill. 



m 1J slerious 
ffiiss Duverqne 

B1J 

UELl... KAlJ 

"HERE," said the city editor of the 
Daily Dispatch, "is something 
for you to cpver. Sounds like 

· 
sure-fire stuff. Plenty 'Of mys· 
tery and e\rerything. · Might 

write up a column on it, if you get a good 
story." , 

He handed me three newspaper clippings 
which I started to read as I walked out of 
his office. 

' 

· The first clipping stated that a certain 
Miss Marie Duvergne, a "mysterious lady 
of French origin who resides in a lonely 
house on the top of Pine Hill," had long 
been making c..xperiments with her radio, 
adding to it some inventions of her own, 
until she had finally achieved what she de· 
sired : the ability to reproduce audibly the 
still-existent voices of her own dead rela
tives. She was also able to summon their 
spirit forms, proving, she averred, that they 
still lived and wandered around the old 
homestead now occupied by Miss Duvergne. 

"In an interview granted to a Dispatch 
reporter," the clipping read, "she referred 
him, upon his expressing some incredulity, 
to certain statements which have already 
been published on this interesting subject, 
viz-" (here the two other newspaper cut• 
tings given me were quoted.) 

The first of these stated that engineering 
experts of the Marconi Company had re
cently succeeded in picking up wireless mes
sages after they had passed a third time 
around the earth ; and that these men held 
the opinion that fifty yeats hence the voices 
of men long dead may still be wandering 
about and may be picked up by sensitive 
instruments.* · 

The second clipping referred to the in· 
vention of a musical instrument, based on 
radio principles, which produced music by 

• Ths N<WYork Timu December 18: 1927, t The World. January 8, 1928. 
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"Sure an' tbat 
was tbe voice o£ 
yer own gr·and
motberJ" Mr. 

LyiJcb z'nslsted 

the operator's simply waving hi$ hands be
fore the box and drawing the harmonies 
from it.t 

The Di.spatcl� clipping regarding ¥iss 
Duvergne went on to say that "upon our f'C· 
porter's asking a few pertinent questions, 
which Miss Duvergne chose to consider 
impertinent, she dismissed him sum.marily 
from her presence and bas since refused to 
give any further interviews. In the course 
of the interview above mentioned, however, 
it was discovered that the lady has a woird· 
looking contraption, covered by a mysterious 
cloth of black velvet, which she keeps in a 
corner of a room at the top of hey house. 
It is through this that she is able, acoord
ing to her owp assertion, tO bring forth 
these conversations formerly held by her 
now deceased ·parents and grandparents, 
her method of sO' doing being merely to 
wave her hands a certain way before the in
strument." 

This was certainly an assignment after 
my own heart. I am, and always have 
been, tremendously interested in the super-



Suppose 1JOU possessed her weird power
to summon up l he past or leave il buried. 

Would l)OU do whal she did ? , 

"No, 1 tell you!" 
c r i e d Miss Du· 
vergne sharply. "Sure� 
ly I know whose voice 
waves I am getting!" 

natural and uncanny; I don't know why. 
It was then about two o'clock in the after� 

noon, and I decided to lose no time in calt· 
ing on this Miss Duvergne. I must, I knew, 
be prepared with a fictitious reason for call· 
ing, as she was refusing to interview all 
reporters. 

To save time, I hurried over to the 
Library and looked up Miss Duvergne in the 
Social Register. I found that she was a 
member of a Society for the Protection of 
Trees. That would do. It did not touch 
upon her invention in any way and would 
allay her suspicions. 

Arriving at the gate of her lonely resi
dence, I dismissed the taxi and walked 
slowly up the short drive. 

The old-fashioned door stood dark and 
secretive beneath its heavy portico of stone. 
As the bell resounded through the house 
at my touch, it seemed to awake ghostly 
echoes, and when they ceased, the absolute 
hush was startling by contrast. Not a sound 
could be heard but my own quick breath· 
in g. 

After some moments of tense waiting, J 
rang again, upon which the door opened 

L\\ 

with such suddenness that I started back a 
:.;tep. It was well I did, for a huge dog 
leaped out at me-without a sound. To my 
relief I saw that he was on a leash, the 
other end of which was held by a woman
obviously the mysterious Miss Duvergne. 

She was of medium size, and, to a casual 
observer, plain and undistinguished-until 
one met her eyes. They were the clear 
penetrating eyes of a scientist-a searcher 
after knowledge-an ageless, sexless, frank, 
inquiring pair of eyes, which could have be
longed to man, boy or woman. They stared 
at me calmly, and I had a sensation of a 
strong mental power behind them. 

BUT now I was drawn to look again at 
the dog. His antics were those of an in· 

furiated animal. lunging and snarling at 
me; yet there did not issue a sound from 
him. Was the beast dumb, or under a spell 
oi silence, or-was he a real dog at all? 

"Good afternoon," I said quickly. "Mis5 
Duvcrgne, is it not?" 

"Yes,'' answered the lady calmly. 
"I know you are interested in the preser

vation of trees," I went on, "and I have 
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tailed to enlist your help. I am going to get 
up a petition to save those beauti ful old 
maples on Maple Terrace from being cut 
down to widen the road." 

"I hall not heard of it," sh e repl ied, still 
calmly, as those frank blue-gray eyes of 
hers looked back at me. "Rut come inside 
and r est while we talk over the matter ." 

She led me, still holding the gasping but 
strang·ely clumb dog, into a large dim parl or . 
She then excused herscl f whi l e she led the 
dog away and fastened him up somewhere. 

U PON her return, she seated hersel f  oppo-
site me, and looked at me with eyes 

which seemed to be growing d im, as though 
a mist  were forming before them. Then sud
denly they g·rew bright and clear again and 
she cried out : 

"It has come to me ! You are here under a 
snbtcr f uge. You want to know about my 
invent ion . You are a reporter !"  

I started to say somcthing-I don't 
know what-but she raised one hand and 
continued : "Don't trouble to prevaricate, 
please : you may know, I have delved into 
the psychic, and have made it my l i fe study, 
I do not always get telepath ic reactions im
mediately, but eventually they come, and I 
am never mi staken in the message I receive 
or the impressi on I obtain. But I feel-I 
get the reaction-that you are not a mere 
curious reporter looking for a good story, 
but that you yoursel f are personally in har
mony w ith me-are interested in my dis
covery. Am I not right ?" 

I hastily assured her that she was, and 
started to ap ol ogize for and explain my 
subteriuge, when she again raised her 
hand-but with a vehement gesture-and I 
found myself sudcknly, literally and abso
lutely tongue-tiecl. 

Scarcely had my frightened wits compre
hended this, than she dropped her hand, and 
the power of speech returned to me. She 
smiled-and her smile had the same frank 
boyi shness that was in h er eyes-and utterly 
dispelled my fears. 

"I know without your telling me,'' she 
said, "so please don't bother to explain." 

"Tell me, Miss Duvergne," I cried with 
deep interest, "have you the power-did 
you-ch eck my speech ?" 

' 'Yes," she answered. "I have developed 
that power during the last few years. You 
noticed that my dog did not growl or bark, 
even though in a state of great excitement. 
I compelled his  vocal organs to be mute. 
I wanted to open the door silently, w ithout 

warning. Had it been th at impertinent re
porter who called upon me yesterday, I 
should then have restored Rex's voice, and 
turned him loose ." 

"But how do you do i t ? What is this 
po·wer ?" 

She gave me a slow smile, like that one 
would give to a ch il e! asking unanswerable 
quec;tions. 

"What it is,  I cannot tell--who can ?" 
she said. "But how it is exerted I can ex
pl ain ;  and perhaps after you have seen my 
instrument you will understand. As yon 
have probably  been informed, I can draw 
from my instrument by certain motions 
of my hands, musical strains. By certain 
other motions-and by throwing the whole 
intensity of my personality into thcm-I am 
able to draw out of the atmosphere the wan
dering voices still hovering around and 
creating their invis ible air waves. 

"l hope to di scover,"  she went on, 
"through much further study, how to se
lect and control these voices-how to bring 
to me just those I wish to hear and shut 
out the others. I have found I can do this 
at present only to a l imited extent. I found 
by mere accident that I am able to draw 
your voice-or the voice of any living per
son present-out of the mouth just a mo
ment before audible utterance. You do 
speak-but the moment you form the words 
I grasp them, draw them from you, and 
silence them." 

I sat and stared at her in amazement. It 
seemed so i mpossible--yet I had myself ex
perienced her power. At last I queried : 
"You say, 'any l iving p erson who is present! 
Anyone at a distance, then, you cannot 
control ?" 

"NO-not if they are beyond a certain ra-
dius, any more than I can draw in the 

voices of the dead until they come with in 
my range. But I am still only on the outer 
edge of this wonderful discovery, and some 
day even a more far-reaching power may 
be mine. At present, I am content to be 
able to silence a raucous, rasping voice 
close at hand-to cut off abruptly the nag
ging or vituperation of an unwelcome 
visitor. That alone is a marvelous power, 
and must be handled with great care ." 

As she answered, I had been thinking 
rapidly. 

"One account of an interview with you,'' 
I said, "states that you also bring forth, 
visibly, the spirits of the dead." 

"Yes," she said slowly, "but that state-
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ment is, in a way, erroneous. These spirits 
are as yet beyond my own control. They 
appear and disappear at will : I can neither 
bring those I wish nor dispel them. I da 
not fully understand just what this power 
in me is which reaches out and causes them 
to appear. I only know that they are." 

"Perhaps it is an effect of the radio," I 
surmise�d. "According to something I read 
in the Literary Digest,• certain radio waves 
attu.ally cast shadows, like light. So per
haps they can also throw into relief, like a 
spotlight, spirit forms which were already 
there but invisible." 

"It is possible," she answered slowly, ''but 
now· let me take you upstairs and show you 
my instrument. I know you are anxious 
to see it." 

''I AM," I replied, following- her from the 
room, "and you, being able to read my 

mind, can judge how serious my interest is." 
We passed through the hall on our way 

to the staircase and were just about to as
c�nd when a loud t'Hlging came from the 
front door bell, followed by a deep baying 
from the regions where the dog had been 
confined. 

Miss Duvergne paused, and again a mist 
seemed to pass across her eyes--as though, 
in order t<l see the hidden, the ordinarily 
apparent must first be thrown out of focus. 
Then her gaze cleared, and she went to the 
front door with a rather rueful smile. 

"It is old Mr. Lynch," she said. "He 
used to be a friend of my father's and when 
he lost all his money at the races he gave 
riding.1eesons to the sons and daughters of 
his frien� I was one of his pupils, and 
he always assumes a paternal attitude 
towards me. He is apt to be too outspoken, 
though, and then I draw his voice away anct 

. render him speechless." 
As she C1"ossed to the door, she added: 

"After having silenced him, I can bring 
back the words he uttered mentally with the 
aid of my instrument." 

"The same way in which you bring forth 
the voices of those who are dead ?" 

"Yes, but much more easily, as the air 
waves are still quite strong and dose, you 
see." 

She had now opened the door, and ad
mitted a short, florid little Irishman in rid
ing breeches. 

"Well, well, Marie," he cried heartily, 
"and it's glad I am to see ye! But yc've 

• Lllerary DiK•sC, Januar)' Zl, 1928, quoting Po�ular Mechania� 

company--" He nodded in my direction. 
Introducing me, Miss Duvergne told him 

we were going up to look at her invention, 
and he accompanied· us. 

"It's a clever girl herself here is," he said 
to me as he toiled up the ·stairs behind me, 
"different entirely from her mamma and
her grandma. The both of them were the 
quietest little auld-fashioned women I ivver 
did see. Her grandma, all she ivver did 
the last few years of her 1i fe was to sit 
in her chair with the Book on her lap, mut
tering them prayers and psalms to herself· 
isn't that so, Maureen ?" 

' 

"As far as I can remember, it is," an
swered Miss Duvergne. "You know," she 
said, suddenly, pausing as we reached the 
top floor, "I have only been able so far, to 
bring back mere broken phrases and little 
ejaculations both of my mother and grand
mother; but this afternoon I have a strong 
feeling that I am going to succeed in re
calling from the past some of their actual 
conversations. I shall, I believe, even catch 
the waves of my grandmother's muttered 
prayers. She seems to be very close to me. 
I am glad to have you with me," turning 
her pleasant smile in my direction, "far 
you may witness what, so far, will be my 
highest achievement. I feel it. I know it." 

Her eyes shone with an enthusiasm which 
communicated itself to me. Full of a strong 
excitement, I followed her into the room 
she had entered, Mr. Lynch bringing up the 
rear. It was a large, bare room, lighted 
by a skylight, and furnished only with a 
few chairs and a circular table over in one 
corner, The latter immediately drew mv 
attention, �or upon it I saw a box-like shap�, 
covered wtth a black velvet cloth. This, I 
felt sure, must be Miss Duvergne's uncanny 
instrument, or machine. 

UPON the floor near the table were loose 
coils of wire, bolts and nuts, and other 

such paraphernalia, while on the wall to one 
side were what appeared to me to be a hope
lessly intricate and complicated jumble of 
wires, bulbs, tubes and sockets. 

"Well, be this and be that !" exclaimed 
old Mr. Lynch in his strong brogue, walk
ing round the table like a strange dog as 
Miss Duvergne raised the cloth, "if that 
isn't the damnedest-lookin' thing !" 

"Haven't you seen it before ?" I asked 
him, staring at it in fascination. 

"Divvel a sight did I ivver have of it." 
he answ&ed. 

"Mr. Lynch has always been afraid ta 



92 G H O S T  S T O R I R S  
come into the room," Miss Duvergne said 
calmly. "He would only stand out oi1 the 
landing and listen. I suppose your company 
has given him courage." 

"Courage, is it ! Courage !" shouted the 
old man in a sudden rage. "Since when 
did a Lynch need company to give him 
courage ! May the divvel--" 

At this point, to my amazement, his in
furiated voice suddenly ceased in mid
career. I looked at him in astonishment. 
H�s lips were moving rapidly, but not a 
sound issued forth. In a wild frenzy of anger 
he threw his hat on the floor and stamped 
on it, his eyes burning like live coals-but 
not another word could he utter. Miss 
Duvergne stood looking at him fixedly, one 
hand raised. She had again exercised her 
strange power ! 

"l F yon will calm your�elf," she said 
quietly, with a smile lurking at the cor

ners of her mouth, "I'll give you back your 
power of speech. But first, for the sake of 
the good it may do you, I will draw forth 
from the air the terrible waves of anger 
your unspoken words sent forth mentally; 
then you will hear yourself for once as 
others hear vou." 

She sat d;wn before her instrument, and 
commenced some strange drawing motions 
with her mobile fingers, as though she were 
combing invisible silken threads in the air. 
Her eyes became fixed with an expression 
of mental strain, and over them came again 
the misty veil. 

Then, faintly at first, strange guttural 
sounds issued forth from a black mout!1-
piece in the top of the box before her. They 
grew louder, and became recognizable as the 
old man's voice, carrying on from the point 
at which she had silenced him. 

Mr. Lynch's face, as he listened, was a 
study. As the last word died away, · Miss 
Duvergne raised her hand again, and· 
brought it down quickly upon the table, her 
eyes focussed upon Mr.- Lynch's. Imme
diately, his tongue was loosened, and he 
broke forth into speech. 

"Well, may God forgive me, is that the 
language I was usin'? Faith an' I don't 
hardly blame ye for shuttin' me up, though 
it must be some kind o' witch-craft ye 
have !" 

"That," said Miss Duvergne to me in a 
low aside, "is a bit of the good my 
discovery can do. I think but few of us 
would care to give way to anger if we cou!d 
hear ourselves as others hear us." 

I made no an,wer. I was too fascinated 
for speech. 

The strange lady now began to manipu
late the knobs and plugs before her, and 
presently rested the finger-tips of both 
hands lightly upon the edges of the black 
mouth-piece. 

"The waves of my grandmother's voice 
are circling near," she said in a somnam· 
bulistic monotone.· Her eyes became misted, 
and her face strained. "Nearer-nearer
ah, I can reach it now. I have it-yes, 
grandma, I can hear you-1 can hear you." 

She ceased speaking, and a faint, quaver� 
ing old lady's voice began to issue f01-th 
from that black mouth-piece. It began in a 
muttering mumble, and I caught one or two 
words: "God"-"punish"-and "may the 
Lord-" 

"Sure an' it's her prayers she be sayin'," 
said ::\:Ir. Lynch in a loud, awed whisper 
beside me. 

The lines of strain deepened upon the face 
of the strange Miss Duvergne, and her fin
ger-tips drew themselves slowly round the 
edge of the mouth-piece, as if she were · 

literally drawing forth, by her own vitality, 
the voice of her dead· grandmother. 

The voice grew louder ; and now we heard 
distinctly each word the old woman was 
muttering, or had muttered, so many years 
ago-and how shall I describe the terrible 
shock I received ! · 

For, quite clearly, as though she spoke in 
my very ears, I heard these word;: 
" . . .  and may the Lord smite him deaf to 
all except the curses I call after him; and 
may it please God to blister his tongue �o 
that it may· never utter another word with
out pain and torture; and if there be any 
punishment in hell especially unendurable, 
may he be condemned to endure it forever." 

MISS DUVERGNE swiftly turned some 
knobs, and dropped her clenched hands 

into her lap. Her face was as pale as. if she 
had seen a ghost. Slowly she tutned her eyes 
to mine, and from mine to Mr. Lynch's. 
The old Irishman was staring back at her 
with open mouth. 

