


"How-l Keep Fit AfFifty-eight" 
By Bernarr Macfadden 

"HOW I Keep Fit At Fifty-eight" is a series of articles by Bernarr 
Macfadden to appear in the Physical Culture Magazine beginning 
with the September issue, setting forth the fundamental principles 

of developing and maintaining super-health. 

Mr. Macfadden has maintained all along that health is the first and great
est capital. He has proved it in his own experience in a most astonishing 
manner. When he came to New York City in 1893, he had fifty dollars in 
his pocket. 

But he possessed the vigor and vitality of an athlete and the determination 
and dominating courage associated with it. With the enthusiasm and ambi
tion that goes with characteristics of this sort he began the great light for 
success. He stands today among the great publishers of the world, directing 
the policy of twelve great national magazines with a circulation of over five 
million copies monthly and three daily newspapers. 

With all these duties to assume, he still has time to write this series of 
articles, for, after all, health-building is his great hobby. He believes that 
knowledge of this sort is worth more than anything else in the world because 
it is the foundation of everything that is worth while in life. 

In this series of articles he will pose for and personally illustrate many of 
the exercises bimself. He will show the exercises that he is taking regularly 
to maintain his own vigor and vitality. He will go into details with reference 
to the diet that he adheres to. In fact, �� readers of this series of articles 
will have spread before them a world of h alth-building knowledge that will 
be presented so simply and directly that no one can fail to grasp it. 

To anyone who is dissat
,
isfied with his physical condition and to those who 

want to maintain the vigor and vitality of youth to an advanced old age, these 
articles will be beyond a money price in value. They will be worth just as 
much as health is worth. 

Mr. Macfadden believes in getting all there is out of life. He maintains 
that while you are alive you might just as well live to the fullest extent. 
Many people are walking around, cheating the cemetery. They are half or 
three-quarters dead. Life means nothing to them. They are just hibernating. 
But if you want to make something of your life that is really worth while, if 
you want to live buoyantly with a throbbing force of life stimulating your 
activities every day, you should learn the fundamental Principles of health as 
presented in this series of articles by Bernarr Macfadden. 

Here is a man who has spent his life studying health-building. He has 
advised, directly and indirectly, literally millions of people; and in this series 
you will learn what might be termed the boiled-down essence of health
building knowledge that is applicable to you every day of your life. 

Every article will present information of incalculable value, and there is 
no guesswork or theory about it. It will be simply hard sense set forth for 
your particular, personal use. 

Remember, they begin in the September issue of Physical Culture, on sale 
everywhere September I st. Don't miss one of them! If no news-stand is 
available, use the coupon. 

September Issue Out September 1st 
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f::aS<'IDalln&:.b•slory are 10 prollf'te la p.loa. 1M Ewnint Bullelin, Philodtlph1a The New York HtTatd. 
i Thote........, explala why lhe P>ea<h •�'"'"'" ond >omon<eB 

11 Poison,�A Bu et,�Or 
�HIS HORRIBLE choice 1 ;.,as forced 011 the Marquise de 

Ga11ges-the most charmi11g speci
mm of lovely you11g woma11hood that 
ever graced the most dissolute court 
of Europe-by those who should have 
bem Iter most loyal pr-otectors. 

Her history baffles belief. 011e of 
the most beautiful womm of her age; 
she married the Marquis de Ganges, 
member of an extraordinary family 
which held the attentio11 of France 
for nearly a century, at times by zis 
crimes, at others by zis oddziies. 

Later there appeared on the scene 
the brothers of the marquis, the Abbe 
and the Chevalier de Ga11ges, both 
of whom b(came enamored of the 
marquise. She scorned their ad
vances, and thereby gained their 
deadly enmziy. ·One night during 
the absmce of her husband they appem·ed i1t her bedroom, and the 
was g ive11 the choice of poison, p bztllet, the sword, or-

WHY? WHAT WAS H.ER FATE? Let Dumas, in his fosd-
nating way, tell you the whole amazing story zit one'"of the volumes of Cfhe Strangest and Most Curious Set of Books Ever Published 
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which he called CELEBRATED CRIMES-in which poison, bullets, and swords play a large part. They form a collection of 

Stories of the Most Sensational Crimes-Never Before Completell} Translated into English; 
crimes prompted by illicit love, envy, ambition, religion-of poison 
plots, abduction, treachery, intrigue, and conspiracies, gleaned from 
hidden archives. We pass through secret passages, see stealthy lurk
ing figures and the gleam of the assassin's blade; we hear the muffled 
moan, the splash, hurried footsteps-but to appreciate these books 
you must see the books themselves, look through, and read them. 

The millions of admirers of the works of Dumas will hail \vith 
keen delight this, the first and absolutely the only complete and 
unabridged translation· of this astonishing series. Printed from the 
same plates as the edition de luxe, sold at Ioo.oo a set, the edition 
offered our patrons is illustrated hr. Jacques Wagrez of Paris and 
beautifully bound in cloth, stamped with emblematic design in gold. 

No Edition of Dumas Contains 
Intrigues of a Licentious Court 

In one of the volumes Dumas brilliantly works into a 
vivid picture of the Dark Ages the vices and crimes of 
that extraordinary family, the Borgias, which furnished 
some of the blackest pages in history. Here we see the 
whole murderous, poisonous crew with their greedy 
craving for debauchery, flattery, titles, and gold, We 
watch the career of the beautiful but depraved Lucrezia, 
a :Messalina with the features of a Madonna, \Ve see 
the intrigues of the media: val papal court-the murders, 
abductions, poisonings--drawn from the chronicles of 
e)•ewitnesses, those naive accounts which, without em
barrassment, call a spade a spade. 

Nothing in the World Like Them 
"Great crimes have played so large a pan in the 

world's history that one cannot obtain a thorough knowl
edge of past times without the aid of such a book as this. 
For example, any first-class history will tell us much 
about the Borgias, but hardly enough to satisfy us. No 
more extraordinary family ever lived than this, and there 
is no more fascinating chapter in all history than the one 
which tells of them and their ambitions," says Tl1e New 
Y"rk Herald, when reviewing this series. One of the 
strangest and most mysterious crimes is that of the 
Man in the Iron l\lask. The lover of history is enrapt
ured with the wealth of facts brought to bear by Dumas 
upon the question of the identity of this man, whose 

these Stories: and no Set of Dumas is Complete Without Them 
secret was so imponant that after thirty-four years of examination will cost you nothing. If you wish to keeP 
imprisonment he was buried under a false name and age. them-as we are sure you wi11-you may pay for them 
ln another volume read the life of the beautiful but indis- on easy monthly payments as shown on the Coupon. 
creel Mary Stuart, Queen of France and Scotland, of her 
amours, barbarous imprisonment and murderous execu
tion, which constitute one of the greatest crimes of his
tory, told as Dumas alone can tell it. There is no OLher 
work like this. Nowhere else can you get so intimate a 
view of the men and women whose misdeeds in every 
quarter of Europe, from Russia to Spain, from Turkey to 
Scotland, have contributed so much of tragedy 

Seeing is Believing 
Send no money now. Just mail the Coupon to-day. 

"To-day" doesn't mean next week or the following. 
At this especially low price these sets will be quickly 
sold. Don't miss this opportunity. Act at once. Mail the 
Coupon. Full sz�e llDrary volumes, 87.( xs}{x1U ins. 

to the romantic portion of the history of the Old 
\Vorld; and every word is just as Dumas wrote it. 

Dumas' .i\1 aster piece 
Think of a fascinating series-of which only 

the highly privileged few heretofore have had any 
knowledge-by your fa\'orite author, witty, brill
iant, big-beaned Alexandre Dumas, who gave 
you your first real taste for European history 
while following the adventures of D'Artagnan in 
The Three llfus�·eteers. 

Examine these Books Free 
To appre-ciate their value you must see the 

books themselves ana read them. We want you 
to do this and will send you the books for free 
examination. If you do not want to keep them 
you may return them in five days and the 

THE RITTENHOUSE PRESS, 
E

s
taDR�:�{����:;dg���==.�{�o:dcl�hia. 

You may send for inspection, charges pre-
i:�<!;d�� ���k1b�: �i�tf. celei�i!fti��:�� 
the set in 5 days or send you only $I as a first 
payment and $2 a month for 7 months. Canada add one $2 payment. Fordgn $r7 cas/: with order. G. s. 10-26 
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If New Hair Doeslit Grow 
Mter Using My Method 
-1 Don't Want a Penny! 

I mean just exactly what I say! I don't care how thin your hair may be 
-1 don't care how many treatments you may have taken without results. 
If my new discovery won't restore your hair, I don't want to keep a 
cent of your money! Furthermore, I'll send you the evidence of what 
I have done for others entirely FREE! Just mail the coupon below. 

By ALOIS MERKE 
Founder of Famous Merke Institute, Fifth Avenue, New York 

}\. FTER many long years' experience in £l. treating loss of hair-which included 
a long apprenticeship in Heidelberg, 

Paris, Berlin, Geneva, Cairo and other 
centers of scientific research- ! have dis
covered a startling new way to promote 
hair growth. 

At the �Ierke Institute, Fifth Avenue, 
New York- which I founded- I have 
treated scores of prominent stage and social 
celebrities. People came' to me from all 
parts of the country to gain the benefits of 
my discovery. Some paid as high as $500 
for results I brought them. 

Yet now,· through a series of ingenious 
inventions, I have made it possible for every 
one to avail themselves of my methods 
-right in their own homes, and at a cost of 
only a few cents a day! 

,My Unusual Guarantee! 
I know you are skeptical. I know that 

you have tried perhaps dozens of different 
remedies and treatments without results. 
I know that you have wasted time and 
money on treatments which by their very 
,_.....;;..... _____ _, n a t u r e  c o u l d  

What Users 
Say! 

(Letters like the fol
lowing are received 
almost every day by 
the Merke Institute.) 

"In the abort time I have 
used your treatment I have 
gained remarkable r.esulu. 
Dandruff has disappeared 
entirely. My scalp is 
now all full of fine new 
hair. Would not part with 
my treatment for 10 times 
its cost." A. \V.B. 
''The top of my head is 
now almost covered with 
new hair about one-half 
inch long, I have been 
trying 5 years, but could 
never find anything to 
make my hair grow until 
your treatment." T. C. 

"Ten years ago my hair 
started falling. I used 
hair tonics constantly 
but four years ago I dis
played a perfect full 
moon. ] tried everything 
-but without results. 
To-day, however thanks 
to your treatment, I am 
pleased to infprm you 
that I have quite a l)ew 
crop of hair one inch long. 
My friends are astonished 
at the result." F. H. B. 

NEVER restore 
your hair. All 
r i g h t .  Pe r h a p s  
m y  t r e a t m e n t  
cannot help you, 
either. I don't 
know. But I do 
know that it has 
b a nished falling 
hair and dandrUff 
for hundreds of 
ot-h e r s -o f t e n  
w i t h  t h e  f i r s t  
f e w  treatments.  
I do know that 
i t. h a s  a l r e a d y  
g1v e n  a n e w  
g r o w t h  o f  h a i r  
t o  p e o p l e  w h o  
lo n g  a g o  h a d  
despaired of re
g a i n i n g  t h e i r  
hair. And I 
a m  s o  d o w n 
r i g h t  p o s i t i v e  
that it will do' 
the same for you 
that I am en
tirely willing to 
let you try it at 
m y  r i s k-a n d  
if it fails to re
store your hair, 

then I'll instantly-and gladly-mail you 
a check, refunding every cent you have paid 
me. In other words I absolutely GUARAN· 
TEE to grow new hair on your head-and 
if I fail, then the test is free. 

Entirely New Method 
'Vhat is my method? It is entirely new. 

It is entirely different from anything you 
ever heard of. No massaging-no singeing 
-no "mange" cures-no unnecessary fuss 
or bother of any kind. Yet results are 
usually noticeable -even after the very first 
few treatments. 

::\Iany people have the idea that when 
the hair falls out and no new hair appears, 
that the hair roots are always dead. 

I have disproved this. For I have found 
in many cases which have come under my 
observation that the hair roots were NOT 
dead, but merely dormant! Through under
nourishment, dandruff and other causes, 
these starving, shrunken roots had literally 
gone into a state of 11suspended animation." 
Yet no matter how thin hair may be, it 
is now possible in a very great many cases 
to awaken these dormant roots, and 
stimulate an entirely new growth of healthy 
hair! I KNO\V that to be true--because 
1 do it every day. . Ordinary measures failed to grow ha1r 
because they did not penetrate to these 
dormant roots. To make a tree grow, you 
would not think of rubbing 11growing fluid" 

on the bark. Instead, you would get right 
to the roots. And so it is with the hair. 

In all the world there is only one method 
I know about of penetrating direct to the 
roots and stimulating them into new activity. 
And the principle of this method is embodied 
in the treatment that L now offer you on 
my positive guarantee of satisfactory results, 
or the trial costs you nothing. The treat
ment can be used in any home in which there 
is electricity. 

Already hundreds of men and women 
who only recently were troubled with thin, 
falling hair, have, through this method, 
acquired hair that is the envy and admi
ration of their friends. 

As for dandruff and similar scalp dis
orders, these often disappear after the first 
few applications. 

Remember-! do not ask you to risk 
"one penny'' in trying this treatment. I 
am perfectly willing to let you try it on my 
absolute GUARANTEE-and if after 30 
days you are not more than delighted with 
the growth of hair produced, then I'll gladly 
return every cent you have paid me. I 
don't want your money unless I grow hair 
on your head. · 

Free Booklet Explains 
Treatment 

If you will merely fill in and mail the 
coupon below, I will gladly send you
without cost or obligation-an interesting 
32-page booklet, describing my treatment 
in detail. 

This booklet contains much helpful infor
mation on the care of the hair. 

No matter how thin your hair may be
no matter how little hair remains-this 
booklet will prove of deepest interest to 
you. So mail the coupon now-and it will 
be sent you by return mail. ALLIED 
MERKE INSTITUTES, Inc., Dept. 16210, 
512 Fifth Avenue, New York City. 

ALLIED MERKE INSTITUTES, Inc.. 
Dept. 16210, 512 Fifth Avenue. 
New York 
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Institute Home Treatment. 

Address • • . • . . . . . . . . . • . . .  • . •  · • · · · · · • · · 

City, • . •  , , , , . , ,  • . • • • • . •  , , ... State ... -



800% Pay Increase :J.'!.�'$ 
timeswhatlearnedwhenlenrolled. 1 used to get $50 a month-now it's S400.'' Carron Moeschler,Chaska,Minn. 
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$9,000 a YearA.��J.�"i-���� 
Albany, Ore., over GJ.ooo a year. 58 
men enrolled for thi:i tfainiDS Oil his 
recommendation. 
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Send the Coupon below lor lull particulars ol m y  great pay· 
raising training-the training that has fitted thousands ol 
men for jobs paying $3500 to $10,000 a year in Electricity 

1Je anJU:CTRICAJ. 'HPERT 
Zearn at HoME in vour SPARE 'riMEt 

on J.'Orking for $25 or $35 a week. Get into Electricity. Thousands of Cooke Trained 
nothing about it a short time ago are now earning $70 to $200 a week as Electrical 

don't work half as hard as you do. Why stick to your small pay job? Why stick to 
offers no chance-no promotion-no big pay? Get into the world's greatest busi· 

Elo>etricitv needs you. I'll show you how to do it. Get ready for the big-pay job now. 

Electrical Esperts are 1n BiB Jlemand. m:vBirnpliHed,comptetehomecourae--thewortdtamous''Cooke"TraiD· �?;;!���8�t�r'��Jrs���f1.n:r7oxl:��C: ;�� � �� 
spare time needed. 

MJ' Tralaiq PBJ'B for Itself 
You can start ea 
start my training. 
simple elect · · 
get these jobs 
as high aa $26 than pays its own way. 

extra money a few weeks after you 
ve you special instruction for doin2 
��tut� �g����1�y�t���ng.0!'J� 
this way while studying. My course mote 

Tour Sadslaetioa Guaranteed 

money. Get the E for the facts 

L L. COOKE, Chief Enclneer, 
Chic:ago Enelneerin& Worka.o Inc., 

Dept. 661 2150 Lawrence Avenue, Chicaeo, Illinois 
Send me at once, without obligation. your big 

illustrated book and complete details of your Home 
Study Course in Electricjty. including your outfit and 

employment service offersa . 
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Stenographer and Clerk when He Started 
Five Years Later-General Manager 

.. Any Man Would Be 
Benefited'' 

"Mr. Nelson entered our emplosr 
as a clerk. Soon he began your 
training, By 1920, he bad developed 
sufficiently to take charge of our 
cof�...Qondence. He later took your 
training-in Business Management 
and is now Vice-President and Gen· 
eral Manager of our company, 

"We feel that your traininz, has 
been, to a large extent, responsible 
for his development and we think 
that anv man with ambition will be 
greatly benefited by a course in 
your institution." 

J. W. ELLIS, President 
The Chemical Supply Compaoy 

Used Training in His 
Daily Work 

"The LaSalle Problem Method 
�n�
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had completed only a very small 
portion of the training, I applied the 
principles to my every-day work. 

"When I first enrolled, I wa's em· 
plo}'ed as an ordinary clerk. Today, I am Vice·President and General 
Manager. MY LaSalle training in 
Modern Business Correspondence 
and in Business Management has 
been a powerful factor in that five 
year progress,'' 

HENRY A. NELSON 
Vice-Pres. and General Manager 
The Chemical Supply Company 

How H. A. Nelson Made Each Place 
a Stepping-Stone to Bigger Things 

O
N a June day in 1917, H. A. Nelson reached 

N ewYork from Holland-without friends or 
relatives, and unable to speak English. The 

only job he could get was sweeping floors. 
He took it-learned our language-and began 

to build his future systematically. 
Quick to sense the opportunities for men of 

this country to improve their business knowledge, 
he added LaSalle's great resources to his own. 

In 1919 he started as a clerk and stenographer 
with the Chemical Supply Co., Cleveland, Ohio, 
manufacturers of sanitary specialties. Because 
this firm, the oldest and one of the largest in the 
country, sold its products entirely by mail thru 
l'obbers, he saw the importance of effective sales 
etters and enrolled with LaSal!e for training in 

Modern Business Correspondence. That helped 
him to move up in one year to assistant sales 
manager, with 100% increase in salary. 

These bigger responsibilities brought new de· 
mands. Following his policy of preparation for 
the job ahead, he trained with LaSalle in Business 
Management. This added knowled�e and ability 
carried him to his present place asVtce-President 
and General Manager. 

H. A. Nelso11 rose rapidly because his ability 
I{T'eW rapidly. 

How You, Too, Can Improve Your 
Position and Income 

Nelson followed a universal business prin• 
ciple just as thousands of other LaSalle members 

have done. You-and everybody else-can utilize 
the same principle. 

To succeed-to make progress steadily and 
rapidly-added ability is necessary. The more 
efficient you are, the more you'll earn. 

The LaSalle Plan for Business Success 
For 17 years LaSalle has been preparing to 

help you. Every resource of business and edu
cation has been utilized to perfect home·study 
training for adults that will speed your progress 
with the least possible cost and effort. The LaSalle 
Plan is the result. 

How successfully this plan works out may be 
judged from the fact that an analysis of the 
progress made by thousands of LaSalle grad
uates following the completion of their training 
shows that the average salary·increase is 10 Per 
cetJt per year/ 

Information about such a plan can be worth 
money to you immediately-and-the coupon 
brings it to you free. With it you will receive a 
64-page book setting forth the opportunities in 
your own field of business and explainin� clearly 
how you can turn them into a bigger mcome. 
This book contains information of the utmost 
value to the man eager to advance to a position 
of responsibility and power. 

Balance the two minutos that it takes to fill out 
the coupon against the rewards of a successful career 
-then clip and mail the coupon NOW. 

