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Strange Personalities
H The Third 

By ALFRED

Harry Kellar

’ A R R Y  K E LLA R  
was for more than 
twelve years the 

leading mystifier of Amer
ica. He learned his first lessons at an early age, 
and travelled with a magician known as the Fakir 
of Ava. Later he was with the Davenport 
Brothers as an assistant, and it is a significant 
fact that one of his best mysteries was his cele
brated rope tie!

Near the close of the nineteenth century, Kellar 
rose to the highest rank as a magician. There was 
a rivalry between him and the famous Alexandre 
Herrmann; and after the death of Herrmann, in 
1896, Kellar became America’s outstanding figure 
in this field.

For twelve years he enjoyed the greatest success; then he retired from the 
stage and named Howard Thurston as his successor. Kellar had gained a 
fortune through magic, and he lived happily thereafter in California until his 
death in 1922.

Kellar succeeded despite disadvantages. His hands were not suited to skill
ful manipulations, but he devised appliances that enabled him to duplicate many 
feats of sleight-of-hand. He had an amazingly mysterious personality, and 
he was able to deceive trained observers by his inimitable methods.

John Nevil Maskelyne

AN O TH ER name that is indirectly linked with the Davenport Brothers
t is that of John Nevil Maskelyne, who for ____________________

fifty years held as important a place in England as 
did Kellar in America.

When the Davenports were in London,
Maskelyne studied their methods and succeeded in 
duplicating their best exhibitions. He became 
a professional magician and won fame with his 
celebrated box trick, and his marvelous automatic 
figures, chief of which was “ Psycho,” the auto
matic whist player.

He presented his latest creations at Egyptian 
Hall, in London, devoting the theater entirely to 
magic, and winning for it the name of “England’s 
Home of Mystery.”

Maskelyne was very successful, and later

\  % T  .?/*

John N evil M atkelyn e
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of the Past and Present
moved to St. George’s Hall, a new theater of magic which 
is still in operation in London. His entertainments were 
unique, and some o f the greatest of modern wizards have 
appeared upon his stage.

A fter his death in 1917, his work was continued by his sons. Maskelyne was 
a keen opponent of fraudulent psychic phenomena, and fought all pretenders 
to the occult, duplicating many so-called miracles upon the stage of his theater, 
the fame that he won was well-deserved, and his name will long be remembered.

The Davenport Brothers

SH O R T L Y  after the Civil War, 
two mysterious brothers ap

peared in America, where they at
tracted more than a little attention.
These were the Davenports, Ira and 
William. They were said to pos
sess occult powers which enabled 
them to communicate with disem
bodied spirits.

The Davenport Brothers presen
ted their seances publicly. They 
were bound and placed in a large 
cabinet with three doors, which was 
the center of strange manifesta
tions. Although the brothers were 
securely tied, the cabinet became the center of tumult the instant that the doors 
were closed. Tamborines and bells were thrown through openings in the cabinet; 
but at the conclusion of the exhibition the brothers were found still bound.

For several years the Davenports enjoyed great popularity. They travelled 
abroad, and there they met with difficulties. They were mobbed in England, but 
had some success in France. Nevertheless, they were not altogether discredited, 
although their methods were declared to be fraudulent.

They returned to America and attempted to re-establish their prestige, touring 
the country with a man named F a y ; but finally they sank into oblivion. William 
died in 1877 and Ira in 1911.

Through their changing fortunes, the Davenports maintained an air of mys
ticism that convinced many people, and even today there are those who believe 
they were genuine mediums. But the general consensus of opinion is to the 
contrary.

So-called spirit manifestations, even when of a spectacularly theatrical nature, 
have a curious fascination for some audiences, whether at the theater or at a 
private or semi-private seance, and it was on such interest that the Davenports 
traded and rose to notoriety.

of a Series 
MAURICE
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P ic tu r in g  t h e  G r e a t  T h e  S o u l o f  t h e  D e fu n c t  b r o u g h t  u p  fo r  J u d g m e n t  In  t h e  H a ll  o f  T w o
R e c o rd e r ;  A n u b ie  a n d  I lo ru s ,  w e ig h in g  th e  S p ir i t  In  t h e  B a la n c e ;

Ancient Theories of 
L ife  A fte r  Death  
By ARTHUR NEALE

IN the religion of ancient Egypt, 
chief of the Nether Regions was 
Osiris, God of the Dead. It was 

he who passed judgment upon the 
souls of the departed, weighing the 
worth of each against the Absolute 
Truth.

If the soul passed the judgment of 
Osiris it was reincarnated to lead a 
happier life than the one before. If 
it did not pass— it would lead another 
trial existence.

If the corporal body that the soul 
had vacated at death was not in a good 
state of preservation, the soul would 
then enter the body of some other 
person.

But between death and resurrection 
there intervened a period varying from 
3000 to 10,000 years, during which 
the soul performed a painful proba-

The Dead
tionary pilgrimage through the mys
terious underworld.

Therefore, in order that the body 
should await intact the return of 
the soul whose habitation it was, it 
had to be preserved from corruption 
and every danger. Hence the extraor
dinary measures taken to ensure the

E g y p t ia n  m o u r n e r s  s tr e w in g  
a s h e s  o n  th e i r  h e a d s



THE DEAD OF EGYPT

T r u t h s .  P ro m  le f t  t o  r i g h t  a r e  O s ir is , t h e  ju d g e ;  t h e  F o u r  G e n ii ;  th e  D e v o u re r  o f S o u ls ;  T h o tb ,  th e  
M a , G o d d e s s  o f J u s t i c e ;  a n d  th e  D e fu n c t ,  w ith  h a n d s  u p ra i s e d

Including the Countless 
Curious Methods and 
Ceremonies of Burial

the city nearest to which the accident 
occurred.

As the art existed for many cen
turies, however, it may be easily con
ceived that mummies were preserved 
by very different means. Those made 
at Memphis are found to be black, 
dry and brittle, whereas those of the 
best Theban epoch are yellowish, 
flexible, and so elastic that the flesh 
yields to the touch of the finger, and 
the limbs may be bent without break
ing.

This latter exquisite softness and 
elasticity has been attributed to the 
injection of costly chemical liquids 
into the veins, whereby the substance 
of the flesh was preserved. The 
natron process, on the contrary, de
stroyed the flesh, leaving only the skin 
and the bones.

of Egypt
preservation of the corpse and the in
violability of the sepulchre; hence the 
huge pyramid, the secret pit, and the 
subterranean labyrinth.

All classes were embalmed, even 
malefactors. And those who were 
drowned in the Nile, or killed by croc
odiles, received an embalmment from



8 TALES OF MAGIC AND MYSTERY

In the ceremony of embalming, a 
scribe marked with a reed-pen a line on 
the left side beneath the ribs, down 
which line a deep incision was made. 
Another embalmer then removed the 
entrails and lungs, with the exception 
of the heart and kidneys.

Y et another man 
extracted the brain 
by means of a crooked 
instrument through 
the nose. All this 
having been effected, 
the body was ready 
for the salts and 
spices necessary for 
its preservation, the 
thoroughness of which 
operations depending 
upon the sum to be 
expended on the task.

E s t a b l i s h 
m e n t s  for the

reception and mummi
fication of the dead 
were attached to all 
the great cemeteries. 
T h e s e  
m 0 rtuary 
s u b u rbs 
w e r e  in

habited by a large popula
tion of embalmers, mummy- 
case makers, p a i n t e r s ,  
scribes, priests, and the like.

It has been calculated that 
from 500 to 800 corpses 
must always have been on 
hand in the workshops at
tached to the necropolis of 
Memphis. To prevent mis
takes in delivering the 
mummies to their families, the bandag- 
ers were in the habit of marking the 
wrappings with the name and age of 
the deceased, sometimes adding the 
name and regnal year of the king in 
whose time he died.

The bandages were of linen only. 
The texture varied with the rank of 
the mummy, some being as fine as the 
finest India muslin, and some extremely 
coarse. The quantity used was enor
mous, and persons used to save their 
old linen for this purpose all their 
lives long.

Each limb, finger, and toe was sepa
rately swathed; and finally the whole 

body was enveloped in num 
berless convolutions, the 
contours of the shrunken 
form being skillfully re
stored by means of pad
ding. From 700 to 1250 
yards of bandages, in strips 
of 3 to 4 inches wide, have 
been found on mummies. 
Sacred animals were also 
embalmed and wrapped.

Into each sarcophagus 
with the mummy was placed 
the Egyptian Book of the 
Dead. This was a papyrus 

roll that bore instructions in hierogly
phic and hieratic characters for the 
guidance of the soul of the dead man. 
Sometimes it was placed under the 
winding-cloth itself. Professional 
transcribers made copies of the Book
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of the Dead, and sold them to rela
tives of the mummy.

Texts from this book were also in
scribed on the sarcophagus and on the 
tomb. Many of these texts were for 
the protection of the dead, and it is a 
belief, strong but difficult to verify, 
of many Egyptologists who have 
studied the occult side of the matter 
that these texts have acted as evil 
spells, causing harm to befall the vio
lator of a tomb.

S U CH  punishment may also have 
been administered by the dead

Is is ,  s is t e r - w if e  o f (ts irm , 
w ith  s o n ,  H o rn s

man’s “ ha,” or personality. The 
living man was considered to consist 
of a body, a soul, an intelligence, and 
an appearance, or personality, called, 
in Egyptian, a ka.

And this shadowy and impalpable ka 
— the mere aspect, be it remembered, 
of the man— was supposed to dwell 
in the tomb with the mummied body. 
This fragile essence was not, how
ever, indestructible like the soul, and 
if  the body which it represented was 
destroyed or dam
aged, the ka was 
liable to the like 
mischance.

In view of this

danger, the Egyp
tian, by stocking 
his sepulchre with 
portrait-statues of 
the dead man, 
sought to provide 
the ka with other 
chances of continu
ance by penetrat
ing into any one of 
them.

The funeral por
trait-statues of the 
ancient empire are 
marvels of realis
tic art in basalt, 
diorite, limestone, 
and wood. As 
many as twenty 
duplicates h a v e  
been found in a sin
gle tomb, and al
ways secreted in 
hidden chambers 
Constructed in the M u m m y  o f  a

thickness of the Cat
walls of the sepulchre.

The Egyptians worshipped many 
gods, many local to a district, but the 
worship of some was universal, and 
of these latter at the head was the 
triad of Osiris, his sister-wife, Isis, 
and Horus, their son.

Not a very great deal of the religion 
of ancient Egypt is known, but that 
which is known is enough to thrill the 
mind of every earnest seeker of truth.

The religion of ancient Egypt 
perished because its inner mysteries 
were kept from the people, and shared 
only by the initiated few. And who. 
can say whether or not there perished 
with this religion secrets which if 
known today would astound the 

world ?
Certainly of the 

mysteries of ancient 
Egypt there is much 
yet to learn.R e a d y  fo r  t h e  S a rc o p h a g u s



F o r  th e  s a k e  o f o ld  t im e s  h e  c la m b e re d  I n to  t h e  b u c k b o a rd  a n d  t a t  th e r e
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The
NO W  Brigsley was 

a little more tired 
than the usual 

tired business man; and he was tired 
in a different way. For twenty-five 
years he had devoted his time to some
thing he disliked at heart. And when 
he was almost in a position to retire, 
instead of feeling the pleasant fatigue 
which follows work well done, he was 
overtaken by that vacant and restless 
weariness indicative of things gone 
wrong, or of the loss of something 
more valuable than mere accumulated 
possessions.

On this particular evening, Brigsley 
declined to go to the theater with his 
w ife and grown-up daughter. Mrs. 
Brigsley, who possessed a practical 
mind, believed her husbsnd had had a 
trying day at the office, whereas it was 
really his life that was amiss.

The car had hardly driven away be
fore Brigsley realized that his unrest 
was such that he would not be able to 
sleep. Then, all in a moment, it oc
curred to him that he had spent too 
much of his life indoors, and that he 
might find some diversion in walking 
about comparatively deserted and un
familiar streets. Putting on a light 
overcoat and soft hat, he went out, not 
forgetting to take his latchkey with 
him. Then he walked, quite at ran
dom, yet bearing off to the north of 
High street.

From the deep abstraction into 
which he had fallen he at last aroused 
himself and took note of his surround
ings. For a moment he was puzzled. 
He found himself in a street near the 
wholesale district, flanked by high, 
gloomy buildings, lighted only in their

Here 
motor

cars were drawn up at 
the curb. But the street was quiet, and 
there were few passersby. This was 
King street, of course! Brigsley had 
not had occasion to go there for years. 
He walked on, listening to the endless 
cadence of his own footsteps.

With an unaccountable thrill of emo
tion, he stopped abruptly. There in 
the shadow of those great buildings, 
among the parked cars, stood an old, 
white horse hitched to a buckboard, in 
a halo of light from a tin lantern tied 
on behind.

It was an emotion understandable 
only by one who has been raised on a 
farm, close to the mother of us all. 
For some time Brigsley stood there, 
among the motor cars, rubbing the 
warm nose of the horse. How many 
evenings, as a boy, he had completed 
his errands in town and come, with a 
strange sense of warmth and certainty, 
to where the farm horse stood patiently 
awaiting him. Then he had driven 
home, to his parents sitting by the fire, 
their work done— his parents who had 
been dead such a long while. Quite 
suddenly he was engulfed by a feeling 
of homesickness for that which no 
longer existed. For the sake of old 
times he climbed into the buckboard 
and sat there, with his face resting in 
his hands.

HE awoke to find the buckboard in 
motion. The white horse was 

trotting steadily through the suburbs, 
w-hich were lighted here and there by 
occasional street lamps. A t first, he 
could not remember what had hap-

Magic Cart
topmost stories. 

By A R C I I I E  B I N N S  and there large
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O n e  e v e n in g  a  w eek  l a t e r  h e  a g a in  w e n t  
w a lk in g  a lo n e

pened. Yet there was something fa
miliar about the setting. A  great, deso
late wooden building loomed on the 
right. The old mill I They turned to 
the left, into a dirt road. O f course, 
he had been in town and was driving 
home! The horse was walking, now, 
with the noise of his hoofs muffled in 
the white dust of the road. The last

straggling houses were past. The moon 
was setting beyond the hills, but a 
soft, gray light lingered over the fields. 
They passed long fences and dark clus
ters of trees. How good it all seemed! 
Now they entered the tunnel of dark
ness where the road led through a big 
grove. As a boy, he had always been 
a little fearful of the spot; but now 
there was an infinite, soothing peace 
in being enveloped in the cool black
ness. A t last, the trees thinned, the 
sky broke through, and the old dust- 
whitened road appeared again.

They passed a weathered, zigzag 
fence and turned into a narrow road on 
the right, worn into two deep tracks. 
The horse stopped, and Brigsley clam
bered down to open the big gate. . . . 
They went on, under the pear trees 
and through the orchard. A  collie 
came racing to meet them, bounding 
along beside the vehicle. A t the edge 
of the unfenced yard, the old horse 
stopped, knowingly. Brigsley climbed 
out, and tied him to a big plum tree 
with the hitching rope. He went up 
the hard-beaten clay path to the house, 
opened the door quietly, and slipped in. 
The hall was nearly dark, and the only 
light in the living room came from the 
wood fire, where great shadows danced 
on the walls. His parents were sitting 
by the hearth. His father smoked a 
pipe, and his mother, who sat opposite, 
was sewing. Both turned with a wel
coming look as Brigsley entered. And 
neither said anything about his coming 
home late.

A fter his old custom, he sat at the 
hearth, between the two, and leaned his 
head against his mother’s knee.

“ Mother,”  he said, " I ’m tired.”
“ Then rest here," she answered, 

smoothing his forehead and hair with 
her worn hands.

In her face was the old, caressing 
look, radiant yet sad. As she continued 
to stroke his face and hair, much of



THE MAGIC CART 13

the old weariness appeared to fall 
away from him.

“ And do you like living in the city?” 
his lather asked, putting the pipe away 
and leaning forward.

“ Not for always,”  Brigsley re
sponded. “ You may think you have 
gotten used to it, and live in the city 
for years, but at heart you are always 
wanting to come back to your early 
memories: the woods and 
the little stream under the 
bridge, and the peace of 
the fields, and the frogs 
crying from the pond in 
the dark spring evenings.
You even long for the pa
tient dust in the road, un
der the stars.”

For a long time they 
were silent.

“ Mother,” Brigsley said 
at last.

“Yes, boy.”
“ Do you remember how 

you used to tell us about 
being born at sea and liv
ing your first years on a 
ship, and how you thought 
at first there was nothing 
else in the world but a 
ship on a great sea ?
Didn’t you ever long for 
that again?” he asked 
dreamily.

But the mother only 
smiled andstroked 
back his hair.

H e  d o z e d  
l i g h t l y ,  
waking as 
an ember 
burst in the 
dying fire, 
and a thin 
w i s p  o f  
smoke stole 
up into the 
room a n d

disappeared. The clock on the mantel
piece whirred and struck one. Brigsley 
was all at once possessed with the feel
ing that he must return to the city. His 
father, seeming to read his thought, 
bent his head slightly, as if to say that 
he must indeed leave.

“ Little mother,”  Brigsley asked, “do 
I have to go now Y*

And his mother bent down and

H e f e l t  n o w  t h a t  life  w as  lik e  t h i n  ice, o v e r w h ic h  h e  m u t t  
p a s t  r a p id ly  t o  av o id  b re a k in g  th r o u g h
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kissed him softly on the forehead. He 
arose and went out quietly, the parents 
turning to look after him. In the dim 
mirror of the hall he caught a glimpse 
of his own face as he passed— a boy
ish, wistful, half-forgotten face.

Outside, under the plum tree by the 
road, the white horse and buckboard 
awaited him.

BRIGS L E Y  must have fallen asleep 
on the way back to town, for he 

awoke to find himself sitting among 
the huge, parked cars on King street, 
with the horse drowsing at the curb. 
He got down stiffly and found his way 
home. His wife had just returned 
from the theater.

She stopped short in the act of re
moving her cloak. “ Why Arthur, 
where have yon been?”

He only passed his hand over his 
forehead. Where, indeed ?

During the next few days he was 
steadily occupied with business. But 
the more he dealt with realities, the 
more unsubstantial they seemed. He 
felt now that life was like thin ice, over 
which he must pass rapidly to avoid 
breaking through.

One evening a week later, he again 
went walking alone. Without in the 
least intending to go there, he found 
himself in King street. Unconsciously 
he quickened his pace. There was the 
old white horse, with the buckboard, 
waiting. For a long while he lingered 
there, patting the nose of the friendly 
beast and falling into dreams. At 
length, overcome with drowsiness, he 
climbed into the vehicle and sat with 
his elbows on his knees and his face 
resting in his hands. He was not 
aroused until the horse stopped at the 
big farm gate.

As before, his parents were sitting 
by the hearth in the firelight, as if 
awaiting him. They talked of varied 
things, now and again falling into an

understanding silence as they gazed 
into the glowing coals. Brigsley found 
himself experiencing the subtle, almost 
forgotten childhood feeling that his 
parents saw more than he did, and un
derstood deeper things, which he could 
only grasp faintly. But after the clock 
had struck one, he was obsessed with 
the thought that he must reach the city 
before daylight. Again, he fell asleep 
on the way back, awakening in the 
buckboard in King street.

Six times he repeated this expe
rience. And each time he had less de
sire to return. During the intervening 
days he went through the routine of 
business, responding properly to every 
external stimulus, but only as one re
sponds and acts in a dream. The world 
of business became a fantasy and Iris 
actual existence was in the country, 
where he was carried by the white 
horse. And there was a soothing magic 
in these journeys that grew upon him 
with each experience.

By the night of the sixth adventure, 
when he had just enough power of will 
to leave the hearth of his parents in 
time to reach the city before daybreak, 
the change in him was become appar
ent. Business associates began to speak 
about diet and overwork. And, in time, 
his w ife realized there was something 
wrong. One evening she suggested 
that they leave the city as soon as ar
rangements could be made to tem
porarily drop business. As an after
thought, she suggested that they spend 
a few weeks in the country where 
Brigsley had passed his boyhood; at 
the old farm, perhaps.

“A  good idea,”  he agreed absently. 
“W e will drive there some evening.”

“ Some evening!”  There was some
thing of an awakening horror in his 
wife’s look. “ Some evening! But it’s 
a three-day journey!”