"Wel l !" he cried at last. "So it's curses 
the ould lady was mutterin', instid of 
blessin's t And who be the man she--" 

"No ! Oh, no ! That wasn't my grand
mother !" cried Miss Duvergne, interrupting 
him hastily, almost wildly. "I made a hor
rible mistake. I got a cross-section of air 
waves which interfered and brought in 
someone else's voice." 
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"It must have been some very dreadful 
old lady," I hazarded. 

"Ye�r someone who had endured to 
the breaking-point," she said in a low voice, 
almost as if to herself. 

"Sure an' that was the voice of yer own 
grandmother, Maureen !" cried old Mr. 
L y n c h emphatically. 
"Many's the time I've 
heard the speech of her, 
an' sure an' I know her 
voice a,�; well as I know 
me own--" 

"No, I tell you !" cried 
Miss Duvergne quite 
sharply. "Surely I know 
whose voice waves I am 
getting when it is 
through tM they pass !'' 

"If it wasn't the ould 
lady, then who the divvel 
else was it, spakin' with 
the same voice of her?" 
cried Mr. Lynch testily. 
"Sure an' if it isn't 
something unholy ye 
have there, it's nothin' 
but a fake, and it's me
silf'll have no more to 
do with it!" With these 
words he arose and 
stamped out of the room 
and down the stairs. Just before passing 
out of the house, he paused and called back : 
"Better be careful, Maureen l When ye 
sup with the divvel ye need a long spoon!" 

The front door below slammed behind 
him, and silence reigned. I hesitated to 
break it, and Miss Duvergne appeared to 
have forgotten my presence. She sat mo
tionless, her eyes closed in thought, her 
wide-spread eyebrows drawn together now 
in a deep frown. She seemed to be suffer
ing mentally. 

As I leaned back in my chair to await 
her returning attention, my purse slipped 
to the floor with a clatter, and broke into 
her meditation. 

"Oh, pardon me !" she cried with her 
sudden smile. ''I had forgotten you were 
here I I am sorry the demonstration was a 
failure. I feel sure, however, that I shall 
soon be able to gather in my grandmother's 
tones without. any such horrible interrup
tion as occurred today. Perhaps, if you 
care to call in some other tima-but just 
now, if y<lU don't mind, I'd like to be 
alone." 

I accordingly took my departure, and was 

just about to close the front door behind 
me, when I found I had forgotten to pick 
up my bag, ·and must return for it. 

I hated to do it. It seemed like an un
pardonable intrusion. But my money was 
in the purse, and I needed my return fare. 
I made as much noise as possible as I 

mounted the stairs, so 
that slie might be a ware 
of my approach. But I 
might as well have saved 
myself the trouble, for as 
I neared the top I be
came aware of strains 
of beautiful music, and 
pausing in the doorway, 
�aw at once that the 
strange Miss Duvergne 
was lost to her sur
roundings. 

She sat before that 
b o x - 1  i k e instrument, 
making dreamy motions 
over it with her flexible 
hands, and, apparently, 
drawing either fmm the 
box or the air around it, 
what seemed the loveliest 
music I had ever heard. 
At last I recognized 
what she was producing: 
it was that old-fashioned 

piece which our mothers and grandmothers 
used to play, "The Last Rose of Summer," 
and it was being played upon a harp
dreamily, hauntingly. Gradually a soft mist 
grew and hovered around Miss Duvergne 
and her instrument, and, as I looked, �e 
and the apparatus grew dim and wavering 
in ft. Then, the veil cleared again, and I 
saw, not Miss Duvergne and her machine, 
but a sad-faced lady of a bygone age, with 
her harp. She was dressed in a quaint 
gown of brocade, with long puffed sleeves, 
and gathe{'ed skirt, and wore an antique 
brooch and ear rings. She was running her 
jewelled fingers dreamily up and down the 
strings of a lovely gilded harp. 

l OPENED my eyes wide and stared. Was 
I dreaming ? No, £or there on th6 floor 

at her feet lay my fallen purse, and every
thing else in the room was just as it had 
been before I 

Suddenly, as if arrested by the entrance 
of someone I could not see, this quaintly
dressed lady clutched the strings of her 
harp with trembling fingers and turned a 
terrified stare in my direction. Then a low 
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c:ry broke from her lips and she raised one 
arm before her face as if to shield herself 
from a blow. The blow, however, descended 
across her upraised arm : I heard the whistle 
of a cane, and distinctly saw a ridge start 
out upon the satin sleeve. 

A shuddering sob shook the woman's 
frame, and then she raised her face and 
seemed to be looking after a retreating 
form. The next moment she sprang from 
her scat and stood fronting me with 
clenched hands and staring eyes. 

"BEAST I Devil !" she hissed. "Just like 
my father to my mother I 'A stick no 

thicker than the thumb'-the law allows 
them to use that upon us ! Mother, oh 
mother, how well I understand now why, 
wl1en I bent to your lips upon your death
bed, the last look of your tired eyes fell 
upon my father beside you, and your last 
utterance turned into a curse ! None but 
I heard, mother mine, and I shall never be
tray your dreadful secret of hate. How 
long before I shall join you ? Oh God, how 
long?" and, uttering a long, sobbing moan, 
the figure faded into nothingness again, the 
mist grew clear, and became once more the 
figure of Miss Duvergne, seated before· her 
box, her hands drooping in her lap, her face 
like that of one dead. 

Softly I stepped over the floor, picked up 
my handbag and slipped unobserved out of 
the room. I felt that she would not wish 
me to have witnessed what I had, nor heard 
what had been spoken. 

And so I passed out of the house. 
As soon as I deemed it advisable to make 

another call on the strange Miss Duvergne, 
I did so, you may be sure. She fascinated 
me-she and her strange invention. 

Upon seeing me, she smiled, though 
rather wanly. However, she bade me enter, 
and retired for a moment to fasten up the 
dog. 

We sat chatting, and I soon became 
aware that Miss Duvergne did not intend 
to ask me upstairs for another demonstra
tion. Perhaps she felt that her failure on 
the last occasion had been due to the 
presence of strangers. But, more probably, 
I thought, she herself had received a shock 
to find what kind of "prayers" her ·grand
mother had muttered (for I was con
vinced it had been her grandmother, and 
that she knew it) and did not wish me to 
receive further evidence o f  the old lady's 
unhappiness and hatred of her husband. 
Beyond being interested personally, how-

ever, I wanted to get a good story for the 
Dispatch, and so I decided upon the only 
move I thought would bear weight with 
her-frankness. 

I told her, therefore, that, in the interests 
of science, I should if I were she, control 
my natural repulsion toward the unpleasant 
revelation she had evoked, for the sake of 
the bigger issue at stake-that of pursuing 
further these investigations into the psychic 
realm. 

I then related the scene which had fol
lowed and which I had inadvertently wit
nessed upon returning for my purse. 

"I believe," I added, "that it was your 
mother I saw and heard, and that her 
mother, to whom she referred, was your 
unhappy grandmother. It must be a sad 
shock to you to find that they were both 
so unhappy." 

"Yes," she said, fixing those wide, clear 
eyes of hers upon me steadily. "Since you 
have heard what you have, I will admit the 
truth. I, too, recognized my grandmother's 
voice, but I could not let strangers believe
could not let them discover her terrible 
secret I I am sure you understand. I like 
you : our auras are entirely sympathetic. I 
felt it from the first It was the mail) 
reason I admitted you. I believe I ·  can 
rely upon you to keep anything which may 
not be-well, which may be detrimental to 
my family's name-between ourselves. The 
rest you may use as you like in your article. 
On this understanding, I shall gladly ask 
you to sit in with me again, as it always 
makes it easier for me to get psychic re
actions when a sympathetic spirit -is con
centrating with me." 

ffi Y heart palpitating with anticipation, I 
followed Miss Duvergne upstairs. A 

green blind had been drawn by cords across 
the underside of the sky-light in the room, 
giving me the sensation of having suddenly 
left an open highroad and plunged into a 
deeply wooded dell. The effect was de
liciously restful, and gave me a feeling of 
peace which I had not experienced on the 
last occasion. 

"I sense that you are under the same in
fluence as myself this afternoon," Miss 
Duvergne said as she took her seat before 
the covered table, "one of peace • . .  " - Her 
voice trailed away. The mist - was already 
creeping into · her eyes, and her lingers 
were hovering mysteriously above her in
strument. 

A long sigh escaped her, and then came 
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a great many faint, far-away voices. In
voluntarily I looked for an approaching 
crowd of people, but soon recollected where 
I was and what was happening, and co.n
centrated my attention upon Miss Duvergne 
and the box over which her hands were 
moving. I made an effort to catch at words. 
The voices grew a little nearer, and now 
I recognized the usual phrases heard at 

f- some social gathering : both male and female 
voices were mingled. An expression of 
concentrated effort grew upon Miss Du
vergne's face, and one hand reached up
ward and drew--drew downward through 
the air as if she literally combed and 
separated the jumble of voices, and attracted 
to her the one she wanted. And now I 
heard it, clearly above tile others : 

"He's the gallant lord of the manor, isn't 
he I Oh yes, and everybody's saying what 
a fine host he is, and what an excellent 
husband I have I A-a-ah ! Some day I 
may tell them-some day my tongue may 
burst its bounds-and the Lord will visit 
upon him dire vengeance." 

IT was the old grandmother's voice again. 
Another of lier muttered "prayers" l 
Suddenly her voice became drowned by a 

louder one. One of the company seemed 
to have pushed her voice forward by sheer 
force of personality. 

"How I hate her l" the voice said angrily. 
"Look at her--dressed out like a girl in 
her teens, and she's forty if she's a day I 
Thinks she can catch Dick, does she? He 
hates the very sight of her, and she thinks
oh dam, here she comes I • • •  Oh, how are 
you, Rosie dear ? Having a nice time ? Yes, 
I saw you talking to Dick-such a hand
some boy, isn't he? Oh yes, he does-! 
know he admires you immensely-never 
mind how, but I know I • • . Thank good
ness she's gone to pester someone else." 

This voice ceased, and now another burst 
forth above the medley. It was a man's 
voice, deep and virulent. 

"Damme, the man's an absolute popinjay ! 
He struts and • • • good evening to you, 
sir l I was just saying to myself what a 
favorite you are with the ladies ! Dammit, 
none of us can get so much as a wink from 
'ern when you're in the vicinity ! Ha-ha
ha I . • .  The clown I There he goes strut
ting over to Marie I He'd better not get 
too fresh with her, by gad, or-" and the 
voice ended in a most horrible threat. 

Miss Duvergne suddenly dropped her 
hands with a convulsive shudder, and the 

mist gradually cleared from her eyes. 
"Oh, that was horrible I" she exclaimed. 

"The air waves were shattered like broken 
glass by that last violent curse ! I had 
the sensation of being · pierced by sword 
points !" 

She shuddered again. I remained speech
less, utterly dumfounded- by this woman's 
strange power. She went on : 

"I think I have had enough of bringing 
back past voices. What a wotld of hidden, 
seething hate we uncover, when we are 
given a look beneath the surface ! Is it for 
our good that · we develop this power? 
Would it not be better to remain in happy 
ignorance ?" 

I made no answer, but I was communing 
with myself along the same lines. Was 
it wise ? 

"I am going to reach for something more 
beautiful than human voices," Miss Du
vergne said sadly, turning those beautifully 
calm, clear eyes on mine. "Music. Stringed 
instruments, perhaps. Will you concentrate 
on music with me ?" 

I agreed readily. I wonder if I should 
have been so willing, had I known what the 
results-the frightful results-were going 
to be ? I believe, now, that I would ; I 
could not have refused I 

I must confess, however, that though I 
began to concentrate oil music, as soon as 
the mist grew before Miss Duvergne's eyes, 
my senses seemed to become dormant, and 
I soon lost the powet of consciously con
centrating on anything at all. I was falling 
under the spell of this strange woman. Aa 
the misty appearance increased in her eyes. 
it caused me to see her as in a fine, filmy 
haze. Her hands began moving as if with
out her will, making passes around and 
over her instrument ; and presently there 
began to come from it strains of music. 

IT was not, however, of stringed instru-
ments. It was martial music, played 

stirringly by a military band. And, through 
the be� and the throb of it came the tramp 
of feet-seemingly of horses and of men- · 
the sudden slapping of horses' bridles and 
the rumbling wheels of heavy artillery. Then 
came loud cries-hoarse cries of blood lust, 
groans of agony, shouts of men in a fighting 
frenzy ; all tumbling around me as if I 
were In the very midst of a dreadful battle. 

Now came the boom of distant guns
closer-closer ·and more deafening-until I 
could have sworn the crack and thunder of 
them was in the very room in which, 
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paralyzed with fright, I was now sitting. 
St1ddcnly, right beside n1c, figures heg::;n 

to take shape-a dreadful horde of bloody 
men in rags and mud. One came at me 
with crazy, glaring eycc, thrusting h i s  
bayonet-and as he seemed about to run 
it through me, I swooned. 

How long I rema ined unconscious I don't 
know, but it must have been some hours, 
for when I returned to normalcy the mom 
was dark, and at first I fancied I was 
alone. Then I discerned the dim shape ::Jf 
Miss Duvergne still seated in her chair be
si de the table, her arms outstretched upon 
l1er instrument, her head upon them, and 
l1er whole form shaking either with shud
ders of revulsion, or heart-wrung sobs. 

"Miss Duvergne," I said in  a low voice. 
"Are you--,-all right ?" 

SHE raised her head, and in the gloom 
I saw only a white blur that was her 

face. 
"I can't do it," she said in a trembling 

voice. "I have been fighting a losing battle 
with my soul. I cannot. I will not. I 
keep telling myself it is my duty; i f  I have 
discovered in myself a power not given to 
all, to use it-develop it-in the i nterests 
of others. But it is all too horrible. Hatred, 
curses, murder, blood lust-oh, no ! Better. 
if such things have ever been at all, that 
they should pass into oblivion. Don't you 
think so ?" 

"I don't know," I answered, "perhaps . . •  

unless you can go further and find some 
way by which you can regulate what you 
call forth-choose the good and shut out 
the evil. Can't you do that ?" 

"I don't seem to have progressed that 
far," she answered in a t i red voice. "I 
do at times get very near to i t-for instance. 
I h eard far-off strains of music when 1 
concentrated on it, but it seems as though 
when I attune myself to music, the nearest 
strains which happen to be passing me at 
the time are brought in. I am unable to 
control them, and unless I can do this, my 
power is worse than useless-it is terrible." 

"But if you eventually find a way to do 
that, why, then--?" 

"I may never be able," she answered. 
"\Vho can tell ? And meanwhile, these 
horrors will be set in motion for humanitv 
to l ive over again . B es ides," she said, sucl
denly, "if I d id-i f this power became 
known, others would experiment to discover 
and use it, and many besides myself would 
doubtless find they possessed i t ; and then, 

tl1ongh they might learn how to regulate 
the sound wav<cs, they might not cle>i  re tJ 
shut out the unhappy ones. Some people 
would surely use this  power for evil ." 

I did not contradict her, but I did not 
inwardly agree. I was still pondering over 
nil I had seen and heard. 

"My dc;u mother ! '' ?.Ii s s  Duvergne 
nlltsed aloud, after a n10111ent's s ilence. '·I 
did not know my father had ever been 
such a brute to her. And my poor little 
grandmother ! I a! ways hac! an idea she 
was not happy. But I little dreamed what 
a hell her l ife had really been. And all 
those people at the party-it was my 
coming-out party. I knew the voices at 
once-each one of them. I never thought 
my guests held for each other such dreadful 
thoughts, nor muttered such ill-natured 
con1n1ents ! "  

"\Vell," I said as she paused, "don't we 
all at times utter words in anger which we 
don't really mean ?" 

"Yes, that's just it. So why preserve 
them ? They are best left in the silence." 

"\Vel!, I still cannot agree with you, Miss 
Duvergne," I said, rising disappointedly. 

"I am sorry, " she said sweetly. "I shal l, 
however, destroy my instrument, ere any 
further harm is done." 

She stood up, and opened the top of the 
box, wh ich li fted on h inges. Then the full 
meaning of her words flooded over me. 
Destroy it-destroy the work of years
that wonderful instrument wh ich perhap3 
could never be duplicated, which concen
t rated the mysterious forces she gathered 
from the atmosphere and rendered them 
audible--:-N o !  It must not be destroyed !  

"BEFORE you do that, Miss Duvergne," 
I said, to gain time to think, "do you 

mind if I look inside ?'' 
She grac iously assented, an d as I stared 

down into what was, to me, a meaningless 
mass of coils and tubes, she pointed to one 
brilliantly shining bit of crystal glass--

"To that," she said, "I attribute the main 
power. I stumbled upon it by accident, 'Jr 
perhaps by gu idance. It is  a diamond from 
my grandmother's ring. She left the ring 
to my mother with a strange message : it 
was, that when she wished to read what 
thoughts were in  her husband's mind, she 
should turn the ring slowly around her 
finger, pressing hard upon the diamond 
while doing so. My mother gave it to me 
on my twenty-first birthday, and told me of 
the message. She had always been afraid 
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to try it. · I was not in the least afraid, but 
as I have never married-my fiance di'ed in 
the late war-! have never been able to 
use it. You notice the little socket it is in?" 

I looked down at it and nodded. 
"When I had perfected this instrument," 

Miss Duvergne continued, "it seemed to lack 
one thing-clarity. Sounds came faintly, 
and thick-hardly distinguishable. So, on a 

" sudden unexplainable impulse, I removed a 
brass screw I had in that little socket there, 
and inserted the diamond of my ring. And, 
strange to say, it fitted perfectly." 