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 
THE WORLD•s LARGEST BUSINESS TRAINING INSTITUTION 
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Have. ljou Psychic Insight? 
BlJ 

(3EOR(3E IDlLLlAffi IDlLDER 

IN the life of every thinking human being there come experiences that make him 
sympathetic, if not actually an adherent, to the belief that a spirit world exists. 
Lacking definite proof, we hesitate to admit our secret belief. Lacking definite 

proof, we say nothing, fe�ring ridicule. · 

Many a man, many a woman, some more markedly than others, can sense com
ing events. Sometimes this amazing. insight amounts to nothing more than a "feel
ing." Sometimes this psychic insight is accompanied by picture flashes, pictures 
of people or events flashed to the mind's eye. 

A woman, the wife of a well-to-do manufacturer-a woman who prefers to re
main unknown in public print-has this psychic insight to an unusual degree. One 
night, while preparing to retire, she saw for the briefest fraction of a second the 
face of a little child, her five-year-old niece. This face was outlined to her on the wall 
above 'her dressing-table. The face of the child showed terror, and a pair of tiny 
hands were reaching out as if in supplication. Immediately the woman turned to 
her husband and said: "Little Mary, our niece, has been killed-and I know_ she 
was killed by drowning." 

The niece lived in Oklahoma, the woman in New York. But in spite of the 
distance, within three hours there came over the telegraph wires the message that 
the child had been drowned, and had met her death a good half hour before the 
time of the picture flash. 

' -

So much for one woman's experience. Here is the experience of Mr. John 
Caldwell-an experience of an entirely different sort: 

Mr. Caldwell is a traveling salesman. His employers manufacture linen goods. 
His territory covers the New England States, and a trip to take in his entire terri
tory requires at least six weeks. His employers were going through a slack sea
son. Mr. Caldwell had to meet a large hotel buyer at New Bedford by Friday 
afternpon, or lose a most important sale, possibly pitch his firm into a condition 
close to bankruptcy. Mr. Caldwell had only twenty miles to go to reach New Bed
ford. He was going by hired automobile. He set out. Within eight miles or so 
of New Bedford he came to a wooden bridge, and with the forewheels of the car 
already upon the bridge he shouted to the driver to stop. He had had a feeling of 
impending disaster. The driver. drew up short and backed off the bridge. And 
while the men watched, the rushing torrent of water beneath the bridge swept aside 
the wooden structure. The men, in dumb awe, sat and gave thanks for the death 
they had escaped. 

Only Mr. Caldwell's psychic sense-plus an unknown fnessage from some un
known world-saved them. 

Have you this psychic sense? Encourage it. Foster it as you would your most 
cherished possession. You never know but that this sense might some day save 
your life, the lives of your loved ones, your possessions. 

And you foster this sense by keeping your physical body in condition as nearly 
perfect as you humanly can. � 



PAIDll of l he 
The deaf are made to hear-the dead plalJ intricate 
shallers the stillness of midnight, though she claims to 

sudden death of 

IN the distant corners of that 
large living room the shadows 
stirred furtively, uneasily. Momentarily the fire's 
dying embers made them larger, more grotesque. 
There was a tenebrous thickness in the corners that 

would have seemed almost unaccounted for, to one unfamiliar 
with the tricks of a flickering firelight. 

It was after two in the morning, and Terry Lenihan, in 
his overstuffed chair under the bridge lamp, debated with 
h imself the advisability of turning in for the night. Before 
him stood a low Oriental table, inlaid with ivory and vari
colored woods, forming a chessboard, and on the table in 
four neat and well-ordered rows stood a set of ivory chess
men; white and blood-red. 

Suddenly the eyes of Terry widened, a flash of surprised 
interest gleaming in their blue depths. He leaned forward, 
his strong white hands gripping the arms o'f the chair until 
the nails dug into the upholstery and the whjte of the 
knuckles showed. 

Had he imagined it? 
Or had the king's pawn actually moved forward two 

spaces ? 
No. It was so. In front of him was the chessboard, with 

the blood-·f�d men before him. On the other side of  the 
table was an empty chair, facing the white chessmen. 

"The chair is empty," said Terry to himself. 
This was indisputable. Yet how could it  be? The white 

king's pawn had moved forward two spaces! This he c9uld 
see. There it was, gleaming alone in the center of the board. 

What hand had moved- it, in this room that contained 
only Terry Lenihan and tfie shifting, dying shadows? 

"Getting sleepy,'' said Terry. "Must have moved the 
darned thing mysdf without thinking." 

HI S  hand went forward and, in the almost reflex action 
that is ·familiar to every chess player, he moved his 

own red pawn forward to meet the white in the usual chess 
opening. He had no purpose in this. Almost any chess 
player, seeing a board with the men standing in this position, 
would have done the same, idly, just as •a ball player with a 
batl in his hand would absent-mindedly toss it up and catch it. 

The effect, however, was electrical. 
His opponent's white knight jumped the row of pawns 

and moved forward crookedly! 
Rigid, t'ransfixed, Terry Lenihan stared at the chessboard. 

He had seen no human hand ; no living fingers had moved 
the white knight. Yet it had moved, and now it stood solidly 
and squardy in its new space. What strange power was this 
that confronted him? 

· 

There were few things of flesh and blood that could 
strike fear into the heart of Terry Lenihan, as the front line 
trenches and the Argonne forest knew. But this was noth
ing human, nothing that one could lay his hand upon. · A 
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ffiearson 
strange haze seemed to fall upon 
the room, dispelled but feebly in 

the one place where the amber light of the bridge lamp beat 
down upon Terry, the Oriental chessboard, and the empty 
chair that seemed no longer empty, though no earthly eyes 
could discern any form sitting there. 

Terry leaned forward in his chair. A strange, sinister 
will entered into him, chilling his blood and clutching with 
icy talons at his heart. Impelled by something stronger 
than himself, urged and pushed on by he knew not what, 
a force felt by each nerve in his body and each hair upon 
his head, his right hand went forward and he moved his 
own knight. 

Immediately, silently, the opposing bishop's pawn went 
forward two spaces. 

"The Dead ]\fan's gambit!" came in a hushed whisper 
through Terry's dry lips. 

IT was an opening he had invented with Martin Grimm, 
the strange, silent, old recluse who lived in the adjoining 

house, an opening he nad once christened with such a grim 
whimsicality. A gambit is an opening in which a pawn is 
sacrificed in order to gain position. 

"The Dead l\Ian's gambit ! "  whispered Terry again, as 
his hand went forward and he completed the answering move, 
only to have it instantly responded to in the correct style. 

"I thought only old Grimm and I knew that !" 
Silently the strange game went on, as the fire ebbed lower 

and ever lower, and the dark shadows piled up on the walls 
and in the corners. Above the chessmen the bridge lamp 
bumed in a single spot of futile l ight, and, pate and rigid, 
Terry sat, leaning forward slightly and ma'king the required 
moves. From the Presence came no sound, no indication; 
inexorably, inevitably, the game went on. -

At last, with the game drawing to a close, the young man 
maneuvered the Thing that was his opponent into an 
almost impossible position. Tensely he inclined over the 
board, his eyes piercing into the curious game. 

There was no answering move for a space . . . only 
black, mysterious silence and the mounting shadows. Finally 
Terry found speech. 

"\,Yell, get out of that one," he said grimly, wetting his 
lips for the words, which came a trifle triumphantly. His 
voice sounded oddly flat and depthless in the silent place, 
and the accustomed room seemed almost unfamiliar to 
his staring eyes. 

THERE was an answering crash that came like a stroke 
of lightning. The chessmen were swept from the board 

and sent flying to all parts of the room, as though an angry 
man had done it in a fit of blind rage. 

Silence again. An opaque silence, as if the room w.ere 
alone with its dead. The bridge light cur through the dark-



unsEEn 
games of chess-the voice of the beautiful Lenore 
be miles awav--Whal strange influences surround the 
old martin Grimm? 

ness steadily, and the fire at last went out. The game 
was done. 

T.ERRY sat and stared, his every sense on the alert, 
awakened to its fullest perception by the crashing of the 

chessmen. He gazed fixedly at the empty chair opposite 
him, as though he had been through a nightmare and had 
just awakened. 

"I must have been awake/' he told 
himself, noting that the chessmen were 
scattered all over the floor, and bending 
forward to rescue one of them from the 
fireplace. 

"And yet," said he, "it hardly seems 
possible." He held in his hand the rook 
he had salvaged from the flames, and 
examined the ivory piece as though he 
had never seen it before. 

This was futile, of course, and he rose 
and walked around the room, trying to 
get the "feel" of the place, the familiar 
room where he had 
lived for years. He 
might have been a 
stranger in an utterly 
strange r o o m .  
There was an 
a t m o sp h e re he 
had never noted 
before; an at-

mosphere that had never 
been there before. 

Terry's friends had more 
than once expressed ·the belief that 
he was psychic. He was a pecu
liarly sensitive sort, responsh·e to 
unseen influence in his every fibre. 
If there were such a thing as a 

good umedium," Terry would haYe been one. 
It is said, considered Terry, that certain animals, dogs 

for example, can see colors and objects not visible to the 
human eye ; colors and things of such a low rate of vibration 
-or is it a high rate, questioned Terry-that the human 
eye is incapable of grasping them. Was this what had 

happened to him? Had he, for a 
short time, been gi,·en a keener 

''There was MartJ"n 
Grimm, already Aet
tinA cold in death, 
sittinA at the tele· 

phone" 

9 
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percepttvtty, a keener sensitivity than is accorded to the 
ordinary human being ? 

He laughed this off, yet the feeling persisted. 
Certainly no human had ever before gone through a chess 

game with an opponent who did not exist. 
"To say nothing of beating him," remarked Terry with 

a short laugh. 
There obtruded itself upon his consciousness, at this time, 

the purring hum of an automobile motor running-the steady, 
insistent drone of a car that is standing still with 
the motor going, ready for a quick start. 

Subconsciously, Terry noticed from the sound 
that the car was standing at the house next to 
his-the house of Martin Grimm, his opponent 
in many chess games. He noted the 
matter with no particular emphasis, 
yet there occurred to him the thought 
that it was strange that the peculiar 
old recluse should have a visitor at 
that time of night, and that the car 
should be �tanding, vibrant and alive, 
ready for a quick departure. 

He was recalled from his 
thoughts and b r o u g h t back 
to a quiet contemplation of the 
matter, however, by the sharp 
closing of the door of the Grimm 
.home, and the tap, tap, tap of 
hurried footsteps across the side
walk to the car. 

A feminine voice came to 
his ears through the open win
dow : 

"759 West Forty-first Street
and for God's sake, hurry ! 

Strange ! Terry's mind jumped 
at conclusiO!)S. He leaned to his 
window in time to catch the tail 
end of the taxicab moving out of 
sight j ust as a slim, white young 
arm, beautiful in the light of 
the street lamp, was reaching 
out to close the taxi door with 
a bang. 

Pondering these things, Terry 
looked at his watch. It was two
thi·rty. 

An odd lassitude overtook 
him, strange because, t h o u g h  
the hour was late, the events 
of this night had made him 
thoroughly awake. It was not 
long before he was in bed, sleep
ing soundly. 

HE was still sleeping soundly at 
nine o'clock the next morning 

when Marius, his man, knocked on 
his door and awakened him. He opened 
his eyes to the sober nlien of the young 
divinity student, who was working his 
way toward ordination by udoing for" 
Terry. 

uwattell's-oh, excuse me, 
l\1arius, musn't mention-what's 
the idea of waking me up in 
the middle of the night ?" and 
his master yawned. 

"I'm sorry, sir, but there's a man downstairs who says 
he must see you." 

"Must?" Terry's eyebrows went up. 
0Yes, sir. He says he's from Headquarters." 
Terry was instantly awake. From Headquarters ! 

"Is my bath ready?" he inquired, and at Marius' assur
ance that it was, he was out of bed and on his way. "Tell 
him I'll be down in ten minutes." 

l N less tl;an t�n 1�1inutes, clad !n bathrobe and slippers, h e  
was facmg h 1 s  v1s1tor, the typ1cal Headquarter's detective, 

large, clumsy, a derby hat somewhat too small for him 
perched perilously on top of his big head, and the con
ventional stump of a cigar between his ill formed and 

yellowed teeth. 
"Just what can I do for you?" queried Terry. 

"�1y man says you're from--" 
�·r am," remarked his visitor from that corner 

of his mouth not occupied in holding the unlit 
stump of what must once have been an extremely 

bad cigar, judging from the dead 
odor. Terry looked at him in
quiringly. 

''Name's Carton," said the visitor 
laconically. "Do you know Mr. 
Grimm ?" 

uYou mean Martin Grimm, 
whose house is next to this one ?" 
Terry asked. 

"The same. D'you know him ?" 
t/Yes. VVhy?" 
"Tell ya soon enough. When'd 

ya see him ]ast ?" 
"Late last night," replied Terry. 

" I  played chess with him." 
"I-Iow late?" 
"It was after one when I left." 
"Did anyone see you go ?" 

asked the man from Headquarters. 
''\iVhy, what difference can that 

--" began Terry, a trifle out of 
patience at the meaningless, to 
him, catechism, and a bit on his 
dignity. 

"Well, I'll tell ya." Carton in
terrupted Terry, still speaking 
from the ·corner of his capacious 
mouth. "It makes a lot of dif
ference, see." 

Terry looked his unspoken in
quiry, and the detective went on. 

"The poor old bird was found 
dead this morning," said the de
tective. 

"Dead !" e x  c I a  i m e  d Terry. 
"Why I just left him--" 

"Yeh, I know. That's why I'm 
asking you questions. ·what'd you 
think this was, a guessing 

contest?" 

' ' W h o , s  
that? What 
Cfln it be?, 

anead ?" said Terry 
again. "What from?" 

The detective looked 
a t  J1 i m significantly, 
and shifted the cigar 
stump from one side of 
his mouth to the other 
without touching it with 
his fingers . . a facial 
feat of interest. 

HHe was murdered." 
he said, "between one 

and two o'clock this morning. :l\Iurdered-that's what from." 
Terry's mind instantly reviewed the events of last 

night, which had for the moment been driven from his 
consciousness by the questioning of his unexpected 
visitor. Between one and two this morning ! He had a 
vision of a waiting taxicab with the motor running, and 
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a white arm, beautiful i n  the moonlight, slamming the door. 

Lenore ! She had been there ! He had heard her voice, 
and had seen her taxicab, with her inside, no doubt, roar 
its way around the corner of the quiet street on two wheels. 
Then she-

"DI D  any one else call on Martin Grimm last night after 
you left?" broke in his interlocutor, . regarding him 

intently. 
"Eh ? No, not that I know of," he answered at once. He 

felt that he must learn a little more of just what had 
happene!l, before he gave this man any more information. 
And if  Lenore were really mixed up in this-his heart went 
cold at the thought. He himself had not quite realized what 
the mere mention of her name meant to him. 

"What were you doing there until one o'clock ?" went on 
the man from Headquarters. 

"Playing chess," said Terry, shortly. 
"Dumb game," was the detective's comment. "\Vith old 

Grimm ?" 
Terry nodded. 
"How did he seem when you le£t?" 
"In what way do you mean that ?" 

inquired Terry. 
ur mean, was 

he sad, or ap
prehensive, or 
l i v e l y ,  o r  
what ?" 

" W h y ,  h e  
was about as 
usual, I think," 
replied T e r ry 
slowly. "I no
ticed no differ
ence. E x c e pt 
that I beat him 
-and he got 
angry." 

"Ah, so you 
quarrelled ! " a 
gleam of real 
i n t e r e s t  a p 
peared i n  the 
detective's eyes 
as he leaped at 
this little bit 
o f  i n fo r m a 
tion. 

T e r r y 
laughed. "No, 
it's not a clue, 
I'm afraid, of
ficer. I beat 
him very often, 
and he was al-

It seemed that a pair of phantom 
shoes was mounting the stairway 

ways angry. That was part of the game to him." 
"\Vhat did you do after that ?" went on his inquisitor. 
"I said good night-this was a few minutes after one

and went home," said Terry. " ow really, Carton--" 
"Never mind that, if you please. What did you do after 

you went home-go to bed ?" 
"Why, not at once. I sat here in the living room. 
u\Vas anyone else here ?" 
"No, I was alone. My man had gone to bed." 
"vVhat did you do here?" went on Carton. 
"I played chess," said Terry, before thinking. He had 

not intended to say this, because he knew it would be difficult 
to explain-impossible, probably . . .  since he himself had 
his own doubts of the matter. 

The detective leaped at this. "Yo� just said you were 
alone !" 

Terry laughed. " I  meant, I worked out some chess 
problems . . .  you can do that alone, you know. Don't you 
play chess ?" 

" ID HO, me ?" The detective 
looked his disgust. "Think 

I got nothing better to do ? What 
time did you quit playing with 
yoursel f, and go to bed ?" 

uAbout two-thirty," was Terry's 
answer. 

"Did you hear anything at 
all. Didn't you hear some 
people come er go next door 
. . .  or an automobile . . .  
Didn't an automobile stop in 
front of the house . . .  or 
something ?" 

Terry shook 
h i s  h e a d  
p r o m p t l y . 

uNo," he said. ur 
heard nothing." 

aDo you know 
anv of the other 
pe�ple who live 

there ?" asked the man from 
Headquarters. 

" To one else lives there ex
cept �Iartin Grimm and his butler. . .  
I know the butler1 of course." answered 
Terry. 

"Wasn't there a girl who used to lh·e there ?" The detec
tive inspected him narrowly as he asked this. 

uYes . . .  that was Lenore . . .  his niece. But she Jmsn't 
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lived there for 50me time. 1-I ha\'en't seen her lately." 
'·How long ago did she leave ?" 
"Oh, two or three months," replied Terry, who could haYe 

told the exact minute she moved out. 
"vVhy did she quit living there ?" His questioner went 

on implacably. 

"UJ HY I don't know exactly . . • .  I think they just 
co�ldn't get along together. You know how old 

men are . . .  and Martin Grimm's niece is a young girl 
with a mind of her own, and I suppose she wouldn't stand 
having her life ordered by him. Really, though, I never 
discussed the matter with her or with him. But I think 
that's about it. You know how it  is," he looked at the 
detective ingenuously. "If you were a beautiful young 
girl--' " 

"Sure, I know," Carton said hastily. 41Us young girls 
must stick together. Never mind about that. Now we're 
getting somewhere." 

"Where?" asked Terry, amused, knowing that the detec
tive had made absolutely no headway. 

"Never mind where," said the detective. HSo you think 
this here Lenore vVhatsername had a grudge against the 
old feller ?" 

"I don't think anything of the sort," said Terry. "She 
is very fond of him, and visited him quite frequently, I 
know. Wily do you ask me all these questions-why don't 
you ask the butler?" 

"That's just the reason. According to the butler, you 
were the last per-
son there before 
old G r i m m got 

as he had thought he played chess with a--
But no, the thing was unthinkable. Terry was too level

headed to dismiss the events of last night as a dream. They 
had really happened, but he knew he must be careful. 
Lenore seemed to be mixed up in the case in a way he did 
not quite understand, and he must know more about the 
matter before divulging anything . . .  even information re
lating to the most innocent actions. That flying visit of 
Lenore's last night, with the taxicab ready for a quick 
getaway-that looked very far from innocent ; or, at least, 
Terry told himself, it would look far from innocent to the 
detective in front of him. 

"Well, why do you suspect me ?" he asked the detective. 
"vVe suspect everyone connected with a case, until finally 

we narrow it--" 

"UNTIL you get to the right one, eh ? vVell, you might 
just as well leaye me out of your reckoning. In the 

first place, the old man was alive when I left him last night 
-and the butler, who saw me to the door, saw him alive at 
that time. Didn't he tell you that?" 

The detective nodded. "Sure, Ire did-but that ain't say
ing that I'm taking no butler's word for it, is it ? Now, 
what kind of a detective would you think I was if I did 
that, hah ?" He looked to Terry for confirmation, mean
while making futile efforts to light his cigar stump, which 
was so dead and useless as to be beyond all redemption. 

Terry said nothing, but the detective leaned forward in 
a sudden burst of confidence. "We really don't suspect you, 

Mr. Lenihan-we kno\� all about you. But there's 
some funny things about this here case that I thought 
you might have some kind of an angle on." 