“ So it is,”  Brigsley agreed pleas
antly.
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AND while his w ife was arranging 
l for a consultation with the fam

ily physician, Brigsley slipped away 
again. This time he went directly and 
deliberately to King street. There he 
found the white horse and buckboard 
waiting in the halo of light from the 
tin lantern. He climbed in immediately 
and prepared for the drive.

W ith the skill of old but unforgotten 
experience, he backed the vehicle out 
from between the cars and started 
down the street.

But where was he going? He had 
no idea of the way, and the horse ap
peared puzzled. A fter half a block, he 
drew up at the curb and buried his face 
in his hands. He had forgotten the 
way, and might never find it again! 
Swallowed up in grief, he saw himself 
caught in a city of steel and stone and 
unresponsive machines, without means 
of escape. Still grieving that he had 
ever left his parents, who had been 
dead so long and whom he had yet 
found alive and well, he fell asleep.

Soon he was awakened by the deep
ening darkness around him. Sitting up
right, he peered ahead, but could see 
nothing save the blurred whiteness of 
the old horse, moving steadily before 
him. Then he remembered. He was 
passing through the big grove on the 
way home.

Brigsley tied the horse to the plum 
tree and went up the path and into the 
house. As he had done that first time, 
he sat on the hearth and leaned his 
head against his mother’s knee.

“ Mother," he said, “ I’m tired, 
tired----- ”

And she smoothed his forehead and 
hair with her worn hands.

“ Father,” Brigsley said all at once, 
“what are we going to do tomorrow ?” 

The mother’s hand lingered long
ingly over his face, but the father 
shook his head as at the mention of a 
forbidden subject.

To satisfy himself of the reality of 
home, Brigsley got up and went to the 
east window. Drawing aside the cur
tain, he raised the sash. A t the foot 
of the slope, below the house, the pond 
shone like a great, dull splotch of sil
ver among the dark trees that reared 
against the stars and there rose the 
swelling chorus of frogs, crying in the 
full ecstasy of spring. That was the 
first thing he had ever remembered—  
a spring night and the crying of frogs. 
He exhaled a deep breath that sud
denly ended in a sob. Gosing the win
dow, he returned to the fireplace. With 
one arm propped against the mantel
piece, he idly watched the clock. It 
was about to strike twelve. Another 
hour, and it would be time for him to 
go. The hands met at the black mark. 
The dock would strike, now. The 
minute hand crept past the hour. Still 
it did not strike. Brigsley caught his 
breath. His father had forgotten to 
wind the striking side on Saturday 
night, and it had run down! Now was 
his time, for they were looking into 
the fire and not watching him. Noise
lessly, he opened the old clock door 
and moved back the hands.

Still they had not seen him. He 
sat down at the hearth and suddenly 
became gay and talkative.

“ Folks,”  he said, “do you know this 
is my birthday?”

“Have I ever forgotten ?” the mother 
asked, holding his face between her 
hands. Then she was suddenly 
troubled, as if there was some reason 
why she could not give him a gift to 
carry away.

Turning his head on one side, he 
smiled boyishly at his parents. “ Since 
it is my birthday, won’t you let me stay 
awhile longer tonight?”

“ Well,”  said his father, slowly, smil
ing a little, “perhaps you can stay until 
one, but only if you promise to hurry 
back to town.”
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“ And what time is it now?”  his 
mother asked looking towards the 
dock. “ Not much after ten. Dear 
m e! I thought it was later.”

“ I came early because it was my 
birthday,”  Brigsley dedared.

Still smiling up at his parents, he 
was overcome with a happy drowsiness. 
And, presently, he fell asleep.

He was finally aroused by his 
father’s voice. “Boy, it's time for you 
to go now; it’s near two o’dock.

Brigsley did not stir, but only looked 
up in happy triumph.

“ Folks,”  he exdaimed, “ I’m going to 
surprise yo u ! it isn’t two o’dock, it’s 
four! I turned the hands back, and 
you didn’t see. It’s too late to get 
back to the dty, now. I have come 
home to stay!”

His father strode across to the win
dow and drew aside the curtain. Low 
in the east, the sky was pink with the

first daylight. The pond and trees were 
visible through a thin veil of white 
mist. It was morning, indeed.

The mother gathered Brigsley in her 
arms as if  he were a child. For even 
the first faint light that came into the 
room was too radiant for him to bear. 
The father gave a sudden cry. And 
the world crashed and went out.

W H EN  Brigsley was found in 
King street early the next morn

ing, sitting dead in the buckboard of a 
belated farmer, all his friends and busi
ness associates were shocked at the 
strange and painful circumstances sur
rounding his end. But there was no 
one who could explain the look of 
ecstasy on his face. No one knew how 
he had fallen asleep at the hearth of 
his parents— or how the white horse 
and buckboard had come to take him 
home.

THE ATHENIAN GHOST

BE L IE F  in ghosts dates back to antiquity; and ghost stories were known by 
the ancients. Pliny the Younger, a famous Roman author, recounts the tale 

of the philosopher Athenodorus, and the Athenian ghost.
The philosopher bought a house which was reputed to be haunted. On the 

first night of his residence, he heard the sound of chains and was startled by 
the appearance of an old man, locked with irons, who beckoned to him.

The philosopher followed the strange visitant, and when they reached the 
yard outside the house, the phantom disappeared. The yard was later dug up, 
and a skeleton, bound with chains, was discovered. The remains were properly 
buried, and the house was no longer haunted.

This story was thoroughly believed, and was told on good authority, for the 
philosopher Athenodorus was the tutor of Augustus, and a man of high repute.
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MAGIC PICTORIAL

HE R £  is a  f tro u p  o f  I n d ia n  m a g ic ia n s  w eird  
w o n d e r-w o rk e rs  o f t h e  O r ie n t—a s  th e y  a p p e a r  

in  t h e i r  n a t iv e  c o s tu m e s .  T h e s e  a r e  ty p ic a l f a k i r s :  
th e  m e n  w h o  p e r fo rm  th e  “ M a n g o  T r e e ”  a n d  “ B a sk e t 
T r i c k ”  a s  w ell a s  o th e r  c e le b ra te d  m y s te r ie s .  T h e  
m a g ic ia n  se c o n d  f ro m  t h e  r e a d e r ’s  l e f t  is  p la y in g  
th e  “ b e a n .”  o r  f la g eo le t, w h ic h  is  u s e d  by  n e a r ly  
ev e ry  n a t iv e  m a g ic ia n .

T h e s e  m a g ic ia n s  fo rm  a  t r o u p e  o f p e r fo rm e rs , e a c h  
o n e  h a v in g  h is  f a v o r i te  t r i c k s  w h ic h  h e  c a n  p re s e n t 
e s p e c ia lly  w ell. M a n y  o f th e  f a k i r s  o f  I n d ia  tra v e l 
in c o m p a n ie s .

A M O N G  th e  m a g ic ia n s  o f  th e  tw e n t ie th  c e n tu ry ,  
t h e  n a m e  o f th e  la te  J o h n  W . S a rg e n t  w ill b e  

lo n g  r e m e m b e re d .  H e w as a n  o u t s ta n d in g  m e m b e r  
o f t h e  S o c ie ty  o f  A m e r ic a n  M a g ic ia n s , a n d  po sse ssed  
a  r e m a r k a b le  p e r s o n a l i ty  t h a t  w as  t r u l y  m a g ic a l .  
H e o w n e d  a  la rg e  c o l le c t io n  o f  m a g ic a l  b o o k s  a n d  
l i t e r a tu r e  a n d  w as fo r  m a n y  y e a rs  s e c r e ta ry  to  th e  
f a m o u s  H a rry  H o u d in i.



IS T A L E S  OF M A G I C  A N D  M Y S T E R Y

wi f l  rtiM M
A *M «f < m >iw

♦**•»»«■* M | **4Mf r  •«  •  • • * • 4  • • « J  
l**«v>«* »*<«4

H i  d i r . i n f  « l l h  | j | « 4  <

«»«ik->w» IK«M m  «tM  
«4 •  i m « 7»  e4 K w im o  < w M f U  
■ *»• la  Aj w W-a
T W »  • H I  io««a i l k *  <»m i i t  4 1  d « 4  

* r * | i * M  m i i M m  >» »l1i y  m

« *  M -XM «* IM

M *  • f f * l « * l  ■ •a M la iti 1 v ( A

»• nMt m x Ia m  \ a -x 4
• «1«4 l i  •*» O rlA H tl • !  t N l i h
M l  I f i f f t j  IW *A 4>>» •  t lM  •  >*M

»3 G*



MAGIC PI CTORIAL 19

AN O R IE N T A L  “ fthoa t h o u s e .'*  T h is  g ro te s q u e  s t r u c t u r e  Is lo c a te d  o n  o n e  o f  t h e  is la n d s  
o f  t h e  B is m a rc k  A rc h ip e la g o  In  th e  S o u th  P ac ific  O c e a n . H e re in  d w e lls  th e  r e a l  m a s t e r  o f 

h is  t r i b e ,  t h e  m e d ic in e  m a n ,  w h o se  r e p u te d  m a g ic  a r t  c o m m a n d s  c o n s id e ra b le  re v e re n c e  a n d  
p o w e r. T h e  e x te r io r  d e c o ra t io n s  o f  h is  d w e ll in g  se rv e  t o  d r iv e  a w ay  ev il s p i r i t s .
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AM A Z IN G  p h o to g ra p h e d  an  
e x h ib i t io n  of liv ing  a k e k -  

to n s .  T h e s e  v is i to r s  f ro m  th e  
ro m b  h o v e  r e t u r n e d  to  th e  
c la s s ro o m  a n d  a r e  sh o w n  a t  
w o rk . T h e  e x h ib i t  w as r e 
c e n t ly  p ro d u c e d  in  G e rm a n y  
to  d e m o n s t r a te  t h e  s k e le to n 's  
n o rm a l  p o s i t io n s  In  d a ily  life . 
By c lev er m e c h a n ic a l  a r r a n g e 
m e n ts  th e y  w ere  m a d e  to  a s 
s u m e  th e i r  life - lik e  poses. 
Im a g in e  a  r o o m - fu l l  o f  th e se  
g ro te s q u e  c r e a tu r e s  a t  w ork  
ta le  a t  n ig h t !

HE R E  a r e  m o re  of 
th e  w e ird  s k e le 

to n s  p la y in g  a  d u e t  
o n  a  p ia n o  w h ile  th e y  
s in g  a  s p e c t r a l  tu n e .  
T h is  is o n e  of th e  
s c e n e s  f r o m  th e  f a m 
o u s  B e r l in  e x h ib it  of 
s k e le to n s  w h ic h  p e r 
fo rm  m a n y  of th e  a c 
t i o n s  o f  liv in g  b e in g s .

^ 3 ^
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IN T H E  o v a l is  p ic tu r e d  A n d rew  
M a c a l l i s t e r .  th e  f a m o u s  

S c o tc h  m a g ic ia n  w h o  a p p e a re d  
in  N ew  Y o rk  in  1848. H e  w a s  a 
p u p il  o f  t h e  c e le b ra te d  c o n ju r e r  
P h lll ip p e , a n d  p e r fo rm e d  th e  
a s to u n d i n g  f e a t  o f p o u r in g  
tw e n ty - tw o  v a r ie t ie s  o f  l iq u o r s  
f ro m  o n e  b o t t le .

BELO W  we h a v e  th e  m a g ic a l 
d e n  o f  H a r ry  J .  A lp ig in l, a 

p r o m i n e n t  p ro fe s s io n a l  m a g i
c ia n  o f  P h i la d e lp h ia .  T h i s  s t u 
d io  is  n o w  lo c a te d  in  O a k ly n . 
N. J . ,  a n d  i t  c o n ta in s  m y s t ic  
c u r io s  f r o m  a l l  q u a r t e r s  o f  th e  
g lo b e . T h e  p h o to  s h o w s  A l- 
p ig in i e n g a g e d  in  c o n v e rs a t io n  
w ith  h is  " T a lk in g  S k u l l .”
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HO U D IN 1 w as n o te d  fo r  h ia  a b i li ty  
to  e s c a p e  f ro m  p r is o n  c e lls  a n d  

o th e r  p la c e s  o f  c o n f in e m e n t .  T h ii 
p ic tu r e  s h o w s  h im  in  P a r is  m o re  
th a n  tw e n ty  y e a rs  a g o . T ie d  firm ly  
to  a  c h a i r  a n d  g u a rd e d  by  a  p o lic e 
m a n ,  H o u d in i  w as c h a lle n g e d  to  
m a k e  h is  e s c a p e — w h ic h  h e  d id .

AN UNU SUA L p h o to g ra p h  o f H o u d ln l locked  
to  a  la d d e r . N o te  t h a t  h is  w r is ts ,  a n k le s  

a n d  leg s  a r e  f irm ly  c h a in e d  a n d  t h a t  th e  ru n g s ’ 
o f th e  la d d e r  p re v e n t  h im  f ro m  c h a n g in g  th e  
p o s it io n  o f  h is  b o d y . T h is  w as  o n e  o f h is  ea rly  
c h a lle n g e s  t h a t  r e s u l te d  in  a  s u c c e s s fu l escap e .

ON E  o f  H o u d in i '*  m o s t  r e m a r k a b le  e scap e s  
w as e ffec ted  f ro m  a  ta n g le  o f W eed  c h a in s ,  

w ith  h is  h e a d  a n d  fe e t  th r o u g h  a u to m o b ile  
t i r e s . T h e  d if f ic u lty  of t h e  escap e  is  p la in ly  
e v id e n t to  e v e ry o n e  w h o  v iew s th e  p ic tu r e .  
T h is  e s c a p e  fo llo w e d  a  c h a lle n g e  by th e  m a k e rs  
o f  th e  c h a in s .
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ABOVE Is th e  b e a u tif u l  s ta g e  s e t t in g  u sed  by 
1 A d e la id e  H e r rm a n n , w idow  o f  H e r rm a n n  

th e  G re a t ,  In  h e r  v a u d e v ille  p e r fo rm a n c e s . 
M a d a m e  H e r r m a n n  a p p e a r s  a t  th e  le f t  c e n te r  
a t t i r e d  a s  C a g lio s tro . T h is  is  o n e  o f  t h e  m o a t 
s p e c ta c u la r  m a g ic a l a c ts  ev e r p re s e n te d  o n  th e  
s ta g e .

W H O  is  th i s ?
G u ess  th e  n a m e  o f th e  f a m o u s  m a g ic ia n  

s h o w n  in  th e  a c c o m p a n y in g  p ic tu r e .  W rong! 
G u e s s  a g a in !

I t  is  a  p h o to g ra p h  o f n o n e  o th e r  th a n  th e  
f a m o u s  H a r ry  (Cellar, t a k e n  in  th e  e a rly  n in e 
tie s . I n  la te r  y e a rs  h e  a p p e a re d  in  p u b lic  w i th 
o u t  th e  h ig h  h a t  o r  th e  m o u s ta c h e ,  so  o n ly  th e  
o ld - t im e r s  w ill re c o g n iz e  th i s  p h o to g ra p h . A 
p o r t r a i t  o f K e lla r  a s  h e  a p p e a re d  la te r  is sh o w n  
o n  a n o t h e r  page .
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T  T O W A R D  T H U R S T O N , w o r ld ’s  m a s t e r  m a g ic i a n ,  w h o se  a m a z in g  e x p e rie n c e s  a n d  a d v e n tu r e s  
a r e  a  m o n t h ly  f e a t u r e  o f  th i s  m a g a z in e .  I n  t h e  a c c o m p a n y in g  a r t i c l e  T h u r s to n  te lls  o f a  

t h r i l l i n g  e p is o d e  w h ic h  occurred d u r in g  h is  v is it t o  I n d ia  tw e n ty  y e a rs  ago .



F U R T H E R  A DV E N T U R E S  IN INDIA

Further Adventures 
in India

B y  HOWARD THURSTON

IN C A L C U T T A , India, I en
countered an adventure which 
proved one of the outstanding 

events of my life. More than once I 
have faced difficult situations; but 
there I was surrounded by danger that 
seemed insurmountable.

I shall first relate the circumstances 
that led up to the event; then my 
readers will realize something of the 
peril that surrounded me.

After playing four weeks at the 
Theatre Royal, I leased the Classic 
Theatre, on Beadon Street, in the heart 
of the native district. The Classic 
Theatre was an old native play-house 
which had been condemned five years 
before. I took it for six weeks, and 
started immediately on repairs. Six
teen wagon-loads of dirt were taken 
from the stage and dressing rooms. 
The balcony was shored u p ; seats were 
put in, and lights were installed.

On the opening day, the compound 
surrounding the theatre was filled with 
people at five o’clock in the morning. 
They were waiting for the box office to 
open for the evening’s performance. 
W e turned away hundreds of people 
at every show, and our phenomenal 
success was the cause of much annoy
ance to nearby native theatres although

we charged five times as much admis
sion.

The native journals of Calcutta gave 
rather amazing attention to my show. 
One newspaper described me as an 
angel sent down from heaven to indi
cate to all believers some of the powers 
that would be theirs if they remained 
true to their religion. This report was 
widely read, and I was conceded by 
many to be endowed with supernatural 
powers. I smiled at the newspaper 
story, for I did not realize at the mo
ment of what vast importance it would 
shortly prove to be.

The natives were, at this time, sup
porting a movement to boycott British 
goods. There had been some talk of 
placing my show under the ban, but I 
paid little attention to these rumors, 
until, one Saturday evening, I observed 
a great mob gathering in the streets.

I was on my way to the Classic The
atre, so I told my driver to hurry, as 
I thought there would be difficulty 
holding the mob at the box office. 
When I reached the theatre the owner 
met me and frantically urged me away. 
He said it would be dangerous for me 
to get out of my carriage, and ex
plained that the representatives of the 
other theatres had spread the news that
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I was an Englishman, and that my 
show should come under the boycott.

Night was falling, and by the light 
of flaming torches I could perceive the 
faces of the mob, grim and defiant. 
Men were brandishing torches, and the 
shouted imprecations of the crowd 
added to its formidable aspect.

Nevertheless, I disregarded the ad
vice of the owner of the theatre and 
pushed my way through a side gate, 
where I found the attaches in great 
fear. They advised me to close im
mediately. Instead I telephoned the 
Commissioner of Police, and asked 
him to send a squad of policemen. He 
replied that I should not have come to 
a native theatre, but should have been 
content with my engagement at the

Theatre Royal; but I persisted, and he 
finally agreed to send twenty men.

W e waited inside the theatre, while 
the mob stormed at the gates. It ap
peared certain they would soon break 
through, and we counted the moments 
anxiously, fully realizing the danger of 
the situation. A fter a brief space of 
time that yet seemed many hours, the 
native policemen arrived. I left the 
stage door and met them, feeling con
fident that they would disperse the mob 
and end our difficulties.

Instead, the great crowd attacked the 
policemen, took away their swords, 
helmets and badges, and drove them 
away! This unexpected turn of events 
left me alone and unprotected, virtually 
surrounded, and with no means of es
cape! The mob was exultant at its 
success, and became more unruly than 
before.

I knew that I 
was in immediate 
peril. One des- 
p e r a t e  c o u r s e  
s e e me d b e f o r e
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me. That was to address the mob and 
work the angry men into a friendly 
humor. Before anyone could interfere, 
I pushed my way through the crowd 
and mounted a stone base which sup
ported a large iron fence separating 
the theatre from the street. There I 
held up my hand for silence. I was 
greeted with jeers, and the brandishing 
of knives, clubs and torches. I had be
come a target for the crowd.

I R E A L IZ E D  then that the mob 
consisted of natives of the lower 

caste, who could not understand Eng
lish— and I could not speak their 
language! Near me was a babu, or 
native business man. Quick as a flash 
I seized him by the collar and pulled 
him up beside me. This procedure 
partially quieted the mob; but the babu 
was nervous, and essayed to desert me. 
I held him firmly and insisted that he 
interpret my remarks.

I said: “I am not an Englishman. 
I am an American. I am your friend. 
Two weeks ago I gave sixteen hundred 
rupees to the flood sufferers outside 
of Calcutta.”

The babu endeavored to interpret 
my words. Then one man shouted 
something in Hindustanee, and the 
whole mob took up the cry. I asked

the babu what they were saying, and 
he told me that their words were: “ We 
want sixteen thousand rupees! W e 
want sixteen thousand rupees!”

I acted on the suggestion. I told the 
mob, through the babu, that if they 
would buy tickets to the show, I would 
give all the receipts of that night to 
the flood sufferers. This had a tem
porary quieting effect on them, until 
one ugly looking fellow shouted: “ We 
want the money now” .