, "Was it still in the ring?" I asked. 
"Yes-! don't know what made me try it, 

but I did-the stone was set very high, and, 
upside down and still attached to its ring, it 
fitted the socket so tightly that I was as
tounded, and immediately the faint 'voices 
leaped out as dearly as you have just heard 
them. I found it impossible to take the stone 
from the socket again, so I found out 
bow to remove the 
ring, and the dia-
mond has been in 

impossible for me to get her permission tb 
obtain possession of the box, but-it at 
least could be duplicated; the diamond 
could not. I must not let. her destroy that 
jewel which held such a sinister but won
derful power. 

The works of the box were now com
pletely in ruins, and she held the diamond 
in her hands. 

"See," she said, "it is still in the socket. 
I cannot separate them even now." 

"All the better," I said, speaking before , 
I realized what I was saying. "Jt will 
make it easier to reconstruct the machine i£ 
the socket is left on." 

She opened her eyes wide and gave me one 
of her full, clear glances--

Then·she acted so swiftly and unexpected• 
ly that I scarcely knew she was doing what 
�he did until it was all over. She snapped 
on the electric lights-she bad been working 
in the light of a sm.all bulb inside the box-

dropped the stone on 
the floor, seized a 
hammer from the 

that little socket ever 
since." Out of the- Air table and, stooping 

down, deliberately 
smashed the diamond An idea was slow

ly dawning in roy 
mind. 

"The rest of this 
Instrument, then, 
could no doubt be 
dup:icated," I said, 
"but that particular 
stone would be need
ed to give the power 
and clea!'ftess ?" 

"I should imagine 
a clever mechanic 
with a scientific tum 
of mind could dupli
cate the instrument 
itself, yes ; but there 
must be a human 
medium, too--some
one with a psychic 
gift." 

"Yes, of course. · 

Do you remember the time 
that Thomas A. Edison, the wiz
ard of electricity, was experi
menting with a "spiritgr,.ph•' 
which was to serve as an instru• 
ment between the living and ·the 

dead? 

In the next issue of this maga
zine, on sale January 23fd, there 

- is a startling story of an agonized 
phantom using an ordinary radio 
±o get his all-important message 

. over to those he loved on earth. 
Make note now of this fine 

emotional treat in store for you, 
and let us know what you think 

of it, 

to pieces. • , 
"Now," she cried. ' 

drawing herself to 1 
her full height with 
a gesture of hauteur, 

- "if the pieces are of 
any- use, you may 
have them I But I 
am quite convinced 
that · whatever spirit 
was embodied in that 
stone, has now de
parted." 

She walked dis
dainfully from the 
room, and left me. 

I felt terribly un-
happy to have so 
offended her. But 
my newspaper train
ing conquered, and, 

And then, if they had that diamond, why_:_" 
It was difficult for me to speak without 
betraying my eagerness. But she finished 
for me. 

'stooping down, I scraped the bits of the 
stone onto a sheet of paper, picked up tho 
tiny socket, and wrapping them all securely, 
bore them away with me. -

"They could do as I have done," she said. 
"Yes. But no one but myself shall ever 
possess that stone 1 I am going to extract it 
by smashing the instrument." 

I stood and watched her tear the instru
ment apart with small tools. I knew it was 

Yet, in spite of my eagerness to go fur. 
ther into the strange experiment, I still 
occasionally ask myself, whether we should 
be the better or the happier if we could 
recall the voices of the past-or is it far 
better that they remain silent? 



CThe Darsitq 
Lol}al, even in death, Bob Harter's 

spirit leads Corfield to viclorl},......... 
and solves a baffling crime 

QN the 11ight of my i11itiation at Corfield 
College, I had two harrowing experi

ences. One, while it� the cellar of BeU's 
FutH•ral Parlors, was being mysteri01uly 
saved from an unseen assailant--and then 
recognising the Thing that had saved ma as 
the ghost of our coUege footbaU idol, Bob 
Harter. Tile sec�ml was in hearing, later 
that night, #hat IJob had been found mur
dered! 

The worst shock of all, though, was to 
see the Chief of l'olice go up to Avis Brent, 
the pirl I loved, and take her away. For 
ersrUer I had been tortured by the suspi
cion that Avis had a date for th.at night 
with Bob Harter. 

I poured out my story to Professor Cor
mier, a student of the occult who believed 
11Je to possess psychic powers. At his sug-
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gestion we held a seance at wkich Bob's 
spirit appeared, revealing at the back of its 
head a dark wm'nd which "Prof' thought 
had caused his death. It had been made by 
a sharp instrument "Uke a woman's hatpin." 
I thOt,ght again of my girl and later learned 
that a typed note had been found in Bob's 
pocket maki11g a rmdezvo1,s--and signed 
AVIS! 

. 

Next mornin-g I hastened to Doctor 
Brent, dean of our faculty, To my relief he 
assured me his daughter had not been with 
Bob and was free of suspicion. Then I filet 
Police Chief Quigley who told me the cor
oner had confirmed "Prof' Cormier's theory 
of Bob's death. The professor, now wanted 
for questioning, had left tO'llln. 

Nor was that all! Quigley took me up to 
the college buUetin board and, pulling dow11 

"Fellows, look!" I yelled. But it was 
clear to me in a moment that no om1 

else saw that twelftb mau 



murder BTJ 
RICHARD 

LEE FOSTER. Jr. 

fls told lo BEll COULOU 

G notice typed by "Prof" Cormier, held il 
out to me with tile decoy note signed 
"Avii'. Both had been written on the same 

of its head atui cryi11g : "The pin-look for 
it h1 the desk !" 

111achit�e! LTER that morning, as we ate our 
I was vai,tlj! trying to defend the profes- breakfast on the broad side ver-

sor whi!n nrws was brought to Quigley of anda of the Worth mansion, I was 
a ttew suspect--a blood-stained tramp jo1md the object of a great deal of goad-
in a drunken stupor near the scene of the natured bantering from my team-
murder. B11t the tramp atui the professor_ mates. They razzed me hilariously about my 
were subsequently p-roved iiJHOCen.t and we "nightmare." Then the talk turned to the 
had tlo furthi!r cl1,es to work on. game ahead of us that afternoon. There was 

Then at a seance with "Prof" Cormier we plenty of "we got to win" talk, but I felt 
smu Bob's spirit again-but not alm1e. It sure that nobody meant it. The fellows 
�tras struggling with another, a ghastly, always talked like that before a Manchester 
headless wraith that finally vanquished it. game. But they had never won that par
I was terribly shaken-the more so whm ticular game-not in several years, at least. 
"Profs" photograph of the scene now re- I left the bunch right after breakfast, and, 
vealed only tile bodiless HEAD of the to get away by myself, promised "Dixie" 
Thing, which I recognized as the .image of Tolliver I'd search a part of the estate for 

- a picture I had seen in Spike Stocker's pool-- his police-dog-which had not turned up 
room. A few days later u Prof' tried to get since it bolted through the porch screen the 
Spike to talk under hypnosis, but was inter- night before. I was glad of the excuse. 
rupted. I kept wondering if 

Things were at a standstill on the eve of t." -:-�:-. my dream had been only 
thi! annual football game with Manchester, 1 'CJI :-1� tt a dream. Sometimes I 
our rival. The team spent the night at tlie =: .. . ":l{· thought that it was, and 
home of a wealthy alumnus, and I, with ..;."J � ·�;� 
some others, slept lmt on the screen porch. I j,�, �· �.: � 
had j1est dozed off when I saw IJf:';. ,... '}J:/7- � Bob's spirit tug�i�� at the batk V"<..-: _ 

,..?. • 1 \. 

B o b ' s  figure 
w a s  b a l l 
crouched. It 
raised a hand, 
pointing to the 
q u a r t er-back, 
a n d  t h e n  t o  

me . . • •  

99 
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that it had been superinduced by the great 
amount of thinking I had been doing
thinking about poor dead Bob Harter and 
of those wei.rd demonstrations at "Prof" 
Cormier's. But the dream had been ao 
realistic-at least for a dream of that 
nature-that I finally decided that . there 
was some big reason back of it 

"Dixie" Tolliver's dog had never acted 
strangely before, except on that one occa
sion on the campus when I had felt the 
spirit of Bob Harter hovering near me. And 
if the dream, or vision, or whatever it was, 
had some real meaning, I felt sure that it 
would have a bearing on tpe Harter case. 
I kept thinking over those spirit words: 
"The pin ! The pin I In the drawer of 
the desk !" 

AFTER an early, and not too heavy, 
luncheon, we piled into several Worth 

motors, and were whisked back to Corfield. 
The student body gave its usual demonstra
tion in front of Worth Hall, and there were 
speeches and yells. I saw "Prof" Cormier 
on the edge of the crowd, and drew him 
aside. Then I told him in full detail of the 
dream, or vision, of the night before. He 
listened with intense interest 

"By the way," he said finally, "Spike 
Stocker came to Chief Quigley's office today, 
and l1ad quite a talk with him. He claimed 
to have seen Charlie Shanks entering town 
along Latham's Comers turnpike on the 
night of the murder, about nine-thirty, he 
thought it was. Quigley gave him a severe 
lecture-asked him why he had waited this 
long to report the matter. 

"Stocker said that it never occurred to 
him that Shanks could have any motive in 
killing anyone ; that Shanks used to call on 
a girl down near the Corners anyway, and 
that he, Stocker, ne\•er attached any impor
tance to the matter until Shanks turned out 
to be missing. Stocker's inclined to think 
Shanks was the slayer, all right That is, 
he wants to giYe that impression. Person
ally, I think he's shielding someone else, and 
trying to tie the crime ;o a man who's sup
po5ed to have been killed by the train out 
in Ohio." 

We talked together until it was almost 
time for me to report to Worth Field for a 
short, snappy drill. But I managed some
how to sandwich in a few minutes with 
Avis Brent. 

I played college football for four years-! 
had a vear of it before I entered Corfield at 
all, au"d three years with Corfield, whose 

team I captained during my senior year. I 
have taken part in some tough football 
games, but I don't believe that I was .ever 
in a harder one than this Manchester game 
of my sophomore year. 

The first quarter was even. Manchester 
got more first downs than we did, but we 
were never in danger. Vve started our aerial 
game from the first, only to have Manches
ter's tall center-who later made the All- -. 

American-knock down �nd ground three 
out of four of our forward passes. Had it 
not been for that tall center, I believe we 
might have scored during that first quarter. 

It was in the second quarter that the game 
worke,d the crowds up to fever heat I don't 
think I ever saw teams nearer a goal so 
many times, only to be checked within five 
feet of the goal-posts. -� Our superior for
ward-passing was balancing Manchester's 
superior brawn and the amazing speed of 
one of their backs. Toward the end of the 
first half, with Manchester almost within 
the shadow of our goal-posts, it looked like 
a touchdown for our rivals. On an end-run, 
they got the ball to within fourteen yards of 
goal, and on the next play made another 
first down through center. But their man 
was thrown for a loss on the next try, ;111d 
given only a yard on the next, and how that 
first half would have come out if there had 
been more time to play, I can't say-but 
with two yards to go carne the blast of the 
whistle. The first half was over, and the 
Corfield stands went wild. We had held the 
powerful Manchester eleven even--and 
scoreless. 

LHE coach tried to pep us up during the 
intermission, but we were a pretty tired 

bunch. Our coach put us on the defensive. 
It was clear that he would regard a tie game 
as having all the moral effect of an actual 
victory. 

As for myself, I hardly knew what to 
think. I had been knocked out in the 
second quarter of the first half. I had 
wrenched my leg just a trifle, but I managed 
to disguise the fact and stayed in the game. 
I knew, however, that if I got the ball for 
an end run, and got away, I could scarcely 
hope to carry it any distance down the field. 
But strange things had been happening be
fore my eyes during the past several days, 
and I was recalling that spirit form in Bell's 
cellar writing with luminous fingers on the 
black wall : "You win win. Keep to the 
aerial game." 

"Cyclops" Carlson, a junior, who had 
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been appointed acting captain after the 
death of Bob Harter, was playing like a 
demon. · It was plain that he was disregard
ing our coach's instructions to keep on the 
defensLve. He seemed to realize the glory 
that would be his if little Corfield humbled 
the rugged Manchester team this day. His 
enthusiasm transferred itself to me. I felt 
new life, and on a trick play, gained fourteen 
yards. We lost the ball, though, on the next 
four tries. Manchester was holding like a 
wall of solid masonry. 

The ball went to Manchester, and then 
that line of football giants appeared to be 
settling down to iheir accustomed style of 
football. They were like battering rams. They 
worked like a giant machine, and mowed 
down our men like weeds. Three of our men 
were knocked out cold in as many minutes. 
But somehow we held them in the 
pinches. 

The third quarter ended in a scoreless tie l 
The air above the Corfield stands was a 
maze of hats. Corfield rooters were acting 
like raving maniacs. 

UJ ITH the beginning oi the iourth and 
final quarter, the Corfield eleven was 

a badly weakened unit. "Cyclops" Carlson, 
without whom we never could have [unc
tioned, was playing through with a dislocated 
collar-bone. My own injured leg was -start
ing to throb badly. At times I thought 1 
couldn't stand it. But I ·gritted my teeth, and 
plugged on. We had our aerial game work
ing exceptionally well by this time. Man
chester's tall center had been put out of 
action at the start of the final quarter, and 
fewer forward passes oi ours were being 
grounded. From the Corfield student stand I 
couid hear the stirring cry: "Hold� 'em I 
Hold 'emf HOLD 'EM I TEAM! TEAM ! 
TEAM I" 

But we were only a skeleton f<lrce now. 
Four of our freshmen were stuck in to fill 
gaps. They were full of new strength, and
they meant well, but they lacked experience. 
And after six minutes of play in the final 
quarter, after getting the ball on a fumble, 
Manchester marched along for three suc
cessive first downs and with a last mighty 
spurt put the ball over our line I _ 

There were groans from the Corfield 
stands, and wild cheering from the Manches
ter side. But our stands blossomed out 
again when, in a new hurst of vim, we 
forced a touchback a few moments later. 
A tricky cross-wind was playing over the 
field, and Manchester had missed kicking 

goal �ter its touchdown. With this unex
pected stroke of luck, we found the score six 
to two, in Mancbester's favor. 

After that touchback, I forgot about my 
strained leg tendon. I was doing some tall 
figuring. One good forward pass, a touch
down, and whether we kicked goal or not, 
we'd be on top. Then, with the game near
ing its end, we could go on the defensive, 
take no chances, kick out of danger on all 
third downs, and try to conjure up our last 
bit of strength to hold Manchester. 

The game this year had started late, and 
there was an unusual amount of time out, 
due to the many injuries on both sides. 
With just three minutes left to play, "Cy
clops" Carlson was downed sharply just as 
he got around right end, and when he rolled 
over and I saw the agonized expression on 
his face, I knew that he was out of the 
game for good. But he wouldn't give in. He 
refused to admit himself badly hurt, and we 
lost almost five minutes, the coach arguing 
against his pleas. He was finally forced to 
the sidelines-and by that time dusk was 
settling down. 

Our coach shifted the line-up, and threw 
in another freshie. In the last play, Carl
son had got around end for eleven yards, 
giving us a first ·down. As we started to 
line up in the gathering dusk, the cries from 
the stands seemed all at once to grow more 
faint. Something was coming over me
some strange feeling . • • •  

I had felt· that way before ! I had felt 
!hat way on every occasion-except the one 
i'n the dream-when Bob Harter's ghost had 
been in communication with me. I was 
airaid I was going into some sort of trance 
-and I fought against it. Then the feeling 
of rigidity passed almost as quickly as it had 
come, and, just as we were getting lined up, 
I counted eleven men on our team, not itl· 
eluding myself! 

It seemed impossible. · I counted again. I 
had been shifted after Carlson was forced 
out of the game, and I looked tow.ard the 
new man who was playing fullback. Right 
behind him was another towering figure-a 
broad-shouldered, blond-haired figure-Bob 
Harter( 

"Fellows I Look I" I yelled. 

'BUT it was clear to me in a second that 
no one in that group but myself saw that 

twelfth man. Bob's figure was half-crouched. 
It raised a hand, pointed to the quarterback, 
and then to me. I broke formation to hold a 
conference, and was bawled out for it. 
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"Give me the ball !" I managed to yell. 
It was passed to me, and I got around 

left end for a gain of twenty-five yards. I 
was thrown heavily, and my head was buzz
ing-but we were in Manche£ter's territory 
now. I could hear our stands going crazy 
again-then the noise faded once more in 
my ears. The twelfth man was gone from 
our line-up, but ahead, halfway between me 
and the Manchester goal posts, I could see 
the �iant form beckoning me. It was con
siderably darker now, and the form was 
slightly luminous. But apparently not one of 
those other twenty-one players on the field 
with me saw that ghostly form. 

Almost at once the spirit of Bob Harter 
came to me clairaud!ently-that is, I seemed 
to hear it, although no one else showed any 
signs of having ·heard or seen anything out 
of the way. Bob's voice was yelling inter
ference instructions to me. I followe4 them 

' in a daze, and our left halfback, who had the 
ball, went through for another first down. 

THE Corfield stands were making a ter-
rific din. Pennants were fluttering hazily 

through the gloom. I could see that new 
life had miraculously come into our own 
team. As for myself, some new energy, 
either of the physical or spirit world, was 
flowing through me. I begged !or the ball. 
But a quarterback run was effected success.. 
fully-and -it brought us still nearer to the 
Manchester goal. 