"We1l, why don't you tell me an about it," answered 
Terry. "I was very fond of old Martin Grimm-but 
your suspicion of me rather drove the shock of the 
affair right out of my mind.. How can I help you in 
any way unless you tell me all the circumstances ? All 
I know is that he was alive and healthy when I left 
him last night." 

"The circumstances is peculiar," replied the sleuth. 
"I'll tell you what we know." 

"Good. Have a cigar ?" Terry started toward 
his humidor. 

"Thanks, yes." The man 
from Headquarters accepted 
the gift, taking it from 

The body was already cold
yet the eyes suddenly had 

opened wide 

Terry's hand and putting it 
into his vest pocket. "I'll 
save it for after lunch-this 
here one'11 do now." Terry 

bumped off. That's why I'm here. There's something funny 
about this case." 

"I see." So the butler had said nothing about the late 
visit of Lenore. Perhaps he hadn't known-he might have 
been asleep when it occurred. Or perhaps Lenore hadn't 
actually been there-suppose he had just thought so, just 

nodded-he thought he never had seen a more durable cigar. 
"WeB, anyway, central answers the caU, see-but there is 

no response. See ?" 
Terry nodded. "You mean, she answered the signal, but 

heard no voice." 
"That's right. Well, the receiver (Coutimted o" page 59) 



Out of the 
Storm.-Swept NIYHT 

When a man comes home unexpecledllJ ....- a man 
known lo be hundreds of miles 
be onllJ a qhoslllJ explanation 

awalJ---lhere can 
for his presence 

Rosa Zagnoni 

11Dear, you are 
pale . . .  you are 
so very pale. Are 

you ill ? H  

THE wind howled 
and slashed at the 
gables of the bungalow. The rain beat a deafening 
tattoo against the windows, and trickled down their 
surfaces. The tall pines bent and swayed and the 

branches smacked against the east 
wall, their needles rasping like nails 
against the stucco. Rivulets of rain 
gushed over the overflowing eaves. 
Flashes of lightning rent the sky in 
the direction of the valley. The 
thunder rumbled and groaned, and 
the hills echoed the boom from east 
to west. 

In the library i\Irs. Bradford was 
lowering the shades, going on tip
toes from one window to another. 
She smiled to herself, and kept 
going . . .  on tiptoes, so that the 
children would not wake . . .  as if 
they could hear anything with that 
infernal noise outside. 

It was a habit with Mrs. Brad
ford to tip-toe about the house 
when the children were asleep. It 
was also a part of that atmosphere 
of mute protection that she created 
about them, especially when their 
father was away. She was becom· 

ing accustomed to passing nights and 
days alone, since her husband had been 

, promoted to the position of traveling j accountant with the firm with which he 
had been connected for the past fifteen 
years. 

Still, she always felt safer when he 
was at home. Things did not seem quite 
normal unless he was there. The storm 
made her nervous, and after drawing the 
shades she sat near the open fire, reluc
tant to go to bed. 

Splashing, splashing of the rain ! 
Howling, howling of the wind ! Beating, beating 
of the pine branch�s against the stucco ! What a 
night ! She sat there by the fire, her shoulders 
jerking nervously, biting her lips at each toll of 
thunder, trying not to feel the tremor that crept 
subtly over her even to her finger tips, and that 
strange impression of impending disaster that a 
storm invariably created in her mind. The clock 
on the mantel struck eleven. The front door blew 
open ; tlle east wind scattered papers and magazines 
to the floor ; the lights flickered ; the fire sent up a 

shimmering of sparks. She arose to close the door and the. 
wind whizzed through the room, blowing apart the portieres. 

As she stepped into the hall, she ( Co11tinucd on page 93) 
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T he FLAMIN (3 C u rse 
If Parke Belden could have believed zn 

would have been branded with 
the 
the 

n 0 man ever came into our office who arrested my 
attention so compellingly as Parke Belden. }Ie 
was the oddest looking creature imaginable, with 
turquoise-blue eyes which held a furtive look of 
fear as though terror itself had frozen in them 

long years ago. But the most astonishing thing about him 
was the fact that his right hand always fluttered over his 
right cheek as though concealing something thereupon. 

One of my fellow architects whispered to me that we 
were in great luck. A house that he desired would undoubt
edly be as fine as any in the land, for millions of dollars 
were at his disposaL I! is name meant nothing to us younge1· 
fellows ; but we were told that it represented one of the 
greatest families of the long ago, and 
that the fortune with it, coming to 
Parke as the last of the clan, had been 
greatly augmented because of the 
penurious life the eccentric had al
ways lead in Europe. 

•·He has never been in America 
since he was a lad," I was 
told, Hand he has been seen 
but few times by any of 
his compatriots. It is said 
that the nervous affliction 
that makes him keep his 
right hand upon 
his  right cheek 
m a d e  h i m  a 
s u p e r - sens.iti,·e 

recluse." 
I was somewhat sur

prised to be summoned 
to his presence. This 
meant assuredly that he 
was not to build a new 
house but to remodel an 
c:>ld one, for remodeling 
is my specialty. I have 
taken a jig-sawed, be
towered monstrosity of 
the mid-Victorian era 
and from it produced 
the Spanish villa ; once 
m old barn has bloomed 
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again as a Southern Colonial mansion. So I surmised that 
back of old Parke Belden was an even older house, and in 
this supposition I was correct. It was to be my mission to 
renovate it. 

11You are to study this ancient 
dwelling, which has been uninhabited 
since I was a boy, that we may 
achieve the greatest results with it," 
he said, his voice quaYering. "There 
is a plan of the original building, I 
remember, in a secretary in the great 
south bed-chamber. Study it with 
care but do not take it from that 
room. To accomplish this adequately 
you must liYe in that room day and 
night, for the restoration there must 
be particularly satisfactory to me. 
"Understand, young man ?" 

\Vas there a sinister gleam in those 
inscrutible old eyes as he consigned 
me to that room ? I was not so cer
tain o£Jt at the time. Afterwards
well that's the story. 

"I have lived in many old houses 
during the process of their recon
struction," I replied. "They hold 

no s u r p r i s e s  
for me." 

l l H e y  ? " h e  
queried, com
ing c l os e r .  
" S u r p r i s e s ? 
You're not su
p e r s t i t i o u s ,  
young man ?" 

"Absolut e l y  
not !" a n d  I 
laughed. 

" T h a t ' s  
r i g h t , "  h e  
agreed. " B u t  
y o u  m a y  b e  
chilly d o w n  
t h e r e  w i t h  
autumn d a y s  
c o m i n g  on. 
H a v e  M a r k  
Bell, the care
t a k e r ,  lay a 
fire on your 
hearth. I mind 

But what was 
t h a t  t h a t  
crouched be
f o r e  t h e  
flames ? In 
H e a v e n ' s 
name-what? 
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menace of l he 
dread mark of 

vengeful dead, he 
a hangman's noose 

never 

there's a fireplace in the room. i\Iark must do everything 
for your comfort or he'll hear from me. Insist upon the fire." 

As he was emphasizing the 
point of a fire on my hearth, 
I saw him suddenly sway and 
totter. He could have saved 
himself with his right hand 
but it never for a moment left 
his cheek. When I got to him 
he was prostrate. I called the 
office boy. 

"Look ! " the lad exclaimed, "he has 
scratched his cheek." 

"It iS not a scratch--" I answered, 
gasping. 

But the boy had already lifted old 
Parke who was rapidly coming out of 
his sinking spell. As he regained con
sciousness his claw-like hand sought 
frantically to co,·er his queerly marked 
cheek but not before I had noticed that 
the mark was a singe or brand, 
and sh<u>ed like a noose ! 

"Just a scratch-nothing at 
all !" Belden insisted. "Don't 
bother ! I often have these spells 
and bruise myself. I'm quite 
well again !" And he strode tot
teringly up and down, but never 
once did his hand uncover that 
devil's sign. 

l :MOTORED out to Belden 
Hall which was located some 

fifty miles from the city on the 
North Shore. �Iy only compan
ion was a tiny monkey, Tango, a 
gift to me from a man who had 
lived long in Brazil. He was 
my mascot, and I thought I 
would surely need him this time. 
The restoration 
of a house which 
has stood unin
h a b i t e d  f o r  a 
lifetime ( a n d  
such an exceed
ingly long li fe
time as Parke 
Belden's) is no 
easy matter. 

As I had ex
pected, the place 
had grown up 
into a veritable jungle. A dense woods 
of small trees now separated the house 
from the highway which was reached by a drive almost a 
mile in length. What a setting for dark deeds ! Though 

it was near noonday, I drove under the twilight of the trees. 
I might be murdered here, and never a cry for help be 
heard, nor a clew found. What had once been streams and 

ponds had become but a tangled 
morass. 

A blue heron flew up as I 
crossed a rickety 
bridge. M o r e 
than once I had 
to stop and cut 
the vines t h a t 

.. I'vestralned 
zny b a c k .  
The wood is 
heavy . . . .  , 
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grew across the drive-way. Evidently the care-taker ap
proached by another direction. The house itself, a great 
dark pile, was a mass of Yines from which the big windows, 
with every glass broken, peered like sightless eyes. Stout 
iron bars secured the windows from the ingress of maraud
ers, however. Up to the very walls of the old house the 
trees had marched, a conquering army through the years. 

THE wide terrace in front had been invaded by shrubbery 
which had forced up the big tiles at all sorts of odd 

angles. I got out and peeped through the bars of a window. 
Upon a billiard table, as though left by a ghostly hand, lay 
cue and halls. thick with the dusty incrustation of the years. 

I heard a step and, turning, saw the care-taker approach
ing. He was an old fellow in a dark cape such as the aged 
sometimes wear. I knew that he expected me and under
stood my mission. "I doubt if the sun ever fully penetrates 
here e v e n  at 

''Tango is cold," I said. "VVe must have a nice warm 
fire tonight in Belden Hall." 

::-rark Bell shook his head. "You think the little beast is 
cold ?" he said. '·I know better. It's terror. Critters sense 
such things afore humans." 

''\Vhat �are you talking about !" I exclaimed, thinking 
him an old fool. "Look ! Here's the place where I tore 
down the vine. \Vhy-where is it ? I left it prone on the 
shrubbery here and someone has taken it away ! But the 
roots are not cut ! And the brick-work that I exposed is 
all covered again with ivy ! "  

A blank look came to m y  face, I know, but a n  expression 
of triumphant satisfaction marked the care-taker's features. 
Tango at the same moment cuddled into the circle of my 
folded arms and crept close, trembling, as though for 
sanctuary. 

"Now do you believe me?" Bell whispered eagerly. 

n o o n - d a y , "  I 
said to him. 

" A n d  w h y  
should the sun 
penetrate to Bel
den Hal l ?" he 
queried enigmat
ically. 

"It must now 
if I am to see 
t o  w o r k  o n  
plans," I replied. 
''Come · a r o u n d  
t o  the south side. 
I must see how 
much light can 
get to the south 

"In mlJ mad struggle with the Thing, 1 felt 
both the hellish heat of that blazing poker 
with which the curse had been marked on 
mlJ face, and the indescribable cold of mlJ 
c o n t e s t a nt. l w a s  w r e s t l i n g  w ith a 
skeleton-and there was a murderous 
strength in those hideous hands l In iust a 
moment--" 

"There's Some
thing up there 
that's more than 
h u m a n . " H e  
checked himself 
as though afraid 
that he would 
say too much. 
"If you won't 
take my word 
for it look at 
Tango. Dumb 
critters s e n  s e 

.. 

"Nonsense !" I 
exclaimed. But 
in truth Tango 
was acting pe
culiarly. I had bed-chamber." 

I thought I saw a look of astonishment, and eYen appre-
hension, pass over his inscrutable old face. ' 

I lead the way around to the south wing through an 
almost impassable tangle. I wanted to see what my quarters 
looked like from the outside. The walls were co,·ered by 
an intricate mass of ivy so that their general outlines and 
the texture of the brick-work were obliterated. Grasping 
the main stem of a large! vine I pulled it down with its 
branches so that it lay prone upon the shrubbery below, thus 
revealing a patch of the original brickwork. This also 
served to render more distinct the windows of what was un
doubtedly the great bed-chamber above. 

Passing completely around the house and through some 
of the lower rooms, I finished my first sketchy investigation. 
The whole structure had much better be razed to the ground, 
I concluded, but I knew that that would never be Parke 
Belden's wish. With infinitely greater difficulty than build
ing a new house, the old one must be restored. So the 
sooner I got at those plans and began an exhaustive study 
of them the better. 

Just as I was about to insist upon seeing the south-bed
room next, the care-taker's wife appeared with the an
nouncement that supper was ready in their cottage. VVhen 
we had finished the meal, there was just enough daylight 
left for me to insist that I must examine again the brick
work which I had uncovered on the south wall. The care
taker came along rather hesitatingly I thought. "I don't 
hanker to go round that-a-way towards dark," he hazarded. 

l WAS rather disdainful. "I suppose next you will be 
telling me there's a ghost in that old pile !"  I exclaimed. 
"Don't you know-- ?" he asked, astonished. 
"'No !" I answered abruptly. 'And I don't want to ! I've 

lived in too many haunted houses to be disturbed by this one." 
Tango, the monk, sat on my shoulder, and we were already 

approaching the south wall when I noticed that the little 
beast began to tremble violently. 

never seen him show such apparent fright before, and where 
had I heard that reversals in the accustomed course of nature 
presaged the presence of the supernatural ! Certainly I had 
torn a great vine from that very wall but :.. few hours ago 
and there was absolutely no mark of disturbance there now. 

"UJ E will both feel more natural when we are established 
by the fireside. Tango and I," I added. "Please lay 

a fire at once in the bed-chamber up there-and touch it off." 
"Not if I was to have all the money Parke Belden has !" 

the care-taker replied vehemently. "I might lay the fire
but light it ? Never ! "  

"\i\Thy ?" 
"Don't you know the words of the-" 
"I don't want to know the words of any foolish old 

gibberish !" I exclaimed abruptly. "Parke Belden expressly 
stated that I might have a fire in that room." 

"He did, did he?" Bell queried craftly. "He ought to 
know if any one does." 

"Know what ?" I asked. uDon't talk in riddles !" 
"But you said you didn't want to know the words I was 

a-goin' to tell you. Now you tell me something, young 
feller. Does old Parke still keep his hand over that right 
cheek ?" 

11Yes," I replied. �'And what is more I know what's 
under it." 

"You do?" he asked eagerly. "Tell me." 
"I don't feel at l iberty just now," I answered. 11But how 

could there be any connection between-that-and the room 
up yonder ?" 

''There's plenty of connection, young feller-plenty. Lots 
more than yot: or I or anybody else senses. You'll find 
out if  you're fool enough to sleep in a cursed room. There, 
I've said it ! "  

I laughed. "Do you know what a person is apt t o  think 

now-a-days if people are too insistent in warning him away 

from some particular place (Coufiuucd on page 64) 
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PHANTOM HOUND 
In life.......-or after death.......-what influence zs more 

powerful than motherhood ? 

Bv Bob Swift 

AS T look back on the outstanding events of my 
unique experience, r am compelled to give tribute 
where tribute is due. Had I beet! forced to 
struggle against those dark powers which tor
mented ll)e, · without the muscular equipment of a 

man, God knows what would have happened to me. I built 
my own frail bQdy-up with physical culture ; it lhllde me fit 
and strong. I shall not attempt to accoUIIt for - the strange 
circumstances in my life ; to analyze them, or say who or 
\\'hat brought them about. Suffice it to say, my once black 
hair is snow-white now, so awful, so terrifying, 10 beyond 
all human explanation were those same events. 

T was the only child of Horace Swift, and for years my 
dad was the district attorney of Fremont, the city we lived 
in. Father was a "cl�an-up" prosecutor. He believed in the 
literal interpretation o f  the saying. "I am my brother's 
keeper." To him the letter of the law· was sufficient ; he 
never thought of questioning the ri1:hteousness or reason
ableness of an enactment. 

My stepmother was a regally beautiful woman and the 
first lady of Fremont. She was devoted to my father, and 
one would have thought that, having no children of her 
own, she would at least have liked a motherless little boy 
given into her charge. But she didn't. She endured me 
with a cold hate I felt but couldn't understand. Now that 
I 'm older, 1 know that. she was unwil1ing to share my 
father's affection with anyone. 

Had she allowed him to, my father might have loved me 
dearly, I think. No one looking at us would have taken us 
for father and son. He was as blond as a Viking ; I had 
ruddy skin, dark hair and green eyes. I t  pleased my step
mother to twit me with the fact that I did not resemhle 
dad's people. The other side of the house had given me· 
my looks. 

My father's wife told me once that my mother had been 
too pretty to be good, and had died in her sins. At that time 
I was too young to understand what she meant. I recall 
how mystified I was at the age of five when M rs. Swift, 
number two, warned me never to mention my mother in the 
presence of father. Obedient to her, I never did. 

SHE was very strict, and T was deprived of many things 
that make life a joy to other children. 

Like every other boy, T wanted a dog. My stepmother 
·said, "No I Father detests dogs_" He did, too. But I found 
out why later. I remember I grieved more over my longing 
for a puppy than over any other restriction of my boyhood. 
I loved animals, as all young ones do: 

As I grew older, I became aware of a strange fact. Out 
of the twenty rooms in the house, one was locked and never 
opened under any circumstances. 

The servants would not tell me why, so one day I screwed 
up my courage ( I  was about ten then ) and asked my step
mother. In her usual cold manner, she informed me that 
it had been my mother's room, and my father had given 
orders that it should not be opened upon any pretext 
whatever. 

There began to grow in my being a fixed desire to dis
cover for myself what was in that room. l felt that T ne:ver 
could be contented until l found out its secret. 

Most of the time I was left to my own devices-and a 
foolish, dreamy, imaginative lad T was, to be sure. During 
one of my solitary walks, 1 made up my mind l had the 
right to see or hear everything that concerned my mother. 

Having decided that l would enter the mystery room, 
I bided my time and watched. 

I tried all our keys, hut none of them stirred the bolt in 
the lock 1 wilhed to open. 

All right then I I'd try another way. 
One evening. wl.n my father and my stepmother were 

out, l climbed Cllllll .6e window of my father's bed-room, 
which was next � ry room. I crept along t�e 
ledge to a win trreen blinds. 

lt  was difficult between the narrow shut-
ters, but l did it, inds, and swung them hack. 

The window was had known it would be. A 
heavy chisel inserted the window case and sill, a 
sharp application of lltrllllla upon it, and snap went the 
catch at the top ! � - my hot heart pounding like a 
triphammer, I crawled IMo the mystery room. 

f O R  a moment I was in darkness. Then, with shaking 
fingers. I drew out my flashlight. I touched the button. 

The room was much like the other chambers in my home, 
large and s�uare. Save for the layers of dust on the 
furniture, someone might just have walked out of it. 

But my mother had slept in that bed ! In the small chair 
before the dresser she h<!d sat to arrange her lovely hair-
It was a luxurious room, a room fit for a radiant, beautiful 
woman. How I longed in my loneliness for the fair woman 
who had lived in this place ! The tears streamed down 
my face. · 

Here and there around the room I darted my spear of 
light. I wanted to ,;ee it all . Perhaps I never would look 
upon the dear things ·she had used again. 

Suddenly my flash of light settled upon an enormous, 
oblong sheet of black, suspended across one end of the 
room. It was crepe, crinkled, dusty, and sagging from the 
ceiling to the floor. Crepe signified death ! What was be
hind that strip of funeral covering ? 

I ventured toward it, awed and reverent. In some obscure 
and uncertain way 1 had ,the impression I was approaching 
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a shrine. A shower of old dust sifted downward into my 
face when I touched . that edge of black. I choked and 
coughed, and then-a · blow struck my flashlight from my 
hand and it clattered to the floor and went out. 

I felt that blow distinctly, yet I did not bear any sound 
that might be attributed to a human being. 

DEEP-SEATED horror took firm hold on me. I couldn't 
move ; my brain refused to function. Who--or what

was in that hidden room with me ? 
And then somethin�; touched me, a definite though flutter

ing touch, j ust across my cheek, as if ice-cold fingers had 
trailed over it. And the to.uch left my flesh frozen as it 
traveled. 