Then he leaped toward me and bran
dished his torch in my face. Instead 
of attempting to pacify him, I seized 
his torch and threw it on the ground. 
He pressed toward me with fearful 
gesticulations, and I placed my hand 
against his face and shoved him back. 
It was the worst thing I could possibly 
have done. Instantly the mob became 
furious, and dozens of men surged 
around me, shouting threatening words 
at the top of their voices.

I asked the babu what they were 
saying.

He exclaimed: “ They are crying
‘W hy did you strike him? W hy did 
you strike him? W e want sixteen 
thousand rupees! Down with the Eng
lishman !’ ”

With those words, he jumped down 
from the stone, and I stood there, with 
my back against the iron fence, watch
ing every movement of those pressing 
close to me, fearful that at any moment 
someone would start the attack. I 
knew that I was physically powerless 
against the mob; and that I was in 
truth in the greatest danger of my life. 
I was certain that if one person as 
much as laid a hand upon me, it would 
be the end.

I hesitated for an instant. Then I 
decided upon becoming the aggressor. 
I raised my right hand in the air, as
sumed a bold attitude, and shouted:

I n s t a n t ly  th e  m o b  b e c a m e  f u r io u s .  U  s u rg e d  
a r o u n d  m e  s h o u t in g  th r e a t e n i n g  w o rd s
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“ I am an American! I am your 
friend! Stop! I will give you sixteen 
thousand rupees!”

Either the mob sensed the meaning 
of my words, or was impressed by my 
attitude of defiance. Those near me 
stopped to listen, and the men began 
to quiet down. Grasping my oppor
tunity, I seized the babu by the coat 
collar and drew him up on the step. I 
made him tell the crowd that all the 
money that came in that night would 
be given, not to the flood sufferers, but 
to them personally.

He interpreted my words, and they 
worked like a charm. The mob sub
sided enough for me to tell them that 
the box office was open, and that all 
who bought tickets would get their 
money back after the performance.

On the outskirts of the crowd were 
many natives who were not part of the 
mob, but people who had come to see 
my show. I requested the unruly ones 
to stand quietly while they passed in. 
But now the most difficult part of my 
task lay before me. I had won a tem
porary victory in quieting the mob; 
but unless I could completely satisfy 
them, all my efforts would be as noth
ing. I was still surrounded. Any at
tempt to make a hasty departure would 
produce a new outburst, and my con
trol of the situation would be utterly 
lost.

Like an inspiration, the story pub
lished in the native daily came to my 
mind. These people themselves had 
credited me with occult powers. There 
lay my path to victory. Through the 
babu I began to talk to the crowd. 
Silence reigned as I repeated that I 
was an American; that I was the great 
magician who could make people float 
in the air; who could pass living per
sons from one place to another; who 
could cut off a duck’s head and place 
it on a rooster.

I mentioned that I could cast 
strange spells of good luck or of mis
fortune; and that as I had the power 
to bring happiness to them, so could I 
cast evil spells upon them; but as I 
knew they had been misinformed by 
the theatre owners, who were afraid 
of my power, I would not injure them, 
but would cast my spell over the men 
who had misled them I

Then I added that I would reward 
them greatly because they had believed 
me, and that if they went home im
mediately, and caused no further dis
order, I would give them good luck, 
happiness and wealth, and they would 
all live to a very old age.

This speech had an amazing effect. 
Many of them had been influenced by 
the story in the newspaper and believed 
that I was endowed with supernatural 
powers. Those who were nearest to 
me felt that they would be the chief 
recipients of the promised favors, and 
they began to walk away, passing the 
babu’s words to those on the outskirts. 
A  subdued murmur ran through the 
crowd. All enmity was forgotten, and 
these poor, simple, superstitious people 
gradually dispersed, leaving me alone 
with the babu.

M y troubles were ended, and I 
walked quietly into the theatre, where 
the delayed performance began, before 
a large and enthusiastic audience. I 
continued my twelve weeks’ engage
ment at Calcutta with capacity crowds 
every night, and from that time on 
there was not even the smallest disturb
ance.

But I shall never forget the over
whelming sense of danger that swept 
over me as the crowd surged forward, 
when I pushed my hand in the ruffian’s 
face. The flaming torches, the excited 
faces, and the weird, terrifying shouts 
will remain forever in my memory.
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The Onyx Vase
Kaid Ali ben Achmet Has Become the Proud Possessor 

of an Ancient Vase Once Owned by the Queen 
of Sheba. It Suddenly Develops Amazing 

Properties and the Wisdom of Sage 
and Seer iB Put to a Test

B y  CARL M. ROSENQUIST

J F Y  M O ST excellent friends,”  
said Kaid Ali ben Achmet, 
when conversation flagged 

under the genial soporific of cigarette 
smoke, “ come with me to the garden; 
I have a treasure newly arrived from 
Alexandria— a vase, three cubits in 
height, wrought from a single piece of 
onyx. Hiram, king of Tyre, sent it to 
the queen of Sheba full of the red 
gold of Ophir, and the young queen 
chose it as her most acceptable offer
ing to King Solomon. She hid her
self within it and covered it with pur
ple curtains and had it borne on the 
strong shoulders of slaves to the throne 
of King Solomon.”

“ I have heard of that vase from 
Babylonian archeology,”  said the pro
fessor, interested. “Did not one of 
Nebopolassar’s spies conceal himself 
in it and learn the secrets which led to 
the fall of Nineveh?”

“ Yes, my esteemed friend, the same. 
It was carried away to Babylon with 
the spoils of war. Generations later 
Cyrus the Persian gave it to a captain 
of his army, who sold it into Byzan
tium for a thousand pieces of silver. 
From that day it stood in the palace 
of the sultans till Suleiman the Mag
nificent, seeking a reward for a man 
who had saved his life, gave him the

vase. The man who saved the life of 
the sultan was my forefather. To this 
day the vase has passed from father 
to son, and now my father, being old, 
has given the treasure to me.”

The kaid and his guests— Vice-Con
sul Smith, Dr. Oldfather, professor of 
Egyptology, and Hadj Youssouf, a 
holy man, thrice a pilgrim to Mecca—  
passed out of the cool house to the 
white-sanded paths of the garden. 
They walked between smooth-clipped 
hedges of tamarisk and myrtle, among 
flowering beds of poppy, iria and 
exotic convolvuli, till they came to an 
open space where, poised on a cube 
of polished black marble, stood the 
onyx vase.

The four men were held for a min
ute in wordless admiration. The vase 
was nearly as tall as a man. Its shin
ing surface vibrated in the bright 
afternoon sun as if alive. Its quiver
ing hue wavered from the etheral blue- 
green of chrysolite and lapis-lazuli to 
the deep, mysterious blue-purple of 
beryl and aquamarine. It bore no fig
ures or design, no ornamentation to 
detract from its superb loveliness.

Smith, the practical, matter-of-fact 
American, stepped up for a closer ex
amination. The waxy luster of the 
blue-veined stone invited his touch. He
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put out his hand. A s his finger-tips 
met the smooth surface he jerked back 
suddenly.

“ Well, I ’ll b e -----  Excuse me, gen
tlemen, but that thing’s hot,”  he said 
defensively, in answer to the surprised 
looks on the faces of the other men.

“ But did you not touch the shaded 
side?” asked the kaid, polite but un
believing. With his own hands he felt 
the vase. A s he touched it in various 
spots, his eyes grew wide with aston
ishment.

“How strange! The vase is cool in 
the sun and hot on the side of the 
shadow.”

The aged pilgrim from Mecca and 
the professor of Egyptology withheld 
their nods of agreement until they, too, 
had touched both sides of the vase. 
The professor compressed his thin lips 
and muttered "hm”  very impressively.

Vice-Consul Smith refused to be 
mystified for long. “ It’s some kind 
of trick— if you’ll excuse my saying

T h e  k a ld  w as  s i l e n t  In  t h o u g h t  
f o r  a  fe w  s e c o n d s

so— hot-water pipes or steam or some
thing inside of it. Common sense tells 
me you can’t have heat on the shady 
side without machinery to make it. 
And more likely the sunny side has 
cold water circulating through.”

The kaid bowed to the vice-consul. 
“ My most esteemed friend,” he sub
mitted warmly, “pray forgive a host’s 
presumption. That vase was old, three 
thousand years old, before Americans 
came with their steam heat. In that 
long span of years, princes and 
potentates without number have beheld 
it and found it a thing of beauty. If 
it be not destroyed, it will give joy to 
men a thousand years after steam heat 
has been forgotten. Do you think I 
would mar its perfect beauty with 
pipes of iron? No, I should not dare 
change its faintest line.”

“ I give up,” Smith conceded after 
mounting the block of marble and 
peering into the empty vase. “ But 
anyhow, Ali ben Achmet, it’s queer; 
the exact opposite of what you’d ex
pect. How do you explain it?”

“ This vase has survived war and 
flame and earthquake. It has beheld 
the rise and fall of kings; it has out
lived many kingdoms. It has seen 
hope and victory and joy; it has seen 
suffering and defeat and black despair. 
Could all this be without effect? Nay, 
my friends, the vase has been too close 
to life not to feel and change, even as 
we feel and change. The essence of 
life has entered into it and become a 
part of it— something of what the 
Hindu philosophers call Atma, the soul 
of the universe. . . . The sight of a 
palm quickens the breath of a traveler; 
a maiden’s thought brings a blush to 
her cheek; the onyx vase has responded 
to our admiration in the way we have 
seen.”

“ Exceedingly fanciful —  exceed
ingly,” Professor Oldfather observed, 
“but at odds with all scientific knowl-
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“ H ow  o tru n g e !  T h e  v ase  is  co o l In  th e  s u n  a n d  h o t  o n  t o e  s id e  o f  th e  s h a d o w "

edge. One might ask why the blush 
does not extend to the sunny side. 
Surely you will admit your explanation 
is inadequate.”

The kaid was silent in thought for 
a few seconds. “A  host is never wiser 
than his guest,”  he answered slowly. 
“ I do not understand it. But perhaps 
you have the solution?” He thus 
gracefully yielded the floor.

TH E professor was quick to follow 
up the kaid’s admission.

“ Now that two explanations have 
failed,” he began pompously, “ may I 
suggest the application of science? 
This vase is made of a variety of—  
ah, let's see— onyx, or chalcedony, per
haps ; a quartz, a crystalline silica. You 
are aware of the enormous amount of 
energy stored in a crystalline molecule.
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It is quite probable that alter so many 
years— three thousand, did you say, 
sir?— the molecules are disintegrating, 
breaking up into the original elements. 
In this process much energy is released 
and naturally appears in the form of 
heat, as we have just seen/'

“ But, professor,”  Kaid Ali ben 
Achmet objected mildly, “ the coolness 
of the sunny side— are you not for
getting that, too?”

“ Hm, yes,”  the professor smiled in
dulgently, “ this phenomenon must 
seem strange indeed to the lay mind. 
Permit me to add that the vibrations 
of the sun’s ray may prevent the dis
integration of the molecules. That will 
explain it satisfactorily.”

The professor put his finger-tips to
gether and rocked slowly back and 
forth on his heels.

“Aren’t you slipping up a little there, 
doctor?”  Smith put in. “ O f course 
I’m strong for science and all that, 
but I can’t swallow this stuff about the 
sun. I ’ve been hearing all my life that 
the sun generally hastens disintegra
tion. How about it?”

“ Oh, yes, to be sure, to be sure,”  the 
professor retreated. "One is likely to 
overlook some things now and then. 
The disintegration theory obviously 
does not apply in this instance or the 
vase would be hot in every part. Cool 
in the sun and hot in the shade— a 
most remarkable phenomenon. Is 
there another explanation ? ’

The kaid spoke. “ The mechanical 
genius and the learning of the West 
have failed,”  he said. "M y own ex
planation proved wrong. Let us try 
the wisdom of the East. W e have not 
yet heard it. Tell us, Hadj Youssouf, 
why is the vase cool where it should 
be hot and hot where it should be 
cool ?”

The holy man stirred slightly, as one 
being called from a deep sleep. It 
was long before he answered. His

voice sounded low and distant, like 
that of a man in a deep cavern. His 
first words rustled in his throat like 
autumn leaves in the wind. The listen
ers bent nearer. “ — And wisdom
comes only by prayer and fasting, and 
then alone to True Believers. No less 
than diligent reading of the Most Per
spicuous Book will yield the answer. 
And perhaps not even that. Allah is 
great and his ways are inscrutable.”

“ W e are grateful to you, Haj 
Youssouf,”  said the host reverently. 
“ Does the answer please our American 
friends ?”

“ I don’t mean to be disrespectful, 
but I must say I don’t take much stock 
in the supernatural,”  argued Smith. 
“ This is harder to believe than any
thing we’ve heard so far. As a matter 
of fact, it’s no explanation at all.”

“ The young man has spoken well,” 
said Hadj Youssouf very slowly. “ I 
cannot tell why the sun shines coldly 
and the warmth gathers in the shadow. 
It is beyond my knowledge and con
trary to the ways of nature.”

“Well, gentlemen, this is certainly 
queer,”  Smith reflected. “ W e’ve all 
had our say and not one of us has made 
it a bit clearer than it was in the be
ginning. I can see with my own eyes 
there’s no artificial heat. The doctor's 
theory kills itself. The kaid backs out 
and Hadj Youssouf reveals his wis
dom by giving up without first making 
a fool of himself. It’s queer, darned 
queer.”

The four men felt the vase again 
and again, marveling.

"W hat do you suppose can be the 
cause of this strange condition ?” asked 
the professor of no one in particular. 
His assurance was gone, his well-or
dered faith in the omniscience of 
science had given way to genuine be
wilderment. He looked anxiously at 
the faces about him. But no one an
swered his question.
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"I had hoped it was a dream,”  said 
the kaid after feeling both sides of the 
vase for the tenth time. “It almost 
frightens me.”

His knitted brows and taut lips in
dicated that the mystery worried him. 
His hand trembled as he touched the 
vase.

The vice-consul ran around minutely 
examining everything in the immediate 
vicinity, like an amateur detective look
ing for finger prints. From time to 
time he ejaculated, "Queer, darned 
queer, isn’t it?”

Only Hadj Youssouf remained calm. 
He had given up and would not waste 
his time in fruitless questions. He was 
content to let the hot shade and the 
cool sun of the vase remain a mystery, 
forever unexplained.

“ I can’t stand this,”  exclaimed Smith 
at last. “ It’s uncanny. It’s like the 
universe slipping gears.”  And he 
glanced quickly around as if  he ex
pected to catch an evil spirit creeping

stealthily up on him from away behind.
“ Yes, let us go away,” agreed the 

professor in a dry whisper. But he 
made no move to go alone.

A  slight noise startled them like a 
lightning flash in the dark. It was 
only the step of a plodding Berber 
servant coming into the garden to trim 
the hedges. The strange actions of the 
men about the vase caught his eye and 
he stopped for a moment to look at 
them. Then, frightened by the ex
pression on the face of his master, he 
ran up and threw himself prostrate be
fore the kaid.

“ Forgive me, sidi; I meant no 
harm,” he pleaded abjectly.

“ Rise up, M ’Barak,” commanded 
the kaid hoarsely. “ What have you 
done to displease me?”

“I meant no harm. I only touched 
the vase because it was so beautiful. 
It was so hot in the sun I was afraid 
it would break. So I turned it around, 
but I handled it gently, very gently.”

MECHANICAL MEN

MA N Y  fanciful stories have been told of marvelous mechanical men, but 
few persons realize that such figures were actually constructed and operated 

more than one hundred and fifty years ago !
Pierre Jacquet-Droz, and his son, Henri-Louis, were skilled mechanics who 

lived in Switzerland, and who were two of the most ingenious men of their time. 
They built various automatic figures, among which were two automata that 
represented small children. One of these figures wrote words and sentences with 
its hand; the other drew pictures, and so perfect was the mechanism that the 
drawing figure could even draw special figures upon certain occasions.

Henri-Louis took these inventions to Spain, where the figures performed so 
remarkably that the owner was arrested, due to a claim of his English manager 
that the automata were possessed of supernatural power. Jacquet-Droz was 
freed, but the figures were actually brought to trial! As they did not act of 
their own accord, the case was dropped, and the English manager, who had 
remained in Spain, took them with him and sold them to a French nobleman.

The figures remained in obscurity for some years, and were finally brought 
forth for exhibition after their forgotten secret of operation had been redis
covered. As late as 1907 they were on exhibition in France, and in all probability 
they still exist.
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The Soul That Gould 
Leave Its Body

By LUDWIG IIAUPT

A L B E R T  L A C H N E R  was my 
particular friend and fellow- 

■ *“ student. W e studied together 
at Heidelberg; we lived together; we 
had no secrets from each other.

On leaving the university, Albert de
cided on following the profession of 
medicine. I was possessed of a mod
erate competence and a little estate at 
Ems, on the Lahn; so I devoted my
self to the tranquil life of a proprii- 
taire and a book-dreamer.

Albert went to reside with a phy
sician, as pupil and assistant, at the 
little town of Cassel; I established my
self in my inheritance.

I was delighted with my home; with 
my garden, sloping down to the rushy 
margin of the river; with the view of 
Ems, the turreted old Kurhaus, the 
suspension-bridge, and, further away, 
the dark wooded hills, closing in the 
little colony on every side. I planted 
my garden in the English style; fitted 
up my library and smoking-room; and 
furnished one bed-chamber especially 
for my friend. This room overlooked 
the water, and a clematis grew up 
round the window. I placed there a 
book-case, and filled it with his fav
orite books; hung the walls with en
gravings which I knew he admired, 
and chose draperies of his favorite 
color. When all was complete, I wrote 
to him, and bade him come and spend

his summer-holiday with me at Ems.
He came; but I found him greatly 

altered. He was a dark, pale man; 
always somewhat taciturn and sickly, 
he was now paler, more silent, more 
delicate than ever. He seemed subject 
to fits of melancholy abstraction, and 
appeared as if some all-absorbing sub
ject weighed upon his mind— some 
haunting care, from which even I was 
excluded.

He had never been gay, it is true; 
he had never mingled in our Heidel
berg extravagances— never been one of 
the fellowhood of Foxes— never boated, 
and quarreled, and gambled like the 
rest of us. But then he was con
stitutionally unfitted for such violent 
sports; and a lameness which dated 
from his early childhood proved an 
effectual bar to the practice of athletic 
exercises.

Still, he was strangely altered; and 
it cut me to the heart to see him so 
sad, and not to be permitted to partake 
of his anxieties. A t first I thought he 
had been studying too closely; but this 
he protested was not the case. Some
times I fancied that he was in love, but 
I was soon convinced of my error: he 
was changed— but how or why, I found 
it impossible to discover.

A fter he had been with me about a 
week, I chanced one day to allude to 
the subject of mesmerism, and added
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some light words of incredulity as I 
spoke. To my surprise, he expressed 
his absolute faith in every department 
of the science, and defended all its 

phenomena, e v e n  to 
clairvoyance and mes
meric revelation, with 
the fervor of a deter
mined believer.

I found his views on 
the subject more ex
tended than any I had 

previously heard. To mesmeric influ
ences he attributed all those spectral 
appearances, such as ghosts, wraiths, 
and doppelgangers; all those noises and 
troubled spirits; all those banshees or 
family apparitions; all those hauntings 
and miscellaneous phenomena, which 
have from the earliest ages occupied 
the fears, the thoughts, and the in
quiries of the human race.

After about three weeks’ stay, he 
left me, and returned to his medical 
studies at Cassel, promising to visit 
me in the autumn, when the grape- 
harvest should be in progress. His 
parting words were earnest and re
markable: “ Good-bye, Heinrich, ’till 
the gathering-season. In thought, I 
shall be often with you.”

He was holding my hands in both 
his own as he said this, and a peculiar 
expression flitted across his counte
nance; the next moment, he had step
ped into the diligence, and was gone.

Feeling disturbed, yet without know
ing why, I made my way slowly back 
to my cottage. This visit of Albert’s 
had strangely unsettled me, and I 
found that, for some days after his 
departure, I could not return to the old 
quiet round of studies which had been 
my occupation and delight before he 
came. Somehow our long arguments 
dwelt unpleasantly upon my mind, and 
induced a nervous sensation of which 
I felt ashamed.

I had no wish to believe; I strug

gled against conviction, and the very 
struggle caused me to think of it the 
more. A t last the effect wore away; 
and when my friend had been gone 
about a fortnight, I returned almost in
sensibly to my former routine of 
thought and occupation.