We came to the final minute of play. 'We 
still had eight yards to go for a touchdown. 
Every player on that field, every person 
am,mg the thousands in the stands, knew 
that the result of this game was a toss-up. 
Some of our regular men who had been 
knocked out in the earlier quarters were put 
back into our line-up now in place of in
experienced freshmen. We were go ing to 
give all we had in that final minute. 

But Manchester evidently had the same 
idea. We hit their line like a gigantic bul
let-and it held like a ·steel wall. We were 
not gaining an inch. And the seconds, those 
precious seconds, were ticking off I We stiU 
had eight yards to go for a touchdown, and 
we were on our fourth and final down. If 
we did not make the full eight yards on this 
last down, of course, the ball would go to 
Manchester. In that case, it would be use
less to hope that Corfield could ever make 
goal. Once it g.ot the ball, Manchester would 
kick far eut of danger, and be satisfied with 
its four-pGint lead. 

Now there were only seconds left. I 

pleaded for the ball. r heard the signal that 
told me I was to get it. And above the sig
nals I could hear a voice-that voice that 
was not of this world : 

"Through the center! The center!" 
The ball was snapped to the quarterback, 

and passed to me. I plunged at the center. 
I ploughed through. I hurtled along three 
feet, four, four and a half. The Manchester- . .  
men were on me like tigers. I found myselt 
being thrown, forced down. I was being 
bent to the ground. It was all but beneath 
me. Some superhuman strength took hoM 
of me. I could actually feel someone pulling 
me along through that mass of struggling 
humanity.. It seemed almost a miracle to 
myself when I found myself actually wer 
the lint with the baU! 

The score was eight to six in our favor. 
And that was the final score. For the whis
tle blew before we even had a chance to try 
for goal-and no one cared, for we did not 
need the extra point. 

Pandemonium reigned. A great wave of 
humanity swept out over Worth Field. I 
was hoisted on the shoulders of several men, 
and carried along. But, sb:ange to say, I felt 
little like a hero. I knew that the spirit of 
Bob Harter, and not I, had won that game 
for Corfield. I was puzzled, too. In life, 
Bob Harter had been the very essence of 
sportsmanship. And yet I had seen that 
giant figure of his, giving our team twelve 
men. There must be some good reason 
back of it all. 

I was struggling to get down from the 
shoulders of the men who were carrying me 
gloriously on. We had won-just as Bob 
Harter had told me in writing on that cel
lar wall ! That part of my dream was true. 
Then how about "the pin" that his spirit had 
told me about ? And how about "the desk" 1 

fiNALLY I got to the showers, and was 
enjoying the cold finish of one when 

"Prof" Cormier came into the gym. 
I could tell from his CXl)ression, that in-

tense look in his weird eyes, that he was � 
cited. But his voice was low as he. spoke to 
me. 

"I want you to come down the hill with 
me," he said. 

"I have an appointment with Avis Brent," 
I told him. "She and I were to meet 
after--" 

"But you must come !" insisted the pro
fessor. "This is most important." _ 

We argued for a couple of minutes and 
ended up by arranging to have "Prof" 
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pick up Avis ncar the Quadrangle building 
Qn. the campus; and tell her that the appoint
ment between us would have to wait. 

"I think when you come up the hill," 
"Prof" had said, "Avis will forgive you for 
'standing her up,' as I believe you young 
fellows style it." 

When "Prof" returned to the gym, I was 
, alf dressed, and had to sl ip away from a 

../ noisy bunch who were congratulating me on 
that last-minute touchdov.-n. On the way 
down the hill, I had a chance to tell "Prof" 
what had happened in that last quarter. 

"It seemed odd in a way," I concluded. 
"Bob Harter really won that game. And 
with a twelfth man, it could hardly be called 
a fair victory over Manchester-and yet 
Bob Harter, in life, was the very essence of 
fairness." 

"Wait !" said "Prof" laconically. 
I had started out with the idea that we 

were going to call upon Chief Quigley at his 
office ; but at the bottom of the hill "Prof" 
turned into Spike Stocker's billiard-parlor 
-after Chief Quigley unbolted the door 
from the inside. I couldn't for the life of 
me figure why the Chief should have been 
there. 

"Any word?" asked "Prof' Cormier of · 
the chief. 

mean--" I didn't know how · to finish. 
"I mean," said "Prof" Cormier, "Spike 

Stocker ! Your dream last night settl�d it. 
You see, both Stocker and Worley have 
been under surveillance since that night I 
put Stocker under hypnosis. And before the 
game today, Stocker had Worley drive him 
out of town along the Manchester Road. 
From what Chief Quigley picked up, we 
thought he might be going to--" 

"Cut it !" rasped Quigley. "Here they 
come." 

An old rattle-trap flivver was panting 
down the street and drawing up before the 
door of the billiard-parlor. Quigley un
bolted the door again, and reached for his 
automatic. A moment later, as Stocker, fol
lowed by Bud Worley, entered the billiard
room, it was to gaze into the baleful eye 
of the automatic, brandished by Quigley. 

"Lock the door I" he snapped at me, and I 
shot the bQlt. 

"UJOT'S the idea ?" yelled Stocker. 
"W ot'1! go in' on here ?" 

"What's going on,'' answered Quigley, 
"is that you are under arrest for the murder 
of Robert Harter, and--" 

"Are yuh · crazy-or what ?" cut in 
Stocker. "Whatcha mean-murder ? Yuh 

"He's on his way . .  
back," Chief Quigley rr====�====�=====�i'l 

. .  mean to say that-- ?" 
. !'P:rof" Cormier, who 

answered. "I got a 
'phone call a couple of 
minutes ago." 

"Suspect anything?" 
.asked·. "Prof." 

"Not· a thing. If he 
· d i d , I imagine he 

wouldn't come back. It'&_. 
just- as I · thought. i · 
had Harley hidden in 
the barn out there. He 
got -a chance to peak 

. through the window, 
and he saw old Thorley 
hand over some bills." 

"Prof" turned to me. 
"You'll have to par- . 

don me for being so 
mysterious c o l'n i n g 
down the hill," he sai.d. 

Doesn•t . that ti�-speak for 
itself? - And "if we add: 
By Wilbert Wadleigh 

You!fi -baV� ·some idea of 
wh3t yoU . can ·.expect in the 

· :�!it. beginning next month. 
«'Strpnger than Death" has 
everythi11g-advetitllre on the 
hlgh -seas, romance, tluills and 
J;tortOr surpassing even that 
in your favorite "Haunted 

- . �llywood." 
Get. off to a good start' by 
ordering your February copy 

NOW! 

had· been fumbling in 
one of the drawers of 
Stocker's desk in his 
small office, .now made 
a dramatic movement. 
He thrust in front of 
Stocker's goggling eyes 
an extremely 1 o n g 
shanked, old-fashioned 
gold stickpin. 

"We know every
t h i n g ,  Stocker !" he 
&aid. 

S t·o c k e r ' s  e y e s  
widened as he stared at 
the stickpin. The next 
instant he had made 
a lunge at Quigley, 
who quickly leaped 
back and kept the 

"Chief Quigley and I wanted to be sure that 
nothing got out prematurely. We believe . 
we know· Harter's murderer. But he hasn't 
confessed yet-and we couldn't afford to 
have the slightest word of anything breathed 
outside." 

weapon . levelled at Stocker's heart. And 
Bud Worley, a loose-mouthed youth, had 
started to slobber and sniffle. 

"I wasn't ·in on this !" he yelled. "I tell 
yuh I wasn't I All I done was follow Spike's 
instructions about seein' that stranger the 
night before Harter was murdered. I didn't "Bob Harter's murderer 1" I cried. "You 
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know nothin' about it- an' didn't even sus
pect nothin' till tonight." . 

"But you got your cut from the bet, didn't 
you ?" demanded Quigley. Then he turned 
to Stocker. 

"Now Stocker," he said, "I guess you 
can see we know about every move. You 
don't know all that we've got on you. Are 
you going to try to bluff-or are you going 
to come clean ? It may save you from the 
chair, you know, if you open up." 

Spike Stocker seemed to have grown 
years older. His face was gray, his head 
sunken into his massive shoulders. All 
hope had gone out of his eyes. 

"Don't say that, Chief !" he pleaded. "It 
was manslaughter-at the most. They can't 
burn me for this. I'll come clean_;if you'll 
play the game with 'me. If this ever gets 
out in Corfield on a day like today, with 
them football crowds still in town, I'm a 
goner." 

"We'll play square," Quigley promised. 
"You'll never have a better time to tell it all 
than right now. That door's bolted. No
body knows anything-except these men and 
myself. Here I Sit down in that chair and 
give it all to us. But first I guess I'll snap 
these on you. I'd kind o' like to sit down 
and rest while I'm listening." 

STOCKER put out his wrists, and I heard 
the click of handcuffs. 

I am not the kind of person who feels 
sorry for murderers. But that evening, as I 
heard Spike Stocker's story there in the 
gloom of his pool-room, I almost felt sorry 
for the man. 

"I'm goin' to give it to yuh from the be
ginnin'," Stocker commenced. "I ain't had 
a minute's peace since I done this thing. 
Gawd ! I ain't no murderer at heart. I 
ain't been much maybe, an' I done my 
stretch some years back-but I ain't never 
murdered nobody. 

"I'm givin' it to yuh straight-! liked Bob 
Harter. Gawd l I didn't have nothin' agin 
him. He was a white man, all right. But I 
got a chance to lay a heavy bet on the Man
chester game. I was in Syracuse one day 
when I met old Thorley, the fellah that 
lives outa Corfield a few miles and always 
comes back to reunions on the hill. 

"Old Thorley puts on a pious face, but I 
wanna tell you he was pretty well tanked up 
that day in Syracuse. He was singin' Cor
field songs and sayin' Corfield 'ud beat Man
chester this year. I seen a chance to bet 
him-even money. I bet him a thousand to 

a thousand. He took Corfield an' I took 
Manchester. It looked like pickin' up a 
'grand' to me. 

"But then as the game got nearer, I be
gun to hear a Iotta talk about Corfield bein' 
strong this year, with Foster an' Harter an' 
all the rest. 

"An' I couldn't afford to drop that �grand' 
I bet-or even to take chances on losin' it. 
So I went about makin' the gante safe for ·-... .., 

myself. There was only two men on the 
Corfield team I was afraid of-that was this 
Foster here, that 'ud had trainin' on a big 
varsity team, an' Bob Harter. I knowed 
about the Alpha Rho initiation in- Bell's cel-
lar. I knowed Foster was goin' through-
an' I made arrangements to fix him, any
how, so he'd be put outa the Manchester 
game." 

He turned and · looked scornfully at Bud 
Worley, who was still snifH!ng as he 
slouched up against the wall of the little 
office. 

· 

"He was wlllin' enough to spill the beans 
on me," Spike continued, "so I ain't goin' 
to be backward on lettin' him out. I paid 
Worley here ten bucks to plant himself 
down in that undertaker's cellar the night 
o' the initiation, an' slug Foster. I just 
wanted him rapped out-but this fool used 
a baseball bat, an' mlghta killed Foster if 
he'd hit him. Worley kilowed all about how 
to make his getaway from Bell's cellar 
through the side door. When the Alpha Rho 
boys found Foster hurted down in that cel
lar, they'd thought that he got faint from 
bein' a-scared, fainted, an' hit his head: 
Then Foster'd been outa the game, an' 
nothin' 'ud looked suspicious . • •  ' But Wor
ley got nervous down in that cellar-the 
damned fool claimed he seen ghosts, an' 
--" 

"An' I did, too l" spoke up Worley. "I'd 
never a' been in this only for Stocker. I just 
made one try with the club, an' then sneaked 
out. I didn't do no harm a-tall. I never 
touched Foster." 

My mind flashed back to that night of the 
initiation. Then Worley was the one who 
had made that vicious swing at me in the 
inky cellar ! And only the spirit or Bob 
Harter had saved me ft:om injury-or 
death I 

"UJ ELL," Stocker continued, In a dull 
monotone, "I knowed Harter's folks 

was poor. It was round town that since his ' 
father died a year ago, he was goin' to col
lege this last year on borrowed money, lill' 



T H E  V A R S I T Y  M U R D E R  lOS 

I koowed. he went out with the dames a lot 
an' mavbe wouldn't. turn down two or three 
hundred dollars. I was even willin' tct. go 
to 6've to protect my thousand bet. I was 
go in' to say to Harter: 'Look here, Bob, 
half a grand oughta be worth more to you 
than tryin' to win a silly football game that 
you can't win nohow.' I knowed if I could 
fix Harter, Corfield just couldn't win." 

"And if you'd known human nature or 
Bob Harter a l-ittle better," put in "Pro£" 
Cormier, "you wouldn't be in this position 
now, my man." 

Stocker nodded. All the spirit seemed 
drained out of him. 

''Yep," he said. "But I didn't know. I 
felt sure I could buy him over, Gawd ! 
when I was in the fight game, I'd a throwed 
any match for half a grand, 0' course I 
was afraid to talk to Harter here in the 
pool-room. I didn't want no one to see us 
talkin'. So I doped out a plan. 

•1 KNOWED that Harter was still a hull 
lot took up with that Doc Brent's daugh

ter, Avis. So I laid my plans accordin'. I 
was passin' your house one night. (This 
with a nod at Professor Corni.ier,) I got in 
the windah an' tapped out that note on your 
typewriter. 0' course I was too wise, or 
thought I was, to put it in my handwritin', 
'cause Bob knowed the girl's handwriting, . 
an', thinks I, if anything ever comes o' this, 
nobofl.y'll ever suspect me. 

"Well, when Bob Harter come to my 
place that night o' the-the accident, as yuh 

• might say-1 had the note waitin' for him. 
I said the skirt left it here. I knowed he'd 
meet that dame If she wrote hitn to meet her 
in Hell or anywhere. I put Latham's Cor
_nera in the note, figgerin' no one 'ud ev�r 
see us talkin' together there near that farm
house. 

"Before Harter started out for Latham's 
Corners, I sneaked on there ahead. I'd 
brought along a quart o' Iicker, an' I felt 
sure I could bring Harter to reason, once 
we was talkin' alone out there. I had the 
dough right in my pocket in cash-five hun
dred bucks. 

"I wasn't there more'n a minute or so 
when Harter comes along in that old car 
he drove. He was lookin' around for the 
dame when I come out from behind a tree. 
I told him he wouldn't find no gal there that 
night-but· that if he listened to me, he 
weuldn't lack the dough to spend on gals 
for some time to come. I ain't much on 
stallin' around. I put the proposition right 

up to Harter-an' all I got for it was a 
punch in the jaw. 

"I'd been hittin' the bottle o' whiskey on 
the way over to Latham's Corner's. It had 
me pretty well het up. I was pretty good 
with my fists in my time, but Harter was 
bigger'n me an' a lot younger. I picked up 
a stick that was under the tree, an' brought 
it down on Harter's head. I didn't see till 
afterward that the stick was an ash spoke 
from a wagon-wheel--{famned near as hard 
as iron. It caught Harter right on the 
temple. He fell head first. An' wot's more, 
his forehead had struck a rock by the side 
o' the road. 

"Well, I took a long pull at the bottle. I 
was excited, an' the stuff bit into me. I 
ain't sayin' I was drunk, mind, but I went 
crazy, I guess. I seen Harter there, layin' 
on his face. He never moved. I'd hit him 
hard-he was either dead then, or he'd die 
from that sock I hit him with the ash spoke. 
I guess the devil began workin' inside me. I 
knowed that if suspicion ever pointed at me, 
I'd never get outa Corfield alive, 'cause I 
knowed how pop-lar Harter was. 1 hadda 
cover up-fix things so's the last thing it 
'ud look like was that I'd killed Harter. 

"I knowed Bob Harter was a ladies' man. 
and I knowed he must have that bOgus note 
in his pocket. An', thinks I, if Harter's 
found he� with some dame's note In his 
pocket, an' somethin' like & batpin run 
through him, they won't never suspect no 
man: I didn't mean to pin it on this Doc 

·Brent's <;laughter, exactly. But I didn't care 
who I pinned it on so's I got out of it I I 
was wearin' . that stickpin that you got in 
)'OW' ha!!-d there, professor. You can see it's 
the kind they wore years ago-it's got & 
mighty long pin on it. I jabbed that 
through Harter's skull-an' if you think it 
was easy, yuh don't know much about it-" 

AT this point Stocker broke down com-
pletely, and cried like a baby. A few 

minutes later, be sobbed out a few additional 
details, but we had heard enough. An hour 
later, Chief Quigley spirited him out of 
Corfield in his car, and. he was locked up 
safely in the Manchester County jail. 

During the sensational trial (which re
lulted in a conviction for murder in the first 
degree) much was brought out about 
Stocker's early life. For one thing, he had 
been in pri90ll in the West for three differ
ent terms. 

During the trial, there was a great deal 
of discussion as to whether Harter was 
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already clcacl be fore the slayer penetrated 
h i s  skul l 1vith the stickpin . The defense held 
that Harter was already dead, killed in hot 
blood, without any deliberation on the part 
of the slayer. But the coroner's physi cian 
of T'danchester County and some prominent 
New York specialists testified that Harter 
was still alive when Stocker perpetrated his  
deliberate act  with the stickpin. 

Nevertheless, when i t was all over, some 
thought that judge and jury had been in
fluenced by Bob Harter's popularitv  and the 
former prison record of the defendant. A 
motion by the defense for a change of venue 
was denied. Stocker paid for his crime in 
prison. 