Crying out in mortal terror, I turned and stumbled toward 
the window. As in a nightmare, I was pursued. At the 
window I came to a quick stop. There in the corner was a 
figure--a slim white figure, erect, silent and to me, most · 
awful. I j umped from the window and felt. 

The next thing I knew, I was in bed, and my father was 
speaking my nafne. A search had been 
made for me and I had been picked up, 
unconscious, from the ground. 

For weeks I lay between life 
and death. And wh�n I finally 
did get up, I was a gaunt, 
thin boy, a weakling com
pared to the strong tad 
I had been. 

One day my father 
catted me into his study, 
a small room back of the 
librar)'. That study 
was a nightmare to 
m e - i t  a l w a y s  
meant trouble when 
I was sent there. 

"Let m e  .s e e  
Dorothy once, 
·before I die ?" 

Father eyed me 
o v e r his glasses, 
and started a tirade 
against my snoop
i n g  propensities. 
I w a s  w e l t  
enough now to 
hear what a 
b a d  b o y  I 
had been. I 
wouldn't be in 
my p r e s e n t  
weak state of 
health if I'd 
m i n d e d  m y  
own business. 

"I wanted to 
find out some
thing about my 
mother,'' I answered unwittingly. 
· "And SJJCCe�ded in discovering something, 
my father asked harshly. 

"I wasn't there long enough,'' .I said. 

suppose ?" 

"Welt, you can see for yourself, Bob, what comes of 
giving way to temptation," he rejoined in a reasoning tone. 
"The doctors say you'll never be strong again. You've 
ruined your health and gained nothing. It's as my wife 
says, you're a true son of your mother. She was al\vays 
meddling with forbidden things. All I witt tell you of her 
is this : If  she had been obedient to me, to her God, she 
would now be with her husband and son. She insisted on 
delving into the life after death. I would not tolerate any-· 
one in my house interfering with the forbidden secrets of 
the next world. She died at her brother's in Boston-not 
here. No one can disobey me, and stay under this 
roof !" 

I was near .enough a man to be fury-ridden by his words. 
I hated him for his austerity and his condemnation of my 
mother. As I stood there, the germ of an idea was born in 
my mind . . My mother had tried to communicate with the 
dead. Why couldn't I try to communicate with her ? 

As the days went by, however, I remained weak and itt. 
I was haunted by that pale figure I'd seen in the corner of 
the mystery room. I tonged and feared to see it again. 

I refused to sleep in a dark room, and I was so 
miserable all the time, I couldn't get welt. The 
doctor forbade me to go to school, so father 
employed a tutor, and I studied when I felt like it. 

My father owned many acres surrounding our 
home. The land was partly cleared into rolling 
Ia wns but there were many stretches of woodland 
left. At " distance from the house among the 

t r e e s ,  father  
erected a cottage 
for me, and ·there 
my tutor and I 
lived and worked, 
because my step-
mother disliked 
my running in 

and out of the house. 
Mr. W h e e l e r ,  my 

teacher, soon discovered 
1 had a flair for drawing, 
and I made up my mind to 

be an artist-a portrait painter, 
Mr. Wheeler urged. He also 
loaned me a Physical Culture 
magazine, and from it I 
learned that I could be welt 
again. I subscribed for the 
magazine and for many months 
I followed its rules ; and how 
my body changed and grew t 

When father discovered my 
art tendencies, he immediately 
put a ban upon them. No son 
of his should join that gang of 
long-haired men and bobbed
haired women who made up the 
modern world of artists-not 
as long as he was above 
ground. 

uYou're growing stronger 
every day, Bob," he told ' me. 
"Think about manly things and 

become a good lawyer. I'll ask for nothing better. 
I avoided mentioning my life-saving physical work 

-I didn't want to give him a chance to forbid it. 
I rather think my father's wife didn't want me to 

get welt at all, for it was she who discovered me one 
day . tumbling about like a young bear cub, and told her 
husband. 

The scolding dad gave me was a caution, or should have 
been, had I heeded it. He ordered me to cease my nonsense. 

· If · I were weak, it was the witt of God. I was to keep 
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quiet, submit to my punishment for my wrong-doing. 
I kept up my physical training, however. For years, 

morning and evening, I worked 1ike a major. I was some 
husky kid when I was eighteen ! 

l HADN'T given up my painting either. As I grew older, 
I was left even more to myself. My father's wife occu

pied a great deal of his time when he wasn't at business, 
and I had no close boy friend. So I used my crayons to 
pass my spare time and took some lessons of a man in the 
next town ; and all this in secret. 

Once in a while, and they were fearful times, I can truth
fully say, I felt and heard around me presences I never saw 
-a flutter now and then through the room as of wings ot 
birds, sighs, and sometin1es groans that 
chilled my blood and made me fly for 
a light. 

The June after my eighteenth birth
day Mr. Wheeler went away, and I had 
the summer before me alone. I spent 
much time in my quarters, reading. 
Every book on Spiritualism I could get 
my hands on, I ploughed through. Next 
to my desire to communicate with my 
mother, I wanted an explanation of the 
pale specter I'd seen in the mystery 
room ; I wanted to understand the 
strange sounds that haunted me. The 
horrible idea took possession of me that 
if I ever saw the specter again, if I 
looked upon her face, that day my death 
would come. 

Whatever induced me to purchase a 
large, square canvas and start to paint 
that ghostly figure, I know not. But 
I did just that thing. 

When I wasn't at work upon it, I 
concealed it behind a long tapestry ; but 
to this day l wonder why it wasn't dis· 
covered earlier. 

It was many a day before I for
. gave my father for what he did to 

it. I presume his conscience forced 
him to such appalling measures. 

· One day he appeared at my door 
while I was painting. The picture 
had grown into a woman's form in 
filmy, cloudy outlines, a regal head 
-but the face was blank. 

I have never seen such an ex
pression of scorn, anger and con
tempt as spread over my father's 
countenance. The longer he looked, 
the more intent he became. 

"What in God's name is that ?" 
he asked at lengt\1. 

"The picture of a departed soul," 
I answered slowly. "I don't know 
what her face looks like. I in
tended to imagine a face if I could." 

My father uttere.d a cry. He 
sprang forward, sn.atched up a 
knife, and in another moment my 
canvas, my' white woman, was in 
ribbons I 

That day we had a regular fam
ily fight, my father, his wife and I. 
Because I would not, could not, ac
cede to their wishes, I left home. 

1 WAS splendidly independent of my family· as far as the 
means tg live was con<!erned ; I had money of my own. 

My stepmother told me while I was packing my belongings 

that father never intended to have anything more to do 
with me. 

I made straight for a colony of artists at . Silver Mine, 
Connecticut, and there I met David Lolock, a painter, a 
splendid fellow, and older than I. He had brown hair and 
merry blue eyes, and was shorter than I was. 

Some distance from his studio, I established a studio of 
my own and worked like a dray horse on spooky subjects 

• which made people shiver, so I was told. 
I was no longer compelled to hanker for human com

panionship. The colony of painters took me ·right into 
their friendship. 

Among my first purchases 

·'Come ! Follow me," said 
the apirit 

was a fine dog-Rattlepate, I called him, and we grew to 
love each other like brothers. At twenty I sold my first 
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picture. Success was coming, and I was happy in spite of 
my longing to be friends with my father. He ignored my 
letters, and at last I ceased writing. I was out on my own 
without a blood tie, either good or bad. 

I enjoyed my friendship with David Loloek. He had 
no patience with my interest in the occult. He argued that 
it was unwholesome to meditate continually upon a subject 
so intimately related to death and dissolution, and which 
no one really knew anything about anyway. 

Best of all, I met Dorothy Severance, a young writer of 
fiction. She had joined our colony a short time before. 

lNSfANTLY, head over heels, I fell in love with her. 
She was such a little girl, and as ·fair as a delicate flower 

with her glinting red hair and pansy blue eyes. 
I persuaded her to let me ·paint her ; and it was her coming 

to my studio that brought the wrath of Roland Hurlburt 
down upon my head. 

He was not only an artist, that fellow, but he headed a 
higher culture cult, the members of which were making 
researches into Spiritualism. Naturally I gravitated their · 
way. Roland was of a romantic, artistic type, tall, languid, 
and good looking. He wore his hair long, and a dark 
forelock was always in his brown eyes. 

The very first day Dorothy came to pose, she confided 
to me that Hurl-
burt had asked 

to occupy adjoining chambers in the front. David's quarters 
and Hurlburt's and mine were on the other side of the house 
near the rooms occupied by the Thomes. 

I walked down the stairs with Dorothy after we'd dressed 
for dinner. How beautiful she was, that little girl of mine ! 
She slipped her hand into the crook of my elbow and clung 
to me. She whispered that there was something .about the 
house that scared her, and she wanted me to take her home. 

• She was a baby after all, I thought with a mental smile. 
Only one unusual thing happened during that dinner hour ; 

a swift, rapid, and knowing look was exchanged between 
Roland Hurlburt and the silent butler. Infinitesimal was , 
the time it took for their glances to meet ; over before a cat 
could blink its eye. A quick wonder went through my mind 
as to the meaning of it. Then, during the conversation 
about . occult experiences with Mr. and Mrs. Thorne, the 

· occurrence went from my mind. After dinner we had a 
seance in the library. 

· 

We sat, silent, through the usual table rappings and other 
ordinary phenomena. But as the clock struck midnight, a 
faint, pale light came up near the window. It rose from the 
floor apparently. A shimmering light it was, and it gathered 
slowly as you've seeri the mist gather in valleys. It hung in the 
air, part way to the ceiling, like a ghastly veil with rhythmic 
undulations betweeq which drab and awful faces appeared and · 

vanished. I felt 
as I had t h a t  

her to m a r r y  
him, and she'd 
refused him. 

Things move 
swiftly i n  t h e  
land o f  Bohe
mia. Before a 
w e e k  h a d  
passed, Dorothy 
and I were fast 
f r i e n d s .  Two 
weeks, and we 
were engaged, 

"She touched 'me. The specter touched 
me 1 l think it was then that my hair began 
to whiten. Oh, frightful flngers ... of ice on a 
man's burning face 1 l screamed 'Dorothy 1' 
Then the shapely, unearthly hand moved to 
my mouth, two flngers tapped my lips, and ....... " 

night in the mys
tery room. It was 
a horrible sight. 

Dorothy was 
silent. All the 
rest were too. 

Suddenly i n  
the m i d s t  of 
that awful quiet 
M i s s  Thorne,  
the pallid daugh
ter of the mil-

and I was foolishly happy with my sweet little girl. 
I recall the shocked expression on her dear face one day 

when I told her I actually believed in ghosts. She asked 
me quite breathlessly if I'd ever seen one, and I answered 
that I had, but I refused to explain when she begged me to 
tell her about it. She disliked and feared my pictures, 
which always were of strange, occult subjects. 

One day Roland Hurlburt invited us all to attend a Spirit
ualistic sitting of some kind to be held at a house in Green
wich, Connecticut. The house was owned by a friend of 
his, Samuel Thorne, who was advanced in the phenomena 
of the supernatural. At my suggestion, Hurlburt included 
David Lolock in the party. 

How many times afterwards I wished I'd turned down 
tl1at invitation ! If I had known-if I had dreamed of the 
horror, the grim, tragic episode which was to crush • me 
with its cruelty, I never would have gone. 

Dorothy said at first that nothing could induce her to 
have "anything to .do with such things. She'd much rather 
·not go, but finally she consented to be one of the party. 

It was arranged that we should spend the night at Thorne's. 
So there were five of us, Dorothy, Bella Green, David 
Lolock, Roland Hurlburt, and myself in my automobile 
when we started off for Greenwich not long after five 
o'clock, to be in time for a seven o'clock dinner to which 
we'd been invited. 

Q UR hosts greeted us: There was a Mrs. Thorne, a 
gentle, pale woman ; a daughter about thirty-she was 

as white as wax too--and then Mr. Thorne, a man who made 
not the slightest noise when he walked. He was emaciated 
and thin. I never saw so much pallor of skin in one family. 

We were piloted to our rooms. Dorothy and Bella were 

lionaire, gave a 
groan. Then she collapsed in her chair. 

"Hush !" whispered Mrs. Thorne. "Now we'll get some
thing." 

"Bob !" The word came from Miss Thorne's lips. 
There. was a movement around the table. Dorothy clutched 

me by the arm, and, shaking like a leaf, I clasped her hand 
and held it. 

"Bob !" repeated Miss Thorne, deep in her thro�t, 
"I'm here," I answered, and I was hoarse. 

My eyes were bulging out of ·my head. I felt something 
press against the back of my chair-something like a 

body. A fearful shudder attacked me as I stared at the 
Thorne girl. 

She was uttering unintelligible words in a voice without 
a human note in it. Suddenly she said in a sharp/voice, and 
quite distinctly : 

"Bob I Go, beware, danger !" 
Dorothy cried out. She sprang to her feet, clutching at 

me. I put· both of my arms around her, and David Lolock 
switched on the light. · Miss Thorne sat up and asked what 
was the matter. Dorothy was crying, her head against my 
breast. Bella Green was whispering to David Lolock. 
Roland Hurlburt stood by his chair, frowning. The Thorrfes 
only remained seated. · 

Within a few minutes the party broke up. The Thornes 
and Dorothy and Bella retired. The three of us, Hurlburt, 
Lolock and I, remained in the library. 

After chatting a few moments, Ht!rlburt vowed he was 
tired to death and took himself off to bed. 

Outside, a spring storm was raging, one of those electrical 
storms for which the Sound country is famous. Lightning 
zig-zagged across the dark sky, (Continued on page 89) 
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SOUL 
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swung along the road. 
With free and easy stride 
I soon left the hamlet fat 
behind. Casting a con

temptuous glance at the over
charged clouds above, I pressed my 
hands further into the depths of 
my greatcoat pockets. Did a storm 

· threaten ? What did I care ? It 

I 

was good, this pedestrian exercise. It was 
good, this damp air of the fall. I was 
breathing the air of a new freedoni-free
dom from the terrifying results of shell
shock. 

At last I had a grip on myself. There 
was determination in my set jaw now. 
Health fairly radiated from my spare frame. Vague anxiety 
and nervous trepidation were wraiths of the past and had 
long since been dismissed to the limbo of forgotten things. 

Ah ! What foolish optimism I had then. Little did I 
dream of the weird and nerve-shattering adventure that 
awaited me that evening ; a dreadful experience which sent 
tottering to ruin, the walls of resurrected fortitude. 

A stranger in this wilderness of a country, I was indif
ferent to the geographical lay of my surroundings. Every 
road was a road to health because I could walk upon it and 
feel my strength growing. 

With a zest for living, I struck across country, leaving 
the level road for exercise of a more energetic nature. The 
ground commenced to show a rugged aspect as I climbed 
the rise of a hill. Reaching its crest, I became aware that 
I would have to cross a deep depression if I wished to con
tinue my journey. 

I hesitated at tackling so strenuous an undertaking. r 
deliberated whether I would be fit for the return trip. A 

"She was em
bracin/1 the 
trunk of that 
hypnotic old 

elm-why?" 

BlJ 
StanlelJ Daniels 

to beckon invitingly. As I stood gazing down into the 
valley, my cheerful spirits began to evaporate. The hollow 
presented the most dreary and melancholy of views. An 
air of unnatural quiet brooded over it. Even the last rays 
of the sun failed to remove this significant impression. 
It WjlS sad and awful. Rounded rocks. covered with lichens 
and ferns, fallen monarchs, moss-coated, but added to its 
gloomy distinction. 

Contiguous to my left, a winding disused path ran down 
to the bottom of the vale. It wound and twisted between 
huge lumps of naked stone that frowned upon its sides. 

But what chiefly attracted my attention was an enormous 
elm which grew at the lower end of the track. In its solitary 
state it appeared as ruler supreme of the valley. Its branches 
were poised in sinister fashion over what was apparently a 

g I a n  c e at my 
watch revealed 
the fact that the 
hour was late. 
My comfortable 
bed at the vil
lage inn seemed 

What unearthllJ 
a woman lavish 

power could 
affection on a 

make 
tree? 

human habita
tion. Strange, 
that this shack 
did not arrest 
the eye at the 
offset. ( C Oltlilt
ued Olt page 81)  
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l S  the SECRET 
The account of an amazing evening 
Houdini, witnessing the astounding 

PHOTO BY 
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Houdini, known 
the world over 
for hia maAic 
and for his lear
Jes� exposure of 
fraudulent me
dt'ums, declares: 
11 Rubini is one 
o f  t h e  m o s t  
extraordinary 
mind readers in 
the hi•tory of 

the 'worldJJ 

My telephone was ringing impudently. 
"HeUoa !" I said, not too pleasantly, for I had 

settled mysel f for a .  comfortable evening, read
ing the new issue of GHOST STORIES magazine. 

"HeUoa ! Is this Samri Frikell ?" 
"Yes." 
uThis is Houdini !" , 
I was delighted to hear from Houdini, the great foe of 

the fraudulent mediums, one of the foremost magicians of 
modern times. In his voice there was a ring of excitement. 

"Have you ever heard of a man named Rubini ?" he asked. 
"Rubini ?" 
"Yes." 
"No." 
"Well, Rubini is one of the most extraordinary mind-,.. 

readers in the history of the world !" 
uA mind-reader ?" 
Knowing the fundamental skepticism that is an inherent 

part of Houdini's make-up, I could not keep the surprise out 
of my voice. 

"Do you mean to say you think he's a real mind-reader, 
Hbudini ?" 

The magician chuckled. 
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fl s  to ld  q-y 
Author of "Lije Secrets 

"That I refuse either to affirm or deny," he countered. 
"You can make up your mind for yourself about that. I 
want you to see him." 

"Is he in New Y ark ?" I asked, my interest rising. Any 
new experience with mediums, mind-readers, anything occulf 
always stirs an old fever in my blood. It .is like the smell 
of powder to an old war horse. 

"He is sitting beside me now, in my home," Houdini as
sured me. "I am inviting a few friends in and I would 
be glad to have you join us." 

"I'll be there--within the hour," I promised him. 
Houdini lives on West One Hundred and Thirteenth 

·Street, in New York City, in a dignified old stone-front 
mansion that gives no hint of the weird wonders practiced, 
or the extraordinary relics collected, within its walls. This 
was not my first visit to the abode of the mystifier ; yet the 
house always exerts a new spell with each visit. Verily, 
the ghosts of old conjurers and old magicians seem to glide 
up and down its corridors and stairs, with feet that make 
no sound upon the floor. For Houdini is a co11ector-he 
has the letters and the wands and the apparatus of sorcerers 
and sleight-of-hand men of many times and climes. As I 
trudged up the stairs- he was waiting for me in a room 
just under the roof-I fancied that behind me crept the 
stout spirit of Cagliostro ; and out of the dark shadows of 
landings and balustrade peered the phantom faces of Herr
mann the Great, of bald-headed Kellar who is no more, of 
my own great ancestors, Wilbalja Frikell and Samri S. 
Baldwin. 

It. was a queer company gathered in a queer room, when 
I entered among them. 

Amid cabinets and filing cases of historical, magical, and 
Spiritualistic data ; models of new illusions ; trunks, book
cases ; a tangle and a jungle and a confusion of relics and 
documents, were Houdini and three guests. 

"Meet Doctor A. M. Wilson," said Houdini, and I shook 
hands with a grey-haired, active, old gentleman whose 
reputation among · American magicians is second to none. 
Everybody in magic knows Doctor Wilson. He is a 
physician. of Kansas City, Missouri ; but more than that, 
he is the owner and the editor of the monthly S p!tinx, an 
organ of conjurers whose influence among the magic arts is 
indisputable, and undeniably for the welfare of those arts. 

"And meet Mr. Elmer P. Ransom," continued Houdini. 

l HAD often heard of Ransom-a imigician of the old 
school ; but I was now to learn something new about him. 