Thus the season slowly advanced. 
Ems became crowded with tourists, at
tracted thither by the fame of our 
medicinal springs; and what with fre
quenting concerts, promenades, and 
gardens, reading, receiving a few 
friends, occasionally tak
ing part in the music- 
meetings which are so 
much the fashion here, 
and entering altogether 
into a little more society 
than had hitherto been 
my habit, I succeeded in 
banishing entirely from my mind the 
doubts and reflections which had so 
much disturbed me.

ON E evening, as I was returning 
homeward from the house of a 

friend in the town, I experienced a de
lusion, which, to say the least of it, 
caused me a very disagreeable sen
sation.

I have stated that my cottage was 
situated on the banks of the river, and 
was surrounded by a garden. The en
trance lay at the other side, by the high 

road; but I am fond of 
boating, and I had con
structed, therefore, a lit
tle wicket, with a flight 
of wooden steps leading 
down to the water’s 
edge, near which my 
s m a l l  row-boat l a y  
moored.

This evening I came along by the 
meadows which skirt the stream; these 
meadows are here and there inter
cepted by villas and private inclosures. 
Now, mine was the first; and I could
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walk from the town to my own gar
den-fence without once diverging from 
the river-path.

I was musing, and humming to my
self some bars of a popular melody, 
when, all at once, I began thinking of 
Albert and his theories. This was the 
first time he had even entered my mind 
for at least two days. Thus going 
along, my arms folded, and my eyes 
fixed on the ground, I reached the 
boundaries of my little domain before 
I knew that I had traversed half the 
distance.

Smiling at my own abstraction, I 
paused to go round by the entrance, 
when suddenly, and to my great sur
prise, I saw my friend standing by 
the wicket, and looking over the river 
toward the sunset!

Astonishment and delight deprived 
me at the first of all power of speech; 
at last— “A lbert!” I cried, “this is kind 
of you. When did you arrive ?”

He seemed not to hear me, and re
mained in the same attitude. I re
peated the words, and with a similar 
result. “ Albert, I say, old fellow!”

Slowly he turned his head and 
looked me in the face; 
and then, even as I stood 
looking at him, he van
ished. He did not fade 
away; he did not fa ll; 
but, in the twinkling of 
an eye, he was not there.

Trembling and awe
struck, I went into the house and 
strove to compose my nerves. Was 
Albert dead, and were apparitions 
truths? I dared not think— I dared 
not ask myself the question. I passed 
a wretched night; and the next day I 
was as unsettled as when first he left
me.

It was about four days from this 
time when a circumstance wholly inex
plicable occurred in my house. I was 
sitting at breakfast in the library, with

a volume of Plato beside me, when my 
servant entered the room, and courte- 
sied for permission to speak.

I looked up, and supposing that she 
needed money for domestic purposes, 
drew out my purse from my pocket, 
saying, “Well, Katrine, what do you 
want now?”

She courtesied again, 
and shook her head. 
“ Thank you, sir; but it 
is not that.”

Something in the old 
woman’s tone of voice 
caused me to look up 
hastily. “ What is the 

matter, Katrine ? H a s  anything 
alarmed you ?”

“ If  you please, sir— if it is not a 
rude question, has— has any one been 
here lately?”

“ H ere!” I repeated. “ What do you 
mean ?”

“ In the bed up stairs, sir.”
I sprang to my feet, and turned as 

cold as a statue.
“ The bed has been slept in, sir, for 

the last four nights.”
I flew to the door, thrust her aside, 

and in a moment sprang up the stair
case, and into Albert’s bedroom; and 
there, plainly, plainly, I beheld the im
pression of a heavy body left upon the 
bed!

Yes, there, on the pillow, was the 
mark where his head had been laid; 
there the deep groove pressed by his 
body! It was no deception this, but a 
strange, an incomprehensible reality.

"It has been like this for four nights, 
sir,”  said the old woman. “ Each 
morning I have made the bed, thinking, 
perhaps, that you had been in there to 
lie down during the day; but this time 
I thought I would speak to you about 
it.”

“Well, Katrine, make the bed once 
more; let us give it another trial; and 
then----- ”
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I said no more, but walked away. 
When all was in order, I returned, 
bringing with me a basin of fine sand. 
First of all, I dosed and barred the 
shutters; then sprinkled the floor 
round the bed with sand; shut and 
locked the chamber door, and left the 
key, under some trivial pretext, at the 
house of a friend in the town. Katrine 
was witness to all this.

That night I lay awake and restless; 
not a sound disturbed the utter silence 
of the autumn night; not a breath 
stirred the leaves against my casement.

I rose early the next morning; and 
by the time Katrine 
was up and at her 
w o r k ,  I returned 
from Ems with the 
key. “ Come with me,
Katrine,” I said;
“and we shall see 
what we shall see.”

A t the door we 
paused and looked, 
half-terrifled, i n
each other’s faces; 
then I summoned 
courage, turned the 
key, and entered.
The window-shut
ters, which I had 
fastened the day 
before, were wide 
open— unclosed by 
no mortal hand; 
and the daylight, 
streaming in, fell 
upon a disordered 
b e d— u p o n foot
marks in the sand!
Looking attentively 
at t h e s e  latter, I 
saw that the im
pressions were al
ternately light and heavy, as if the 
walker had rested longer upon one foot 
than the other, like a lame man.

I will not here delay my narrative

with an account of the mental anguish 
which this circumstance caused me; 
suffice it, that I left that room, locked 
the door again, and resolved never to 
re-enter it till I had learned the fate of 
my friend.

T H E  next day I set off for Cassel.
The journey was long and fatigu

ing, and only a portion could be 
achieved by train. Though I started 
very early in the morning, it was quite 
night before the diligence by which the 
transit was completed entered the 
streets of the town. Faint and weary 

though I was, I 
could not delay at 
the inn to partake 
of any refreshment, 
but hired a youth to 
show me the way to 
Albert's lodgings, 
and proceeded at 
o n c e  u p o n  my 
search.

H e  l e d  m e
through a labyrinth 
of n a r r o w ,  old- 
fashioned streets, 
a n d  p a u s e d  at 
l e n g t h  before a 
h i g h ,  red-brick 
dwelling, with pro
jecting stories and 
a curiously-carved 
doorway. An old 
man with a lantern 
answered my sum
mons; and, on my 
inquiring if Lach- 
n e r  lodged there, 
desired me to walk 
up stairs to the 
third floor.

“ Then he is liv
ing 1” I cried, eagerly.

“ Living!”  echoed the man, as he 
held the lantern at the foot of the stair
case to light me on my way— “ living!

H e led  m e  th ro u a h  n a rro w , o ld -fa sh io n e d  s tre e ts
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Mein Gott, we want no dead lodgers 
here!”

A fter the first flight, I found myself 
in darkness, and went on, feeling my 
way step by step, and holding by the 
broad balusters. A s I ascended the 
third flight, a door on the landing sud
denly opened, and a voice exclaimed: 
"Welcome, Heinrich! Take care; 
there is a loose plank on the last step 
but one.”

It was Albert, holding a candle in his 
hand— as well, as real, as substantial 
as ever. I cleared the remaining in
terval with a bound, and threw myself 
upon him.

"Albert, Albert, my friend and com
panion, alive— alive and w ell!”

“ Yes, alive,”  he replied, drawing me 
into the room, and closing the door. 
"You thought me dead?”

"I did indeed,”  said I. Then glanc
ing round at the blazing hearth— for 
now the nights were chill— the cheerful 
lights, and the well-spread supper- 
table: “ Why, Albert,” I exclaimed,
"you live here like a king.”

“ Not always thus,”  he replied, with a 
melancholy smile. “I lead in general 
a very sparing, bachelor-like existence. 
But it is not often I have a visitor to 
entertain; and you have never before 
partaken of my hospitality.”

“ H ow!” I exclaimed, quite stupe
fied ; “ you knew that I was coming ?” 

"Certainly. I have even prepared a 
bed for you in my own apartment.”

I gasped for breath, and dropped 
into a seat.

“ And this power— this spiritual 
knowledge------”

"Is simply the effect of magnetic re
lation— of what is called rapport.”  

"Explain yourself.”
"Not now, Heinrich. You are ex

hausted by the mental and bodily ex
citement which you have undergone. 
Eat now ; eat and rest. A fter supper, 
we will talk the subject over.”

“ M ein  G o tt ,  we w a n t n o  dead  lo d gers h e r e !"

Wearied as I was, curiosity, and a 
vague sort of horror which I found it 
impossible to control, deprived me of 
appetite, and I rejoiced when, drawing 
toward the hearth with our meer
schaums and Rhine-wine, we resumed 
the former conversation.

O U  are, of course, aware,” be- 
gan my friend, “ that in those 

cases where a mesmeric power has been 
established by one mind over another, 
a certain rapport, or intimate spiritual 
relationship, becomes the mysterious 
link between those two natures.

“ This rapport does not consist in 
the mere sleep-producing power; that 
is but the primary form, the simplest 
stage of its influence, and in many in-
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stances may be altogether omitted. By 
this I mean that the mesmerist may, 
by a supreme act of volition, step at 
once to the highest power of control 
over the patient, without traversing the 
intermediate gradations of somnolency 
or even clairvoyance.

“ This highest power lies in the will 
of the operator, and enables him to 
present images to the mind of the 
other, even as they are produced in 
his own. I can not better describe my 
subject than by comparing the mind of 
the patient to a mirror, which reflects 
that of the operator as long, as often, 
and as fully as he may desire. This 
rapport I have long sought to estab
lish between us.”

“But you have not succeeded.”
“ Not altogether; neither have my 

efforts been quite in vain. You have 
struggled to resist me, and I have felt 
the opposing power baffling me at 
every step; yet sometimes I have pre
vailed, if but for a short time. For 
instance, during many days after leav
ing Ems, I left a strong impression 
upon your mind.”

“ Which I tried to shake off, and 
did.”

“ True; but it was a contended point 
for some days. Let me recall another 
instance to your memory. About five 
days ago, you were suddenly, and for 
some moments, forced to succumb to 
my influence, although but an instant 
previous you were completely a free 
agent.”

“A t what time in the day was that?” 
I asked, falteringly.

“ About half past eight o’clock in the 
evening.”

I shuddered, grew strangely faint, 
and pushed my chair back.

“ But where were you, Albert?” I 
muttered, in a half-audible voice.

He looked up, surprised at my emo
tion; then, as if catching the reflex 
of my agitation from my countenance.

he turned pale, even to his lips, and 
drops of cold sweat started on his fore
head.

“I— was— here,” he said, with a slow 
and labored articulation, that added to 
my dismay.

"But I saw you— I saw you standing 
in my garden, just as I was thinking 
of you, or, rather, just as the thought 
of you had been forced upon me.”

S u d d en ly , as if  b y  a la s t spasm odic effort, 
glow ed w ith  a
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“And did you speak to— to the 
figure ?”

“ Twice, without being heard. The 
third time I cried------”

“  ‘Albert, I say, old fellow 1’ ”  inter
rupted my friend, in a hoarse, quick 
tone.

“ My very words! Then you heard 
me ?*

“ But when you had spoken them,”

he continued, without heeding my 
question— “ when y o u  had spoken 
them, what then?”

"It vanished— where and how, I do 
not know.”

Albert covered his face with his 
hands, and groaned aloud.

"Great G od!” he said feebly, “ then I 
am not mad!” He was the color of 
chalk, and visibly shaken.

h e  tu rn ed  h is  h ead  in  th e  d ire c tio n  o f th e  door. T h e  p ow er of sp eech  w as gon e, b u t  h is  eyes 
lig h t  m ore  vivid th a n  t h a t  o f life
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I was so horror-struck that I re
mained silent. Presently he raised his 
head, poured out half a tumblerful of 
brandy, drank it at a draught, and then 
turning his face partly aside, and 
speaking in a low and pretematurally 
even tone, related to me the following 
amazing narrative:

“Dr. Kelvin, under whom I have 
been studying for the last year here 
in Cassel, first convinced me of the 
reality of the mesmeric doctrine; be
fore then, I was as hardened a skeptic 
as yourself. As is frequently the case 
in these matters, the pupil— being, per
haps, constitutionally inclined more 
toward those influences— soon pene
trated deeper into the paths of mes
meric search than the master.

“ By a rapidity of conviction that 
seems almost miraculous, I pierced at 
once to the essence of the doctrine, 
and, passing from the condition of pa
tient to that of operator, became sen
sible of great internal power, and of a 
strength of volition which enabled me 
to establish the most extraordinary rap
ports between my patients and myself, 
even when separated from them by any 
distance, however considerable.

"Shortly after the discovery of this 
new power, I became aware of another 
and a still more singular phenomenon 
within myself. In order to convey to 
you a proper idea of this phenomenon,
I must beg you to analyze with me the 
ordinary process of memory. Memory 
is the reproduction or summoning back 
of past places and events. With some, 
this mental vision is so vivid as actually 
to produce the effect of painting the 
place or thing remembered upon the 
retina of the eye, so as to present it 
with all its substantive form, its lights, 
its colors, and its shadows.

“ Such is our so-called memory—  
who shall say whether it be memory or 
reality ? I had always commanded this 
faculty in a high degree; indeed, so

remarkably, that if I but related a pas
sage from any book, the very page, the 
printed characters, were spread before 
my mental vision, and I read from 
them as from the volume. M y recol
lection was therefore said to be won- 
drously faithful, and, as you will re
member, I never erred in a single 
syllable.

“ Since my recent investigations, this 
faculty has increased in a very unusual 
manner. I have twice felt as though 
my inner self, my spiritual self, were 
a distinct body— yet scarcely so much 
a body as a nervous essence or ether; 
and as if this second being, in moments 
of earnest thought, went from me, and 
visited the people, the places, the ob
jects of external life.

“ No,” he continued, observing my 
extreme agitation, “this thing is not 
wholly new in the history of magnetic 
phenomena— but it is rare. We call it, 
psychologically speaking, the power of 
far-working. But there is yet another 
and a more appalling phase of far- 
working— that of a visible appearance 
out of the body— that of being here 
and elsewhere at the same time— that 
of becoming, in short, a doppelganger. 
The irrefragable evidence of this 
truth I have never dared to doubt, but 
it has always impressed me with an 
unparalleled horror.

“ I believed, but I dreaded; yet twice 
I have for a few moments trembled at
the thought that I— I also may be-----
Oh, I can tell you, old chap, I would 
rather believe myself deluded, dream
ing— even mad! Twice have I felt a 
consciousness of self-absence— once, a 
consciousness of self-seeing! All 
knowledge, all perception was trans
ferred to my spiritual self, while a sort 
of drowsy numbness and inaction 
weighed upon my bodily part.

“ The first time was about a fort
night before I visited you at Ems;

( C on tin ued  on P ag e 6 4)
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Daring 
Exploits 
of Houdini
By WALTER B. GIBSON

I t  w a i  fifty  fe e t fro m  th e  
to p  o f th e  b rid g e  to  th e  
leve l o f th e  w a te r , an d  
H o u d i n i  w ae h ea v ily  
sh a c k led  —  y e t h e  m ad e 
th e  le a p  1

UN D ER water and in the air, 
Houdini performed feats of 
daring that were quite as spec

tacular as his exhibitions on the stage. 
His versatility amazed the public; yet 
his ability to perform these exploits 
can be traced directly to his early train
ing.

At the age of twelve, he swam across 
the East River, and his interest in out
door exercises produced in him a pow
erful physical development. In the 
year 1910, he achieved the distinction 
of being the first man in Australia to 
fly in an airplane.

This flight stands as evidence of 
Houdini’s early interest in aviation. 
When he appeared in motion pictures 
a few years later he performed some 
remarkable stunts while in the air, and 
stated emphatically that all his feats 
were genuine. The doubles and fake 
photography used in so many pictures 
were tabooed by Houdini, but unfor
tunately the average persons who wit
ness motion pictures are unable to dis

tinguish between the real and the imi
tation.

In “ The Grim Game” , Houdini had 
a narrow escape from death while 
doing a stunt in the air that had an 
unexpected conclusion. He related his 
story as follows:

“During the screening of this pic
ture, I thought at one time that my end 
bad come. I was three thousand feet 
up in the airplane, circling over an
other machine. The plan was for me 
to drop from my plane into the cockpit 
of the other by means of a rope, I 
was dangling from the rope-end, ready 
for the leap.

“ Suddenly a strong wind turned the 
lower plane upwards. The two ma
chines crashed together, nearly ampu
tating my limbs, the propellers locked 
in a deadly embrace, and we were spun 
around and around.

“ But by a miracle the planes were 
righted into a half-glide, and though 
they were considerably smashed by



44 TALES OF MAGIC AND MYSTERY

their impact, I managed to escape un
hurt.”

When the picture appeared, the story 
had been rearranged so as to include 
the action of the crashing and falling 
planes, which reached the ground in a 
shattered condition. This stands on 
record as one of the most spectacular 
scenes of motion picture photography 
ever produced.

Houdini’s ease in the water served 
him well in his escapes. An interest
ing story is told of an experience which 
he encountered on his return from 
Australia. The ship stopped at Suava, 
one of the F iji Islands, a place that is 
infested with huge man-eating sharks.

The natives were diving for coins, 
thrown overboard by the passengers, 
and it was said that their black skins 
rendered them immune from the at
tacks of sharks. One of 
these divers won the _ 
applause of the

T h e  n ative  diver cou ld  n o t 
fre e  h it  h an d s to  c a tc h  th e  

co in ; b u t  H ou dinl c o u ld —and did

ship’s passengers by coming up with a 
coin in his mouth, apparently having 
caught the money in that manner.

In the discussion that followed, 
Houdini stated that the man caught the 
coins in his hand and placed them in 
his mouth. Other persons doubted this 
statement, so someone suggested that 
the diver make the attempt with his 
hands tied behind his back.

A t the same time, Houdini agreed 
to try the feat himself, and it was 
stipulated that he should be handcuffed.

Everything was set for the test, but
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before the dive was made the captain 
of the steamer stepped forward and 
cautioned Houdini not to attempt it, 
due to the presence of the sharks, 
which were a great danger. Neverthe
less, Houdini persisted, and his hands 
were locked behind him. The native 
diver preferred a rope to the cuffs, 
because of their additional weight.

The coins were tossed into the sea, 
and quick as a flash both divers were 
after them. Down into the depths they 
went, while the passengers waited 
breathlessly. A  minute passed before 
the native diver made his reappearance. 
He came up, gasping for air— without 
his coin.

Perhaps twenty seconds later Hou
dini reappeared on the surface, just as 
the spectators were beginning to ex
press doubts about his safety. His 
hands were firmly locked; but in his 
mouth were both of the coins!

He was drawn on board the ship a 
few seconds before the fins of the ever 
watchful sharks were sighted, making 
their rapid approach. Houdini pre
sented the money he won by wager to 
the native diver he had defeated.

In an interview Houdini later ex
plained his feat.

“ In a tank,” he said, "you can pick 
up a coin with your hands tied behind 
your back, because you can use your 
mouth, teeth and tongue to manipulate 
the coin. But when you are in the 
ocean, it is next to impossible to catch 
a coin and bring it up in your mouth.

“You ask me how I did it? I will 
let you in the secret— I didn’t do it 
at all! When I was under water, I 
released one of my hands, which gave 
me the use of both of them; I caught 
my coin and observed meanwhile that 
the black was unable to get his. I 
swam after him until he had given up 
trying for it, and we had gone down 
to such a depth that my ears rang, and 
my head was splitting, and all I could

see was the white, shining piece of 
money.

“ Eventually I grabbed the coin, put 
it in my mouth, and propelled myself 
violently upward. As I rose toward 
the surface my hands were still free, 
so I turned around and came up feet 
first. This allowed me to get my hands 
behind and into the cuffs, which 
naturally gave the impression of hav
ing been locked during the entire feat. 
Which is why I gave the Fiji Islander 
the entire amount at stake.

“ I would not care to do it again; it 
was not for the money, I merely 
wanted to show that I was as good a 
swimmer as some of those Fiji 
Islanders.”

U n q u e s t i o n a b l y  the under
water feats performed by Hou

dini were thrilling to all who witnessed 
them. That was probably why he de
vised his famous water torture cell, in 
which he was imprisoned upside down 
in a tank of water with a glass front. 
The audience could see him there be
fore tire cabinet was lowered over him, 
and the escape which he made in a few 
minutes was most spectacular.