1 RECALL that one brisk autumn clay 
shortly afterward, I rode over to ?-fan

chester with Avis and Pro fessor Cormier. 
\V c were, of course, talking about the Har
ter case. I had previously learned that right 
<�fter I had told "Prof' Cormier of my 
dream about "the p in," and searching "the 
desk," Professor Cormier had conferred 
with Quig-ley. They had decided to watch 
Stocker closely and search his desk, on the 
chance that there might be some evidence in 
it. 

Stocker and \Varley had not attended the 
game, but had ridden out to the home of 
Jackson Thorley, a Corfield alumnus, and at 
the Thorley home lnd heard the game over 
the radio. Quigley had had Stocker and 
\Varley sh adowed and spied upon, and, as 
�oon as th ey were out of town, had searched 
Stocker's desk, locating "the pin," which I 
had learned about in my dream. In aclcli
t ion , both Qu igley and Professor Cormier 
had made some mi nor deductions, and once 
the pin was located, neither one had any 
doubt that Stocker was the murderer. 

"And you were saying," said "Pro£" 
Cormier, as we motored over to Manchester 
that clay, "that you thought winning the 
football game with the a id of a ghost was 
unfair. But it wasn't. Bob Harter's spirit 
had told you that i t  was Corfield's game, 
anvwav. And it was. But for Stocker's 
tri�kcry, Harter would have been alive, and 
Cor fielcl would have won the game by su
perior football. 

"And you will recall my tell ing you that 
Harter's spirit was impeded in the other 
world by some hostile spirit . I think I have 
studied out the signi ficance of the violent 
spirit confl ict that we witnessed that n ight. 
That host ile sp irit, when alive, was some 
friend or pal, possibly a pr i son pal , of 

Stocker's. It was try ing to impede any com
munication that would result in  the dis
covery of Stocker as the murderer." 

"But what about the headless part of it, 
Professor ?" I asked. 

Y./e were j ust sp inn ing along the final 
m i le of the excell ent concrete road that leads 
into the town of Manchester. 

"That part, too, I have been thinking 
over," the professor repl ied. "I have a 
theory about it. You shall learn of it when 
I question Stocker today." 

Both "Prof" Corm ier and myself had re
ceived considerable publ icity during the 
period immediately after Stocker's arrest. 
The sheriff made no obj ections to our stand
ing outsi de of Stocker's cell and talking to 
the pri soner. 

\Ve talked for several minutes, and then 
"Prof" said :  "Stocker, that man whose pic
ture used to hang in your billiard-parlor 
o ffice-was he perhaps a prison-mate of 
yours ?" 

"I ain't got nothin' to  hide any more," re
plied Stocker. "Yep, Chuck Calpin, that was 
h i s  name, was a pal o' m ine in  San Quent in . 
Best friend I ever had, too. Chuck got a bad 
b reak in l ife, all right." 

"May I ask if th is Calpin, by any chance, 
died, or was killed, in France ?" 

"Howdja guess it ?" asked Stocker, look
ing up with a queer expression. "Yep, 
Chuck never had much luck. He got into 
some trouble, had to blow outa the country, 
an' got to France. Then he got mixed up in 
a murder there, an' they bumped him off. 
His th ing-s an' a letter was sent to me after 
he was dead." 

I needed no more than the professor's 
search ing look at me. I knew that in France 
murderers were not h anged or electrocuted, 
but gu iil ot i ned . This, then, had been the 
reason back of that headless spirit that I 
had seen trying to prevent B ob's disclosure 
oi Stocker's guilt. 

Q NL Y once since that time have I ever 
felt the spirit of Bob Harter near me. 

That occurrence took place the year after 
I was graduated from Corficlcl College. The 
June previous , Avis and I had been mar
ried in the Corfield College chapel, and 
three days later sailed for Europe. \Ve were 
very happy, but our funds were none too 
plentiful. 

\Ve sailed, therefore, on a small one-class 
vessel of the American Transport Line. 
These vessels dock at London, and as we 
had taken ten days for the crossing, we 1Jacl 
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· decided to save time by flying to Paris from 
Croydon, the airport of London. 

We were staying at a little private hotel 
in Bayswater, a residential suburb of Lon
don, and the night before we booked passage 
by air, we attended a play in a West End 
theater. When it was over, Avis had sug
gested that we take the Underground home 
instead of squandering our money on a taxi
cab. 

Accordingly, -we paid our few pence, 
apiece, and took the Underground at Ox
ford Circus. A ride of several minutes 
brought us to our stop, the Queen's Road 
station. From there we had to walk along to 
Moscow Road, and then up to Fern
bridge Square, where our little hotel was 
located. 

It was while we strolled along shadowy 
Moscow Road that a queer, depressed, un
natural feeling came over me. My mind 
harked back to those seances at "Prof" Cor
mier's home and to that time I had fallen 
asleep in the casket-room of Bell's under
taking parlors. I feit myself shivering, and 
looked about me. Only a few other pedes
trians were walking along the shadowed 
street-and they were couples walking in 
such a way that I knew they were quite 
mortal. 

Avis noticed my strange manner, We 
reached our hotel and talked for about 
an hour. I told Avis how I had been 
affected, and that night, just before retiring, 
I found a folded London paper on our 
dresser. There was a headline reporting a 

- bad air crash near Budapest I Avis saw the 
paper, too, and just why it affected both of 
JlS so much, I can't quite explain. But some
thing seemed to tell me not to fly to .Paris 
with Avis. 

We failed to make our air booking, but . 

instead walked down to the American Ex
press next morning and arranged to take the 
channel boat for Boulogne that night. But, 
later that day, I could have hidden my head 
in shame for having been too timid to tele
phone my warning to the Croydon air offi
cials. Not that they would have followed my 
advice, perhaps, but at least I should have 
felt better about it. For, as we were enter
ing Lyon's Restaurant near Charing Cross, 
we saw the flaming posters that London 
newsboys carry. The London-to-Paris air
plane had crashed for the first time-with 
eight dead and four badly injured. And 
upon our return to the Pembridge Square 
hotel, I was not able to locate either 
the newspaper that had warned me, nor any
one who had seen it-nor could I find in any 
other paper the report of the alleged Buda
pest crash. 

Since that time I have made attempts to 
get in touch with the spirit world. Often I 
have felt, or imagined I felt, that same 
rigidity coming upon me that I have told 
about here. But I have had no real' success 
since my last year in Corfield College, and 
even that success was comparatively trivial, 
and due in large part, I _believe to "Prof" 
Cormier's aid. Certainly I can never hope 
to repa:Y my great debt to him. 

-

Whenever I make an unsuccessful attempt / 

these da,ys to communicate with the other 
world, ·· I fail to be discouraged when I re
call "Prof' Cormier's words : "We learn 
only a little-ever so little-every few 
years." 

And I also recall a passage in otie of the 
·hundredS of books on the subject lining Pro
fessor Cormier's walls : "Not easily and 
carelessly dci these spirits come to us, but 
after strenuous preparation, and with diffi
cult fulfillment of desire." 

THE END 
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The Sinclair Experiments 
lln Editorial blJ ROBERT NAPIER 

INTELLECTUAL fearlessness was required to give 
a doubting world the amazing evidence of thought 
transference which Mr. and Mrs. Upton S inclair 

p resent in this issue of our magazine. For while a 
large majority of people are fas�inated by the subject, 
they are either loath to admit its possibility, or they are 
afraid of its consequences. As William McDougall, the 
great American psychologist, says of M r. S inclair, "he 
has with characteristic courage entered a new field, one 
in which reputations are more easily lost than made." 

Asked by the author of "The Radio Mind" to ex
press his opinion of these telepathic experiments, Pro
fessor McDougall said : 

"I have long been keenly interested in this field ; 
and it is not necessary to hold that the researches of 
the past fifty years have brought any solidly established 
conclusions in order to feel sure that further research 
is very much worth while . . . .  It is with experiments 
in telepathy that Mr. S inclair's book is chiefly con
cerned. In this part, as in other parts, of the field of 
psychic research, progress must largely depend upon 
such work by intelligent educated laymen or amateurs 
as is here reported." 

S peaking of the important part played by Mrs. Sin
clair in this difficult undertaking, the famous psy
chologist went on to say : 

"Mrs. S inclair would seem to . be one of the rare 
persons who have telepathic power in a marked degree 
and perhaps other supernormal powers. The experi
ments in telepathy as reported in these pages were so 
remarkably successful as to rank among the very best 
hitherto reported. The degree of. success and the con-
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dition of e:!rperiment were such that we can only reject 
them as conclusive evidence of some mode of com· 
munication not at present explicable in accepted scien· 
tific terms, by assuming that Mr. and Mrs. Sinclair 
either are grossly stupid, incompetent and careless per· 
sons, or have deliberately entered upon a conspiracy to 
deceive the public in a most heartless and reprehensible 
fashion. I have unfortunately no intimate personal 
knowledge of Mr. and Mrs. Sinclair ; but I am ac· 
quainted with some of .Mr. Sinclair's earlier publica
tions ; and that acquaintance suffices to convince me, as 
it should convince any impartial reader, that he is an 
able and sincere man with a strong sense of right and 
wrong and of individual responsibility . . . .  

"Mrs. Sinclair's account of her condition during 
successful experiments seems to me particularly inter· 
esting ; for it falls into line with what has been ob
served by several other workers ; namely, they report 
that a peculiar passive mental state or attitude seems 
to be a highly favorable, if not an essential, condition 
of telepathic communication." 

It is in the February issue of GHOST STORIES, on sale 
January 23rd, that Mrs. Sinclair tells you in a simple 
and straightforward way how to go about conducting 
mind·reading exp�riments of. your own. Years of de
voted concentration have been given by Mrs. Sinclair 
to acquiring the knowledge and technique which she 
generously passes on to you, in the hope that you may 
want to chart a course in this virtually unexplored 
realm of psychic phenomena. 

Seldom, if ever, has an opportunity like this one 
come along for those seriously interested in the great 
subject of telepathy. 

R EADERS are invited to setld brief accounts of personal experiences 
with the occult to The Meetitl.g Place. The con·espondeut's full 

name and address m11.St be signed to each l-etter but we wiU print only, 
the initwls or a pseu.donym if it Js requested. Answers to other corre
spondents' letters wiU also be printed. 

Here is a ch�e to get in touch with pet·sons all over the world who 
are interested in the supernatural! 

Phantom Friars 
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1 N the New Y qyk n""mes not long ago I to me to have quite an unusual charm. 
came upon a letter written to the editor 

by a man who professes to have devoted 
years to the study of psychic phenomena. 
He relates some ghostly tales which seemed 

One, especially vivid, is told of an old 
priory on an island off the coast of Wales. 
There, for centuries, a monastic order had 
pursued its holy calling. Then, on a day 
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more than fifty years ago, a young man 
suffering from some great distress applied 
to the abbot for admission and eventually 
took his vows. 

Despite the young novice's intense spir· 
itual devotion, he coukl not escape his sor· 
row, nor could he find surcease from what· 
ever terror obsessed him. Finally, one day, 
he was found dead, kneeling before the altar. 
And from that time on the hapless priest's 
spirit has been said to frequent the place, 
kneeling there for hours. For half a ccn· 
1ury now proplc have sworn they saw it, 
while one photographer who took a pic
ture of the altar, points out the vague out
line of the young monk's spirit on the 
negative. 

Another authoritative account given by 
this writer concerns the old Beaulieu Abbey, 
which, though now in partial ruin, once 
felt the wrath of Henry VIII. He tells 
of the strange white-robed Cistercian monks 
who, only last year, were seen strolling in 
spirit; as they once did in the flesh, along 
the river from the monastery garden. 

The author of this letter also refers to 
experiences he shared with Algernon Black
wood, the celebrated writer on psychic sub
jects whose story "The Specter That 
Asked for a Kiss" recently appeared in this 
magazine. 

Brooklyn, N. Y. M. FELAN. 

Black Cats-And Bad Luck 

Q F the many experiences I have had and 
cannot explain, there are two I should 

like to recount here. The first, of which 
I was reminded by "The Specter in the 
New Hotel," appearing in the August is
sue of your magazine, took place when I 
was about seventeen or eighteen years 
old. 

T was keeping house for my grand
father and uncle in a small apartment we 
had rented 1mtil I should be married in 
the Fall. The flat was brand new, all the 
windowR lmd new screens on them and 
at the foot of the stairs was a heavy screen 
door. After the men had gone to work 
I always went down and put the latch on 
this as the agent had a way of popping 
into the kitchen unexpectedly, if he found 
the door open. 

On this particular morning I had gone 
upstairs again and presently, on opening the 

pantry door, out hopped a huge black cat. 
It rubbed against my leg in passing and I 
remember how warm and soft it felt. It 
was unusually big, and the prettiest cat 
I had ever laid eyes on-black and glossy, 
with great golden eyes. I was delighted 
to see it, for I often got terribly lonely, 
and besides, I adored cats. 

As it trotted across the floor, its tail 
sticking straight up, I watched it, sur
prised and pleas_ed. It had reached the door 
to the bedroom before I made a sound, and 
then I called "Kitty, kitty ! Here, kitty I" 
It turned around and looked at me-l can 
see it yet-its eyes were so friendly and 
it didn't seem the least bit afraid. I fol
lowed it, calling, but when I reached the 
bedroom I couldn't find it any more. I 
searched everywhere, under the bed, under 
the dresser, in the one closet and in the 
pantry-but the cat had vanished as if it 

. had never been there J I "inquired in the 
neighborhood, but I never saw the cat 
again. 

The ne>.-t month. I was married, and from 
the first I was wretched. My marriage 
turned out a complete failure, though I 
strove for years t"l make it a success. And 
I have since wonder<'<! whether my beauti
ful sad-eyed cat was not meant to be a 
warning of ill omen to me ? 

Another happening which has always 
puzzled me concerns a Ouija board. I 
could never get anyone to sit at it with 
me, until one night when I coaxed my Dad 
into trying it. "All right, all right," he 
said. "I'll try it with you, but it's all 
bosh !" 

At first the board ran aimlessly about 
and we could not make head or tail of 
anything it said. Then suddenly it settled 
down anrl kept spelling tl1e same words over 
and over - "eight o'clock message sick 
child." It was then about seven-thirty in 
the evening and when the words had been 
repeated six or seven times, Dad said, 

· "Oh, let's quit; we don't know any sick 
child!" 

But while the curfew was still ringing 
for eight o'clock, the telephone rang. I 
answered it and my neighbor's voice came 
over the wire, very choked and unhappy 
sounding. She asked me if I would leave 
their milk at their mailbox in the morning, 
because her little girl had just been taken 
ill with diphtheria I 

MRS. NELL CASEY. 
Bluewater, N. M. (Continued on page 124) 
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Lef the Stars 
Indicate }Jour Pale 

FROM December 21st to January 19tb 
the sun passes through the sign of 
Capricomus, the goat with the tail 
of a fish which is frequently de
picted ascending a steep mountain

the hill of difficulty. It climbs steadily to 
the summit and refuses to stray from the 
path into byways which appear to be 
easier and more attractive but would lead 
it away from its goal. 

By such symbols the wise men of old pic
tured the different types of people and the 
spiritual lessons they were to learn. 

The characteristics of the men and women 
born under the rule of Capricorn are am
bition, persistence, conciliation, and adapta
bility. Like the goat, they climb steadily
sometimes painfully-toward success ; and 
again like the goat, which is provided with 
the tail of a fish and thus is at home both 
on land and sea, they are able to find op
portunity in any environment and to make 
gooa in circumstances which other types 

. might consider too difficult. 
Most of you Capricomians rise above the 

Januarl:]? 

See Dail'IJ Guide 
for JanuaMJ, Paqe l t2 

-limitations that surround you in early Ilfe, 
but this is not done without strttggfe. O.il
dren of your � are smnetimes delicate 
but iDost of them are wiry and live to be 
a good age. Nourishing, stimulating and 
heating food is best for you because your 
circulation it" rather sluggish and your 
bQdtly prQeeSSes are slow. Chills and rheu
matism, which are prone to affiict you, can 
be prevented by proper diet, by suitable and 
repeated exercises done rhythmically-not 
jerkt1y-11id by the deliberate cultivation of 
a joyous and expansive outloo� 

No matter what you� age is, make up 
your mind now to look always for the silver 
lining and to especl success. Remember 
that all things are relative and success for 
you does not mean that you must come into 
possession of money at once. Picture your
self as successful among your own people, 
as doing your work really well, perhaps 
better than your acquaintances. Be content 
to build your house brick by brick ; don't 
expect someone to bring you a palace al
ready built and (Contim�ed on {'age 114) 
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UJhat the Stars Foretell for Even.] 
Dal] 1n January 

1. A Happy and Prosperous New Year 
to YOU. This is a da�' of thanksgiving for 
the experiences of the past and for the op
portzmities that lie in the ftttltre. Deoide 
�vhat yo1t most desire and pict1fre yourself 
as ldready in possession of same. Thi11k 
caref'uJly at!d pkm how best to realize your 
hopes and wishes. Begin to work for them 
today. Vibrations are favorable for new 
begitmings and promise success. 

· 

2. FoUow your "hunches" today and yo11 
will not go wrong. A favorable day for 
business> for promotion 10nd for seeking em
ployment. Also for artistic and itzspira
tional work. 

3. Avoid disputes and possible danger. 
Be prepared for the 1me�pected. Business 
and ji1umcial conditions good bt't jluctuatio11 
is probable. Avoid misunder.stand'ing and 
do not believe all you hear in the evening. 