Houdini explained that Ransom was the original lecturer 
for the Fox sisters-and the Fox sisters, as every student of 
Spiritualism �nows, started the modern ghost furore, years 
ago--and are still a subject of dispute. , Some day I hope 
to induce Mr. Ransom to write hi� experiences with the Fox 
sisters for this· magazine. 



of RUBllll the �reat 7 
spent at the home of the illustrious 

feats of 'a master mind ,.. reader 

S amri  Fri k e l l  
of a Spirit Medium," eU. 

uAnd," concluded Houdini, "meet Rubini ! "  
I found myself shaking hands with a n  interesting young 

man, well under thirty, with waving hair of gold an.d intent 
eyes of a baffling and inscrutable expression-I thmk · that 
is so because of their bland innocence and good-humored 
earnestness. He spoke with a pleasant foreign accent. 

As we chatted together-a woman writer from Boston 
came in to get some information about the Fox sisters fr<>m 
Ransom ; Houdini was answering three telephones, and 
Doctor Wilson was chatting with him between calls ; and a 
girl secretary . came and went, gliding noiselessly like a 
young and wistful spirit-I learned a little of Rubini's activi
ties. He was from Chicago ; he entertained professionally 
there with his telepathic demonstrations, and he had jour
neyed to New York to attend the annual dinner of the 
Society of American Magicians-the same magnet that had 
drawn Doctor Wilson from Kansas City. 

It was nearing midnight before Rubini gave a demon
stration. In the meantime we had talked of strange and 
singular mysteries. Houdini had told of his twenty-eight 
compacts with friends and relatives who had died ; compacts 
for spirit communications-but that is another story. It is 
Houdini's, not mine, to tell, if he will ever tell it. 

"Let us go downstairs," suggested Houdini finally, "and 
witness what - Mr. Rubini does." 

I wish there were space to describe the front room of 
the lower floor of Houdini's house-an odd mixture of 
Pr.ecious pictures, rare and fine old furniture, magical 
curios, and a bronze bust of himself which will some day · repose above his grave. Also, there were original letters 
of Cagliostro there, written from his prison. But that, too, 
is another story. 

This ca;1 be only the story ·of Rubini. 

SEATED comfortably about the room were the host and 
his charming wife ; Doc\Or Wilson ; Mr. Ransom ; the 

secretary and one of her friends. Rubini stood in the center 
of the room, facing us, addressing us. · 

He said that there were two kinds of people who watched 
his work. Some believed he was a fake. Others believed 
he was a wonder. Both were wrong. He was a psychologist, 
and his.work had a scientifi� basis. 

"You have all heard of muscle reading," he continued. 
"In muscle reading, the medium, or psychic, leaves the room. 
The rest of the comp�ny hide an objecf. The sensitive 
returns, and takes one of the company by the wrist. He 
feels the pulse-beat and the instinctive m.uscular reactions 
of his companion, and by letting himself remain passive, he 
finds the hidden object." 

Rubini paused a moment, and then said quietly : 
"That is what I do--but I do it without contact." 
This simple statement interested me, as it would have 

interested you, profoundly. If this man could do what he 
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Rubinl the 
Grea t, frorn 
whom few se-

crets are hid 

had j ust said he did do, would not that be genuine telepathy? 
At least, must it  not be some device infinitely more subtle 
than the subtle methods of muscle-reading ?-a subtlety · so 
refined, indeed, that it would border close to actual thought 
transmission ? 

But Rubini was explaining his work still further. 
"I must ask you," he said, 11to co-operate with me. You 

must guide me mentally every step of the way. If you 
want me to find a coin, hidden under the carpet, you must 
stand beside rrie and say to yourself, 'Rubini, walk toward 
the door.' If I start in the wrong direction, you must say, 
'Rubini, that is wrong. Stop ! Go to the left !' Step by 
step, you must tell me what to d<>--go ahead three steps ; 
stop, turn right, bend down, pick up the carpet, there ! If 
you do not do that for me, I shall fail. But be very_ careful. 
You must not nod your head up and down or sidewise when 
I am right or w-rong. You must not whisper, 'Yes, yes, that 
is right !' You must not convey to rile by any facial sign 
whether I am failing or succeeding. But you must think
You must mentally order me what to do. Now I shall retire 
from the room, and you can arrange the test." 

When he had left us, we had an impromptu conference to 
decide what the test would be. ( C ontin·ued on page 92) 
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Child o r  D emon�.· 
W H I C H ? 

"THE soul that builds itself a habitation and theh 
refuses to dwell in it generally has some good 
reasons of its own. It is those reasons that we 
are seeking." 

D o c t o r  Martinus 
spoke these words in 
the little back study 
of his dingy brown
stone h o u s e in the 
Seventies, New York 
City. His head was 
held high, the thin 
brown beard project
ing aggressively, the pale 
blue eyes fixed half
anxiously, half-quizzical
ly, upon mine. 

I had first come into 
contact with him when, 
as a newspaper reporter, 
I was sent to report-and 
incidentally to ridicule
c e r t a i n  phenomena al
leged to be produced by 
a woman medium whom 
he was then sponsoring. 

These phenomena were 
inexplicable to me, and to 
the other newspaper men 
present ; but, unlike them, 
I refused to pre-judge 
the case in accordance 
with what was expected 
of me. The result was a 
quarrel with the Editor, 
and my resignation from 
the paper. Subsequently, 
after a visit of curiosity 
that I paid Doctor Mar
linus, he offered me the 
post of secretary. 

A Dutchman by birth, 
with small private means, 
he was engaged at the 
time in investigating a 
certain branch of psychic 

' phenomena w h i c h re
quired the services of a 
literary assistant. As a 
result of the reputation 
he had acquired. he was 
occasionally called upon 
to solve certain of those 
phenomena which persist in croppin�; 
up, even in these days, to disconcert 
materialistic theories. 

"Branscombe/' he would say to me, "sooner than 
strain my imagination by postulating a universal 
conspiracy among mediums of every nation to de
ceive the inquirer into believing in a post-mortem state, " 
would swallow the ten thousand witches that danced upon 
the point of Albertus Magnus' needle." 
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This remark was called forth by my suggestion tl1at there 
was nothing mysterious about the case we were considering. 

"After all," I asked, "what have we except an imbecile 
·child, and anxious parents who have perhaps imagined more 
than the facts warrant ? As for the dead woman's curse
well, may that not have worked upon the mother's mind and 
so have affected the child's mentality ?" 

"BRANSCOMBE, if you knew-if you only could 
know the thirst for experiences of a soul rush

ing to incarnation, you would see the fallacy of your 
suggestion. Life - the one 
great desire of all souls whose 
cycle has brought them back 

to earth I Life 
-wh i c h  fills 
every void on 
land or sea, or 
in the air ! And 
you suggest 
that tl1e s o u I 
which built the 
b o d y  of that 
imbecile c h i l d  

t s  kept from occu
pying it because a 
v i c i o u s  w o m a n  
cursed the mother ! 

" N o ,  B r a n s 
combe ! Given the 
normal, h e a I t h y 
brain that the Ad
rian c h i I d pos
sesses, it would re

quire something more 
potent than the moth
er's imagination f o r 
that brain to be left 

;oulless. You are ac
quainted with the facts?" 
he continued, turning upon 
me full-face, and looking 
me straight in the eye-a 
habit he followed fre
quently, and at unexpected 
moments. 

"Not altogether," I said. 
"The mother seemed in
coherent, and--" 

"I should h a v e 
taken you to Yonk
ers with me on that 
first visit of mine, 
but I was anxious 
to have you work 

out those data on prevoyance. Well, 
here it is on the card. The father, 

H.ichard Adrian, is branch manager of a life insurance office, 
a prosaic enough occupation. Presumably he receives a fair 
salary, and owns his own home at Number 100 Clinton 
Avenue, Yonkers. From there he commutes to the city 

., daily. The wife is a charming and intelligent woman. They 
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What terrible influence could cause the spirit of 
· a demon to lodge in the heart of an 

· innocent ch ild ? 

Bv 
Euqene Branscombe 

I 
have been married for ten years. In spite of their intense 
longing for a child, they never had been blessed with one 
until eighteen months ago, when a healthy boy was b-orn. 

"Both parents adored little Robert," 
Doctor Martinus went on. "It was not 
until he was nearly a year old that they 
began to suspect there was anything 
wrong with his mentality. And the 
mother insists that the child was normal 
until a certain date. She can fix that 
date very clearly in her mind. And by 
the way, little Robert is not an imbecile, 
as you suppose, Branscombe." 

· "What. then?" I asked. 

HE \vent on more earnestly : "Branscombe, 
there is no doubt that this Adrian child has 

brought into this world a great deal more than 
the nor.;,al outfit wiih which the new-born hu
man being is usually equipped. You know I base 

. my theory of rebirth principally upon the fact 
that every human being comes into the world 
equipped with a set of tendencies and 
instincts .that they have acquired in 
some former phase of existence. How 
otherwise can we explain the fact that a 
Bach, a Shelley, appears in a common
place family, a Rachel is born into the 
home of a small trader, a Shakespeare 
in the family of a small town haber
dasher? 

uBut, under normal circumstances," 
the Doctor continued, "all these tenden
cies are so wrought into the physical 
structure of the child that they appear 
only as unconscious instincts, and ·for 
the most part, after maturity-in other 
words, after the soul has finished build
ing its house and is ready to resume its 
activities. In the case of this child there 
is evidence of a rather horrible purpose, 
as if incarnation had been devoted to one 
special end and plan. 

"I shall not go into these details. You 
shall see and form your own opin.ion to
morrow night . when we go to Yonkers to 
make our first -attempt to unravel this 
psychic mystery. But the date from which 
Mrs. Adrian reckons the first appearance of these traits 
in the child is the anniversary of her sister's death." 

"I did not quite gather the details of the ·curse that the 
sister placed upon the mother," I said to Martinus. 

"The sister was several years older than Mrs. Adrian. 
She was a morbid, imaginative, and embittered old maid. 
Years ago she conceived the idea that Adrian would have 
married her, and that her- sister had stolen him from her. 
She cursed Mrs. Adrian on her death-bed, a time when all 
the powers of the soul are capable of j>eculiar concentration. 
She predicted tlJat if Mrs. Adrian ever had a child, it would 

fls told to 
Victor Ronsseau 

She cowered there1 
shrinkinA b a c k 1  
terror-&tricken--

be an imbecile, and would be the greatest misery to botl1 its 
parents that they would ever experience throughout their 
lives." 
· I had seen enough of Doctor Martinus' work and methods 
to be prepared for some extraordinary experiences at Y onk
ers, but the habit of scepticism was so ingrained in me that � 
I persisted in attempting to apply the current methods of 
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psycho-physical diagnosis to this case. Certainly the· sur
roundings were not of the kind commonly associated with 
the super-normal. The Adrians had a pretty, commonplace, 
little house, surrounded with a low privet hedge ; it had 
two rooms and a kitchen below, four bedrooms above. The 
furniture was of the usual instalment-house type--a hire
purchase piano, with "The Rosary" and ''Danny Boy" on 
top, a radio set, and a potted fern upon a mahogany-finished 
stand in . the front window. 

UJ E arrived just after dark. Mrs. Adrian came to the 
. door, a dish-towel in her hand, unfastening her apron 
with the other. She looked at us nervously, and I observed 
how worn and haggard she appeared-far more so than on 
the day when she came to Martinus' house. 

"Please come in, Doctor Martinus," she began, not verY 
cordially. 

"Allow me to present Mr. B�anscombe, my secretary," 
said the 'Doctor, for Mrs. Adrian was looking at me in a 
q u e s t i o n i n g  
manner. 

pass iQto sleep; you leave your waking consciousness along 
a certain well-mapped route that you've always followed, 
thinking it is the only road. Well, they've put tl1eir trap 
there, and they catch you in it every night, and--" 

He broke off. "You must learn that there are other roads, 
my dear fellow. Don't be like the frog that bit'  eight times 
in succession at the same piece of red flannel with a hook 
in it, before it learned it was not a . fly. Come, let me see 
that boy of yours." . 

I expected an outburst of fury on Adrian's part. Instead, 
after a moment's hesitation, he subsided with a shrug of his 
shoulders. "Take these gentlemen up, Thyra,'' he said. "I 
guess it won't do any harm. Things couldn't be worse." 

I had no idea what little Bobby Adrian would look like. 
I was afraid of seeing something grotesque or horrible. 
He was a boy eighteen months old, asleep in a crib in a 
very ordinary bedroom, close to the double bed in which his 
parents slept. 

A pretty child he was, with flaxen hair and the silky skin 
o f  i n f a n c y ,  
asleep with one 

She b o w e d  
r a th e r  frigidly 
and, with what 
appea,.red 'to me 
to be hesitation, 
c o n d u c ted u s  
into the . living
room. Here Ad
rian, a man of 
a b o u t  thirty
seven or eight,· 
was standing be
side a chair, on 
which lay the 

•·mrs. fldrian's hand in mine grew tense. She was 
breathing convulsivel-q, almost as hard as the medium 
in the cabinet. That shape, that terrible shape, was 
floating toward the half-circle; SuddenllJ l saw its 
face-and l was gripped bv � uncannv terror 1 

hand underneath 
the face. The 
only thing amiss 
with him was 
tlmt he appeared 
to be too fat, too 
red-blooded, �or 
such a baby. 

I like fat ba
bies, but it was 
clear, e v e n  tO 
my u n s k i ll ed 
eyes, that there 

" 'Emma1' shrieked mrs. fldrian: 
fell back, fainting, in her chair." 

'Emma 1' and . 

evening n e w s -
paper. If Mrs. Adrian appeared haggard, Adrian himself 
seemed nervous almost to the point of insanity. His eyes 
were never still, and he started violently as Martinus tripped 
over the frayed edge of the Wilton rug. 

"This is my husband," said Mrs. Adrian. "Richard, let 
me make you acquainted with Doctor Martinus. And Mister 
-Mister--" 1 

"Branscombe," I interpolated. She had forgotten my name 
already. 

"DOCTOR MARTINUS, I-I didn't know my wife went 
to consult you," began Adrian hurriedly. "This is all 

-well, it wasn't with my approval. I'm a practical man, 
and I don't believe in such things. They're all imagination. 
There's nothing the matter with Bobby, except that he's
well, he's-'-" 

Martinus remained silent, his pale blue eyes fixed upon 
Adrian's. He had all the aspect of the practitioner listening 
to a refractory patient and at the same time observing him 
closely. 

"How long have you suffered from this insomnia, Mr. 
Adrian ?" he asked, ignoring our host's remarks. 

"I-why-<lid you tell him we suffered from insomnia?" 
Adrian queried, scowling at his wife. · 

"Please don't resent the question," and Martinus smiled 
blandly. "To the professional man the symptoms are un
mistakable. If it were only insomnia-well, the•e's an easy 
remedy for that." 

"What d@ you mean ?" Adrian asked. 
"It looks as if they've set a trap for you-and caught you, 

Mr. Adrian. Both of you," the Doctor added, turning 
slightly toward the woman. 

"They ? A trap ? Who? What trap ?" Adrian almost 
shouted. 

Martinus laid a hand upon his arm. "My dear fellow, 
how do they trap bears and other animals ? By setting a 
trap along their runways, don't they ? Similarly, when you 

w a s  something 
amiss with this 

one. The blood ran so red beneath the almost transparent 
skin, the lips were so scarlet. The _child at once attracted 
and repelled me. 

But the transformation in Mrs. Adrian's face as she bent 
over the crib had in it something of infinite pathos. Gone 
was the anxious, harassed look that I had noted downstairs ; 
in place of it was the touching solicitude of the mother, 
th:it infinite yearning toward the child that makes a mother's 
devotion one of the finest things on earth. � 

As she leaned over the crib the little boy opened his eyes 
and smiled at her. 

Mrs. Adrian looked up at Martinus, tears trembling on 
her own lashes. "He's always like this, so-so different 
when he first wakes up,'' she whispered. 

"Yes," said Martinus softly. "They can't trap him
where he goes. 'In heaven their angels do constantly 
behold--"' 

Suddenly, in an instant, the e�pression on little Bobby 
Adrian's face was changed. In place of it appeared a cun
ning smile, a leer that seemed to convey some dreadful 
knowledge. Then, as if seized witl1 a convulsive spasm, he 
j erked himself upright in his crib, screwed up his face at 
his mother, and struck at her. 

H
E moutned, grimaced, and then watched the result, his 

eyes following Mrs. Adrian as she stepped quickly 
back to the far side of the room. She cowered there: 
shrinking back, terror stricken--<:ould a demon take pos
session of an innocent baby ? 

At the same moment Richard Adrian appeared in the 
doorway. He had seen the incident, and now strode forward 
and confronted Martinus. "You see, he's always like that !" 
he exclaimed. "He hates his mother. Sometimes I wish he 
was dead. He's possessed, if ever a child was." 

uYes, he's possessed," answered Martinus, "but so · are 
we all possessed. Every time we let our passions ride us. 
The veil is very thin . . . " ( Continued o,. page 86) 



Sheltered 
SHAD O UJ 

PrelllJ Doris miner stood on the brink of a dis-
aster worse than death. Out of the Great 
BelJond came a shelterin'J shadow, and then-.-· 

BlJ 
Doris Miner 

TH E  love that once I felt for Jerome Benton is dead. 
The foolish passion that would have spoiled my 
life is gone ; swept away in one hideous night, the 
memory of which shall always linger. Gone too 
is the headstrong pride and stubbotn folly that led 

me almost to the brink of disaster. That dark night at 
Cliff Haven, with its weird and dreadful happenings, 
has left a mark on my life which time will never efface. 
It found me selfish and conceited, a spoiled, petulant 
child ; it left me humble in mind and 
chastened in spirit, a woman who had 
grown suddenly old. 

For how can I say, after that mys
terious allven.ture, that we 
are ever masters of our 
fate ? What unseen powers 
watch over us frofi1 an un-. 
known world, to save us at 
some critical moment from 
ourselves ? To some the 
warning may come as 
instinct or sudden in
tuition ; others may find 
it in deep thought and 
careful reasoning ; to 
me it came like the hand 
of fate itself. 

To understand it or 
explain it are beyond 
my powers. I only 
know that ·some
thing awful and 
mysterious c a m e 
forcibly b e t w e e n  
Jerry Benton and 
me. It overwhelmed 

' me with horror, and even .no� I 
cannot recall that night without 
a shudder. Ages ago, it seems ; 
and it is with something like a shock 
that I realize that it was only last sum
mer that my foolish infatuation ran its 
brief course and met its dreadful end. 

Yet as I made the lonely desolate 
trip to Cliff Haven j ust a few weeks 
before, there was no· thought in my 

fls related to 
Emil Ra-ymond 

mind of the horror that was to come. 
My mind was filled with impotent 
fury and resentment. I had been for
bidden to see any more of Jerry Ben
ton, and my parents had exiled me to 
Cliff Haven for the summer. Exile 
it was ; nothing elseJ for the old ram
bling country 1 house far up on the 
coast of Maine was not the sort of 
place to which my friends would come. 
I glanced in bitterness at Aunt Betsy, 
close-lipped and severe, on the seat 
beside • me, and I recalled the scene 
that had preceded my going. 

It was seldom enough that my par
ents, interfered with the friendships 

I had formed ; yet they had 
protested loudly when they dis
covered I was going about 

Who-or what-had ,m.ade thB.t warninA 
cross upon .m.y bed-

room floor? 

with Jerry Ben
ton. They gave 
me no reason, and 
to my eager Im
p u l s i v e  m i n d  
there c o u I d be 
none. To me he 
was the only man 
that ever existed. 
Older by ten yea:rs 
than the college 
b o y s  who had 
been my compan
ions, Jerry had 
the d i s t i n c t i o n  
i'nd p o i s e and 
knowl�ge of the 
world that so fas
cinate a girl. He 
was already tre
m e n d o u s l y  suc

cessful in business, and 
when he began to shower 
me with attentions I felt 
I was the happiest girl 

in all the world. I knew nothing about him save that he was 
rich and handsome and that' l was strangely stirred by liim. 
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That was enough. My mother spoke to me first ; and then 
my father. Jerry was too old for me, they said ; and I was , 
far too young to be thinking seriously about men. I scorned 
even to" listen to their. words. Mother was old-fashioned, 
and what could Father know, busy with multiplying the 
famous Miner fortune ? I, Doris Miner, his only child, 
would do as I pleased. I laughed and made new dates 
with Jerry--

U NTIL one day they sent for me in the library, and I ' 
found the three of them, Mother, Father and Aunt 

·Betsy. Their looks were gloomy and their manner stern·. 
I knew that I was in for it at last. 