But before he produced this master 
escape, Houdini customarily gave out
door exhibitions. Sometimes he was 
lowered into deep water while hand
cuffed and imprisoned in a box from 
which he made his escape; on other 
occasions he leaped from a bridge, 
while heavily manacled.

He did this in Berlin, Germany, 
from the Fredrichstrasse Bridge, on the 
fifth of September, 1908. At Bremen, 
he plunged into the Weser, which was 
covered with a thin layer of ice, 
through which he broke, and then re
leased himself. On the seventh of De
cember, 1908, he dived, manacled, into 
the Mersey River at Liverpool; and 
eight days later he took a similar 
plunge into the Egbaston River at Bir-
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mingham. On the nineteenth of April, 
the year following, he dived from the 
roof of the Morgue in Paris, into the 
Seine, and again effected his release. 
On the eighteenth of February, 1910, 
he performed a similar test in Mel
bourne, Australia, when he dived head
first from Queen’s Bridge into the 
Yarra River.

Each of these exhibitions was filled 
with danger; but the greatest test of 
Houdini’s iron nerve was in Portland, 
Maine, where he encountered unex
pected difficulties. In one of his last 
interviews Houdini recounted the cir
cumstances surrounding that eventful 
achievement.

“ While in Portland,” said he, "I ad
vertised that I would dive, handcuffed, 
from a bridge. I went out to look the 
situation over, and found that the 
water was deep enough; and as the 
bridge was not very high, I decided 
that I could attempt the plunge from 
the superstructure, which was much 
higher, making the distance to the 
water as great as on some of my other 
famous plunges. So I advertised the 
feat that way, and stated the time at 
which it would take place.”

The water in which Houdini in
tended to make his escape was an inlet 
of the ocean. Possibly he had forgot
ten this; at any rate, he was due for 
a great surprise.

“When I went out to make the 
jump,” he continued, “a large crowd 
was there; but the tide was low. I 
had made my calculations while the 
water was at high tide, and I was in 
a predicament. I had a much longer 
jump to make, and much less water 
to do it in.”

Houdini did not state the actual 
measurements; but the tides in Port
land Harbor are by no means meagre. 
From his description, the leap at high 
tide from the superstructure was at 
least twenty-five feet. The tide on the

coast of Maine is very great, exceeding 
thirty feet in some localities, and the 
leap which then confronted Houdini 
must have been very nearly fifty feet 
— to which was added the grave danger 
of shallow water. A  leap while 
manacled carries the diver deep be
neath the surface, and the bottom of 
the channel loomed as a further hazard.

A  man of less daring would either 
have abandoned the attempt or would 
have jumped from the lower level of 
the bridge; but not Houdini 1 He had 
advertised that the plunge would be 
taken from the superstructure, and the 
crowd was there to see it. So up he 
went, on the superstructure, and gazed 
down at the water far beneath him, 
ready to take what might prove to be 
a fatal plunge.

“ The time had come,” he said, ‘And 
so I risked everything and made the 
leap. It was a most dangerous thing 
to do, but I was successful, and the 
crowd was more than satisfied.

“ Nevertheless,”  he added quietly, “ I 
was glad when it was over!”

Just how dangerous the under water 
escape was is proven by the disasters 
which befell those imitators who sought 
to emulate Houdini. Two daring per
formers were rescued when their plans 
went wrong— one by the life guards 
at Atlantic City; another from a river 
in which he lay unconscious. A  third 
performer, Ricardo by name, jumped 
handcuffed from the Luippold Bridge, 
in Landshut, Bavaria, on the four
teenth of April, 1909, and was 
drowned. It is probable that many 
others have lost their lives in similar 
attempts. Obviously the exploits of 
escape artists are only for men of 
stout heart and supple strength.

Farther adventures of Houdini will be 
related in the March issue. His amaz
ing escape from death while lashed to a 
falling wind-mill bordered upon the mi
raculous. Do not miss this thrilling 
event in the life of the great escape 
wizard.
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He app eared  to  be go in g  Into  a tra n ce  . . .  and  th e n , g ra d u a lly  evolving fro m  th e d u ck , app eared  th e
m eet w eird ly b e a u tifu l cr e a tu re  i t  It  poM lble to  im agin e
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The Black Pagoda
The Third and Concluding Installment of One of the 

Best Mystery Stories of the Year — in Which the 
Amazing Adventures of David Keating in 

the Lost Land of the Princess Laila 
Are Brought to a Close

By PETER CHANCE

IN T U R K E S T A N , in the home of the 
Englishman to whom he had been car
ried, David Keating lay close to death. 

Through the long night of pain the young 
explorer told his strange story.

“ W e started,”  he said, “in search of a lost 
city in the desert. But I left the others to 
pursue Swamindrath, the Hindu archaeol
ogist, who had stolen our last water jugs. 
As we struggled in a terrific battle, two dark 
skinned, white turbanned figures appeared 
and carried us away to a strange, forgotten 
city. There to our amazement we found 
ourselves in the presence of none other than 
Captain Fitzpatrick, an English explorer 
who had gone into the desert twelve years 
before, but never returned. He had re
mained here a captive to the charms of the 
high priestess Laila, a creature of unbe
lievable mystery and beauty.

“ W e were fed and given rooms overlook
ing the court, where I retired. I was 
awakened from a long sleep by a curious 
chanting, and looking down into the court 
yard, I beheld a funeral pyre. Swamindrath 
and I found our way to an underground 
temple, and there we came upon— the black 
pagoda.

“ That pagoda covered the ashes of Cap
tain Fitzpatrick. He had killed himself for 
shame at his desertion of the world, his 
duty and his regiment that had been wiped 
out during the war. As we pondered on 
his tragic death, Laila came, barbaric and 
beautiful, with a slinking snake for a pet. 
And at sight of her I understood— yes, even 
envied Fitzpatrick.

“ She sent for us next morning. She was 
in an intimate mood. She conversed with 
us on magic and invited Swamindrath to 
pursue his studies of the occult sciences with 
one of her priests, a man famous for his 
ability to project his astral body into space. 
Dismissing Swamindrath on the pretext of 
his visiting this priest, she turned to me with 
a proposition— a command. I was to become 
her husband in place of the dead Captain 
Fitzpatrick. There was something fascinat
ing, something horrible about her— I was 
ashamed at the thought of loving her, yet 
I could scarcely resist her charm. I told her 
no, no! I would have none of her; rather 
escape to death in the desert than succumb 
to her sinister lure. Then, as I struggled to 
resist her overtures, she kissed me. ‘T o
night,’ she whispered tensely, ‘at sundown, 
you will come’.”
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VIII
Mental Conflict

I TO R E  myself away from her. My 
head was swirling. In panic terror

I fled from that room. This woman, 
this she-devil, was casting her insidious 
spell upon me. She was robbing me 
of all self-respect, all power to resist. 
Even when I got back to my own room 
I found my limbs were trembling.

I began to pace the floor. I strug
gled to recover some composure, some 
element of self-control. I forced my

self to think of her as I had seen her 
in the black pagoda with that horrible 
green and bronze serpent coiled about 
her. I forced myself to think of those 
maimed handmaidens of hers, of the 

funeral pyre, of her 
other husband whose 
ashes rested in the ala
baster vase. I tried to 
recall everything about 
her that would make 
her seem repulsive and 
bolster up my resolu
tion to resist her dia
bolic charm.

Rut always my mind 
snapped back to that 
moment when she had 
put her arms about me 
and when her soft red 
clinging lips had been 
pressed passionately on 
mine.

“ Tonight,” she had 
said, “at sundown, you 
will come. . . .”

I n imagination I 
tried to rehearse my 
next interview with her. 
I resolved to defy her, 
submit to death, tor
ture, anything rather 
than become her lover.

“ Tonight, at sun
down. . . .”

A h! When sundown 
came, would I still have 
the power to defy her? 
Already it seemed to 

me I could feel my resolution crum
bling at the touch of those slim hands.

How long I paced the floor I do not 
know. But it was late in the afternoon 
w h e n  Swamindrath returned. He 
looked at me for a long moment with
out speaking.

“ Well,” he inquired cynically at last, 
“have you become Captain Fitzpat
rick's successor?”
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Miserably I told him what had hap
pened. He listened with a superior 
smile until I spoke of the appointment 
Laila had given me. Then his tongue 
slid over his thin lips and I saw the 
jealous light in his eyes.

“ Do you mean to say you don’t want
------?” he began and then, at sight of
my face, broke into a contemptuous 
laugh. “ Oh, you prudish Englishmen 
with your absurd sense of honor! . . . 
But you’ll go, all right. I only wish 
she’d taken me in your place.”

I changed the conversation. There 
were some things I preferred not to 
discuss with Swamindrath.

“ What about the head priest?” I 
asked. “ Did he show you the library ?”

Immediately Swamindrath became 
alert.

“ It was amazing,” he confided. “ In 
that library there are records of an 
Indo-Aryan civilization that we never 
dreamed of. There is a lost lore of 
forgotten races. With my own eyes I 
saw old tomes in Sanskrit, Prakrit, 
Tibetan, Khotanese a n d  Sogdian. 
There are even manuscripts on silk, 
linen and some strange felted paper of 
vegetable fiber in the Vedic and Zend 
languages. I tell you, Keating, these 
Indo-Aryans once attained a knowl
edge of mysticism so vast in its extent 
and so profound in its depth as to be 
utterly beyond the limits of our com
prehension !”

“ But this business of separating their 
astral bodies from the flesh------?”

“ Apparently they actually do it. 
When I was skeptical and asked for 
physical evidence of it the old priest 
merely inquired what I would find if 
I cut up a human body.

“ ‘Blood and flesh and bone,’ I told 
him, ‘and a nervous system culminating 
in the brain.’

"  ‘But would you find any physical

A so k a n , th e  g ia n t  stew ard , h a d  ju s t  co m e  o u t 
o f L a lla ’ s q u a rte rs  an d  w as w a lk in g  s lo w ly  to 
w ard  th e  w in g  o f th e  p a la ce  In w h ic h  o u r  

ro o m s w ere lo ca ted

evidence of the thing that you call 
mind,’ he asked, ‘or of the soul, the 
spirit that animated the body during 
life?’

“ He had me, of course. W e know 
there’s some such thing, even if we 
have no tangible evidence of it. That’s 
what they mean by their astral bodies 
— a sort of spirit self that they can 
separate from the flesh and that leaves 
their bodies at death, in any case, to 
merge with the universal spirit force 
out of which all life is recreated. . . .
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Believe me, Keating, I intend to do 
some damn interesting research work 
while you’re making yourself agreeable 
to Laila.”

I was standing at the 
window. Already long 
shadows reached across 
the court and were begin
ning to creep slowly up 
the walls of the opposite 
wing of the palace.

“ Tonight, at sundown.

I was thinking of Captain Fitzpat
rick. I felt a tremendous sympathy for 
him at that moment. I understood now 
the gesture of impotent rage with 
which he had raised his clenched fists 
toward the dome of Laila’s palace. In 
a measure it was my arrival that had 
been responsible for his death.

Suddenly it seemed to me that I 
might draw courage from again visit
ing the tomb of that intrepid explorer. 
A t least, I told myself, I should be 
hetter able to resist Laila’s temptations 
after gazing once more upon that bar
baric monument to her cruel, cold
blooded vanity. I turned to Swamin- 
drath.

“ She’s not going to find me agree
able,” I announced. “ Before I go to 
her I’m going down once more into 
the black pagoda.”

He followed me into the court. The 
massive door that led to the black 
pagoda was locked from the outside 
and I had to work for several minutes 
over the stiff, rusty bolts. Swamin- 
drath stood watching me with a sinister 
smile on his face. A t last the door 
swung open.

I looked around.
A t the far end of the court Asokan, 

the giant steward, had just come out 
of Laila’s quarters and was walking 
slowly toward the wing of the palace 
in which our rooms were located. He 
did not see us.

“Leave the door ajar,”  I said to 
Swamindrath and slipped hurriedly 
inside.

But I scarcely started down the 
stairs before I heard the dull reverbera
tion of the door thrown shut! Faintly 
there came to me the sound of bolts 
thrust into their places. . . .

IX

E ntom bed

MY  H E A R T gave one sickening 
leap. Then it seemed to settle 

like a dry sponge in my throat. I stood 
there for an instant struggling for my 
breath, incapable of mov
ing. There swept over 
me a blind terror of the 
cavern below me, a fran
tic desire for sunlight 
and for open air.

I dashed back to the 
door and kicked it. I 
beat upon it with my fists. I shouted.

From the depths below me came a 
mocking echo of those blows and cries.

In that instant I visualized the whole 
courtyard outside the door— its foun
tains, its olive trees and pomegranates. 
In imagination I saw it all in tantaliz
ing detail; it had never seemed so beau
tiful before. Almost I could see 
Swamindrath as I knew he must be 
standing there, the sinister smile still 
on his face. , . . Then, as I recalled 
his jealousy, his contempt for my de
cision to defy Laila, the full signifi
cance of his act began to dawn upon 
me.

I was entombed. He was the only 
man who knew it. And he would never 
tell.

I could picture Asokan going into 
my room to summon me to Laila. I 
could picture the search of the palace 
when they found I was not there. 
Laila would think I had carried out



THE BLACK PAGODA 53

the threat I had made about escaping. 
If  she questioned Swamindrath he 
would only encourage her in that be
lief. It might be days, weeks, months 
before anyone visited the tomb.

I had a feeling of nausea. It was 
followed by a fit of shivering that 
swept over my whole body. I tried to 
get control of myself, to think what l  
could do. But I could not think. 
Hysterically I began to beat upon that 
ponderous door.

It yielded as little as a stone wall.
When my voice was hoarse and my 

hands cut and bleeding, I desisted. A 
horror of the darkness seized me and 
I groped my way down the long flights 
of stairs and into the black pagoda.

It was strange how short a time ago 
I had wanted to come there and how 
terrible it seemed now. The great 
lamps that hung suspended between 
the huge pillars were still burning. 
But their points of light, instead of 
dispelling the darkness, seemed only to 
reveal in it a host of grotesque 
shadows that intensified my terror. 
I stood a long time staring at the 
alabaster vase. In it alone I seemed 
to feel some steadying influence.

"Fitzpatrick. . . .
Fitzpatrick. . .

It was almost as if I 
could feel his presence 
there beside me.

Then I noted the food 
piled at the base of his 
vase— the melons, the 

thick loaves of bread, the spiced meat 
to nourish his astral body on its jour
ney to the next world. I thought sud
denly of the lamps. Extinguishing 
one of them, I tasted the oil with 
which it was filled. It was made from 
olives, as I had half expected. For 
the first time I really got a grip on 
myself and began to plan. If  I could 
get water there was no reason why I 
could not live in that cave for days.

I recalled what Swamindrath had 
said on our first visit about this cavern 
opening into the ravine between the 
palace and the mountains. The sound 
of rushing water had been quite audible 
from the base of the stairs. I took 
one of the lamps and went to explore 
the cavern.

It seemed to have been eaten out 
of solid sandstone at some time by the 
action of water. Suddenly I came 

upon a place where it 
opened into the ravine. 
By craning my neck I 
could see far, far above 
me a little streak of 
sky. But, from where I 
stood, there rose for per
haps five hundred feet a 

smooth, sheer wall of sandstone. A  
lizard hardly could have scaled it.

I looked down. Scarcely twenty 
feet below me rushed a turbid river. A  
little upstream a cascade poured into it 
from the opposite side of the ravine. 
I tried to imagine what would happen 
if I dived into that river. Would it 
carry me past other cascades, over 
waterfalls, perhaps? Or would it 
sweep me along between those con
fining walls of rock until, at last, the 
river broadened out and I should be 
able to crawl out on land? A  des
perate chance! But if the worst came 
to the worst I determined to attempt it.

In the meantime, by emptying the oil 
of one of those lamps and lowering it 
on its own chain, I would be able to 
get water.

I returned to the black pagoda and 
discovered suddenly that I was hungry. 
I ate one of the melons and a little 
bread. Then I lighted a cigarette. 
One of those Gold Flakes, it was, that 
Captain Fitzpatrick had relished so.

By tills time Asokan must have told 
Laxla that I had escaped. I wondered 
if her feminine pride were hurt. Had



TALES OF MAGIC AND MYSTERY54

she already summoned Swamindrath 
in my place ? That was evidently what 
he had been counting on and I had 
little doubt that he was right. Some
how the thought of her in the arms of 
that Bengali filled me with a jealous 
rage.

Oh, inconsistency of human nature!
I had come into that cavern in order 

to fortify my resolution to have noth
ing to do with her. Now the idea that 
Swamindrath was usurping the privi
lege that might have been mine made 
me suffer the tortures of the damned. 
I saw her again in my mind’s eye: her 
exquisite face, the soft curves of her 
body. Once more I felt the touch of 
her lips against mine. I had never 
wanted her so much as now that I had 
lost her!

D U R IN G  the long watches of 
the night that desire grew 

on me. Always her image danced 
before me. I was half mad with 
love of her and with jealousy of 
Swamindrath.

A t last I fell into a troubled 
sleep.

I was awakened by a sound. It 
seemed to me that it had been go
ing on for several minutes and that it 
was remotely familiar although I did 
not at first recognize it. It was contin
uous and yet muffled, as though it 
came from a great distance. All at 
once I realized that it was the hymn 
to the sun— that colossal, morning 
chant of all those hundreds of white- 
robed priests. My first night in the 
tomb was ended.

Thereafter the hours and days 
dragged by on leaden feet. In the 
awful obscurity of that cavern day and 
night merged into one. Little by little 
my supply of food grew less. Little 
by little the solitude, the shadows, the 
horrors of that tomb were breaking 
down my mind.

I no longer slept except by snatches. 
I awoke with cold fear clutching at 
my heart. Always I dreamed of Lalla, 
of food and of sunlit open spaces. 
Then I would awake to find myself 
facing that white alabaster vase.

I began to have hallucinations. 
What Swamindrath had told me about 
the Yogi mystics took hold of my 
imagination until I fancied I heard 
ghostly voices and saw the spirit of 
Fitzpatrick. I spent hours staring 
down into the river or up at the nar
row streak of sky. Often I was

tempted to plunge into the river, to 
take my chance of death or of escape.
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But always my passionate desire for 
Laila and the hope that they might 
still open the tomb made me refrain.

One night I was awakened by the 
chanting of the priests. Another day, 
I thought. Then, suddenly, I sat up, 
straining my ears.

This time it was not the hymn to 
the sun. It was the chant that I had 
heard the night Fitzpatrick died. It 
was— oh, God— it was the hymn of 
death!

Whose death? A  sudden hope 
sprang up in my heart. If  it was 
Swamindrath who had died they would 
again open the black pagoda and I 
would be free. In an instant that hope 
had become conviction. For whom but 
a lover of Lafla would they sing a 
hymn like that ?

It is impossible to describe my joy. 
I sprang to my feet. The walls of the 
black pagoda echoed my mad laughter. 
W ith tears streaming down my cheeks 
I capered over the floor of that ghoul
ish shrine. . . . Sunlight! Liberty! 
Laila. . . . Then I dashed headlong 
up the stairs.

Crouching behind the heavy door I 
listened once more to that magnificent 
chant. As the sound grew in volume 
I could picture the whole scene. The 
funeral pyre would be ablaze now, the 
courtyard bright as day. Again I saw 
in my imagination the barbaric dance, 
the sparks streaming up 
into the velvet night like 
trailing necklaces of fire.

A t intervals the hymn 
stopped and the hills sent

back its echo. Then it recommenced. 
Despite my unholy joy, that music 
sobered me. It was a dirge for no 
mere man. It was a requiem fit for 
the gods, a hymn to reconcile mankind 
with death.

Gradually the chant subsided and I 
knew the funeral pyre was burning out. 
Swamindrath’s day was over and now 
my turn was coming. In my mind was 
only one thought, one desire, Laila! 
Again I pictured her as I first had seen 
her. Would she come this time wear
ing that same emerald scarf and with 
that serpent coiled about her?

( Continued on 
page 68)
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Easy Magic You 
Gan Do

Impromptu Tricks With Cigarettes 
A Complete Act that Anyone Can Perform

TH E  following tricks have been 
arranged so they may be pre
sented in a routine, one follow

ing the other. They form a complete 
inpromptu act for the magician. Each 
item, however, may be shown inde

pendently of the others, as each is a 
trick in itself.