4. A good day for buying. Shop ''�� the 
mon�ing. 

5. Early morning best part of the day. 
Elderly people must avoid cold. Evening 
adverse for frimdship and social affairs. 

6. Spend the da�' q1tietly. Stick to routine 
tvork. Vibrati011s are adverse. Be careful 
�n traffic. 

7. A day of sttrprises. Be watchful of 
your intNe.sts. Grasp y01w opporwnities 
but ask no favors. 

8. Avoid all risks, especially in connection 
with explosives, fire or electricity. Money 
matters very uncertain. Cultivate catm and 
poise and do not hurry. 

9. Morning fa.vorable for concentration, 
writing and general bt1.s:iness. Also for bar
gains and bttyin.g in general. B11y or wear 
new clothes in the aft!!rnoon and evening 
anJ attend to matters requir1:ng energy and 
decision. MQ.ke removals if you desire a 
new and pe-rmanent residence. Advertise. 

10. Work on i1wention.s and all matters 
requiring thought and o-rigi11ality. Plan new 
work. 

11. A good day for salemm11ship and ex
pansion. Begin ttew tmdertakings, travel, 
and promote your interests. Hold cottfli1'· 
ences and attettd to importa·nt matters. 

12. Listen to a good sermon, write, study 
or travel. Spend sonw time with children 
or young people. 

13. An adverse day. Avoid aU risk, do 
110t commence new enterprises. Fittisll 
work begttn. Spend the day quietly. 
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14. Study and write. 
15. A good day for business, salesma.nship 

and invention. Attend .social affairs and see 
your friends. Make changes about noon 
(New Yurk time). 

16. Attend to writing a1w cMrespondence __ 

and to matters that require good judgment. 
' 

17. Favorable for business atuJ money 
matters, for law and real estate, and for 

- selling. Early morning best time for in
spirational anJ psychic matters. 

18. Get things done quickly in the-mMning 
and attend to mechanical work. Afternoo" 
favorable for cooking, for S(lcial affairs and 
fo-r publicity. Ask favors it� the evening. 

19. Ctdtivate a hopeful and generous .�tate 
of mind by reading or listening to helpftcl 
d i.scour se. Spend the evming quietly and 
be tareful of accident. Avo-id disputes. 

20. Adver.se. Do nothing ef importance 
· and be careful. 

21. Avoid publicity during morning. Con
ditions improve in the aftern(l•n and eve
ni�tg, when Y01' may buy, tleal in property}. 
visit elderly people or hold seances. You 
may travel or sigt� documents. 

22. Favorable for general trading (md en
terprise, and for matters connected with 
writing, travel and nuu:hincry. 

23. Engage in artistic and social actittities 
Do not wear uew clothes or make removals. 

24. Make changes, start a jo1�n�ey or be
gin new work after 10 A.M. Favorable for 
work invol1Jing electricity, radio, railroads 
and invention. 

25. A fair day. Avoid demestic friction. 
26. Very favorable for spiritUfd progress 

and inspirational work. 
27. Commences very good business period 

with valtees high. Vibrations continue to 
be very good until. FrUlay aftentem�. Take 
advatttage of every opporttmity and seek 
promotimt. 

28. Attend to important nuz,tters, make 
changes, organize and plan in morning. 
Electricity, radio, i1wentiott, railroads and 
originaJ work of all kinds should prosper. 

29 Another very good day for ent!!rprise, 
publicity and general success. 

30. Favorable for arl, music, entertain
ment, social functions, .invention and friend
ship. Love ittterests should prosper. 

31, Vibrations change after noon, brinp
ing co�tfnsion and misrepresentation w�th 
possible false gossip or rmnor. Be watchful. 



S P I R I T  TA L E S  
fl new Use for Clairvot;ance ......... fl.n old Indian Phantom 

......... and Other Strange Cases 

BlJ COUUT CA(3LlOSTRO 

IT was · in a Swedish murder trial that 
the use of clairvoyance in tracking 
down murderers first attracted inter
national attention. Neither Swedish 
law nor the laws of any other nation 

accept as legal evidence the vision of a clair
voyant, but in the famous Gustafsson case, 
the results of a medium's vision in describ
ing a mysterious crime, the murderer and 
even the house in which he lived, aroused in 
the minds of psychic research investigators 

· the tremendous possibilities of using medi
ums in the solution of criine. 

It was partly on the strength of what 
Doctor Backman of Kalmar did in that 
noted case that Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, 
creator of Sherlock Holmes, and other 
famous investigators of psychic phenomena, 
prophesied that in the near future the use of 
clairvoyants by detective bureaus will be as 
established a procedure as the filing of 
finger-prints. 

In the Gustafsson case, a brutal murder 
had been committed which left the Swedish 
police utterly at a loss for the motive and 
the possible criminal. Doctor Backman, 
who had been experimenting with hypno
tism and clairvoyance, determined to try, 
with his ablest medium, whether the mur
der scene could be visualized. 

In the Proceedings of the Psychical Re
search Society, Doctor Backman tells his 

own story. The statements as he made 
them were then checked up by the investi
gators and police and everything that he 
stated was verified. -

Doctor Backman tells his story : 
"In the month of October, 1888, the 

neighborhood of Kalmar was shocked by a 
horrible murder committed in the parish of 
Wissefjerda, which was about fifty kilo
meters from Kalmar as the crow flies. What 
happened was that a farmer named P. J. 
Gustafsson had been killed by a shot when 
driving, having been forced to stop by 
stones placed on the road. The murder 
had been committed in the evening, and a 
certain tramp was suspected, because Gus
tafsson, in his capacity of under-bailiff, had 
once arrested him, and sentenced him to 
several years' penal servitude. 

"This was all that I or the public knew 
about the case on November 1st of the same 
year. The place where the murder was 
committed and the persons employed in it 
were quite unknown to me and the clair
voyant. 

"On the same day, November 1 st, hav
ing some reason to believe that such an at
tempt would .be at least partially successful, 
I experimented with a clairvoyant, Miss 
Agda Olsen, to try, if it was possible, to get 
some information in this way about such an 
event. ( Continued on page 1 18) 
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UJere l.]ou Born in January? 
( C anlinued from page 111)  

furnished. Strive to b e  happy and suc
cessful in your environment, even if 
you and your people have to work 
hard. \Ve all have to learn to make good 
use of present circumstances and, by so 
doing, to attract opportunity and more 
favorable conditions. You are able to do 
this more easily than some of the other 
types because you know how to make the 
most of things and can adapt yourself to 
any circumstances. This ability is part of 
your heritage from centuries past 

Your star of destiny is Saturn, the disci
plinarian and the god of time and wisdom. 
For time is the great tester of real merit. 
Without the discipline and order of Saturn, 
the world would go quite crazy. We should 
have no sense of duty, no perseverance, no 
ambition, no thought for the welfare of 
others, and little or no · organizatiou. 
Imagine-if you can-a world in which 
there is no 'regularity, no authority, and in 
which nothing is protected or conserved I 
We should have no landmarks from the past 
to guide us. There would be no foundation 
of knowledge upon which to build, no past 
experience by which to test new ideas and 
experiments. We should relapse into bar
barism. 

LHERE is something very suave and 
facile about you Capricornians which 

makes y(}u excellent mediators, good traders 
and middlemen. You are clever managers, 
good organizers and born· . dipl<?!llats. You 
have a wonderfully persuasive· way with 'you 
and a good sense of value'S: ···ff'you· are a 
woman, it is probable that you understand 
·perfectly the gentle art of coaxing. It is 
also more than probable that you are at
tractive and appealing. You may or may 
not be flirtatious, but a love affair-no mat� 
ter whether it i s  your own or someone 
else's-is always of interest to you. You 
are successful in arranging social affairs 
and appr.eciate the importance of dress and 
appearance in both social and business life. 

Be you man or woman, if you are a true · 

Capricornian, you will wish to help others. 
You will promote suitable matches among 
the young people you know, and you will 
be a consistent worker in the interests of 
family and community life. As you grow 
9lderJ you may become social arbiter and ad-

visor. The wisdom gained through your 
own early struggles gives you an insight 
into human needs and qualifies you to give 
advice and guidance. 

The Jews and the Hindoos are tradition
ally under the rule of Capricorn. Both 
these races attach importance to tradition 
and caste and the ties of kinship are prob
ably stronger among the Jews than among 
any other people. 

There is a tendency to lay too much stress 
upon the gloom, discontent and selfishness 
of Saturn and to expect the Capricornians 
to express these qualities. But this is by 
no means the right point of view. As a 
matter of fact, most men and women born 
under the rule of Capricorn are lively and 
talkative. Instead of being dark and satur
nine, many are fair and \Veil favored. 

It must always be remembered that young 
souls�r primitive individuals who have 
not yet had much experience or have failed 
to profit by their experiences-are born un
der any one of the twelve signs and have 
not yet acquired the best characteristics as
sociated with their particular sign. They 
suffer for their mistakes and thus in time 
learn what to avoid, just as a child must 
learn that fire burns before he will keep 
a way from it:  or, as Kipling puts it, the 
puppy must learn not to eat the soap while 
young, else when he becomes a dog, he will 
eat a large piece and it will make him very 
sick. 

The limiting side of Saturn is associated 
with fear, but even fear serves a good pur
pose in that it makes us careful and prudent. 
It forced our early ancestors to devise 
means of protecting themselves and resulted 
in the survival of the human race. But 
there are individuals who are so bound by 
a sense of failure and anxious foreboding 
that they keep themselves in a perpetual 
state of fear and despondency and shut 
themselves off from the pleasures and op
portunities that lie within their reach. If 
they would take those opportunities and en
joy their little pleasures, the way would be 
opened for further opportunity; but until 
they are willing to break down the barrier 
of fear and suspicion and envy it i s  almost 
impossible to help them, because, if you re
move one grievance, they will find another. 

(Continued on page 116) 
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MEN.---WOMEN 1 8  UP 
U. S. Government Positioltt 11re steady, Strikes_, poor bqtinesa conditions, lockouts or politics do not affect 

them. U. S. Government employees get .t)lei7 PJ>Y tor twelve full months every year, There is no such thillll 
as "HARD TIMES" in the U. S. Government service.. · . 

TRAVEL-SEE YOUR COUPO'RY . 
Rallway Postal Clerics get $1.1100 the 'first year.' bet�t� paid on the titlrt an!iUlfteenth of each month. $79.00 each .,pay day. Their pay Is Quickly increased, the maxitriu1n being $2,700 a_ year. $112.50 ea� 15 days. 
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vacation, their pay continues just as· tnough'the¥ were. working. When away from home they get extra pay for hotel expenses. When they grow old, tlley -are ret&:ed with a p�on. 
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.

and· automat.ically Increase $100 a year to $2,100 wit/h special 
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GENERAI.J CLERKS · . 
(Open to moit ancl woanen 18 ancl over) 

Salary $1,260 to $2,100 a year, Pleasant clerical .work in the various �tovernment departments 
at Washington, D. C., and throughout the country. . 

· 

� WHAT IS YOUR FUTURE? l-
Compare these conditions with your present condition, I>Cl'haps changing posftions � FRANKLIN 
frequently, kicking around from post to pillar, no - chance in sight for PER- � 0 'o�r�ulJ 
MANENT employment; frequentlv out of a position, and the year's average � ROCHESTER ri y salary very low. DO YOU EARN '$1 ,900 TO $2,700 EVERY YEAR? 0 -..- auohtom fneof h .'Ill '1 � 
HAVE YOU ANY ASSURANCE THAT A FEW YEARS _ll'ROM NOW � •""'•''• ,!.;\f:. oh0:>!. 
YOU WILL GET $2 700 OR MORE A YEAR? :\) botow: 12> F•••klio In,.;. 

. YOU C�N G�T A POSA"ION cO Sta�us��emmenl'l (f)�=�J:t:fi�= 
Country restdents and c1ty res1dents stand equal chance. ..Expe� "Y 8\ate. Government Job. now obtainabl&. tJabed 
ence is unnecessary, and political influence is not used. ...._" 0 Railway Postal Clerk ••• ($1,900i,7m 

-"- v 0 Post Office Clerk ••••••••• ($1,700 2,300 

I GET FREE LIST OF POSITI ONS. Fill out the cou-
�· O City M<!il Caqier • • • • •••••• <f1•700 2,100 

�n. Tear it off and mail it today-now, at once. This� D ���l �=�L Camer�··-····�·- �s�·�gg_ 2·t88 
8�}�1�m;:� �et\i�� �lJfe ���eDG��a:����)ob.ay re- 0 Prohibition Aaeni-:"iiiVe&iiia-tOt:::::($2:300-$3:400 

Name-................... ••·•·•--................................... _ .... .. 

use �tf�UPOii"'MOre-vou··r;ft&ia:-Y Yt.::Wri�-OT PriD.i ... PiaiUiY 
Please mention GHOST STORIES when answering advertisement 
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(Continued from page 114) 
They are victims not of 
their own thoughts. 

bad luck but of and the Arabs. Of all the planets, an ad

There are others under Saturn's rule to 
whom money is the one and only god. 
Among such people we find the dishonest 
broker, the crooked lawyer and the men and 
women who trade on human weaknesses for 
gain ; we find smooth Uriah Heeps and 
other brands of hypocrites-and, if we look 
deep enough, we shall probably find that all 
such people are activated by an inferiority 
or fear complex. 

In addition to being the planet of order as 
distinct from chaos, Saturn is associated 
with rhythm and vibration, which is the 
music of the spheres. The regular taking 
in-and-out of the breath, the ebb and flow 
of the tide, the rising and setting of the 
sun, and the great cosmic periods of time
all these are expressions of that rhythmic 
regularity which is universal law and of 
which Saturn is the symbol. Most of us 
think of Venus as the planet most closely 
associated with music. Yet music is 
rhythm and it is Satum that rules rhythm, 
while the moon rules tune. The result of 
an examination of fifty-two birth charts of 
mustctans undertaken recently by the 
Brotherhood of Light in Los Angeles shows 
Saturn to be more prominent in these 
charts than any other planet. Mars comes 
next, then the moon, then N cptune, and 
then Venus. This shows not only the close 
association of rhythm with music, but also 
the value of the persistence and capacity for 
hard work given by Saturn coupled with the 
mechanical ability, aggression and enthu
siasm of Mars. It reveals the necessity for 
hard work even when there is talent. Iu 
the case of composers, the prominent planets 
were found to be Uranus and Neptune
rulers of originality and inspiration. 

.,.. HE dark blues, grays and grayish-blues L are the colors of Capricorn and the 
talisman for this !;ign is the onyx. 

The countries which are traditionally 
under the rule of the goat with the fish's 
tail are India, Mexico, Bulgaria and 
Lithuania. Now that Saturn has definitely 
passed into Capricorn, trouble is to be ex
pected in these countries and particularly in 
India during 1930. 

Turkey, Mesopotamia and the city of 
Jerusalem are under Virgo and already the 
effect of Neptune's presence in that sign is 
apparent in the trouble between the Jews 

verse Neptune is the most tricky and de
ceitful, for he always confuses the issue. It 
will not be difficult, while he rules the situ
ation, to incite the Mohammedan peoples tD 
take part in what they consider a religious 
war. It was in the year 637 that Omar
cousin of Mahomet--<>rdered a mosque 
built on the site of Solomon's Temple tD 
commemorate his conquest of Palestine, so 
that this particular bone of contention is 
a very old one. And it WilS this same Caliph 
Oma.r who, with Puritan zeal, ordered the 
contents of the famous library of Alexan
dria to be destroyed, because, forsooth, if 
the books agreed with the Koran they were 
unnecessary and if they did not agree, they 
were pernicious and ought to be destroyed. 

Neptune will remain in the first three de
grees of Virgo until next August and will 
affect those whose birthdays fall between 
the 23rd and 29th of May, Augu�t or No
vember, or the 19th and 23rd of February. 
Let them beware of entanglements and de
ception and be themselves practical and 
straightforward but not too credulous. It 
is wiser for those who are very sensitive to 
suggestion not to dabble in things they do 
not understand and are not able to control, 
as the influence of Neptune is toward con
fusion and misrepresentation. 

Capricornians born about December 25th 
and Taureans whose birthday comes about 
April 24th now receive the Neptunian rays 
in wave-lengths which they can control and 
which promote harmony when mixed with 
their own vibrations. To them Neptune 
offers pleasures that will long be remem
bered and the realization of secret wishes. 
Success may come to them through large 
combines or through oil ; or they may en
joy some spiritual experience that will be 
helpful to them in the future. Other birth
days that share in this good fortune are 
those between the 23rd and 27th of June 
and October. 

Uranus, of course, is still in Aries and 
will remain in that sign until the summer 
of 1934. He will then hover 011 the border
land of• Taurus until 1936. By that time 
it is probable that many changes will have 
taken place and that much will have hap
pened that is foretold in ancient prophecies. 
Since England comes under the rule of 
Aries and- the planet Uranus destroys the 
established order of things, it is quite likely 

(Continued on page 1 18) 
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(Continued from page 1 16) 

that there will be a radical change i; the 
existing government of _ Great Britain. 

The influence of Uranus is separative. 
1 Through drastic _ and &udden changes prog
ress is made. If you�i'ere born about the 
first of December iif�e}ear 1906, for in� 
stance, you may ant4,<1Jlat'e sudden changes 
and possibly broken' c'ffiendships because 
Ura�:ms is very much concerned with your 
destiny just now. He will give you some
thing in return for whatever he takes from 
you, but -much will .depend upon your ability 
to readju�t yourself and make a success of 
new conditions. Accept everything that 
cQmes as so much experience gained ; this 
will make things ep.sier for you. 