"We've been greatly worried about you, Doris," said my 
mother sadly. "You've ref.used our advice, and we've de
cided,. your father and I, that you must not be permitted to 
run wild any longer. We've arranged for you to spend the 
�ummer at Oiff Haven. Aunt Betsy will go with you--" 

But here I broke in with a cry of astonishment. "Cliff 
Haven ? That hole ! Why, what do you think I am ?" 

I got no farther than that. With a look on his face 
that I h11d never seen before, Father raised his hand for 
silence. · ' 

, "You'll do as we say, young lady ! We've made up our 

"I ileard �· a CrlJ from 
Jerry . . .  Quicker and 
quicker flew the car, 
with th�t terrible ghost .. 
ly harid at the wheel 
steering......-(3od knows 
where . . .  It tugged at 
the wheel, tore it from 
my gtasp. There was 
a sickening lurch, and 

then......-,........." 

minds. So you'll keep silence, please, while your mother 
tells you what's to be done." 

I listened in growing anger, for it meant the wrecking of 
all my plans. I had arranged to visit friends at various· 
mountain places and seaside resorts, and this sudden decision 
of my parents was a cruel blow. But I was helpless. If I 
disputed or tried to disobey, they said, my allowance would 
be cut off and my car taken from me. My wardrobe was 
already being packed. 

So two days later I was on my way, with Aunt Betsy as 
my keeper for the summer. I had managed to let Jerry 
know where I was going, and he had promised to come. 
Whether I could see him was a problem, for I knew Aunt 
Betsy would not permit me to write to or receive letters from 
him. The whole family seemed in league against him for 
some reason. To me it s.eemed like persecution, and I was 
filled with futile indignation. 

We were met at Bassett, the nearest station on the rail
road, by Adam Hopper, the old caretaker who had been on 
the place for years. Soon we were seated in the carriage 
with the horses toiling slowly up the · steep ascent to Cliff 
Haven. At another time I might have admired the charm 
of the scene, for the rugged coast line is truly beautiful. 
The crags rise almost perpendicularly from tlie wayes, and 

the booming of the sea can always be heard. It was late 
afternoon, and already the mist was sweeping ;n. Like a 
cloak that was being unfoliled, it crept · into gullies and 
crevice);, rising higher and higher up the cliffs. By the 
time we got to Cliff Haven the place was enshrouded in 
the fog. 

I had never seen the old country place, although it had 
been a family possession since grandfather's time. There 
was, an old story of another aunt of mine, a sister of father's 
and Aunt Betsy, who had perished up here in some tragic 
manner. I had never been told the story, and my dead Aunt 
Muriel was a name that had never been mentioned except 
in !whispers. 

As I saw the house now for the first time, its air of gloom 
and desolation cast a spell upon m�. Low and rambling, 
and half c r o u c h i n g 
among the rising rocks, 
it seemed a leaden color 
in the mist. Shutters 
hanging crazily by one 

hinge barred most . of the windows, and the roof rose in 
grotesque peakS" that gave it an eerie appearance. Thick fir 
trees and pines surrounded it, and a faint smudge of smoke 
trailing from a squat chimney was the only sign of life. 
It was lonely, grim, and rickety, and it weighed down my 
already sullen mood. 

A DAM HOPPER opened the door of the carriage an.d 
silently waited for us to step out. As I descended into 

the stone-paved yard, a huge black dog bounded out of the 
gloom and sniffed at me suspiciously. I am not afraid of 
animals, but the hostile look of the beast and the unexpected
ness of his approach gave me a start. I shrank back and 
half stumbled against the carriage. The old rr.an turned to 
me resentfully. 

'"i e need na be afraid o' Smoky ; he'll na touch ye 'less ye 
give him cause.'' 

I reached out my hand to pet Smoky, and he. soon made 
friends with me. It seemed to make my reception at Cliff • 
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Haven a bit more pleasant. I helped carry my hand baggage 
into the house, and there I met Mrs. Hopper, who, with 
Adam, would be our only servants for the summer. 

Time passed slowly enough in my first w
e

eks at Cliff 
Haven. The loneliness was terrible, for there was no one 
to be friends with. The shore was bleak and desolate, 
but by climbing down a tortuous path that wound for half 
a mile down the cliffs, I could come at last to a sheltered inlet 
where one could take a dip in the surf. There was a weedy 
tennis court behind the house-and no one to play with. 
There were books enough in the library, however, and I took 
refuge with these for hours. 

Gradually I came to look for companionship to Aunt 
Betsy. We never had been warm friends, but my anger 

could not hold out against 
the constant oppression 

found myself with Aunt Betsy in the 1ittle churchyard that 
occupied a nook in the hills near Bassett. We had pa�sed 
the chapel often on our desultory walks, but never had 
gone inside the stone-fenced yard. On this occasion Apnt 
Betsy's thoughts seemed to be far away, and she walked 
slqwly along the gravel path that led inside. As she paused 
beside a gray granite tablet that rose above a little mound 
of earth I stole a look at her. Her eyes were filled with 
tears. Never before had I seen her give way to emotion, 
and curiously I glanced at the unpretentious tombstone. 

T HE inscription read, "To the memory of Muriel Miner" 
and the date of her death, thirty years before, was carved 

beneath. I had a strong feeling of awe in the presence of 
all that was left on earth of the aunt that had always been 
a vague and distant figure to me. Something led me now to 
ask about her. 

"Why have you never spoken to me about her, Aunt 
Betsy ?" I asked. "I know she died young, and that it was 
a terrible blow to you and 

f
ather. Won't you tell me some

thing about her?" 
Aunt Betsy brushed the tears from her eyes. "I must 

have been dreaming, child ! What ever made 
me come in here ?" 

· 

She started sadly out of the church yard, 
but at the entrance gate where a 
huge rock was carved into a sort of 
bench she paused and looked at me 
solemnly. 

"You're old enough to know, 
Doris:" she said thoughtfully. "Per

haps the story of dear 
Muriel will help you with 
your own troubles. If you 

want to hear 
it, I will tell 
you the story." 
I could see she 
was d e e p  I y 
moved at the 
recollection. 

"We were a 
h a p p y  family, 
Doris ; y o u r  
f a"t h  e r and 
Muriel and I. 
Y o u r  grand-

father, whom you 
n e v e r  knew. was 
wealthy for those 

days, and gave us all the 
opportunity for life and 
gaity that there was. We 
led a cheerful life in Bos-

of soli tude. I had to 
have someone to talk 
to, and · I turned to 

I felt a p h a n t o m  
h a n d  upon t h e  
wheel - and still I 
could not tell what 
the preMnce meant 

ton, and Muriel, with her 
vivacity and charm, was a favorite 
in our crowd. 

"In the summers we would come 
up here. Cliff Haven was a de-

her in spite of myself. But the only real joys I had were 
my letters from Jerry. I have said that I was forbidden to 
write or receive letters from him. I found an easy way 
to disobey that order. 

Aunt Betsy was a poor enough jailer, and I mailed a letter 
to Jerry from the post-office at Bassett, telling him to direct 
his answers to general delivery. Every day I could depend 
on finding a long, loving letter from him, and the walk to 
Bassett gave me something to do. Jerry was coming up to 
stay at Bassett when he could get away from the rush of 
business, and with high heart I waited for his arrival. It 
was the only thing that made those first weeks endurable. 

It was one afternoon not long after our arrival that I 

lightful place in those days ; people 
didn't care for noise and bustle ; they wanted to get away 
from all of that and spend a really quiet summer. Cliff 
Haven was always bright enough ; we had big house parties 
and the place · was full of guests, the rooms ringing with 
joy and laughter. Your father had many fine young friends 
that he would bring up here, and Muriel and I had no end 
of fun. Then when he got married, we two girls had the 
place pretty much to ourselves ; our married friends would 
be here for chaperons, and plenty of young people too. 

"It was one summer., shortly after your father married, 
that Muriel fell in love. She was transformed by it, Doris ; 
I never have seen a girl so radiant, so beautiful. The man
I· shall not mention his name to you. (Continued on page 78) 
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MARRIED 
. ·� true account of ; the 

There Clifton Carroll, dead 
one year, was wedded to. the 

lovely spirit, BriAht Star 

A D E A D  
lov:r, . a 
S p l r t t  
b r·i de,  
a n d 

their baby-these 
were the principals in the famous Carroll 
case. And here for the first time is the 
true and complete story, written by one 
who actually saw· the materializations o f .  
the three figures. 

The newspapers of the entire country 
published columns about the truly astonishing wed
ding in the spirit �vorld, which was actually cele

brated in New York City. The wedding was followed by 
the birth of a child in the spirit world a year later. Its 
christening was held at Niagara Falls, in the presence of 



!lite r DEATH 
sensational Carroll case 

a body of New Yorkers, some of whom 
probably are ·stilJ living, although the 
principals of the strangest and most 

Bv Arthur Leslie wedding within the bounds of possi
bility. It also was noticed that the name 
of ·his wife, Mary E. Carroll, did not 

amazing story that ever graced the front pages of metro
politan newspapers, have long since passed away. 

The writer was j ust a boy at the time of these happenings, 
and never has written this almost unbelievable tale before. 
Yet the following facts-the actual names and dates of the 
occurrences and the yellowing pages of the newspaper files 
of the New York Su·n-attest that the wedding and christen
ing are matters of record. 

With my parents, I lived in the rooming house at Number 
251 West 23rd Street, New York City, which still stands, 
and which was, at that time, .conducted by the medium who 
played such a prominent part in this true story. It was 
here that I saw, with 

C a n  a G h o s t  

appear. Everyone was puzzled. What they did not know 
at that time was that Mr. �eorge 'D. Carroll had fallen com
pletely into the toils of Mrs. T. B. Stryker, a medium. 

Mrs. Stryker, as I remember her, was a very attractive 
woman. She . was then under thirty years of age ; she pos
sessed a rich, creamy complexion, dark wavy hair, a plump 
figure, languorous eyes shaded by long, dark lashes, and a 
most engaging nlanner. She had lived in Brooklyn for 
several years before coming to New York City and her 
husband's earning capacity had never been more than that 
of a clerk. 

One day while she was walking 

L o v e ?  M a r r v ?  
my own eyes, the 
s p i  r i t  forms of 
young Clifton Car
roll, his spirit wife 
a n d  their ethereal 
offspring. 

Have c hildren? Be/ore vou sav  
" N o , " r e a d  t h i s  s t o r v l 

down Fifth Avenue, in 
New York City, she 
accosted Mr. Carroll, 
senior, w h

, 
o w a s  

walking a little in 
front of her, with 
t h e s e well-chosen 
words : "Pardon me, 
sir, but I see a spirit 
hovering over your r.., E 0 R G E D. '-::1 C A R R O L L , 

who lived in the middle eighties of the last century, was a 
well known New York business man. He was a member of 
the firm of Dempsey and Carroll, Society Stationers and 
Engravers, who were then located at Number 36 East 14th 
Street. The establishment extended through· the block, and 
divided with Tiffany the cream of the printing for the Four 
Hundred. 

Carroll was a man of fifty, short, thick-set, and of great 
personal charm ; it was he who met the leaders of society of 
that day and advised with them as to the correct wording 
on the latest engraved stationery for all the social functions, 
invitations to betrothals, weddings, balls, and parties of 
the period. _ 

· Carroll was always faultlessly attired and his suave and 
ingratiating manners made an abiding impression. He 
was regarded as a clean cut man of business, who had built 
up a prosperous clientele by practical attention to detail. 
Therefore his intimates were more than surprised to re
ceive the following we<tding invitation : 

Mr. George D. Carroll 

Requests the pleasure of your presence at 
the marria&e ceremony of his son 

MANFRED CLIFTON 
to 

Bright Star 
On the eve of Dec. 9, 1884, at 119 East 28th Street 

Now they all knew that young Carroll had died on De
cember 9th, 1883, in Yonkers, New York, at the age of 
twenty-eight years, j ust the year before. He had been the 
pampered son of a father who had lavished all the good 
things of life on his idolized boy. 

To say that Carroll senior's business and social friends 
were taken aback is to put it mildly. They were shocked. 
Only his Spiritualitic friends thought the approaching 

head. He calls you 
'Pop' and says, ' 'Why don't you listen to me?' " Young 
Clifton Carroll had been in the habit of addressing his 
father by this abbreviated form of endearment, and Carroll, 
).Vhose d.ead son had become an obsession with him, became 
greatly mterested. 

With financial aid from Carroll, the medium and her hus
band were moved• across the bridge from Brooklyn, and 
installed in sumptuous quarters in East 28th Street, near 
Madison Avenue. Here Carroll, who had never been accused 
of being a voluptuary by those who knew him well, was a 
f�equent visitor. The inedium, Mrs. Stryker, held almost 
mghtly seances, at which young Carroll's materialization 
took place. The elder Carroll and his boy's spirit spent many 
h�ppy moments here. Carroll would leave his office, where 
hts acumen as a hard-headed business executive never was 
questioned, and repair to the apartment of Mrs. Stryker, 
there to commune with the departed. 

At one of these seances, which took place in the darkened 
parlor of the medium's apartment, the dead Clifton, speaking 
through the medium, confided to his father that he had 
fallen in love with a young woman, who in life had l>een an 
incipient poetess and who had entered the spirit realm about 
the same time that he had. Although he had never known 
this spirit maiden while they were earthbound, yet his at
t:o.chment for her, when once he had met her in 'what he 
described as the uinner circle," rapidly ripened into love ; 
and he now wished to enter the bonds of matrimony with 
"Bright Star," which was her spirit name. 

fURTHER details as to Bright Star's history, when in-
habiting her clay tenement were not vouchsafed. To 

Carroll, senior, the son's wish was a command. Nor did 
his son's desire in the matter strike this prosperous man of 
business as strange or unusual. For once having accepted 
the fact that he was in touch with his son, he believed all 
communications conveyed through the medium as gospel 
truth. 

The preparations for the_ wedding (Continued on page 94) 
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CThe PHANTO M  
D o c t o r  B l i t z p u t s  to  t h e t e s t  his 

b a c k  to e a r l  h 

Bl} Fulto11 Oursler 

A STARTLING mystery overshadows the life of 
Ted Marston. New York representative of the 
H. H. H. Music Roll Company. His beautiful 
stenographer, Peggy L.anville, disappears, and Miss 
Browning, who is Peggy's successor, 

finds written on Peggy's address card the ter
rible words,. "Cancelled by death." What can 
these words mean ? 

Just before closing time on the day the un
canny message is found, Miss Browning also 
disappears. Marston, deeply puz-

' zled, keeps a dinner engagement at 
the home of his fiancee, Aileen 
Grey. He is obliged to leave 
very suddenly, for--

Before d i n  n e r is 
over, word comes that 
Peggy L.anville's body 
has been found on the 
floor of Marston's of
fice. She has been 
murdered. 

Back in his office on 
the Fifteenth floor of 
the Waningo building, 
Marston is quizzed by 

• Guy Turner, a detec-
tive of the Homicide Squad. 
Casey, the policeman on 
guard in the outer office, 
goes into hysterics. He 
claims to have seen a head
less woman writing at the 
typewriter, and someone-or 
something-has left a terrible message 
from the dead, on the machine: Another 
frightful note is found under the body 
of the murdered girl. Apparently it 
was written for Ted. It says she is in 
trouble--terrible trouble--and that he must 
marry her. The net tightens about Ted. 

Back at the dinner party, Grey's guests, 
which include Doctor Blitz, a psychic in- . 
vestigator, discuss the murder of Fanny 
Levering years before--a murder which 
never was solved. Doctor �itz's mediwn 
suddenly appears among them. She is in a 
trance, and has a message from the dead 
for the doctor. And that message takes the 
whole group of guests, except the medium, down to the 
Waningo building, where Ted is undergoing a merdless 32 

grilling. Turner, the detective, laughs at Doctor Blitz's 
offer to call on the spirit world to solve the two crimes
the murders of Peggy and also of Fanny Levering, which 
were committed in the same rooms of the Waningo building. 

Turner's refusal to listen 'to 
the ghost hunter is strength-



of the Fifteenth Floor 
vaunted power to make the dead come 
to accuse the living 

�ned by the appearance of Spider Dan, alias Harry Sum
mers, Police stool pigeon. He accuses Ted of giving Peggy 
poisoned candy, and Ted can not explain. Ted is held

f o r  murder. 
A f t e r  a 

tempestuous 

father, and one of the dinner guests of the evening. 

� ILBERT POMEROY ! � She could see him-with her own eyes ! There wasn't 
any doubt about it. There couldn't be any doubt about it. 
She was not suffering from any delusion. It was all real
and ghastly true. Gilbert Pomeroy was standing there, 
waiting for the elevator, and under one arm he had a 
framed photograph, wrapped loosely itt paper, and in his 
other hand was that bundle of letters. 

What could it mean ? Was it possible that Gilbert Pome
roy, a wealthy and respectable business inan, a gentleman 
past middle age, had been interested enough in this case to 
try to play detective on his own initiative ? Was that why 
he was here, in the dead of the night, removing property 
from the apartment of the murdered Peggy Lanville ? 

The assumption seemed preposterous. 
Yet what else could she think ? What explanation would 

possibly fit such an unexpected fact ? 
Suddenly Aileen remembered the sinister figure that had 

hidden in the shadows of,  the street below-the dark and 
cowering man who had hidden behind the tall brown-stone 
steps and watche1 Gilbert , Pomeroy as he approached this 
apartment house. . 

Who was that lurking man ? What was he hiding for ? 
Why had he watched Mr. Pomeroy ? 

Aileen shook her head impatiently. It was all so myster
ious. It had been difficult enough before, but this new com� 
plication almost dazed her. ' • 

Then, suddenly, a new determination came to her. The 
man ..j_n the corridor was Gilbert Pomeroy. There was no 
doubt about that. And he was a friend of her father and 
the whole family, and had been their friend for more than 
fifteen years. Why should she hide from him now ? In a 
moment the lazy. black boy in the lobby would bring the 
elevator up to 'this ninth floor, and Gilbert Pomeroy would 
get into it.:...-and the •opportunity to speak with him, to 
confront him, would be lost. He might easily deny, if he 
had cause to, that he had ever been in Peggy Lanville's 
apartment. Even if he were here on purely innocent mat
ters, he might walk into trouble when he left the building, 
for Aileen still had an uneasy hunch that the cowering man 
was still concealed behind those steps-watching and waiting 
-for what ? 

Like a flash, all these t\loughts raced through her excited 
mind, and irl an6ther instant her hand was on the knob of 
the door. She was about to turn it when another hand, a 

argument with her family, Aileen leaves her home with cold and moist palm imd fingers, closed around her waist. 
Doctor Blitz, determined to solve the mystery and free It was the hand of Doctor Antonio· Blitz. 
Ted. They go straight to the apartment of the murdered "Stop it-what are you doing?" she breathed hoarsely. 
girl-and there they run into someof\e strangely familiar, "Yo..u mustn't open that door," he said quietly. 
who also · has broken into Peggy's apartment. The man , "But I want tcr-let me gcr-I want to get to Mr. Pome-
carries a package and a bundle of letters and he is-- roy,'' protested Aileen. 

Gilbert, Pomeroy, trusted family friend of Aileen's "But my dear--" 
33 
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With a fierce wrench, Aileen freed her hand and turned 
the knob, flinging the door back with a rush. Out in the 
corridor she-hurried, and stood before the astonished Gilbert 
Pomeroy. 

The surprise of the man was staggering. 
Over his face crept a pallor, green rather than white, and 

round beads of perspiration gathered on his cheek bones, 
as his dilated eyes surveyed her. He took a step backward, 
as if he had need to regain his balance. 

"Mr. Pomeroy !" murmured Aileen, not knowing what 
else to say. 