Briefly, the act appears as follows: 
the magician holds up a pack of cig
arettes, and at his command a cigarette 
rises slowly from the pack, from which 
he removes it. Taking a needle and 
thread, the magician pierces the cen
ter of the cigarette, drawing the thread 
through it, and then requests two 
people to hold the ends of the thread, 
while he covers the cigarette with a 
handkerchief. He then reaches be
neath the cloth for a moment, where

upon the handkerchief is removed, and 
the cigarette is seen tied to the thread. 
In full view the magician removes the 
cigarette from the thread, without tear
ing the cigarette or breaking the 
thread!

In the pack the magician finds a 
cork-tipped cigarette. He pushes it 
into his left fist, cork end first, and it 
comes out the other side, cork end last! 
The cigarette is replaced in the pack.

He then produces a paper tube, 
slightly longer than a cigarette, and 
pushes a plain cigarette into it, until 
the end appears. He holds the paper 
tube between his hands, and lets some
one cut it in h alf; but when the pieces 
of the tube are pulled away the cig
arette is quite whole.
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To conclude this series of surprises 
the magician takes the cigarette in his 
left hand, where all can see it, and it 
is rolled up in the hand, from which it 
disappears! The right hand repro
duces the cigarette from the pocket, 
and the magician lights it and smokes 
it.

Explanation:

( i )  The Self Rising Cigarette 
Figure i shows how the cigarette 

apparently rises from the pack. It is 
not in the pack at all, but is behind the 
pack, which has been opened at the top. 
Fig. 2 shows how the thumb pushes up 
the cigarette, so it appears to rise 
from the pack. This is a perfect illu
sion, especially when the pack is not 
entirely full, so the rear can be pressed 
in slightly.

F ig - 3- A c ig a r e t t e  is  th r e a d e d  in  t h e  m a n n e r  
i l lu s t r a t e d .  S p e c ta c to r#  h o ld  th e  en d #

(2) Cigarette and Thread

The cigarette is fairly placed on the 
thread, as shown in fig. 3. In the 
handkerchief is a duplicate cigarette 
(with two tiny needle holes in the 
sides). Under cover of the handker
chief the magician tears the original 
cigarette from the thread, as shown 
in fig. 4, and loops on the duplicate by 
twisting the thread around it. The 
pieces of the torn cigarette are pock
eted with the handkerchief, revealing 
the duplicate, as shown in fig. 5. The

F iji . 4. W h a t h a p p e n s  u n d e r  th e  c lo th

duplicate cigarette is removed from the 
thread without injury.

F ig . 5. D u p lic a te  c ig a r e t t e  lo o p e d  o n

(4) Self-Reversing Cigarette

The cigarette used in this trick has 
a loose cork-tip, which is fitted on an 
ordinary cigarette. Fig. 6 shows how
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it is pushed into the left hand, and as 
it emerges from the fist (as in fig. 7), 
the hand retains the cork-tip tem

porarily, so that the cigarette slides 
through it and the tip appears on the 
other end. Fig. 7 shows the sliding 
tip.

(5) Cutting Through a Cigarette

In the paper tube which the magician 
ttses is the dummy end of a cigarette. 
When the real cigarette is inserted in 
the tube, it pushes up the dummy end, 
which appears to be the end of the 
cigarette. (See fig. 8.) When the 
dummy end appears, the left hand 
grips the end of the tube to keep it

there, while the real cigarette slides 
back into the right hand (as in fig. 9).

A t this stage the tube of paper is 
cut in the center, as shown in fig. 10. 
The right hand is raised, letting the

cigarette slide back into the cut tube 
(which is held together), and the 
pieces of the tube are then drawn apart 
revealing the cigarette entire. The 
pieces of the tube are crumpled and 
thrown away, the dummy end going 
with them. (See fig. 11.)

Fife. 11 . S h o w in g  t h e  c ig a r e t t e  r e s to r e d



EASY MAGIC YOU CAN DO

(6) Vanishing a n d  Reappearing 
Cigarette

This is a clever little mystery. The 
hands are shown empty, and the right 
hand holds the cigarette as shown in 
fig. 12, while the left hand approaches 
to remove it.

But the left fingers merely tear off 
the very tip of the cigarette, letting 
the rest remain hidden in the right 
hand. Fig. 13 shows how this appears

to the performer, but as the left hand 
carries the visible end away, the spec
tators naturally suppose the cigarette 
to be in the left hand.

The left hand rolls up the tip of the 
cigarette, dropping most of th e  
tobacco, so that the little paper that

remains can be easily concealed at the 
base of the thumb, or between the 
fingers. Then the left hand is shown

F1J. 14. S h o w in g  le f t  h an d  e m p ty

empty. (See fig. 14.) The right hand 
reaches in the pocket and brings out 
the cigarette, which is immediately 
lighted; or, if preferred, the right 
hand can drop the mutilated cigarette 
in the pocket, and bring out another 
cigarette which has been placed there 
beforehand.

The Clay Pipe Trick

T W O  clay pipes are used in this 
perplexing problem. The magi

cian shows that both are empty, and

W h e n  th e  p ip e  b o w ls  a r e  p la c e d  to g e th e r  a  q u a n 
t i t y  o f  a m o k e  a p p e a r s

then he places the bowls of the pipes 
mouth to mouth.

He immediately demonstrates that 
smoke is possible without fire, for as 
he takes the pipes apart smoke issues 
forth, and continues to form when 
the bowls are placed together.

The pipes are quite ordinary, but 
a special preparation is made. In the
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bowl of one pipe place a few drops of 
liquid ammonia; in the bowl of the 
other some spirits of salts (known also

as hydrochloric acid or muriatic acid.)
When the bowls are placed together 

a chemical reaction takes place and 
smoke is formed.

Colored Crayons

SE V E R A L  colored crayons are used 
in this trick. The magician turns 

his back while various members of the 
audience select one of the crayons and

place it in his hands, which are held 
behind his back.

Turning toward the spectators the 
magician tells them to think of the 
color of the crayon which he holds 
behind him. Then he immediately 
names the chosen color!

The method used is quite clever. 
The performer takes the crayon in 
both hands, and as he turns to face the 
audience, he marks his left thumb-nail

with the point of the crayon. Hold
ing the crayon behind him, with his 
right hand, he extends his left and 
points at the spectators as he tells them 
to remember the color. Thus he 
catches a glimpse of the colored mark 
on his thumb-nail.

When returning the crayon the ma
gician rubs the color off his thumb-nail 
with his forefinger, and he can then 
repeat the trick.

Matches From Nowhere

TH E  magician exhibits a package 
of paper matches— but there are 

no matches in it.



U p p e r  l e f t—H ow  th e  th re e rc a rd s  u re  s h o w n  w ith  th e  q u e e n  in  th e  c e n te r .  U p p e r  r ig h t— H ow  th e  c o rn e r  
o f th e  q u e e n  c a m o u fla g e s  th e  five o f c lu b s .  L o w er—S e c re t ly  re m o v in g  th e  c o rn e r  

w h e n  th e  c a rd s  a r e  la id  o n  th e  ta b le

He doses the pack, blows upon it, 
and reopens the flap. The pack is en
tirely filled with matches!

To perform this surprising trick 
take an ordinary pack of paper 
matches, open it, and bend the matches 
down in front concealing them behind 
the fingers of the right hand, which 
holds the pack. The bent ends of the 
matches may be in view— for they will 
appear to be the stumps of an empty 
pack.

When the left hand brings the flap 
forward to dose the pack, it is a simple 
matter to push the matches up, unob
served, without letting anyone glimpse 
them. Hence they are now enclosed in 
the pack, and appear there when the 
flap is again opened.

New Three Card Monte

TH IS is a new version of the 
“ Three Card Monte” trick which 

can never lose, and which requires 
very little skill.
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The magician takes three cards from 
a borrowed pack and holds them in a 
fan. The center card is a queen. He 
shows the fan back and front— every
thing appears to be quite all right.

He lays the fan face down on his 
left hand, draws the cards away with 
the right and lays them face down on 
the table, side by side. Then he asks 
anyone to “find the lady”— that is, to 
point out the queen.

No matter what card is chosen it 
will not be the queen. All the cards 
may be turned face up, and the queen 
will not be there! The magician can 
then draw it from his pocket.

For this trick you need just the cor
ner of a queen of hearts, which you 
can cut from an old card. Borrow a 
pack, turn your back, and remove the 
queen of hearts, putting it in your 
pocket. Take three other cards and 
arrange them in a fan, and over the 
corner of the middle card place the 
extra index corner. The drawings 
show how this makes the center card 
appear to be a queen of hearts.

When the right hand draws the 
three cards from the left, the left fin
gers retain the fake corner, which is 
small and easily concealed. Thus none 
of the three cards is the queen, and 
the queen can be produced from the 
pocket.

THE MYSTIC CIGARETTE
The W onder Trick o f  ISM  

T h e  m ag ic ian 's  hands a re  absolu tely  em pty . In to  them  
be pours a  sm all q u a n tity  ot tobacco which he rolls from 
b an d  t o  h an d . An In sta n t la te r  a  c ig are tte  h as  form ed 
betw een h is fingers!

N o sk ill requ ired . Every m ovem ent la n a tu ra l. T he  
clever device we m an u fac tu re  rnakee th e  tr ic k  w ork 
au to m atica lly  1

G E T  T H E  M Y S T IC  C IG A R E T T E  N O W !
A S T O N IS H  E V ER Y O N E W IT H  I T  I 

Price, p o s tp a id , S1.63
WALTER B. GIBSON, Inc.

709 C h e s tn u t  S t r e e t ,  P h i la d e lp h ia ,  P e n n a .

tesdoiUB. Coots S2j00 M  cVTM. oothi*X U iafla f e w  bfan frooi Pniao*. 
S T A k  O *  K D L  A K O K l  TORIES,.Sta. H  84  B A L T I M O R E ,  H D .
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M A R V O  C O
1700 Broadway. Dtp?. 318 »
New York, N Y.
Kindly aerul me tn plain wrapper, free copy 0/ ymst 
book entitled, “ Beautiful New Skin in 3 Days.”
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new wonder preptonon. brer/ woman nho to*** rke beautiful 
will m jn t l at ike remarkable tranaformauon.
A n r s u n  aiuonv oottrr nxtON b o i t h i n i  u  m i v
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disappear as il by mafic No mair need row re»it«n your* 
self to a Ur ol misery. ju« k c ju K  Nature slid noi endow you 
with beautiful clear healthy Am- Science Hat found a way.

From Germany rnmet tHe ema* ing beauty diveovrry This 
treatment is 10 simple that any one em applr—Wl TOL'S 
“ M ARVO*'-the wonder besury remedy irvihe p»t*acy of

our own home.

Unes, wrinkles. and facial blemishes disappear before 
your *ery e>et and in m place tomes the lovelies*. soft* 
es*. creamy white akin you ever u *

Cold crr.jm*, lotions. mud», etr are paste, the lead
ing society wumen. ae ties set throughout the ci»- 
ihtcd world art u*mg—“ MARVO". There r$ a 

beautiful completion and akin awaiting lot you 
under your prt*cnt old tallow outer layer.

Don’t wan another d ar-ieim  all about 
the wonderful, remarkable amaung treat

ment Words cannot luHy describe
_ . t . ____ 1__-1_____ ___1

W P
WANT 
NO MONEY!
It costs you nothing to lea 
about the W IT O L ’S " M A R V O ” 
treatment. If you are interested 
in your complexion and you want to 
definitely and quickly get rid of your 
facial blemishes, lines, and wrinkles, clip 
this coupon and mail immediately. W e wilt 
send you in plain wrapper the fascinating story 
ol WITOLS "MARVO”, Tells in loll detail 
how treatment can be taken at home. N o one 
need know the secret. If you com e to N ew  Y ork City 
/oo  are cordially invited to call a t our ofKoe*. There 
you will ice for yourself the wonderi that we have accomplished-

Push ytur "amt amj o M n u —lkel'i all C .t» _________ ____ _ Sutc ---------

MARVO CO., 1700 Broadway, x ib . New York City I am at present suffering from



TALES OF MAGIC AND MY S TERY

TH E SO U L T H A T  CO U LD  
LEAVE IT S  B O D Y

( Continued from page 42) 
the period of which you have spoken. 
On that second evening, Heinrich”—  
here his voice trembled audibly— ‘‘I 
felt myself in possession of an unusual 
mesmeric power. I thought of you, 
and impelled the influence, as it were, 
from my mind upon yours. This time, 
I found no resisting force opposed to 
mine; you yielded to my dominion—  
you believed.”

“It was so,” I murmured faintly.
“ A t the same time I felt the most 

earnest desire to be once more near 
you, to hear your voice, to see your 
frank and friendly face, to be standing 
again in your pretty garden beside the 
running river. It was sunset, and I 
pictured to myself the scene from that 
spot. Even as I did so, a dullness came 
over my senses— the picture on my 
memory grew wider, brighter; I felt 
the cool breeze from the water; I saw 
the red sun sinking over the far 
woods; I heard the vesper-bells ringing 
from the steeples; in a word, I was 
spiritually there.

“ Presently I became aware as of the 
approach of something, I knew not 
what— but a something not of the same 
nature as myself— something that 
filled me with a shivering, half com
pounded of fear and half of pleasure. 
Then a sound, smothered and strange, 
as if unfitted for the organs of my 
spiritual sense, seemed to fill the space 
around— a sound resembling speech, 
yet reverberating and confused, like 
distant thunder, I felt paralyzed, and 
unable to turn. It came and died 
away a second time, yet more dis
tinctly. I distinguished words, but not 
their sense. It came a third time, 
vibrating, clear, and loud— “Albert, I 
say, old fellow!’

“ Making a terrible effort to over
come the bonds which seemed to hold

me, I turned— I saw you! The next 
moment a sharp pain wrung me in 
every limb; there came a brief dark
ness, and I then found myself, without 
any apparent lapse of time or sensible 
motion, sitting by yonder window, 
where, gazing on the sunset, I had 
begun to think of you. The sound of 
your voice yet rang in my ears; the 
sight of your face was still before m e; 
I shuddered— I tried to think that all 
had been a dream.

“ I lifted my hands to my brow: 
they were numbed and heavy. I strove 
to rise; but a rigid torpor seemed to 
weigh upon my limbs. You say that 
I was visibly present in your garden; 
I know that I was bodily present in 
this room. Can it be that my worst 
fears are confirmed— that I possess a 
double being?"

W E W E R E  both silent for some 
moments. At last I told him the 

circumstances of the bed and of the 
footmarks on the sand. He was 
shocked, but scarcely surprised.

“ I have been thinking much of you,” 
he said; “and for several successive 
nights I have dreamed of you and of 
my stay— even of that very bedroom. 
Yet I have been conscious of none of 
these symptoms of far-working. It is 
true that I have awaked each morning 
unrefreshed and weary, as if from 
bodily fatigue; but this I attributed to 
over-study and constitutional weak
ness.”

“ Will you not tell me the particulars 
of your first experience of this spirit
ual absence?”

Albert sat pale and silent, as if he 
had not heard. I repeated the question.

“ Give me some more brandy,”  he 
said, “and I will tell you.”

I did so. He remained for a few 
moments looking at the fire before he 
spoke; at last he proceeded, but in a 
still lower voice than before.



Mam> times in the old days, while 1 trudged home after wort to sane carfare, 1 ueed to ante 
enHouslp at the shining cars gliding by me the prosperous men and women within. Little 
did 1 think that inside of a year, I  too saould hate my own car, a decant dank account, the good 
things of life that mate it worth living.

I T h o u g h t  S u c c e s s  W a s  F o r  O t h e r s
Believe It Or Not, Just Twelve Months Ago 

I  Was Next Thing To “ Down-and-Out"
rp O D A Y  I’m sole owner of the fastest X crowing Radio store in town. M y wife 
ana I live in the snuggest little home you 
ever r a w , right in one of the beet neighbor
hoods. And I'tu on good terms with my 
banker, too— not like the old days only a 
year ago, when often I didn't have one 
dollar to knock against another in my 
pocket.

It all Bcoma like a dream now, as I look 
back over the past twelve short months, 
and think how discouraged I was then, at 
the “ end of a blind alley.”  I thought I 
never had had a good chance in my life, 
and I thought I never would have one. 
But it was waking up that I needed, and 
here’s the story of how I got it.

I WAS a clerk, working at the usual 
miserable salary such jobs pay. Some

how I’d never found any way to get into 
a line where I could make good money.

Other fellows seemed to find oppor
tunities But— much as I wanted the
good things that go with success and a 
decent income— all the really well-paid 
vacancies l ever heard of seemed to be 
out of my line, to call for some kind of 
knowledge I didn’t have.

And I wanted to get married. A fine 
situation, wasn’t it? Mary would have 
agreed to try it— but it wouldn’t have 
been fair to her.

Mary had told me, “ You can’t  get 
ahead where you are. Why don’t you 
get into another line of work, somewhere 
that you can advance? "

“ That’s fine, M ary,”  I replied, "but 
what line? I’ve a iw a y B  got m y  eyes open 
lor a better job, but I never seem to hear 
of a really good job that I can haudle. ”  
Mary didn’t seem to be satisfied with the 
answer, but I didn’t know what else to 
tell her.

ft was on the wap home that night that I  
stopped off in the neighborhood drug store, 
where I  overheard a scrap of conversation 
about myself. A few burning words that 
were the cause of the turning jtoint in mp 
li/el

With a hot flush of shame I turned and 
left the store, and walked rapidly home. 
So that was what my neighbors— the 
people who knew me best—really thought 
of me l

“ Bargain counter sheik— look how that 
suit fits,”  one fellow had said in a low 
voice. “ Bet he hasn’t got a dollar in 
those pockets,”  “ Oh, it's just ‘ Useless’ 
Anderson,” said another. “ He’s got a 
wish-bone where his back-bono ought to 
be.”

As I thought over the words in deep 
humiliation, a sudden thought made me 
catch my breath. Why had Mary been so 
dissatisfied with my answer that “ I hadn’t 
had a chance?”  Did Mary secretly think 
that toot

With a new determination I thumbed 
the pages of a magazine on the table, 
searching for an advertisement that I’a 
seen many times but passed up without 
thinking, an advertisement telling of big 
opportunities for trained men to succeed 
in the great new Radio field. I sent the 
coupon in, and in a few days received a 
handsome 64-page book, printed in two 
colors, telling all about the opportunities 
in the radio field and how a man can pre
pare quickly and easily at home to take 
advantage of these opportunities. I read 
the book carefully, and when I finished it 
I made my decision.
T \T H A T ’S  h ap p en ed  In th e  tw elv e  m o n th s  
VY since t h a t  day . na I ’ve a lread y  to ld  you, 

seem s a lm o st like a d ream  to  m e now. F or 
ten  of th o se  tw elve m onths, I've had a Radio 
business of my otoni A t first, of course. I  
s ta r te d  It as  a  lit tle  p rop o sitio n  on  th e  side, 
u n d e r th e  gu id an ce  of th e  N ationa l R adio  
In s t i tu te ,  th e  o u tfit t h a t  gave m e m y R adio 
tra in in g . I t  w asn’t  lo n g  before I  was g e ttin g  
so m uch to  do  In th e  R ad io  line  th a t  l  q u it  
ray  m easly l i t t le  clerical Job. andl dev o ted  my 
fu ll tim e  to  m y R ad io  business.

Since t h a t  tim e I ’ve gone r ig h t o n  u p . a l
w ays u nder the  w a tch fu l guidance or my 
friends a t  th e  N a tio n a l R ad io  In stitu te . T hey  
w ould h ave  given m e Ju st as  m uch help. too. 
If I  had  w an ted  to  follow  som e o th er line of 
R ad io  besides b u ild ing  m y ow n reta il busi
ness— such as b road castin g , m anufac tu ring , 
experim en ting , sea  o p era tin g , o r any  one of 
th e  score of lines th e y  p rep are  y o u  for. And 
to  th in k  th a t  un til t h a t  d a y  I  s e n t for th eir  
eye-opcnlng  book. I 'd  been  walling *‘I  never 
h a d  a  c h an ce l”

NOW I'm making real money. I drive 
a good-looking car of my own. Mary 

and I don’t own the house in full yet. but 
I’ve made a substantial down payment, 
and I ’m not straining myself any to meet 
tho installments.

Here’s a real tip. You may not bo as 
bad-off as I was. But think it over— are 
you satisfied? Would you sign a contract 
to stay where you are now for tho next 
ten years, making tho same money? If 
not, you’d better be doing something 
about it instead of drifting.