As you doubtless know, the Sagittarian 
type is peculiarlY- prone to accident and 
broken bones, so while you are under this 
powerful Uranian ray, be careful not to 
take risks. This applies also to those born 
1in December, 1885, especially during the last 
few days of that month. They should take 
.steps to safeguard both their health and 
�usiness interests. The end of September, 
'1886, is another sensitive period and if you 
•were born at that time, live as quietly as 
possible and do not force changes or give 
up your position just now. The Uranian 
vibration will act very powerfully � from 

.January 4th to lOth and particular care 
' should be taken during'that time. 

The Leos and the Sagittarians, as a 
group, will be inclined toward travel and 
change during the next few years and in 

(most cases the change will be beneficial. 
This is true also of the Arians, so that those 
'born about March 28th may now enjoy un-

expected good fortune. The May Geminians 
and the Aquarians hom in January will be 
filled with a spirit of restlessness and a de
sire to get away from too familiar haunts 
and faces, and as the Geminians are now 
under the protection of Jupiter, .they . may 
anticipate some 1ortunate change in the1near 
future. -

The Uranian rays . are now affecting all 
those who were born during the Spring 
and early Summer of 1906 and especially 
those whose birthday comes about the end 
of Marh .or. o£ June. It is not always pos
sible to forestall the effects of these vibra
tions which act &wiftly and without warn
ing. The best .' w_ay ,'of avoiding trouble is 
to be very d�tiouS', ��d�c.ircumspect until. 
this dangerous · period ��i::,�'k�in fact, for 
the remainder .of the prmlft year. Specu
lation, unless along very 'coiservative lines, 
is o�� :, of ,, the ;,9ue�ion fqr anyone who i' 
under ·an . advep�e ray fr� Uranus. Some
timet, too, this inJi.uenc� ex:presse9 itself 
thro!'lgh. an emOtional �i�is& throu�h une;c
pected 11lness or the loSi �t a ,  frtend ; tts 
actual significance dep�ds' Jpon the ·position 
of the planets in your birthchart. 

A .,croYided year of emotional experience 
is predicted for those whose birthday is 
January 3rd and if they would avoid do
mestic upheavals they will have to act with 
discretion during the summer months of 
this year. Those born during the last week 
of December must avoid all risks during 
the first ten days of the -New Year, which 
I trust will prove both happy and pros
perous for all those, of-.�ou who read this 
article. · 

Spirit Tales 
(Continued from page 1 13) 

"The judge of the neighborhood, who had 
promised to be present, was unfortunately 
prevented from coming. The clairvoyant 
was hypnotized in my wife's presence, and 

. was then ordered 'to look for the place 
:where the murder had been committed and 
see the whole scene, follow the murderer 
in his flight, and describe him and his home 
and the motive for the murder.' 

"Miss Olsen then spoke as follows, in 
great agitation, sometimes using violent 
gestures. I took notes of her exact words 
and reproduce them here more fully 1 

" 'It is between two vlllagea-;I see a 
road-in a wood-now it is coming--the 
gun-now he is coming along, driving--the 
horse is afraid of . the . stones-hold the 
horse ! Hold the ho�;;;-1 Now ! ' Now he is 
kUling him-he was . · kneeling . when he 
fi-red-blood ! blood !-now he is ";utining in 
the wood-seize him !-he is running in an 
opposite direction to the horse in many 
circuits-not on any foot paths. He wears 
a cap and gray clothes-light-has long 
coarse brown hair, which has not been cut 

(Continued on page 120) 



"ADVERTISING SECTION" . 119 

WeddlnzRina. The''EIIte" solid 18-k white gold, set 11rilh 5 Diamonds, $11.75. Solid 18-k e-old, $5 and up. Solid platinum. $25. 
Satisfaction Guarant�ed or 
Money Dack. Goods oent !\ffg"J �R=ues�IN-
CREDIT TERMS: 1,110 
down; balance weekly, 
seml-monthlycwmonth
ty at YOW: conwnlence • 

.-.}. v1due Elgin bas never given before in a watcb of this quality. 7-jewell;:lgin 
mov�ment. Non-tan>isbable .,_, ltlesh brace- ,_---�""· -, .. _.,. • let, $27 .SO. $2.75 dow11; $2. 75a. month. · 

Our References• 
or Banker In 'til 

ORRECT. ·  
Your -NOS·E . Impto�e · your . appearan.ce with the ANITA Nose· Adjuster. Shapes flesh 

and .cartilage-quickly. safely and pain
lessly, while you sleep. Results are last
ing. Doctors. praise it. 68.000 users. 
Write far 30-Day Trial Offer and FREE 
BOOKLET. 

66How to Reduce Weight" 
BJ?.RNARR MACFADDEN 

�if" reu:e.==:'=� ;�� ��tl���g= 
auc1 mueuon """""-· It !I by all odds the most thorotJJ'b and eftectlve work on -� ,eftycd� tha' we have ever eec.n. Price SOc. 

.. MACFADDEN PUBLICATIONS, INC. 
G.S • ..l, Madaddoo Bldg., tU6 B<oadwu,N. Y.C. 

What DoYou Want? 
Whatever it is we can help you get it. 
Just give us the chance by writing for free 
literature. You . will be delighted. Act 
today. Write NOW I 
. THE BROTHERHOOD OF LIGHT 

Dept. P. Bo11: 1526 Loa An��:elea, Calif. 

-ANITA INSTITUTE. lU, AnitaBidl'-• Newark, N. :s. MARVEL MFG. eo. Dopt. 93 Now Ha- Conn. 
Please mention GHOST STORIES when answering advertisement 



"ADVERTISING SECTION" 

· Look Out for Headaches 
In tbla book. wHeadaches-How eurl!d,* Be<narr Macflldd�n explains what each pain signifies and tellshowtoeradu:atethem. · To those who 8Uf!er from h�dacbes. this book io worth ita �t In �d. Pay pogtman $3.00 pl\lll pootage. U not satisfied return In five days and your $3.00 will be li!funded. 

IIIACFADD'EN PUBUCATlONS, Inc. 
D-C.S. I 1926 Broacfwa)', New 'York City 

D R O P S  
As enchanting exotic perfume of Irresistible charm, clinging for hours lilce lovers loath to part. afewdropsare�nough. FuU 

bottle 98c. or fl.J2 C. 0. D. 
D'ORO CO. 

Money bacl< if it fade. again! My French MAGI Compound 
leaves no streak:&. No atams on 
��hlng��ba��SZfnca':�dn�u�� ing. Leaves hair soft and sttky. 
Easily applied in rew minutes. 

Only one application. 13 colon. 1;2.00 outfit for only $1.45, to 
Introduce QWclcly. Send M. 0 .. check oc stamps or pay C. 0. 
D., plus 20 cent• �tage. I guarunt= you -..·ut. be �teaUy pleased. Plain wrapJ)er. No one �uowo. Send direct or ask your drugsil't. M l� ��Nd. J E U N  E S s E  17 PARK ROW NEW YORK SUITIS G. S.·7S 

(Continued from pag6 118) 
for a. long time-gray-blue eyes-treach
erous looks-great dark brown beard-be is 
accustomed to work on the land. I believe 
he has l<lUt his right hand. He has a scar 
or a streak between his thumb and fore
finger. He is suspicious and a cowar{l. . •  , 

" 'The murderer's home is a red wooden 
house, standing a little way back from the 
road. On the kitchen floor is a room which'\ 
leads into the kitchen, and from that agaio · 

into the passage. There is also a larger 
room which does not communicate with the· 
kitchen. The church of Wissefjerda is 
situatetl obliquely to your right when you 
are standing in the passage. 

" 'His motive was enmity-it seems as if 
he had bought something-taken some- ; 
thing-a paper. He went away from home . 
at daybreak, and the murder was committed · 
in the evening.' 

"Miss Olsen was then awakened, and like 
all my subjects, she remembered perfectly 
what she had been seeing,_ which had made 
a very profound impression upon her; she 
added several things which I did not write 
down. 

"On November 6th (Monday) I met Miu 
Olsen, and she told me in great agitation ' · 
that she had met the murderer from Wis� 
sefjerda in the street. He was accompanied 
by a younger person and followed by two 
policemen, and was walking from the police 
office to ·the jail. I at once expressed my 
doubts of her being right, partly because 
country people are generally arrested by 
the country police, and partly because they 
are always taken directly to jaiL But when ; 
she insisted upon it, and maintained that it 
was the person she had seen when asleep,· 
I went to the police office. 

"I inquired if anyone had been arrested 
on suspicion of the crime in question, and a 
police constable answered that sach was the 
case, and that, as the man had been taken 
to the town on Sunday, he had been kept ill 
the police station over night and after tlult 
had been obliged to go on foot· to jail, ac
companied by two constables." 

Verification of these statements was ob
tained by investigators of psychic phenom
ena who were startled by the possibilities 
opened up of the use of clairvoyant& or ; 
hypnotized persons in criminal cases. ln · 
the report o.f the Proceedings o£ the Btitish 
Psychical Research Society, the constable 
is quoted as -verifying Doctor Backman's 

Please mention GHOST STORtES when answering advettisemetd!. 
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description of the murderer, the house in 
which he lived, its furniture and all the de-

1 tails given by the medium, even to the scar 
on the murderer's hand. 

The trial disclosed that the enmity be
tween the two men had been caused by an 
agreement made by Gustafsson to buy a 
farm for one Jonnasson, which accounted 
for the paper the medium saw passed be· 
tween the two. The enmity was aroused 
because Gustafsson had tried to keep the 
farm purchased for J onnasson. 

The clairvoyant had not erred in a single 
detail in describing the scene and the cir
cumstances of the crime. 

uThe Dripping Indian" 
UJHENEVER the strange experiences 

of the early voyagli'Urs of French 
Canada are being recounted, one is bound 
to hear about the inexplicable phenomenon 
that has come to be known as "The -Drip· 
ping Indian," for the tale is one of the most 
compelling in the lore of the St. Lawrence. 

About two hundred years ago a company 
of trappers had pitched their camp at Les 
Ecorres on the Rivie-re des Prairies, near 
Montreal, and were preparing for the night 
when their attention was attracted by a 
strange light on a point a short distance 
away. The spot they had chosen for their 
encampment is now known as Le Sault-au· 
Recoltet-The Rapids of the Missionary
and is only a few miles northwest of the 
present city of Montreal. 

In those far-off days, white men travel
ing In the wilderness were always on the 
lookout for others of their own race, so the 
little band of trappers, in spite of their 
fatigue and tbe fact that they bad extin
guished their own fire, decided to Investi
gate the mysterious- glow, which somehow 
did not seem to resemble an ordinary camp 
fire. The night, one historian tells us, 
"was as black as a raven's wing." 

Fearing that possibly hostile Indians 
might be lurking in the woods, they ap
proached the fire in their canoes with the 
greatest caution. As they neared the point 
they saw seated within a foot or two of 
the flames the solitary figure of a lone 

· Indian. He was sitting on the ground, 
his elbows 011 his knees and his head in his 
hands, staring into the depths of the 
ghostly glow before him. 

The trappcn hailr:d him, but he did not 
respond by word or movement. There was 
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Another St. Patrick N ceded something un�nny about his immobility, 
and the men m the canoes, their curiosity 
getting the better of them, approached the THE following weird tale was brought 
shore. Soon they perceived that water was out of China by some of the correspon
dripping from the Redskin's limbs and hair. dents who followed the fortunea of the 
Again they spoke to him, but he g-ave not Northern Army until it fell, If true, it 
the slightest indication that he -had heard. means that the ancient and famous Temple 
T

.
hen, to their profound astonishment, they of Earth will not be removed to grace the 

dtscovered that the water falling from his estate of some American millionaire. 
brown body was not wetting the . smooth 'According to the story, teld t0 the cor4 
sand-and that the smokeless fire gave respondents by village elders and farm 
forth no heat ! owners near Peking, underlings of Marshal 

Thoroughly alarmed now, they threw bits Chang Tso-Lin sold the great temple to two 
of birch bark into the weirdly flickering Chinese contractors for $62,500. The 
flames, from which they drew them again Temple of Earth, second onl;y to the Temple 

· tmscorched. · _Terrified, they fled back ·  to of Heaven, and the spot where in olden 
their own enc"ampment, lea,•ing the ··motion· days the Empress offered sacrifices con

less figure' beside_ his unnatural fire. From tains a great marble al·tar and other f�tures 

midstream they looked back, but fire and which the contractors-who had heard of 

: Indian had disappeared. The wall of the the raids upon English castles by Ameri· 
: forest was black, and unbroken. c�s,.willing t? transport large architectural 

In later years the apparition of '"The . .  pteces home ptecemeal-believed they might 
Dripping Indian" was seen in various places1:· resell at a. hapdsome profit. 

· about the vicinity, and only a few years,. · HoweverfSuch plans were doomed. The 

· ago a party of Montreal fishern1en, drifting farmers :·said that on the first visit of the 
down the Riviere des Prairies after a day's contractors to view their purchase at close 
sport in the Lake of Two Mountains saw range, two huge snakes rose up out of the 
what they believed to be a lonely �mper ground and blew their breaths upon the 
crouching for warmth over ... a miserable unlucky buyers, who immediately dropped 
little fire. He was hardly discernible from dead. This, however, seemed not to 
their canoes, and before they could get frighten the heirs of the contractors, who 

· within hailing distance, he had , vanished. persuaded the priests to admit them to the 
taking the glowing embers with him. temple. 

Naturally the fishermen among whom Once again the snakes appeared, and this 
was Ross Pennoyer, of the .Gazette Printing time they wrapped their tails about the great 
Company, dismissed the .. occurrence as of marble altar and by a miraculous extension 
lit·tle importance; but when, afterward, they of their bodies pursued the priests and 
heard the story of the ghostly Indian that would-be buyers until they ran from the 
had terrified the early voyageurs thev won4 gates. No further attempt was made to dis

dered whether what they had 
'
seen could turb the temple until it was taken under the 

have been this ancient phantom. protection of the victorious Southern forces. 
History books tell us that in 1645 a mis· 

t>ionary named Pere Nicolas Viet was bru
tally drowned near the foot of Le Sault-au· 
Recollet rapids by an Indian with whom he 
was traveling to Montreal from the Huron 
country. The exact fate of this savage 
murderer is not clear because there are 
t>everal different versions of the tragedy, 
but all agree that he himself perished 
miserably in some strange manner a few 
minutes after the drowning o� the mission· 
ary. Death-and all the stories are unani
mous on this point-came to him as he was 
drying himself beside a fire. What more 
likely, then, that his is the unhappy spirit 
now known as "The Dripping Indian" ? 

'A Significant Dream 
fORMER Congressman from New York, 

Judge Henry M. Goldfogle, once re. 
lated the following: 

"I believe that everyone in passing 
through life, has to admit at sometime dur
ing this transit; that there are many things 
which we encounter that cannot be ex4 
plained. 

"I have had several experiences in the 
practice of law that will always remain to 
me in the realm of the inexplicable. For 
instance : 

"Some years ago, our firm succeeded in 
recovering for a client, after a vigorous 
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legal battle, a foreclosure judgment o£ a 
large amount. The property foreclosed on 
did not yield sufficient to satisfy the judg
ment, and a judgment for the deficiency, 
amounting to several thousands of dollars, 
was entered. 

"As a rule, deficiency judgments, as they 
are familiarly called by the legal profession, 
prove valueless. The papers were there-

. fQre placed on the shelf, and for some years 
the judgment was forgotten ; the debtor's 
whereabouts were un1:nown and consequent
ly he could not be followed up. · 

"One morning I came down to my law 
office, and related to my partner a dream I 
had had the night before. 

"I dreamt that , (the judgment 
debtor) had a large dry-goods store in 
Jersey City, and we issued execution against 
his property to the Sheriff, who seized the 
stock of goods, sold it out and realized 
enough on it to pay our judgment. I dreamt 
that we reached the store by going through 
a street that had nice residences, in front 
of whi.ch were iron stoops. 

"My partner simply answered. 'Bosh, 
that's only a dream.' 

"But I insisted that one of the clerks go 
over to Jersey City and ende!!-!O.r to get 
some trace of the debtor. The eletk obeyed 
instru.ctions, and after a good dais search, 
discovered that the debtor had had a store, ' such as I had seen in my dream. but bad 
sold out the business and moved to . f':ew 
York, establishing there a lar&'e and . appa,r
ently flourishing concern. . . .  

"Further inquiry · revealed _sufficient. � 
to identify the fill\-11 tr;�.� as the def,rtot; 
whereupon my firni issued, �-' r�is1fe 
proces.s for the. colletfial:i:.of ��Ji:idi�� :..and lol and behold, after the.'Shei:i� tevied' 

> upon the debtor's pr.operty, the� juiJ�It,li� ·�f 
several thousand dollars was pal.c.H11.'tutl. 

• . "When the cash was being paUl .Over � · 
. the law firm by the Deputy Sheriff; ti\Y. laW:

. 

partner, who had been S<? skept,i� . . ··'\Yben · 

the dream had been told him, iurdled btandly, 
looked at me quizzically, and , said, 'Sup-

' ·pose you go home, take a good sleep, and 
· dream again ; we . may collect some more 

judgments.'"'' 

The Strange Case of the Clerk 
CAN the 'spirit of a living being leave his 

body, walk slowly to his office and there 
go through motions that take several min
utes, and return to his body-all in the space 
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of a second or two? Is this possible? 