He did not reply, but continued to stare at her, while the 
most tragic expression gathered in his eyes like a cloud. 
Aileen was wondering if old Doctor Blitz would now open 
the door and follow her into the corridor, but the ghost
hunter remained silent and invisible behind the closed door. 

"Mr. Pomeroy," repeated Aileen, regaining her courage. 

uDoctor! Isn't this your 
medium?" 

"Can't you speak to me?" 
There was a clicking 

sound as the elevator came 
to a pause, and its door slid 

back under the press 
of the black boy's 
hand. 

"All right, Mr. Gor
man," he said wearily. 

Gorman ! The name 

S T O R I E S  

echoed and resounded through Aileen\ head like a bursting 
shell. Gorman ! Pomeroy was known in this apartment 
house, not as Pomeroy but as Gorman I What did that 
mean ? What could it mean, but--

THERE was not a moment to waste. Gilbert Pomeroy 
was swaying toward that open entrance into the elevator. 

She must hold him here-
"Mr. Gorman !" she exclaimed, using the name that she 

had heard from the elevator boy. "You mustn't go just yet
I've got to talk with you. And if you won't wait-I'll go 
with you !" 

She had trapped him. She saw that clearly enough
though she could not guess a single explanation for the man's 
amazing conquct. Why, only a few hours ago he had been 
a guest in her home ; they had all been chatting together 
at the dinner table, and he had even accompanied them when 
they went down to Ted's office and talked with Detective 
Guy Turner. 

· 

"All right, Blinky," said Gilbert Pomeroy, "I'll ring 
for you later." 

The negro, with a resentful stare at having been disturbed 
unnecessarily from his switch-board slumbers, closed the 
door, and they heard the elevator descending. 

Aileen confronted Gilbert Pomeroy alone. 
In that singular moment, a new sense of self-reliance 

came to her. For most of her life she had been very 
deferential to Pomeroy as' a friend of her father ; a man 
who was a very dignified and important visitor in her house 
anti who had a habit .of bringing her occasional presents 

and chucking her under the chin. She had 
never really liked him, but she had always 
stood a little in awe of him. 

Now, for the first time in her life, she 
found herself at a distinct advantage with 
Pomeroy. He was afraid of her. He did 
not know quite what to make of her. 
Through some extraordinary accident, for 
which, it was plain to see, he was unable to 
account, she had found him in a place' and 

under conditions when he did 
not want anybody to see him. 
Gradually the pallor was leav
ing his face, and he was be
ginning to think and think 
hard. 

Aileen realized this and she 
knew she must do quickly 
whatever she should do, if she 
wanted to find out the reason 
for his presence there. 

She forced a smile. 
"Mr. Pomeroy," she said, 

"doesn't this strike you as 
very extraordinary ?" 

He c I e a r e d his throat 
hoarsely. 

"What are · you doing here ?" 
he asked. "Does your father 

kno�v you are here, Aileen ?" 
She laughed. 
"Does anybody know you are 

here, Mr. -Gorman ?" she asked, · 
deliberately taunting him. 

don't understand," he said quickly. 



T H E  P H A N T O M  O F  T H E  F I F T E E N T H F L O O R 35 

"I have a perfectly good reason for being here." 
She saw .that he was rapidly regaining possession of his 

poise. 
"What reason could you possibly have for being here, at 

this hour-and in view of all the circumstances, Mr. Gor-
· 

man ?" she countered, again ·stressing the name sarcastically. 
He drew himself up with his familiar dignity, •which, 

however, suffered because of the letters he held in his hand, 
and the framed photograph under his arm. Aileen was 
looking at these letters and the photograph, ·h<;r eyebrows 
uplifted, and he shifted uncomfortably. 

"I do not know that I am called upon to explain my 
actions to you, Aileen," he told her. 

"To me ? Why· should you ?" carolled Aileen. "I was 
only thinking that I got here just a little in advance of the 
police. When they come--" 

Again that pallor ! Again that startled look in his eye ; 
that ,.;.P.ote and searing glare 
of fear as he glanced 
quickly at the elevator ! 

Pomeroy was a badly. 
frightened man ; A i I e e n  
could see that. 

"Look here, Aileen," he 
said, "You don't under
stand. I'm not afraid of 
the police--they couldn't do anything 
to me--except to give me a lot of 
publicity in the papers. That's all I 
am afraid of. My business here is 
all right but I've got to go now....,.-
and you had better go, too." 

"Not I !" 
Aileen shook her head decisively. 
"I am sticking on the job until 

Ted is cleared," she told him. "And I'm 
going to find out who killed that girl. You 
could have been in the same fix as Ted is, 
Mr. Pomeroy-you can see that !" 

"!?" 
"Sure ! You look guilty, whether you 

are or not. What are you doing, sneaking 
out of �his apartment with property that 
belonged to that girl. Give them to me !" 

"What ?" 
HGive them to me !" 
"Aileen-have you gone suddenly out of 

your senses?" 
"Give those letters to me--and that 

photograph. I . might need them. 
I want them !" 

"Aileen-I don't know 

what in the world this is all about. If you're crazy-that's 
your father's business, not mine. Under any other cir
cumstances I would take you right home, if I had to carry 
you. But I can't delay now-it's too dangerous. I'm going !" 

Aileen ran and seized his coat in a fierce gr.ip. 
· 

"No you don't ! "  she said. "I dot\'t c�re if I have known 
you for fifteen years-I don't care if you are a friend of 
ours-I don't care for anything-my boy is behind the bars 
on account of this business. You give me those things and 
you come back here and tell me what this is all about-<>r 
I'll scream so loud and so long that the whole place will be 
aroused. If you play the game with me, you'll be all right
but I've got you now and I don't let go until I know what's 
what !" 

poMEROY was a little breathless from the frantic 
shaking that Aileen had given him ; quite taken aback, too, 

at her vehemence and the utterly .unexpected muddle in 
which he now found himself involved. Although he was a 
widower, and had been for the last ten years, he knew 
enough about· women to read the glitter in Aileen's eyes 
correctly. There was no 
mistaking how in earnest 

"Hush! Not a word . , , I 
found her here in a trance." 

she was. The very set of her jaw showed determination. 
"All right !" he said. "Let's go inside . . .  if you must. 

. . . I'll tell you what I can, Aileen . . . but can't you 
understand when I tell you that everything is all right ?" 

Aileen had been thinking rapidly (Continued on page 5 1 )  



He Had to P fl.lj the 
· Captain .Guilford Walton watched the 
later, came an avenging Shade to ' 

The Nine� 

. 

C
AN hate last beyo�d. the grave ? Can an avenging 

haunt of the dark past return to destroy its own 
destroyer ? • 

· 

As a fictional narrative, the story of Captain 
Guilford Walton would prove fascinating ; but 

the truth of the tale was attested by actual eye-witnesses, 
and as a record of actual fact it holds its own w1th the 
wildest imaginings of Poe or any oth�r writer of bizarre 
and terrible tales. Surely truth is 
stranger than fiction. 

The old Walton house of old New 
York was built by William Walton, 
a merchant prince, in 1752, accord
ing to the Histbry of the Chamber 
of Commerce. He died, childless; in 
1768, leaving his estate to his grand
nephew, William Walton. The latter 
joined the British during 
the Revolution, anc;l his es-
tates were in part con
fiscated. His children went 
to England, and one of 
them entered the British 
navy. 

The house was erected in 
the fashionable suburbs of 

t h e  city, in 
the l ocality 
n o w  known 
as F r a n k l i n  
Square.  T h e  
m a n s i o n was 
sur rounded by 
s p a c i o u s grounds 
which sloped d o  w n 
to the East River, 
affording a fine view. 
fields of "Broekellyn," as 

36 

opposite w a s 
called by the 
Dutch settlers 
of a former 

At the t i m e  
when the eighteenth 

century was drawing to a 
close, it was believed that 
the Walton family had be

come extinct ; but suddenly a 
member of the ancient house ap
peared. He was a British sea

captam, and his coming made a sensation in 
the society of New York, which at that 



NinerJ Tailed CflT 
man he hated die. 
exacl palJmenl 
Tailed Cal 

for 
fl.nd then, , ljears 
l he cruelllJ of-. 

Bv 
Arthur Leeds 

time was limited to Wall Street and the lower part of 
Broadway. 

Captain Guilford Walton proved to be an intelligent and 
agreeable gentleman, who might have been called good
looking had it not been for a peculiarly sinister expression 
which marked his face when it was in repose, but which 
passed away as soon as he began to speak. The prestige of 
his name and rank-not in the Royal Navy, but in the mer
chant service--rather than any reputation of wealth that he 
brought with him, at once commanded access to the best 
society of the city. Captain Walton was received among 
the Hamiltons, the Crugers, the Gracies, and the- other 
aristocratic families whose mansions fronted the Battery, 
or were to be found nearby in Broadway or Greenwich 
Street. 

[:ps own residence, the old Walton House, was no longer 
in a fashionable neighborhood, but was oc- · 

cupied by a well-to-do family, who were glad to 
let a suite of furnished rooms to a gentleman 
whose name was identified with the 
house. 

Un\ike many sea-faring men, he led 
a quiet, orderly life, and it 
was noticed that he gradually 
cultivated a recluse habit. 
When , he did mix with gay 
society he seemed to 
show that it was the 
opportunity for sharing 
its excitement, rather 
than ordinary social in
tercourse, w h i c h he 
craved. 

Suddenly h i s  
engagement t o  
Miss Anna Bar
rington of Spring 
Street was an
nounced. 

Captain Walton 
became a constant 
visitor at Kirtle 
Grove, as Miss 
B a r r i n g t o n ' s  
home was called. 
It was about a 
mile f r o m  the 
captain's rooms in 
the old Walton 
mansion, to the 
h o m e  o f  h i s  
fiancee. I t w a s h i s 
custom to take a short 
cut through several new 
streets, then half built 
up -with small wooden houses. 
This path ran from Kirtle Grove 
to Broadway, and thence across to Mulberry 

Street,' which was hardly more than a crooked highway, 
skirting the Collect, or pond, which covered what is now 
the site of Centre Street. One night, shortly after the 
engagement was announced, he remained unusually late in 
company with his fiancee and a woman friend. The con
versation had taken a religious tum, and Captain Walton 
had rather shocked Miss Barrington by his flat denial of 
the evidences of revelation, as well as by ridiculing her 
interest and belief in the supernatural and the marvelo11s. 

It was one o'clock before the captain bade the ladies good-

ul .see him! 
I.oee hiaal God 
be cnercilul to 
me/. There is 

no escape/, 
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·-ntght- -and-eemmenced his lonely walk homeward. As he 
walked on Mulberry Street, Rassing some unfinished houses 
surrounded by heaps of brick and mortar, his steps, in the 
almost oppressive silence of the moonlit night, seemed 
'J)eculiarly loud and distinct. 

SUDDENLY it occurred to him that he was not alone. 
He seemed to hear other footsteps regularly falling, and' 

nearby, too-not more than a hundred feet behind him. It 
could not be the city watch, for this was off his regular 
beat, which did not extend so far from the Park. Someone, 
he felt certain, must be "dogging him." This suspicion 
aroused, he turned· to confront his pursuer. 

Instantly the other footsteps ceased. The moon shone 
brightly-and not a soul was in sight. Walton concluded 
that the footsteps he had heard must have been the echo of 
his own, but when he stamped violently on the ground, and 
then walked rapidly to and fro, he failed utterly to awaken 
any eclio. 

Concluding at 
1 a ·s t t h a t tl1e 
whole affair was 

mind. He was doing his best to reason the matter out on 
natural lines, when Fensford, his servant, handed in an 
ordinary-looking letter, addressed to him at Walton House, 
which read thus : 

You appear not to recognize me, but perhaps you nlay when 
we see more of each other. Meanwhile it is hardly "'orth 
while for you to be so shy. However, I will advise you to 
keep clear of Mulberry Street, unless you wish to meet 

· . THE DETECTIVE. 

Walton read the curious message several times. The 
handwriting was strange to him-the rude, coarse hand of 
an illiterate person ; yet the wording showed a certain 
amount of . education. Was the writer a friend or a foe ? 
If the missive came from an enet;ly, why should. the un
known send a warning? If from a friend, why should he 
indicate that Walton had reason to fear him ? 

Again, what could the term "detective" mean ? Could it 
mean a shadower-a following Nemesis ? Walton felt that 

the whole affair 
was a complete 

an illusion he
r e s u m e d  his 
journey. Before 
h e  h a d  pro
ceeded a dozen 
paces the mys
terious footfalls 
w e r e  h e a r d  
a g a i n  in the 
rear. 

There seemed 
to be a fixed 
purpose to prove 
that they were 
not an echo, for 
the steps were 
varied in a very 

'"There came a momentarq silence, which 
was broken bq a scream of agonq, appall.
ing and hideous. Driven bq ungovernable 
horror, the servant tried to open the door, 
but he was too paralqzed with fear to turn 
the knob . . .  UJhat was happening m that 
guarded · room 7 "  

m yste ry-a n d  
one w h i c h  he · 
decided to keep 
from his sweet
heart's k n o w l 
edge, i n  spite of 
the· fact that, as' 
evidence of pos
s i b l e  supernat
ural manifesta
tion, it undoubt
edly would in
terest her. 

At any rate, 
on r e t u r n i n g  
from his next 
visit to K i rt l e  
Grove, h e  care
f u l l y  a voided pecul i a r  man-

ner. They slackened almost to a· .·halt ; then there would 
be a series of eight or ten rapid strides, followed by a slow 
walk. Once, as Walton suddenly increased his pace, he 
distinctly heard hi; mysterious "shadow" stumble. Such a 
sound, he reflected, was thoroughly and convincingly 
material. 1 

A bold, practical man, he again and again faced suddenly 
about, hoping to surprise the shadow, but on each occasion 
he was disappointed. He retraced his steps and made a 
careful search of the neighborhood ; but nothing resulted. 
As he resumed his walk toward Chatham Street, it flashed 
across his mind that some of Miss Barrington's beliefs were 
taking hold of his imagination. In fact, for the first time 
in his adventurmJs life, a genuinely superstitious feeling 
began to creep upon him. He was· forced to admit to him
self his disturbance of spirit. 

His nervous tension at last caused him to turn suddenly 
and cry out : 

"Who goes there ?" 
There was no answer ; and then, more from a determina

tion to shake off his pursuer than from actual fear, he 
broke into a run. At once he heard the clatter of someone 
of equal speed maintaining the usual proximity. 

HE resumed his walk-and so did his pursuer. At last 
he reached his dwelling. The footsteps ceased as he 

crossed the threshold of his door. 
He sat before the cozy fire in his room until three in the 

· morning. His skepticism had not vanished, liut it was 
considerably shaken. He began to feel at least the sug-
gestion of the presence of the unseen world. 

· 

He was a long while falling to sleep, and rose the next 
day at a late hour, in a distressed and nervous frame of 

Mulberry Street. . In order to do this, he took the broad 
highway (now Hudson Street) on the North River side 
of the city. 

ON this occasion, he neither saw nor heard anything to 
disturb him. His nervousness and apprehension were 

wearing off, when--
About ten days later, he went to · the old Park Theatre-

then the only playhouse in New York-with Miss Barrington 
and her father, and after seeing them start for home in 
their carriage, Walton turned down Beekman Street. 

It was one o'clock as he started home along the almost 
deserted street. 

Suddenly, as on that other n)emorable night, he became 
aware of the sound .pf steps following him. The street 
was quiet and deserted ; no form was visible. 

As he reached St. George's Chapel, he noticed that the 
steps were keeping perfect time with his own. Shortly 
afterward they changed, and, as on the previous occasion, 
seemed sometimes slow, sometimes lagging, then hurrying 
in a run until the usual apparent distance lay between them. 

The captain, by tl1is time, was thoroughly a victim of 
nerves. He hurried on, the relentless tread always behind 
him, until once more he had reached his home. He was 
in such a disturbed mental condition that he did not even 
attempt to lie down, until after daylight had come. He was 
awakened by his servant bringing the morning mail. 

Among . several letters his eye instantly picked out one 
which at .once increased the feeling' of dread which had 
gripped him throughout the long night. It read : 

Do you think, Captain Walton, to escape me? You may 
as well escape your own shadow. I will be with you when 
I will, and you shall not only hear m·e, (Co11lim�ed on page 83) 



ln Terror of 
LAU�Hlll�. CLAlJ 

No scientists experimenting ten thousand lJears could 
make a lump of potter's clalJ live-an� Jet--

l 
WHISTLED softly as I read the name on the card. 

I had met John Ralston several times, but never on 
a friendly footing, for his antagonism to anything per
taining to occultism extended to those who affected any 

' interest in the subject. He was prepared to back his 
opinion on ghosts with a standing offer of $10,000 to any� 
one who could convince him that there was anything more 
than fake and trickery in the phenomena of the super
natural. And no one had ever won the $10,000. 

I have devoted myself to a study of those occult occur
ences, so apparently mysterious and in most 
instances not to be explained, but which I am 
convinced we shall in time discover to be natural 
in their operation. In 
fact, what started as 
the hobby of an ama
teur has developed info 
a profession, and I 
am called upon to in
vestigate m a n y  in
stances of s o - c a l l e d  
" h a u n t i n g s . "  T h e  
name of Mark Shadow 
is familiar to research 
societies both here and 
in Europe, though no 
doubt most of you 
read it here for the 
first time. 

I was surprised to 
get Ralston's card as 
I sat in the study of 
my little h o u s e in W e s t 
Eleventh Street. He was the 
last man likely to call on me, 
and I was puzzled as to what 
could have brought him, but 
I told my secretary to show him in 
at once. 

Ralston strode in, aggressive, heavy 
of tread. Only his manner lacked 
something of its usual arrogance. 

"I daresay you're surprised to see 
me, Mr. Shadow,'' he said bruskly 
"In fact I'm sur-
prised myself, but 
once started on the 
damfool business, I 
decided to go on. 
You busy now?" 

"Not particularly," said I. "You dbn1t 
want to consult me professionally." 

B11 Mark Shadow, Ghost Hunter 

fls told to 
Robert UJ 
S n e d do n  

"SomethinA 
l o o k e d  a t  
h e r-some1" 
thinA h

.
i d 

eoua, w i t h  
s t a r i n g  

eyes/" · 
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"We've had several tilts in the past, Shadow," he answered 
with forced familiarity, "but forget that. You're the sanest 
of the crew, that's why I picked on you to hear my story." 

"Much obliged," I said with a grin, "What's your trouble?" 
"I want a plain talk with you, as man to man. You can 

charge what you want, so long as you can solve a problem 
Or two to my satisfaction." 

He drew out a checkbook and bent forward to my desk. 
"No hurry," I said curtly. The man had an unfortunate 

method of approach. "Time enough for that, Mr. Ralston. 
Any advice I can give you is at your service, though judging 
from the past, I fear it won't be appreciated." 

"Oh, I know," he answered, taken aback, "but we11 let 
bygones be bygones. This ·is too serious a matter for 
quibbling over opinions. I don't retreat one step from my 
convictions, but I own I'm puzzled to death. There's some 
trickery going on in my home, and I want �o get at the 

dabbler in dark matters that are best left alone, even by 
those well informed in them. 

"UJHAT'S the matter with the house ?" I asked. ' 
"I want you to find out, Shadow. There's some

thing in it that's making it impossible to live in. Oh, it's 
nothing supernatural. Don't get that idea into your head." 

"Then why come to me ? Why not get a detective ?" 
He gave a snort of contempt. 
"I've had three of them already. Two of them couldn't 

find a thing. The third lit out in the middle of the night 
and sent me a crazy note saying he, could stand up against 
anything he saw, but not against something out of Hell. 
Now I want you to come out and see what sort of a trick 
is being played on me." 

"You believe the house is haunted ?" 
"I believe nothing of the sort,'' · he retorted. "Some one 
is trying to put something over on me. Somebody's after 
my $10,000 offer, though how they got in to rig up their 
contrivances heats me. I'll give you a free hand. You 
can go as far as you like." 

I hesitated. I foresaw that, notwithstanding this offer, 
in whatever I did I would have a wholly unsympathetic 
assistant. 