This new Radio game is a li ve-wire field 
of golden rewards. The work, in any of 
the 20  different lines of Radio, is fasci
nating, absorbing, well-paid. The Na
tional Radio Institute-—oldest and lar
gest Radio home-study school in the 
world— will train you inexpensively in 
your own home to know Radio from A to 
Z and to increase your earnings in the 
Radio field.

T ak e  an o th e r t ip — N o m atte r  w h a t your 
p lans are. no  m a tte r  how m uch o r how  little  
yo u  know a b o u t R adio— clip th e  coupon be
low  an d  look th e ir  ireo book over. I t  la filled 
w ith  In teresting  facta, figures, an d  photos, 
am i th e  Inform ation I t will give y o u  Is w orth 
a  few m inu tes of a n y b o d y ’s tim e. You will

Elace yourself under no obligation— tho book 
free, and  La g ladly  se n t to  an y o n e  who 

w an ts  to  know  a b o u t R adio. J u s t  address 
J .  E . Sm ith . P residen t. N a tio n a l R adio  In 
s ti tu te .  D ep t. 2-M  1. W ashington , D. C.

J .  E .  S m i t h ,  P r e s i d e n t ,
N a t i o n a l  R a d i o  I n s t i t u t e ,
D e p t .  2 - M  1,  W a s h i n g t o n ,  D. C .

Please send me your 01-page free book, 
p rin ted  In tw o colors, giving all in fo r
m ation  a b o u t th e  opp o rtu n ities  In R ad io  : 
an d  how I  can learn  quickly  and  easily  a t  i 
hom e to  take a d v a n ta g e  of them . I  
u nderstand  this req u est places m e u n d e r 
no  obligation, an d  th a t  no salesm en wilt 
call on me.

N a m e .................. .....................................................

O c c u p a t io n ...................................

A d d r a a a   ............. . .    ................

T o w n   ..................... S t a t e ..................



TALES OF MAGIC AND MYSTERY

“ The first time was also in this 
room; but how much more terrible 
than the second. I had been reading—  
reading a metaphysical work upon the 
nature of the soul— when I experi
enced, quite suddenly, a sensation of 
extreme lassitude. The book grew 
dim before my eyes; the room dark
ened; I appeared to find myself in the 
streets of the town.

“ Plainly I saw the churches in the 
gray evening dusk; plainly the hurry
ing pedestrians; plainly the faces of 
many whom I knew. Now it was the 
market-place; now the bridge; now the 
well-known street in which I live. 
Then I came to the door; it stood wide 
open to admit me. I passed slowly up 
the gloomy staircase; I entered my
own room; and there----- ”

He paused; his voice grew husky, 
and his face assumed a stony, almost 
a distorted appearance.

"And there you saw,’’ I urged, “you

“ M yself! Myself, sitting in this 
very chair. Yes, yes; myself stood 
gazing on myself 1 W e looked— we 
looked into each— each other’s eyes—  
we— we— w e-----”

His voice failed; the hand holding 
the wine-glass grew stiff, and the brit
tle vessel fell upon the hearth, and was 
shattered into a thousand fragments.

“Albert! Albert!” I shouted.
I hung frantically over him; I seized 

his hands in mine; they were cold as 
marble. Suddenly, as if by a last spas
modic effort, he turned his head in the 
direction of the door. The power of 
speech was gone, but his eyes glowed 
with a light more vivid than that of 
life.

Struck with an appalling idea, I fol
lowed the course of his gaze. Hark! 
a dull, dull sound— measured, distinct, 
and slow, as if of feet ascending.

My blood froze; I could not remove 
my eyes from the doorway; I could

hardly breathe. Nearer and nearer 
came the steps— alternately light and 
heavy, light and heavy, as the tread of 
a lame man— across the landing they 
came— upon the very threshold of the 
chamber! And then the door opened.

A  figure entered. It was Albert 
Lachner. And as he started— this sec
ond Albert— to cross the room, the 
real Albert rose stiffly from his chair. 
Slowly, mechanically, almost involun
tarily, he went to meet him.

With dilated eyes and open mouth I 
stood there— crouched almost— a n d 
watched them. I could not move. I 
could not speak.

And then, before my staring eyes, 
these two Albert Lachners blended, and 
the remaining figure— my friend—  
dropped with instant suddenness to the 
floor.

The crash awoke me to my wits. I 
rushed to his side and knelt over him. 
He was as rigid as a corpse. But—  
thank God!— I was able to see that he 
still breathed.

As a matter of fact, it had been 
merely a cataleptoid seizure, and he 
was soon around again.

But strangely and happily to say, 
after this event Albert experienced a 
sudden dislike for his investigations of 
the soul, which grew even stronger 
than his former interest had been.

I can offer no explanation of what 
occurred. I merely relate events. I 
fully believe, however, that Albert 
himself could have provided the proper 
elucidation. But I did not ask him. I 
was only too glad to see that he had 
abandoned inquiries attended with such 
terrible results.

But personally I am ready to believe 
that in this vast, wonderful universe 
there are things beyond man’s power 
to grasp, things that will always baffle 
the keenest searchers, and of which 
the casual observer could have not the 
slightest perception.



%  T  A r c Y o w  -  1
Nerves ,h

Only Half Alive— and don’t know it!
TH E  P re s e n t  “ H ig h  P re s s u re ’' liv in g  

w ill b e  th e  e n d  o f  y o u  If  y o u  d o n ’t  
t a k e  h ee d . W A T C H  Y O U R  N E R V E S  
— N e g le c t  m e a n s  a  t o t a l  co llap se . T h e  
fo llo w in g  s y m p to m s  a r e  n a t u r e ’s w a rn 
in g — s to p — c o r re c t  th e se  h a n d ic a p s  b e 
fo re  I t  Is to o  la te .

D o y o u  g * t e x c ite d  ea s ily ?
D o y o u  b e c o m e  f a t ig u e d  a f t e r  a l ig h t  

e x e r t io n ?
A re  y o u r  h a n d s  a n d  f e e t  co ld ?
D o y o u  su f fe r  f r o m  c o n s t ip a t io n  o r  

s to m a c h  t r o u b le ?
I s  y o u r  s le e p  d i s tu r b e d  b y  t r o u b le d  

d r e a m s ?
H a r e  y o u  s p e lls  o f  I r r i t a b i l i ty ?
A re  y o u  o f te n  g lo o m y  a n d  p e s s i

m is t ic ?
D o y o u  s u f fe r  f ro m  h e a r t  p a l p i t a t io n ,  

c o ld  s w e a ts ,  r in g in g  in  t h e  e a rs ,  
d iz z y  sp e lls?

T h o s e  a r e  o n ly  a  few  o f  th e  s ig n s  o f  
w e a k , u n h e a l th y  n e rv e s  t h a t  a r e  s te a d 
ily  ro b b in g  th o u s a n d s  o f  p e o p le  o f  th e i r  
y o u th  a n a  h e a l th .

Career and Home Wrecked!
Many a promising career and happy home 
has been ruined by some impulsive word or 
act. Over 90%  of all th© misery of unhap

pily married life ia caused by Narva*. When 
people lose their tempers and flare up, women 
begin to worry and nag, children become 
unmanageable and shy the reason is always 
the same— “ IRRITATED NERVES.”

Misery Can Be Avoided!
T h ere  is  n o t  one in  a  h u n d red  perRons th a t  
rea lly  know s ho w  to  keep  h is  o r  h e r  nerves 
so u n d  an d  h e a lth y . W om en lead ing  a n  ever- 
ac tiv e  em o tio n a l life, filled w ith  th e  drudgeries 
of d a lly  househo ld  d u tie s ; a n d  m en th ro u g h  
w orries, in te n se  c o n c en tra tio n , excesses and  
vices, q u ick ly  begin  to  show  slgne o f nerve 
ex h au stio n . B* O n  Y o u r  G u a r d i  N erve Ex 
hau a tlo n  com es o n  v ery  g rad u a lly , deceiving 
th o u sa n d s  or m en an d  w om en w ho a p p e ar to  be 
to good h e a lth . N ow . th ro u g h  the  fam ous 
B lackstone  sy stem . I t  Is possib le for y o u  to  
recharge  y o u r ru n-dow n ragged nerves a n d  live 
a  full, h a p p y  a n d  g lo rious life.

How to S treng then  Your Nerves
N o  tonic , d ru g s  o r  m agic sy stem  of exercise 
can  ev e r res to re  th e  h e a lth  a n d  vigor to  weak, 
sick, unb a lan ced  nerves. T o  reg en e ra te  lost 
n e rv e  force, t o  b u ild  u p  stro n g , sound  nerves 
req u ires  a n  u n d e rs ta n d in g  of th e  ac tio n  an d  
a b u ses  of nerves. I t  h eeds a  know ledge of 
n a tu ra l  law s o f n e rv e  fa tigue, of m en ta l an d  
p hysica l re lax a tio n  a n d  n e rv e  m etabolism . 
A nd  I t  Is only th ro u g h  the  ap p lica tion  of these 
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THE BLACK PAGODA

( Continued from page 55)

I had a sudden impulse to hide in 
the shadows of the black pagoda until 
her handmaidens had come and gone 
on their grim errand. It would be a 
delicate pleasure to contemplate the 
vase in which my rival’s ashes rested. 
Then, when Laila herself appeared, I 
would step out and meet her. In that 
shrine of love and death I would con
front her.

When no more sound came through 
the door I stole silently downstairs. 
Trembling with eagerness I concealed 
myself in the deep shadow of a cloister. 
It seemed hours that I waited there. 
I began to fear that the hymn of death 
might not have been for Swamindrath 
at all, but only for some priest who 
had died. In that case I might never 
escape, for Laila had said that only 
the ashes of the men whom she had 
loved were entitled to a place in the 
black pagoda.

But at last, from far above, came 
the sound of the great door being 
opened. Minutes passed and I was 
seized with spasmodic fits of trembling. 
Then I heard a gibbering noise which 
grew steadily louder and a sound of 
sandals shuffling over the bare floor. 
I looked out.

Once more those gray shrouded 
harpies had come with the ashes of 
the dead!

A s they withdrew I crept out. 
There was indeed a new vase in the 
black pagoda. It was not made of 
alabaster, but of a reddish bronze. 
A t the bottom it curved out gently like 
a woman’s hips; then it narrowed in 
the middle and came to the lip in a 
soft, round curve. In it stood a single 
yellow champak flower.

While I wondered why Swamin
drath should have been so honored

there came from the outer cavern a 
sound of footsteps. I turned. I was 
mad to see Laila again, to hold her in 
my arms. It seemed as if those foot
steps were never coming nearer. Then, 
suddenly, they were there.

Into the black pagoda came a white 
robed figure, wearing the turban of the 
Yogi. It was not Laila. It was Swam
indrath !

Black Magic

AS H E caught sight of me he 
k stopped. He could scarcely have 

expected to find me alive. But even 
so his dark face showed no flicker of 
surprise. A s he came toward me, I 
saw that his eyes were glazed as if with 
grief, his cheeks hollow, the muscles 
of his face relaxed. His whole figure 
had grown perceptibly thinner.

“ Laila t” I gasped. “ Where— where 
is she?”

He looked from me to the great 
bronze vase. Mutely he pointed to it. 

“ Not— not dead?” I whispered.
He nodded gravely.
The floor seemed to rise up before 

me, the whole pagoda to revolve. I 
was as dazed as if he had struck me a 
blow. . . . Laila dead! But why—  
how— ? . . .

Then through my inner turmoil I 
became conscious of Swamindrath’s 
furtive scrutiny. An idea, a suspicion 
grazed my mind. The next instant it 
had become a blazing certainty:

“ You killed her!”
I fairly shrieked the accusation at 

him.
“ You traitor! You coward! You 

weren’t content to be her slave!”
“ She would have kept me here for

ever,” he retorted sullenly. “ Now / 
am master. I can return to civiliza
tion.”

Something snapped in my brain. 
For days the only thing that had kept 
me alive was the hope of seeing Laila.



T H E  B L A C K  P A G O D A

Now this shock, after the nervous 
strain of my imprisonment, and the 
agonies of jealousy I had suffered, 
drove me temporarily insane. I sprang 
upon him.

Together we crashed to the floor. 
Over and over we rolled. His turban 
fell off and trailed after us. It was 
entangled with my feet. His long, 
lean muscular arms were everywhere. 
He was battering my head against the 
floor. Then everything went black.

Next thing I knew he was kneeling 
on my chest, his fingers at my throat. 
He was panting and I could feel his 
hot breath in my face. . . . Far above 
him the bronze lamps seemed slowly 
to revolve.

“ You fool!”  he was crying over and 
over. “ Don’t you know that I— that I 
alone can bring you into her presence?”

His voice seemed to come from a 
great distance. He was talking rapidly, 
excitedly. A t intervals he shook me 
savagely as if to make me understand. 
He was explaining something about 
Yogi mystics and the liberation of the 
astral body. I was too dazed to follow 
him. I only grasped that first incred
ible idea. . . . Laila was dead. Yet 
Swamindrath could bring me again 
into her presence!

When he released me I lay there 
weakly. I saw him approach the great 
bronze vase containing Laila’s ashes. 
He sat down cross-legged before it and 
stared at it as if hypnotized.

He appeared to be going into a 
trance. I watched him dazedly. Above 
me the lamps seemed still to oscillate; 
all about me the black marble columns 
were slowly revolving. Then, I, too, 
stared at Laila’s vase and at the cham- 
pak flower above it.

Something sank within me.
For where that vase had stood was 

now gradually evolving from the dusk 
the most weirdly beautiful creature it is 
possible to imagine. She stood there

like some statue of Corinthian bronze 
and in her luxuriant blue-black hair 
gleamed the golden champak flower. 
Then I recognized her:

Laila!

I S A Y  she was like a statue. But 
her skin was so fresh and delicate, 

her whole body so ephemeral and so 
light as to belong to no statue on earth.

I looked at Swamindrath and saw 
that he was undergoing a similar trans
formation. His body had fallen for
ward as if dead or asleep. But at
tached to that body was a fluid shadow 
shape that was also Swamindrath. It 
struggled to free itself from his cor
poral being!

Laila stirred. I saw her bosom 
heave. With dainty, silent steps she 
moved out of the shadow and into the 
circle of lamp light before me. In 
those heavy lidded tourmaline green 
eyes I saw again the mocking light they 
held in life. She smiled languidly.

There was a dull ache of longing in 
my breast. I rose and held out my 
arms to her.

My fingers stole caressingly around 
her head until they closed upon the 
champak flower in her hair. Then, 
with no apparent effort, she passed 
through my arms 1 

Swamindrath’s astral shape moved 
toward her. He, too, held out his arms.
I experienced a sickening pang of 
jealousy, of indescribable rage. For 
I knew suddenly that they had passed 
into a spirit world where I was power
less to follow.

But as he clasped her my heart 
seemed to stop. I almost shrieked 
with horror. She was— she was turn
ing to decay in his arms!

Her hair, which had been luxurious 
and silky, hung down in matted 
strands. She was becoming— she had 
become a hideous, withered hag. Over 

( Continued on page 72)
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A ll com plete $2.95. O v er 100% profit. Mot* 
gan . M rg ^  707 G rim es 8 t.. F airfie ld . Iowa.

•G rea t o e c k w o a r  l in e  n o w  freoY F e a t  u re a  
finest q u a lity  neckw ear a t  fac to ry  price*. 
C ollect b ig  comm ission* da lly , w r i te  tog 
F R E E  t ie  offer a n d  F R E E  o u tfit. N aw co 
N eckw ear. P e a k  B-125. C ov in g to n . K y .

W h y  i
uracil. M ak e  y o u r ow n‘iofd

E m p lo y  a g e n t*  
p ro d u c t*  T o ile t 

ties.

F r e e :  W h o le s a le  S p e c ia l ty  C a ta lo g ,
show ing b e s t  seller* from  m an y  pert® of the  
w orld. M a n y  hom e a n d  office article*  lis ted . 
Sporsa Im p t .  C o ., L caucnr C en te r. M inn .

S e ll  M e n ’® F l u e  Suit®  ( e x t r a  t ro u s e r *  
free) fo r  $10.95. $90 a  week fo r  y o u , a lso  
ta ilo red  p an ts , $3.95,  -----* — ■— * —($5.00 value). Big
---------------------------- B o th  sa m p le  o u tfits  free
IX yo u  w rite, q u lok . T ru  -  F i t ,  808-A  B road- 
w ay. N ew  Y ork.

p an ts . .  
e x tra  com m issions.

Q u ic k  C le a n u p  fo r  L iv e  A g e n t* ! C a s h  
In on  th is  craze fo r C olonial rug® sw eeping coun
try .  E v e ry  housew ife b u y —

--------  —  —  ju t* w orsted  su its
a n d  to p co a ts  a t  $18.75 w ith  $3.76 to  sales
m an  a n d  7 %  t o  m anager. O u tfits  free. O ne of 
th o  la rg es t com pan ies in  A m erica. W e back 
ev e rv  garm en t. C a n te rb u ry  T ailo rs. 23  W est
22nd S tree t. N ew  Y ork .__________

F in e s t  s h i r t  l in e  I n  A m e r ic a  w i th  
b es t selling o u tfit. B ig doubled  swatche®. 
O utfits  free. P rices  a n d  com m ission a rra n g e 
m en ts righ t! Send full in fo rm ation  a b o u t 
yourself a n d  y o u r record . C onfidential. 
Sales M g r. 20  W est 22nd S tre e t, N ew  Y ork.

W rite  fo r  offer. N o  ob ligation . ~ P u r ita n  
D e p t  ̂ 36b  553 Boutl1 B trect* W alth am , M as*.

S e n d  25 C ent®  fo r  a  $1.06 P o c k e t  Cigi

V/omigtil JLarn $3-$6  t o  H o u r .  D is p la y  
b eau tifu l F i l th  A vc. dresses to  friends. F ac 
tory price®. C ash  com m issions in advance. 
Plraflfint w ork. E x p . uonecewary. W rit*  
F if th  Ave. styles, D e p t, i m ,  acraotooj F a .



M O N E Y - M A K I N G
Op p o r t u n i t i e s ^^

A m a z in g  N ew  G la s s  C le a n e r  o ffe rs  y o u
$15 a  d a y  eurel C lean s  w indow s, w indow- 
eblelds, allow  cases, e to ., w ith o u t w ater, soap 
o r  cham ois. N o  m uss. E asily  dem onstra ted . 
Housew lvea, m o to ris ts , garages, s to res . In sti
tu tio n s  b u y  o n  s ig h t, w r i te  fo r Special I n 
tro d u c to ry  Offer. J iffy  G lass C lean er Co.. 
1061 M o n m o u th , C in c in n a ti, O.

E a r n  $80.00 w e e k ly  w i t h  f a s h i o n  
Frocks fo r  wom en. Big line  new  s ty le s  a t  

a d v a n ce  com m  lafac to ry  prices. B ig a d v a n ce  com m issions. 
N o  experience necessary . N ew  plan! F ash ion  
Frocks, In c ., D e p t. M -100, C in c in n a ti, Ohio.

O ld  e s ta b .  m tg .  c o .  glv©s y o u  c re d i t ;
S ta rts  you  in  business (city  o r co u n try ) gelling 
185 w idely know n household  necessities. P e r
m a n e n t business; s te a d y  cu sto m ers; targe 
proQts. M o C o tm o n ,D ep t.T H 2 . W inona, M in n .

A n k ru m  A d v ertis in g  A g e n c y , A20 W.
Ja ck so n  B lv d ., C hicago, I I I ,  sp ecia lis ts  tu  
direct- selling, m ail-o rder a n d  p o u ltry  ad v e rtls-  
ing, aerv lco  c ircu la r an d  ca ta log  o n  req u est.

I f  y o u  c a a  s e ll  t h e  f in e s t  t a i l o r i n g  in
..m o rlca  a t  a  p rice  w hich  m ean s b ig  profits 
to  y ou , y o u  need  th e  L eo n ard  L ine , F ea tu res  
y a rd  a n d  a  th ird  d isp lay  lengths. T h e  k ind  
of fine h a n d  tailo rin g  clo thes h an k e rs , law 
yers, business m en  w ear. Special im ported  
woolens. U nless y o u  can  sell 150 su its  
a  season  d o n 't  w rite . Leonard. C ustom  
T ailo rs, 12 th  F lo o r, L eo n a rd  B uild ing . 
C inc inna ti, Ohio.