That such an unusual occurrence may 
happen not only to a medium but to a per
son who has ridiculed all notions of the 
supernatural, is evidenced in the case of 
R. P. Roberts, a clerk, of 10 Exchange 
Street, Manchester, England, and verified 
by invcsti�ators of the British Society for 
Psychic Research who inlen-iewed all of 
the persons involved. 

Roberts tells his ·story as follows: 
"The shop where I worked stood at the 

corner of Castle Street and Rating Row, 
Beaumaris, and I lived in the latter stree�. 
One day I went home to dinner at the usual 
hour. When I had partly finished I looked 
at the clock. To my astonishment it ap
peared that the time by the clock was 12 :30. 
I certainly thought that it was most extraor
dinary. I had only half finished my din
ner, and it was time for me to be at the 
shop. I felt dubious, so in a second or 
two I had another look, when to my agree
able surprise I found I had been mistaken. 
It was only just turned 12 :l.S. 

"I could never explain how it was I made 
the mistake. The error gave me such a 
shock for a few minutes, as if something 
had happened, that I had to make an effort 
to shake off the sensation. I finished my 
dinner and returned to business at 12:30. 

"On entering the shop I was accosted hy 
. Mrs. Owen, my employer's wife, who u�ed 

to assist in the business. She asked me 
rather sternly where I had heen since my 
return from dinner. I replied that I had 
come straight from dinner. 

"A long discussion foHowed which 
brought out the following fact s :  

"About a quarter -of a n  hour previous -to 
my actually · entcriJlg the shop (i.e. about 
12 : 1 5 ) ,  I was seen by Mr. and Mrs. Owen 
al}d a well-known customer, Mrs. Jones to 
walk into the shop, go behind the counter, 
and place my hat upon the peg. As I was 
going behind the counter, Mrs. Owen re
marked, with the intention that I should 
hear, that I had arrived at last, too late. 

"This remark was prompted by the fact 
that a few minutes previous a customer 
was in the shop in want of an article which 
belonged to the stock under my charge, and 
which could not be found in my absence. 
As soon as this customer left I was seen 
to enter the shop. It was observed by Mr. 
and Mrs. Owen that I did not appear to 
notice the remark made. In fact, I looked 
quite absent-minded and vague. Imme
diately after putting my hat on the peg I 
returned to the same spot, put my hat on 
again, and walked out of the shop, still star
ing in a mysterious manner, which induced 
one of the parties-! think Mrs. Owen-to 
say that my behavior was very odd, and 
she wondered where I was . off to. 

"I, of course, contradicted these state
ments, and endeavored to prove that I could 
not have eaten my dinner and returned in a 
quarter of an hour. This, however, availed 
nothing, and during our eliscussion the 
abo,ve-mentioned Mrs. Jones came into the 
shop again, and was appealed to at once by 
Mr. anrl Mrs. Owen. She corroborated 
every word of their account, and added that 
she saw me coming down Rating Row 
when within a few yards of the shop ; that 
she was only a step or two behind me, and 
entered the shop In time to hear Mrs. 
Owen's remarks ahout my coming too late. 

"These three persons gave their state
ments of the affair quite independently of 
each other. There was no other person 
near my age in Owen's establishment, 
a.nd there could be no reasonable doubt that 
my form had been seen by them and by 
Mrs. Jones. They would not believe my 
story until my aunt, who had dined with 
me, said positively that I had not left the 
table before my time was up. You will no 
doubt note the coincidence. At the moment 
when I _felt, with a startJing sensation, ·that 
I t;>ught to be at. the shop, and when Mr. 
and Mrs. · Owen were extremely anxious 
that I should be there, I appeared to them 
looking, as they said, as if in a dream or in a 
state of sonmambulism.'' 

The Meeting Place 
(Co11tinued from page 110) 

Music of the Spheres UJHILE traveling last summer through 
Victoria, B. C., I was told about a 

curious state of affairs which was puzzling 

residents of that city. Since my return it 
occurred to me that the events came properly 
within the jurisdiction of psychic research 
and might be explained along that line. 
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It seems that the city's new $3,000,000 
cathedral was still under construction when 
weird music began issuing from the un-

1 finished building. The Reverend Cecil S. 
Quainton could offer no explanation for 
the phenomenon. "It is really most amaz-

; ing," he was quoted as saying. "Sometimes 
it appears to be organ music. At other 
times the sound is distinctly that of a piano, 
and the other day I heard a voice sing
ing." 

The dean was not the only one who had 
heard the ghostly music. When it was first 
noticed, passersby thought that a new or
gan was being tried out in the rising 
cathedral. But inquiry revealed that no 
steps had been taken to equip the church 
with an organ because work would not be 
far enough advanced for a good many 
months. 

That was the last I heard of Victoria's 
mystifying cathedral music. I wonder if 
anyone knows the later developments? 

Scranton, Pa. F. VON K. 

Had This No Meaning? 
S

OMEWHERE, in almost every ghost 
story I have beard or read about, there 

is some reason which explains the pres
ence of the ghost. It is often a portent 
of trouble ; often, too, a recurrence of a 
past scene. But what do your readers make 
of an apparition that had not rhyme nor 
reason ? That was the kind <>f phantom 
that appeared to my husband and mel 

We ·had not been married long .and, had 
just moved to a section of the country far 
from the one we were raised in. We had 
taken an old country house, but li&d heard 
nothing about it that would lead us to ex
pect anything out of the way. 

We had gone to bed one night as usual, 
not having discussed anything that would 
disturb our slumber or explain the uncanny 
thing that took place. We ars both sound 
sleepers and would ordinarily not be 
aroused by anything short of an earth
quake. The last thing I remember was 
watching the moon through the window as I 
fell asleep. Then, fQr no reason at all, I 
suddenly awoke to find myself staring into 
the face of a man who was standing lean
ing against the foot of the bed. I looked 
at hirn for fully a minute it seemed, ex
pecting him to run or attack us. But he 
only stood staring back at me. 

More marvelous than the power of the 
Magician's Wat�d, is the power that can be 
developed in the newly discovered Cosmic 
areas of your own mind. 

You can turn your mental pictures into 
living, vibrating waves of power that will 
reach other minds or attract to your con
sciousness the creative Jaws of Nature which 
bring your mental images and desires into 
material realization. 

A FREE BOOK FOR YOU 
The Rosicrucians throughout the world 

for centuries have been the Master Minds 
in developing self-efficiency and self-domi
nation O\'Cr the obstacles of life. Their 
secret knowledge and strange methods have 
made them admired successes everywhere. 

They are pledged to help others-just as 
you will gladly share your knowledge and 
successful experiences with others. They 
have prepared a book-new, fascinating, in
structive, and practical-which tells about 
their helpfulness. It is called "The Light 
of Egypt"-the land where White Magic 
first gave man his power to be mas.terful. 
The coupon below will bring it to you with
out obligation. 

--�------- - - _ ,..., _____ _ 

rata BOOK COUPON 
LIBRARIAN W. .M. M. ao.lcrudouo Order s... s- c.JII. "Th�JeLr;bt•:i ��'pt/•itb¢ut oblia'ation, a copy of 

Name . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  .. 

Addreso . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 

LADIES' $12 WATCH WOMo«aF\\L VA&.IJS 
=� � ... �· .':� s-r. ......... ... � ..... ............ Eatra WatU. if ,  .. ..... , .. �• ttK eold. pl� J'o.:1tala PMI ... .b. •aWil.. h - d  • , .... ...... , fr ....... � , Woodb!A .. PL 
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Stealthily I leaned over to my husband 
and whispered : "There's a man at the foot 
of our bed !" He said : "Hush, I'm watch� 
ing him." 

\Vc waited some seconds more and 
then, as the man did not move or make a 
sound, my husband jumped up and ran 
{or his gun which hung above the door. 
Quickly he wheeled to meet what he was 
certain would be an attack,_ but the man 
had completely vanished. The doors were 
locked on the inside, and he could not have 
gone through the window without suffer� 
ing severe injury. Yet though we searched 
high and low, inside and out, our strange in· 
truder could never be found. 

But to this day, when I remember how 
he stood staring fixedly at us, it makes me 
shiver and wish for company if I'm alone. 

MRS, B. F. CALDWELL. 
Bennington, Okla. 

Guidance From Beyond 
A S I am very much interested in the 

supernatural experiences of others, I 
am tempted to set forth one of my own, 
in the hope that it may prove worthwhile. 

When my daughter was fifteen years 
old, she wanted to get married to a man 
who was a cripple. Naturally, I was very 
much upset, for although I was a widow 
and would have been very glad to see my 

()nly child married, I felt that she was not 
old enoug-h to know her own mind in a. 
situation -like this. 

T() give myself time to think it over, I 
sent my daughter away to visit relatives 
in another city. Then I sat down to weigh 
the matter. Over and over in my mind 
went the question : "What sha11 I do, what 
shall I do?" when suddenly I heard a voice 
say : "Let her go." I thought I had 
imagined it at first, but then, rememberi.ng 
that I had heard that voice on previous oc
casions when I was in doubt, I softly asked 
the spirit to repeat the message. And again 
came the words: "Let her go." 

Needless to say, I obeyed, and I have 
never regretted it. My daughter is very 
happily married to the man of her choice 
and is tl{e mother of two fine children. 

This was ... not my first experience with 
the supernatural, and I have always believed 
that when the voices of the departed speak 
to us, we should abide by their advice, for 
l have never known thein to be wrong. 

Philadelphia, Pa. B. CoYLK. 

Hollywood's Haut:JteJ Studio 
THE serial, "Haunted Hollywood", which 

I followed eagerly while it ran fn 
GHOST STORIES reminded me of some ex� 
citement we had here in Hollywood last 
year. It all started around the old aban· 

The Murder Plot at the Wedding 
When William Trost married Freda Hartmann, little did he realize that his days 

on earth were numbered , nothing did he know of the red specter of murder \vhich 
lurked amidst the wedding gaiety. 

Here is a crime as dark as the deeds of the Borgias. The innermost details of this 
shocking case will be revealed for the first ti� in the January issue of 

THE MASTER DETECTIVE 
by William J. Belshaw, for twelve years head of the murder squad of the Philadelphia 
Police Department. The story, which is illustrated by actual photographs of the 
principals, will be entitled, The Murdering Bride of Philadelphia. 

Among the many other masterpieces of fact, told by America's leading detectives 
and newspaper men, will be: The Inside on Toledo's Million-Dollar Postoffice 
Hold-up; The Vanishing Phantom of Death Valley: The Mad Doctor in the Third 
Floor Rear; Who Was the Twin Cities Arch-KiUer? and The Invisible Clue. 

THE MASTER DETECTIVE is a Macfadden publication-twenty-five cents in the 
United States, thirty cents in Canada. The January issue goes on sale at all news 
stands December 23rd. 

-
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doned Metro studio which many reputable 
witnesses declared was haunted. 

It was within those now crumbling walls 
that Rudolph Valentino played some of his 
greatest roles before the camera ; it was 
there, too, that Barbara La Marr first rose 
to fame, and there. that Harold Lockwood 
played the closing scenes. of his screen 
career. 

Unfortunately, I can offer no proof or 
substantiation one way or another ; I can 
only report what I have heard. But that 
was enough to convince me that something 
uncanny was afoot in the old studio. For 
one thing, Valentino lies buried in a ceme;tery only a few blocks away from it; and 
'for another, several of the most famous 
;celebrities who walked its "sets" have since 
·met unusual and untimely deaths. 

Even in the daytime the vast place is 
weird now, and it is not at all hard to 
imagine that phantoms inhabit those empty 
administration buildings, those outdoor 
''sets" where great film personalities 
stalked, and those grass-grown drivewayg 
over which imported cars one day rolled so 
proudly! 

. Hollywood, Cal. M. B&EBE. 

� . 

PLAGIARISM 
Is Literary or Artistic THEFT 

So widespread has this evil become 
that the publishers of GHOST STORIES 

- Magazine take this means of announc
ing that they will prosecute to the 
limit of the law any person or persona 
found gw1ty of this offense. 

Stories submitted to this magazine 
come through the United States 
Mail. Before acceptance the author 
sends throu�h the mail an affidavit, 
sworn to, attesting to the fact that the 
story is an ori�mal literary compo
sition. The check, in payment for 
an accepted story also transmitted 
thtou�h the mail, when endorsed by 
the author, contains a similar warranty 
as to authorship and ori�inality. 

Despite these safeguards there are 
some people bold enough to deliber· 
ately copy stories from other publica
tions and submit them as their own. 

Those who have been or will be 
guilty of such practice will be prollfJ· 
cuted to the hilt. Any co-operation 
from our readers is invited. 

The publishers of GHOST STORIES 
Magazine will not permit you to be 
cheated. 

stm.ent; 
want an ambitious, ener

getic man In every county 
to join me in the oil business. 

I'U make him my partner, furnish everything that's needed to do busi
ne�>S and dlvrde the profits 50-SO 
evenr week. I have hundred$ of men with 01e 
�� :nruW���;!�inc��t! Nt���::t opportunity to wiD unlimited 5UCCess. 

.1$0ttf2S0w1EH 
Your Share of the Prorrts 
On my square deal plan, W engard, an Ohio partner. ���t�.,!l '%!'.1� S����D fo�et�!i-rsr��,;'� started. In �est Virginia, Mason's share for a 
wnk wu $12&.02. Hundro& aro millkJng $200 to $SOOe.wi'J 
mooth the yur•round.. No wonde:rtnJmenare entbuslulko. 

Everybody Buys Oil 
It's a 11reat business-som�thtng doing every min
ute. You s!mplytakeorders on LongCrcdttTerms 
for nationally known llnes-Cen-Pe-Co Motor 01� 
-Columbia Painb a01i Rooting. We ship direct from nearby warehouse and tolled. p�, II'OU 
every weok. Tbere's a big business waltln!l wherever y()u are. No matter what you are 
dolnlt DOW, hOw young or old )19d are, If YfJ'-' P'1ll wllltng f11 
WCJtk, follow !Q.y dJrecUom and ha\IC. tbe ambrtJon to m.ake 
real money, I ca.a puantee :roar eltC:cesa. 
Write Qu•"ck tprtbts_cb•n�. rust say, ' I am mterested In your proposition," In a Jetter or on a r,ostcard.. Mall it 
:Jl���n�C:teg:�!1e��.ula.i!���rn mau. First ap· 

P. T,. Weltater, General �Ditlfel Central Petroleum Co. �v�:::;: .m:::-

A Fight Against Rupture 
AITENTION 

ic vs. 
NEGLECT 
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STOP WORRYING 
about Money 

Herei llNew. Easy 
Way to Make 
�15aDay 

�-here•a a wonderful or.portunity to start rjght Ju mak-
lng $15 a day. You can have plenty of money to pay )'OUr 

bil1s. to Rpend for new clothes, furniture, n1dio, pleasure 
'tips, or whatever you want. No more pinching p�nnies or 
C'ounting the nickels and dimes.. No more aaying ''We can't 
afford it." That's U\e bl&ceat. mist-ake any man or woman 
eve< made. And I'll prove it. � 

Van Allen Makes $100 a Week 
]W!t send me your name and address and I'll g;ve you 

1ome facts thaL wHI opeu yow- eyea. I'll show you how L. 
,C. Van Allen, of Illinois, quit a $23·a-week ivb, ttx>k hold of 
'��,��

o
S��

i
:;,�

n
k:�!�.a�tJf����t�����a.J.:.�·$%.31��� firslfint �s and Mrs. D. L. Hodges, of New York, who sayo 

abe never fails to make a profit of $18 to $�U a day. I have 
letter. from me.n and women everywhere that tell about 
profits of $10, $15, $20 and as high ao $25 and $30 �� G d»&l< da:y. 

Start Right In 

NOT a. eonte�t- T offer 
a brand-new car free to prod:ueera u a.n extta rewaM or bonua---in 
n.ddilion to their larg(': 
ca.ah profits. MQ.il 
coupon fCJr )Ja.rtlcu.la rs, 

SEND NO MONEY 

Name _____ .......... .............................. -............ -.. - ............. --... 

Addreoa ••••••••••••• ---- -· --·--··-·------··-·---- -----

The Secrets of 
Beautiful Hair 

Cf{evealed! 
After an extensive and thorough study of 

hair and the scalp Bernarr Macfadden insists 
that anyone can have a luxuriant and abundant 
head of hai� by using simple natural methods. 
His methods of hair culture are so simple, so 
easy to apply, that anyone can learn how to 
use them in only .a few minutes. Once you 
have learned the amazing secret you can be 
sure to have strong, vigorous, healthy hair, 
and it won't cost you a single penny to use it 
day after day, year after year I 

The most wonderful thing about Mr. Mac- ·· 

fadden's discovery is that his methods do not 
require the use of any so-called tonics or 
treatments. They do not demand any appara
tus. In fact, his methods of hair culture are 
so simple, so easy to apply, that anyone �an 
learn to use them in only a fe\V minutes. 

So sure is Mr. Macfadden that his methods 
can help anyone who is troubled with dan
druff, split hair, and other hair ailments, 
that he has instructed his publishers to send 
his remarkable new book Hair Culture to 
everyone requesting it, for five days' examina
tion. It makes no difference how many reme
dies you have tried without success, it makes 
no difference how stubborn your case may be, 
or how long it has existed, Mr. Macfadden is 
su�e that you will obtain the results you want 
through the simple methods which he has dis
covered, and which are fully and completely 

explained in his book. 
We will send you Hair Culture at our risk. 

Send no money. Pay postman $2.00 plus de
livery charges upon receipt of book. 

Macfadden Publications, Inc. 
Deol< G. S. l 

1926 Broadway, New York City 
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