N o  D u l l  l  im e s  S e llin g  F o o d . P e o p le  _. 
tn u a t  e a t. F ed e ra l flirtributora  m ak e  $3,000 l ,  
y ea rly  a n d  u p . N o  c a p ita l o r  experience 
n eeded ; g u a ra n te ed  sales; unso ld  goods m ay 
* * " iu w ith  a s ------

$1000 P ro f i t  i n  6 w e e k s  b y  “ M il le r ."  N ew . 
A m azing  C lean er. C leons E v e ry th in g . 250%  
>roflt. Sam ple free. B estev er P roduo ta  Co., 
■825W  I rv in g  P a rk , C hicago, i n .

U1S«UCUi gUMKUVVCU DUltC, UUDVIU RWUO UA»J
b o  re tu rn ed . W e fu rn ish  yo u  w ith  sam ple 
case, license a n d  F ree  S am ples fo r  custom ers 
— Sure re p e a t o rders. E xc lusive  te rr ito ry . 
A sk nowl F e d e ra l P u re  F o o d  C o ., R2311 
A rcher, Chicago.

P O L M E T  P O L IS H IN G  C L O T H .—C le a n s
a ll m eta ls , g e ts  en th u s ia s tic  a tte n tio n , Bells fast 
a t  25c; sam p le  free. F .  C . G a le  C o ., 90 Edln- 
boro  S t., Boston , M ass.

$1,008.00 R e w a rd  I f  t h i s  is  n o t  t h e  g r e a t 
e s t  m o n ey -m ak in g  house to  house proposition  
e v e r  know n. N .R .G . ta b le ts  w ash  clothes 
In 10 m inu tes w ith o u t rub b in g . F re e  Sam ples. 
N .R .Q . C o., P232 , W . Superior, Chicago.

N ew  H o u s e h o ld  D e v ic e  w a s h e s , d r ie s  w in 
dow s, sweeps. cleans walla, scrubs, m ops. Coers 
less th a n  broom s. O v er h a lf  p ro fit. H arpers, 
530  T h ird  S t., Fairfield , Iow a.

S e ll b y  M a il !  S p a r e  T i m e .  B ig  P ro f i ts .
Books. N ovelties, B argains. R e a d y  M ade  
C ircu la r  Service. 48-page C a ta lo g  F ree. 
M . E tfco, 525 8 . D ea rb o rn  S tre e t, C hicago.

A m e r ic a n  w o rk .M e n — S o u th O il,
F ru it ,  R u b b e r  com  ponies. G ood p ay . E r -  

i paid . S o u th  A m erican Service B ureau ,
1,600 A lm a, D e tro it , M loh.

E a r n  M o n e y  a t  H o m e , F u l l  o r  S p a re  
tim e . O il P a in t  P ho tos. Now M eth o d . E asily  
M aste red . H ighly  P ro fitab le . O il P a in t  O ut
f it  Freo.SSteady em ploym ent. W rite , F re e  Book. 
P ic to r ia l A r t  S tud ios, Ino . 2926 Broadw ay, 
D e p t. S . M . C .. Chicago,

A g e n ts  —  S e n s a t io n a l  P ro fits  t a k i n g
o rd ers  fo r  T a y lo r  m ad e-to -m easu re , rafn-proof 
cap s  a n d  w o m en 's  h a ts .  $76 to  $100 weekly. 
C om m ission  in a d v an ce . W o d e liv er o u tfit  free. 
T a y lo r  C a p  M a n u fa c tu rin g  C o . D esk  15-10. 
C in c in n a ti. O hio.

FR EE! T o  h o n e s t  m e n  o ver  28: n e w
p a te n te d  c ig a re tte  ligh te r. Show  y o u r friends 
a n d  m ake $90 w eekly. S en d  25o t o  cover
m ailing  co sts  a n d  m en tio n  n am e o f th is  
m agazine. E . Z. L ig h te r , D e p t .  Q . 365  Lincoln 
P lace , B rook lyn , N .  Y.

M il l io n  d o l la r  s h i r t  c o m p a n y  w a n t s  re-
aentatlvea. W rits  fo r  free o u tfit  show ing 

„ _ u t l f u l  sam ple fabric*. G ib ra l ta r  S h ir t  Corp., 
2 0  W est 2 2 nd  s tr e e t . ,  D e p t .  M X ., N ew  Y ork.

♦‘I t ’* E A S Y ” !
Say* C . C .  W h i t c h e r

**I g a v e  u p  a  $22.00  a  w e e k  J o b . Lost 
w e e k  I  t o o k  o u t  t h e  N a w c o  l i n e  a n d  
m a d e  $59.20. T h i s  w e e k  I t  w il l  b e  c lo s e  
t o  $160.00. A m  n o w  p a y in g  f o r  h o m e .  
F r o m  e x p e r ie n c e  w o u ld  say  I t  p a y s  t o  
a n s w e r  t h e s e  a d s .  I t  Is e a sy  o n c e  y o u  
g e t  s t a r t e d . ’! C . C .  W h lt c b c r ,  S o m e r 
v ille , M a ss . G ir ls  w a n te d  fo r  s ta g e .  B ig  p a y . 

L earn  stag e  d anc ing  a t  hom e in  sp a re  
tim e. CaaW only  a  few ccnta  a  d ay . 
W rite  fo r free book let. V eronlne V est- 
off. S tu d io  B , 100 W est 7 2nd  S tree t; 
N ew  Y o rk . N . Y .
■ M e n  18  u p .  $1700-52700 y e a r ,  fey” P o s ta l  
C lerks. C ity  M a ll  C arriers. C om m on education  
sufficient. W rite  Im m edia tely  fo r  full particu la rs. 
F ra n k lin  In s t . ,  D ep t. T 9 0 . R ochester. N . Y .

g rad u a tes. F re e  booklet. N a t 'i  E lectrica l School; 
4006-AJC, So. Figueroa. Loa Angeles, Calif.

C le a r  $ 7 5 -$ |0 6  w e e k ly  w r i t i n g  o rd e r s
fo r Peerless m ade-to -m easure , rain-proof 
cape— also  fam ous A ero  cape. $1.00 profit—  
$2.80 sale . O u tfit F ree . Peerless C o ., D e p t. 
N -86 , C oving ton , K y . _______________ _ _

G e t  1000 m o n e y  m a k i n g  o p p o r tu n i t i e s  
from  reliab le  firm s F ree . N o  obligation , Bend 
n am e  a n d  address. Saleaolocy M agai 
500 N . D earb o rn , D e sk  0 - 1 . Chicago, 111.

T a i lo r in g  S a le s m e n :  S e l l in g  S im p s o n ’s 
new  $23.50 p u re  v irgin wool su its , to pcoa ts; 
com m issions l a  a d v an ce ; exclusive te rr ito ry , 
b ig  o u tf i t  175 sam ples F ree. J .  B . Sim pson. 
843 A dam s, D e p t. 1454, C hicago, IU.

F r e e  W a n t  A d  C a ta lo g u e  N o . $3 , o v e r
1,000 publications. M a n y  com bina tion  offers. 
P u b lishers ra te s , p lace  anyw here. B r im ' 
hoff, Ino ., 37 W . V an  B uren , C hicago, HI.

W ri te  f o r  F re e  S a m p le s .  In tro d u c e  ’’Chief
ta in ”  G u aran teed  Silk. B roadclo th , W ork  S h irts . 
N o  c a p ita l o r  experience hooded. Y o u r P a y  
D ally . M o n th ly  b o n u s  e x tra . C inc inna ti 
S h irt  Co.; Shop 2062, C inc inna ti . O.

200,600 a g e n ts  lo o k in g  fo r  s o m e th in g  to
sell. Y ou  c a n  s ta r t  m a il o rd er a g en ts  business 
in  sp a re  tim e . W e s p e n t  l ife tim e learn ing  how. 
H ave  lu s t  w ritte n  co rrespondence course. E x 
plains every th in g  a b o u t  s ta r tin g  y o u r ow n busi
ness. O ver 25.000 w ords boiled dow n to  facte, 
l u s t  Bend $1.00. W e s h ip  com plete  course 
C .O J> . fo r  82 98, p o s tp a id . M oney  refunded  If 
n o t sa tisfac to ry . W e m ad e  good. W ill you? 
Quinton, $65 Lincoln Place, Brooklyn, N. Y.

SCHOOLS
H o m e  S tu d y  a n d  R e s id e n t

T e a r n  P la n o  b y  E a r  I n  90 d a y s —M a k e  
m oney, be  p opu lar— N o  tiresom e p rac tice  
— N o n o tes  to  learn . W rite  for F re e  Book. 
I llino is School o f M usic , 133 H u n te r  B u lld in fj 
Chicago, HI.

L earn  E le c tr ic ity  i n  L os A n g eles . T e c h -

M e n , b e c o m e  F o r e s t  R a n g e r s ;  $125-5200

^ V o ra a n — C a re  f o r  In v a lid , f in e  h o m e s
•our v ic in ity . $21 w eekly if w illing to  ta k e  
iome tra in in g  course  in  nursing. W iathroD  

N urge Service, D62Q6 W in th ro p , C h icago .
M e n  q u a lify  F o r e st R a n g er  P o s it io n :  

s ta r t  $125 m o n th : cab in  an d  v acatio n . P a tro l 
th e  forests; p ro tec t th e  g am e. W rite  M ck an e , 
D e p t.  M -44, D enver, C olo.

B ig  P a y  J o b s  o p e n  in  A u to m o tiv e  f ie ld . 
L ea rn  how  on rea l e q u ip m en t w ith  rea l shop  
tools in  e ig h t weeks. S a tisfac tion  g u aran 
teed . W rite  q u ick  fo r special tu it io n  offer 
including b o a rd  a n d  ra ilro ad  fare. M cHwceney 
A u to  Bonoola. D e p t.  21-B , C lev e lan d , o .  an d  
C inc inna ti. O .

M o n -W o m e n , 18-50, q u a l i f y  fo r  F o re s*  
R anger, R y . M a ll C lerk, Special A gents, o th er 
G o v t. P oeitlons, $140-1200 m o n th ; w rite  In 
s tru c tio n  B ureau . D e p t.  137, S t. Louis, M o.

E a r n  $25 W eek ly . S p a re  T im e , W ritin g
for N ew spapers. M agasinea: exp. unnecessary . 
C o p y rig h t B ook *‘H ow  to  W rite  fo r  P a y ’* 
Free! 1307 P reaa In s t i tu te ,  S t. L onla, M o ,

M e n — G et R a ilw a y  M a ll C lerk  o r  F o rest  
R an g er J o b  w ith  G overnm ent; S12.VS225 
m o n th . P e rm an en t, sh o rt  hours. W rite  W arreo  
In a t., 600 Colorado B ldg„ D enver, C olo.

We are in touch toiih the best and most reliable 
schools in  America.

_______ ______________you find what you t___
Please enclose 10c. to cover cost of postage and 
receive advice of prominent school expen. Ad* 
dress School Dept., P ,C £.. 9 East 46th Si., New 
YoU,

A, Valuable Service To Our Readers

Realizing that one of the problems of the home is 
the matter of making money, we offer to our 
readers this valuable Money Making Service.

Each month we present to you a page or more of 
the little advertisements printed on these two 
pages. Some may represent big opportunities for 
you or your friends. Tell them about it.

Many of these companies are million dollar 
corporation*. Some are struggling inventors.

But all of them, so far as we know, are trust
worthy.

In case you have any question as to a firm's 
reliability or should you be looking for a money 
making opportunity, spare time or full time, not 
to be found here, write to the Publishers Classi
fied Service, 9 East 46th St., New York, N. Y . 
They will help you. Please enclose a 2c stamp 
if a reply is desired.
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her protruding bones stretched a skin 
both mottled and worn. She held out 
her arms and into her bleary eyes crept 
a wicked gleam. Her toothless mouth 
dropped open in a laugh I could not 
hear. The face she lifted up to him 
was older than time. It was— it was 
the mask of Lust!

He recoiled as from contamination. 
He fled back toward his body. But 
before he reached it I had sprung upon 
it. I snatched up the turban that had 
fallen to the floor. I twisted it about 
the neck of that inert, but living body.

“ Go back!’* I shrieked. "Go back 
to her!"

Ha! Ha! He didn’t like the spirit 
world he had been so anxious to dis
cover. He wanted to return again to 
his body. But that body was in my 
power now, as Lafia’s had once been 
in his. I saw his fluid shape fighting 
to merge with it. I could divine his 
struggles to grow part of it again.

“ Go back to her 1” I screamed and 
twisted harder on the turban.

His dark face grew purple. He 
gasped like a fish out of water. Yet 
still his spirit struggled to regain pos
session of his body.

One eyelid fluttered open. For a 
moment he regarded me with a look 
of living terror. And well he m ight!

Then that bulging eye glazed. 
Slowly the muscles of his face re
laxed. His whole frame shuddered—  
and was still.

Swamindrath had rejoined his Lafla!
Then from that weird cave, from 

that tomb of love and death, I fled. I 
fled aghast, shrieking with laughter and 
with fear. If  you ask me how I came 
here I can scarcely tell you. But this 
I know:

The whole way she was with me—  
she, the beautiful Lafla whom I first 
had known. . . . Surely, surely you 
don’t think me mad? . . .  I tell you 
her voice mingled with the whisper

of the wind in the deodars; I saw her 
form in the mists on the river. . . .

HE R E  ends the narrative of David 
Keating as he told it to me dur

ing that long night of pain. Only the 
restoratives I administered and his 
own colossal determination could have 
sustained him for so long. Now he 
collapsed upon the cot and lay there 
as if dead.

But at the first hint of dawn he 
stirred. His face grew tense. He 
cupped one emaciated hand upon his 
ear.

“ Listen I”  he cried. “ Don’t you hear 
it? . . . They’re singing the hymn to 
the sun!’’

Abruptly he raised himself upon one 
elbow. He was staring incredulously 
into the gray mist that swirled beyond 
the flaps of my tent.

Suddenly his facial muscles shivered 
and unearthly light leaped into his 
wide, blue, English eyes. One hand 
crawled like a crippled beetle to the 
breast of his shirt. It fumbled there 
for an instant, then dragged out a with
ered, yellow tiring.

“ I’m coming,” he whispered humbly, 
his eyes still fixed upon the mist. “ See, 
here it is. I brought it from the black 
pagoda. It is the flower— the champak 
flower that you wore in your hair!"

N e x t  m on th  T A L E S  O F  M A G I C  
A N D  M Y S T E R Y  w ill  b eg in  a sp le n d id  
s e r ie s  o f  s to r ie s , each  c o m p le te  in  i t s e l f ,  

d e a lin g  w ith  th e  a m a zin g  e x p lo its  o f  an 
a s tr o lo g e r -d e te c tiv e . T h e  t it le  o f  th is  
s e r ie s  is  T H E  A D V E N T U R E S  O F  
A S T R O ,  S E E R  O F  S E C R E T S ,  and th e  
first s to r y  c o n c e r n s  “ T h e  U n a cco u n ta b le  
D isa p p e a ra n ce  o f  J o h n  H u d so n ."

T o  a v o id  m iss in g  a s in g le  s to r y  in  
th is  un u su a l s e r ie s , p la ce  a s ta n d in g  
o rd e r  w ith  y ou r n ew sd ea le r  im m e d ia te ly  
— o r c lip  th e  co u p o n  on th e  b a ck  co v e r .
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I t’s H ere!
—  THE PUBLICATION 
YO U 'V E  DREAMED OF

Ev fsVF.R *100# F .^ a r  Allan Po« 
penned hi* firat tale of the 
uprrnntural, stories o f 

magic and mystery have held 
their plncc in the front rank of 
rmnlrm literature. The fascina
tion of the miraculous appeals to 
the human imagination, a n d  
itrikra a chord of undemanding 
that has survived since the days 
of mystic Egypt and the glorious 
period of the Arabian Nights.

Now, at Inst, these fascinating 
tales ore being g.iihcred for your 
keen enjoyment. You ran travel 
in the mystic rrnlnt of the occult 
and weird through the pages of 
this new, unique publication,
T A L E S  OF MAGIC AN!) 
MYSTERY, which teem with 
amazement and ore filled with 
the bizarre and unusual!

T h r  in c a n t a t i o n i  o f  m e d i a e v a l  
• a r c e r e f a :  t h e  a l l u r i n g  f r a g r a n c e  of  
O r i e n t a l  i n c e n s e ; t h e  in n e r  shri ne*  of  

m> s teno sis  te m p l e *  s t h e  w e i r d  m e lo d ic *  
ni  t h e  w o n d e r l a n d  o f  I n d i a ;  the 

• t r a n g e  a d v e n t u r e s  o f  m a s t e r *  o f  m a g i c — a l l  a r e  b r o u g h t  b e f o r e  y o u  in its page* .
W i t h  H o w a r d  T h u r s t o n ,  th e  W o r l d ’* M a s t e r  M a g i c i a n ,  y o u  v is i t  t h e  m y s t e r i o u s  O r i e n t  not! new, 

t h r o u g h  tlsr eyes  o f  th is  m o d e r n  vs u nde r w o r k e r ,  t h e  s t r a n g e  fe a ts  o f  t h e  In d ia n  f a k ir * ,  a n d  th e  
m y* ri e c e r e m o n ie s  o f  th e  I t u r m e u  B u d d h is t * ,  T h r o u g h  a c t u a l  p h o t o g r a p h *  and f a s c i n a t i n g  i l l u s t r a -  
t o m s  fsyr s k i l l e d  art i st *  tlve*e p la ce*  a n d  e v e n t s  are  v i s u a l i z e d  in T A L E S  O E  M A G I C  A N D  
M Y S T E R Y .

P in e t t i .  Rnliert  f f o m l i n .  H e r r m a n n  t h e  C»re»t.  K e l l a r ,  I f n u d i n t — am ! o t h e r  g r e a t  m y s t i f ie r s  o f  the 
p«*t a r e  f o u n d  in  T A L K S  O F  M A G I C  A  N O  M Y S T E R Y -  T h e i r  e x p l o i t *  an d a d v e n t u r e *  are  
re corded  h e i r ,  and  th e ir  f a s c in a t i n g  h is to r ie s  a r e  t o l d  w i t h  v i v i d  rea li s m .

N o  p h a s e  o f  t h e  M y s t i c  A r t  la n e g l e c t e d .  T h e
nil <

S t o r i e s  o f  t h e  m i r a c u l o u s  a b o u n d  In T A L E S  O F  M A G I C
A N D  M Y S T E R Y .  P a y e h f e  e v e n t * ,  c o m i n g  f r o m  t h e  
b o r d e r l a n d  o f  t h e  s p i r i t  w o r l d ,  I n t r i g u e  t h e  r e a d e r  a n d  
f u r n i t h  s t r a n g e  a n d  r e m a r k a b l e  i n f o r m a t i o n .

P E R S O N A L  A R T S  C O . ,
597 P i f r h  A v e n u e .
N e w  Y o r k ,  N .  Y .

G e n t l e m e n :

I want T ai.b* or M agic  amr> MrtTF.av
for  new y e a r .  (* hrc k ( o r  m o n e y  o r d e r )  

fo r  S ?..^ o  i i  es K lo te d .

N A M E

A D D R E S S

m e t h o d s  o t  f r a u d u l e n t  m e d i u m s  are  e x p l a i n e d ,  T h e  
co n f e s s io n *  o f  t o c a l l r d  m i n d  r e a d e r *  h a v e  h e rn  
g a t h e r e d  en d tol d  in  T A L K S  O F  M A G I C  A N D  
M Y S T E R Y  w i t h o u t  f r a r  o r  r e s tra in t .  F a l s e  
t h eo r ie s  a r e  e x p l o d e d ,  and  t h e  v e i l  o f  m y s t ic is m  
is l i f t e d  f r o n t  p la c e *  w h e r e  it does  no t  b e lo n g .

N e w  an d in t e r e s t in g  d e p a r t m e n t *  are  a f e a t u r e  
ftf t h is  p u b l ic a t io n .  C l e v e r  t f ie Vs , f a s c i n a t i n g  e x 
p e r im e n t s ,  a n d  m e t h o d s  of  m a g i c i a n s  f o r m  a r e g u l a r  
s ec t io n  o f  p r a c t ic a l  k n o w l e d g e

A n d  it s  fi c t io n  s in nw es tio un My i t  t h e  b e st  o f  its 
sort b r i n g  p u b l i s h e d  tod.iy !

Subscribe N o w -T O D A Y !
T1IF. COUPON IS ATTACHED 
FOR YOUR CONVENIENCE

m i