Ralston leaned forward. 
"See here, Shadow, ever since you exposed 

that medium in Vienna, I have had some r�spect 
for your judgment. You have some 
critical faculty, more than I can say 
for most of thef!l. If there's trick
ery, you'll find it. If there's anything 
more, ,I'll listen to what you have to 
say. Now will you take the case ?" 

"If you would be more explicit." 
I was still hesitating. 

"I'll tell you all you 
want after you're on the 
ground. I'd like to see 
if you can get an inkling 
yourself first." 

"Oh, very well, I'll 
wait till we're on the 
spot." 

"You'll come then ?" he 
said, standing up with an 
evident air of relief. 

"Why, yes." 
"Good I There's a train 

at Grand Central, five
ten. Will that suit you ? 
Bring a bag with you." 

I met him at the sta
tion with my bag, and . 
in my pocket a ·flashlight 
and an automatic. 

"My God! It's the hell
i3h thin� of the chest!" 

We got out at Green
farms and walked a few 
huJ;ldred yards to a pre
tentious house on the 
shore of the Sound, set 
deep in its grounds and 

bordered on either side by other minia
ture estates. He unlocked the front root and bottmp of it." 

"Serious, eh ?" � 
'.'So serious that my wife's a nervous wreck. I've had to 

dismiss my servants, close up my home, and.:come to town. 
The house is new. I only moved in last. year, and I don't 
know if I'll ever get my wife to set foot in it again. She 
wanted me to consult her cousin Carver." 

"Carver ? You don't mean Professor Joseph Carver ?" 
"The .same. Damned, opinionated, self-deh,1ded f9ol I 

,Talking about ghosts I Bah I There are no ghosts I" 
It· amazed me to hear the name of Carver, a cranky 

door and switched on the . lights as 
we entered a wide hall, with walls of wood panelling. 

"We'll have a bite to eat in the dining room,'' he said. 
"I brought a: lunch basket' with me. Hang your things up 
on the rack there, while I start the percolator." 

He went into the dining room, and I heard a clatter of 
plates and cutlery. I walked towards the lighted door and 
as I di.Ji.so I halted, with a decide� sensation of shrinking. 
I looked about me sharply and found I was standing op
posite a large chest of some dark wood. Prom\l,\ed by an 
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impulse, I raised the heavy l id  and peered inside. It  was 
empty, but from it came a curious damp odor-almost like 
that of moist earth or clay. I let the lid fall with a start. 

"Did you laugh, Ralston ?'' I asked sharply. 

THERE was no reply, and I took a couple of strides into 
the dining room. As I diq so, Ralston came from the 

kitchen beyond, with a tray. 
"Did you laugh, Ralston ?" I repeated. 
He flashed a mirthless glance at me. 
"No !" he said curtly. "So you heard it, did you ? Quick 

work." 
"I heard a laugh-muffled, I confess-but a laugh," I said. 
"Near the old chest?" 
"Yes." 
"A mocking, snickering laugh ?" 
"Yes, that describes it, excictly." 
uYou've started well, Shadow," he said as 

he laid the tray on the table. 
"Here, have one, won't 
you?" 

He p o u r e d  a 
glass out for him 

self and gulped it down. 
"Thanks, n·o. I prefer to keep my head clear." 
"Oh, all right. What's your idea ? Something to do 

with the chest-some sort of radio attachment-though I've 
examined every inch of the chest and the woodwork of 
the hall." 

I said nothing till we sat down. 
"Where did you get the cl�est ?" 

"Came from some old house around here. My wife 
picked it up." 

"I'd like to know its history." 
He made a gesture of impatience. 
"No offense, Shadow, but don't pull any stuff about old 

furniture retaining the atmosphere of_ some dark crime." 
"The thing does exist, for all you profess not to believe in 

it," I said firmly, "however, · r  promise you I won't let that 
theory stand in the way of investigation. I have a feeling 
that the mystery starts from the chest. But, if you don't 
mind, I'm ready to hear your account of · what has been 
going on." 

"I'll give it to you with
out any frills, just a plain 
bald statement of the facts," 

he answered. " T h e  
business b e g a n two 
weeks ago. My wife 
and I were sitting in 
that room across the 

hall, her draw
mg room. It was 
about half past 
ten at night, and 
we were waiting 

for the maid 
to bring us 

· some ginger 
ale. All at 
o n c e  w e  
heard h e r  
s h ri e k  i n  
t h e  h a l l 
smash went 
the tra y
a n d  s h e  
d i v e d  i n  
h e r e ,  i n  
hyster i c s .  

Swore, t h a t as 
she was passing 

the chest, �he lid went up 
of its own accord and 
something looked at her-
something hideous w i t h  

staring eyes ! She couldn't describe it. She gave a squawk, 
the lid dropped · down, and she bolted to us screaming. I 
gave her a piece of my mind, dragged her out to the hall, 
opened the chest and showed her it was empty. But it was 
no use. She " stuck to her story, much to my wife's amaze
ment. Hilda had been so reliable." 

"German girl ?" 
• 

"No ! Swedish, and stolid as they make 'em. Good 
servant too. That finished her. She left next day, though 
my wife foolishly offered to increase her wages. That 
night as I went up to bed, I heard the laugh. I thou£ht 
the butler was responsible. He (Continued on page 67) 



He did not · 
erase the 

bitter 

realize he couldn't 
stain o.f guilt without a 

reckoning, -this 

M A N W h o P A I D  
"J IM," said Professor William Arnold to me, "I am 

the only man in the world, I believe, who knows 
the truth about the murder of Bob Clark ; and I 
would be hooted out of my office at the University 
if I told the truth. I don't know what to do, Jim. 

I am sorely troubled." 
Whenever I went through Austin, Texas, I always had 

dinner with Projessor Arnold. He is a professor of Physics 
at the University there, and we were college pals for 
three years at Princeton before he went 
West. It was the-;:e that I came to love 
and admire him for his brilliant 
scientific work. .... 

On this particulllr night we were 
dining in a Chi-
nese restaurant on 
Congress avenue. 
A newsboy came· 

"In one arm 
her b a by ,  
and in her 
h a n d- a 
m u rderous 
Bohealian 

knife!" 

42 

BIJ Jim Preston 

fls lold lo UJill Whitmore 

through the restaurant selling the Austin daily paper, and 
Arnold bought one of the papers. When he glanced at the 
first page, his face turned white, and his hands trembled. 

I asked him what troubled him. 
"Jim," he said, ·'Bob was killed 

three days ago and the police are no 
nearer a solution now than they were 
then." He . pointed to a large head
line on the page. It read : 

PoLICE STILL BAFFLED OvER MYs
TERY MuRnER. 

looked at 
Arnold a n d  I 
noticed the dark
ness under his 
e y e s .  T h e y  

lacked the luster that I had known for years, 
and the old assurance that I had always ad
mired in him was gone. 

"Why should this particular crime affect 
you so?" I asked. "Tell me about it." 

"I was glad when you called me today," he replied, "for 
I had to tell someone what I know about this murder ann I 
knew I could tqist yqu. I ha11e ( Continued Oil pade 73) 
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I 

�host UJho 
Stole a BRIDE 

fl. shadow; cann·ot kidnap a flesh .. and .. blood 
· 

woman-and let--

BlJ Stanlet;� Denton 
Told blJ ffiark mellon 

It was Beryl! 
Had ohe died? 
Or was-this her 
astral body-

or what? 

"A ND Beryl is 
s t i 1 1  con-
v i n c e d  i t  
w a s ·  a . ghost ?" I frowned savagely at Doctor Hugh 

Gifford as he sat there smiling indulgently at my wife ac'ross 
the table. Why in blazes hadn't the fellO\� tact enough to 
realize how terribly any reference to that gruesome b!!siness 
upset her ? It seemed to me that three years of travel in 
the Orient should have given him enough colorful experi
ences to blot this other from his memory, but apparently it 
hadn't. A hasty glance at Beryl showed, as I expected, 
that her face had become pinched and drawn, and her hand 
pouring the coffee trembled. visibly. 

"Why bring all that up again, Hugh ? It's over and done 
with. Let's forget it." ] hoped I didn't sound too brusk. 
"Tell us about yourself, Hugh. We've been hearing all 
sorts of interesting reports of your work among the coolies, 
and this is the first time we've had you to ourselves long 
enough to hear your version of the story." 

Beryl cast me a wan little smile of gratitude as Gifford 
launched forth on an animated account of his. adventures ; 
and the harassing subject of Cosden and the ghost was 
dropped. Poor Beryl ! She had suffered more than any 
of us, though at the time we were all pretty well upset . 
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Curious thing about Gifford, though : he just couldn't seem 
to resist the urge to discuss the thing, to assure us again 
and again that the explanation was really quite simple
oh, quite simple. There wasn't anyone else with whom he 
�ould discuss the subject, of course, but I sometimes won
dered if, instead of trying to convince us, he were not really 
trying to reassure himself. 

BERYL is convinced beyond a doubt that the thing was 
a ghost ·and I-well, I hardly know what to think. 

There were so many unexplained circumstances. Take just 
the small matter of the bullet wounds. · If there was some
thing on the fire-escape that night, I hit it, beyond a shadow 
of a doubt ; I wasn't a sharpshooter in the army for nothing. 
If, as Gifford says, it might have been the Munson woman 
masquerading, how did she get back to the Woodbridge 
place with a hole in .the side of her head ? And how ex
plain the bullet wound in Cosden's chest ? No, I 
hardly know what to think. 

It was a strange case, that ! I remember when 
Beryl first came to me with Cosden's letter I had 
the feeling that all he really needed was a good 
talking to. Our engagement had been announced in 
the ·morning's papers, and I ·  was reading over the 
notices and feeling kind of happy and contented at 
the prospect of actually being married to Beryl. 
when 'she burst into the room all 
a-tremble and upset, and thrust the 
thing at me. It was the sort of 
despairing love letter a sophomore 
might write, and in spite of the fact 
that Beryl seemed scared to death, I 
just couldn't take it seriously. John 
Cosden had always been a queer chap ; 
morose, neurotic, sort of a nut. He had 
been pursuing Beryl steadily for 

Ghosts didn't carry re
volvers, I . told myself . 
. . . I whi•ked out my 
autom.atic . . .  and--

months without any encourage
ment froni her, and it had gotten 
\>adly on her nerves. I suppose 
that's why ·this latest evidence of his infatua
tion upset her so badly. It seems he .had read 
the announcement of our engagement in the 
paper, and threaten,ed to end his life if she 
persisted in marrying anyone but him. He 
threatened other dire and awful things, ending 
dramatically with : "And I warn you, Beryl 
Foster, that you will never marry that 
man !"  

I tried to  calm her fears, but when all my 
arguments failed I became irritable. This thing 
was goirig a little too far, really. Something had better be 
done right now. 

"See here, Beryl," I said finally, "I've had about enough 
of this chap's goings on. I'm going over there tonight, 
right now, and have it out with him. He's got to stop 
bothering you like this." 

At first she tried to dissuade me. Then, when she found 
was determined, she insisted upon going along. Useless 

to argue with her, she would have her own way ; and finally 
we climbed into a cab and drove down to his residence. 
Queer-looking place it was, too. One of those old brown
stone houses that started life as a mansion, and had grad
ually gone from bad to worse until it had become only a 
grubby-looking rooming house. 

We rang several times before the door was opened. by an 
unsavory-looking woman of about forty-five. She stood 
and glared ominously at us while we made our inquiries. 

"Mr . . Cosden ? Yes, he lives here. Is he expecting you ? 
Well-I guess you can come up." 

She cast a particularly baleful look at Beryl, then turned 
and lead the way up a dark and narrow stairway. We 
follQ�ed her in silence to the third floor ; then she stopped 
before a door from under which a crack o> light shone 

steadily.· Once, twice, 
t h r e e  t i m e s  s h e  
knocked in no uncer
tain manner, but there 
was no response. 

uFunny !" she said. 
r�He must be in there." 

After another 16ud 
knock she produced a 
bunch of keys and un
locked the door. The 
empty room that met 

our gaze was 
a sight to be
hold, ·Cosden 
was a scien-

tist and the tools of his trade-bottles, retorts, pieces of 
glass tubing, bunson burners-were scattered topsy-turvy. 
about the chairs and tables. Garments were lying about 
just , anywhere, together with untidy heaps of books and 
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papers ; in a corner stood an untidy-looking bed, its covers 
half on the floor. And this was the home of the man who 
wanted to marry my fastidious little Beryl ! 

As we stood there uncertainly on the threshold, there was 
a sound of breaking glass in the room beyond, and suddenly 
the door was flung violently open and Cosden himself stag
gered out. Such a figure ! His sloppy bow tie and wrinkled 
white shirt looked as though he had slept in them ; his 
unkempt tousled hair stood up on his head in a way that 
gave him an uncanny look, emphasized by his pale, almost 
green, face, and wild, half-insane looking eyes. As he came 
out into the light he stood blirtking stupidly for a moment, 
then he noticed us and for a moment he seemed to go 
raving mad. 

"THA 1:'S her, Teresa, that's the woman !'� His long, 
bony finger pointed accusingly at Beryl, and his votce 

rose shrilly. "She wouldn't marry me, Munson, she wouldn't 
-Oh, God," he broke off, "she's responsible for all this I" 
He ,\<aved his arms aimlessly. "She's made me the wreck 
I am." Then, ferociously, "She thinks she's going to marry 
that man, but she's not, Teresa, she's not, so help me God ! " 
Suddenly he fell forward on his face, awkward, lanky arms 
sprawling above his head. . 

With a cry of terror, the woman, Teresa Munson, rushed 
to his side. "Jack, oh, Jack," she said, moaning, uwhat 
have you done ? Oh, what have you done ?" . 

She turned him over and, before I could spring to help 
her, she had lifted him bodily and placed him on the bed. 
Even at that critical moment I couldn't help but marvel 
at the ox-like strength of the woman. 

"He said he'd do it ! "  She was wringing her hands and 
wailing. "And npw he has: Oh God, isn'! there anything 
we can do?" 

I felt the fellow's pulse, but it had stopped, and already 
his hands were icy cold. Something in my face must have 
told her the truth, for suddenly she burst into wild paroxisms 
of weeping. 

Remembering the crash we had heard as we entered, I 
went into the bathroom, and there on the floor were the 
broken fragments of a ·tumbler, traces of a dark liquid on 
some of the larger pieces. A nauseous odor permeated the 
atmosphere and I stepped back instinctively. Turning, I was 
barely in time to catch the Munson woman as she made for 
Beryl-Beryl who all this while had been standing in the 
middle of the Roo, as though stunned. 

·"It's all your fault, you huzzy !" 
In another second the WO!l)an's clawing hands 

would have seized her throat, had I not grabbed her 
firmly by the wrists and grappled with her. For 
a moment it was all I could do to 
hold out against her tremendous 
strength, but suddenly her body went 
limp and she sank to the floor, re
peating over. and over : "Oh, God ! 
Oh, God ! What will I do !" 

Poor Munson ! Her story w�s 
pathetically plain. She adored Cos
den, obviously, and he had taken 
poison because another woman refused to marry him. Rather 
awful, when you think about it. I hadn't much time to 
speculate about that right then, though, for, with a low 
moan, Beryl suddenly toppled o'ler in a dead faint. I rushed 
to her side, leaving the Munson woman rocking back and 
forth, weeping disconsolately. Poor child, this had been a 
terrible experience for her-perhaps I had better get her 
away from here before I tried to revive her. 

THERE had been a bed-room opening off the main hall. 
I remembered noticing it through the open door as the 

Munson woman ushered us upstairs. I'd carry her down 
there and then see what was to be done. I · groped my way 
carefully through the dark halls, carrying Beryl in my aims 

as though she had been a fragile child, and placed her on 
the bed. Munson's own room, I thqught, glancing hurriedly 
about. There was nothing unusual about it but a picture 

of Cosden, that fairly leapt 
at me from the bureau. 

Beryl mustn't see that. I turned it face down. Poor fool, 
what a mess he had made of things ! I ought to call a 
doctor, I supposed. 

Beryl was coming to, and for the next few moments she 
occupied my full attention. She clung to me, weeping 
hysterically like a scared child, and I had all I could do to 
quiet her. 

"Oh, Stanley, Stanley, I just knew something terrible 
would happen ! "  she said, sobbing bitterly. "Oh, it was so 
awful-so awful--" 

"Beryl, honey, try to be calm, try to pull yourself to
gether !" She made a heroic effort. . "I'll phone Hugh 
Gifford to come over. Maybe ( Continued on page 70) 



Ghe (3irl 
U)AS beautiful Anita Kennedy i n  the terrible 

hypnotic power of a ghost ? It · certainly 
seemed so. She had been a medium of Luigi, 
the hypnotist, for years, and it was from his 
clutches that Ransom Kennedy, financier, and 

had rescued her. Luigi was dead-we were sure of that. · 
And yet--

There was no doubt that some one-or ·something-was 
hypnotizing Anita. Her trance-like condition, her utter 
terror, and the threatening cloud which hung over the 
entire Kennedy family-were these the man-
ifestations of the power of a dead man ? 

Poor Ransom Kennedy ! He could not 
give his whole mind to 
the solution of Anita's 
terrible problem, for he 
was being hard pressed 
on the stock exchange by 
a financier named Cullen. 
He received, at regular 
intervals, th reatening 
slate messages purport-
ing to come from beyond 
the grave ; and they de
manded that two hun
dred thousand dollars be sent 
to the Society for Psychical 
Research. And I believed that 
the spirit of Luigi was behind 
these sinister demands. 

At Anita's touch, Wolf, 
her beloved dog, dropped dead 
and there were threats of 
another death to follow. 
Tragedy stalked her path
and when she finally disap
peared, leaving a pitiful fare
well note behind her, we were 
frantic. Search failed to re
veal her, and heartsic.k, I 
went to my laboratory over 
the garage. 

It was then that I heard 
someone speak my name--

Q UT of the utter blackness around me 
the whisper came : 

"Ross ! Ross ! Are you here ?" 
I· steadied myself and answered : 
"Hello ! Who is it ? Yes. Here I am." 
"Oh Ross, it's I, Anita. Here, at the 

door." 
It was Anita's · voice. With a throb· of utter glad

ness I sprang up from the bed where I had lain 
down fully dressed, and threw open the door. 

The darkness was still complete. I could not see 
even the outline of a figure. But out of that dark-
ness sounded a little sob, and then a hand, groping, touched 
my breast. 

"Ross !" came her low cry. 
With a rush . of glad tenderness, reached out my arms. 

My hands touched her shoulders. And as if she had always 
belonged to me, I caught her to me. 

"Anita ! Anita !" I cried, and put my head down till my 
cheek rested against her hair. 

Her forehead was pressed now against my shoulder, and 
her arms clung to me. The next thing I knew, she was 
sobbing. I didn't speak, but ·only held her close to me, 

46 

Who LIVED 
If b e a u t ifu l-, t r a g i c  
the horror that doqqed 

would have. returned 
and tried to make her feel the love and protection of my arms. 

She drew· a long, shivering sigh. 
"Oh-h ! I've been so 

afraid ! Ross, I've been so 
afraid-out there in the 

" " C o zn e ,  A n i t a !  
Squeeze Cullen's wrist 
with your left hand/11 

woods all alone with the darkness all around me. 
Oh-h !" 

She shuddered again and clung to me as if I had 
been a haven of refuge. 

"The woods ?" I asked. "How did you get to the 
woods ? What woods ?" · 

"Our own woods right across the road. Oh, Ross, I 
found myself there an hour ago-fust woke up and found 
myself there in the darkness. I've been wandering around 
ever since, trying to find my way out. It was horrible to 
be there alone among the trees, and not to have any idea 
where I was ; but Ross, it was more horrible to know that 
it was Luigi that made me go there, and that any minute 
I might hear his voice commanding me to sleep !" 

Her words left me a bit dazed. 
""But, Anita/' I said wonderingly, ((you went away this 

morning. Where did you go before you went into the 



with the DEAD 
fl n i t a  h a d  · k n ow n 
her footsteps, she never 
to . t ho�e she loved 
woods. Did you see Luigi ?" She shuddered. 

"I don't know. I dOn't k'11ow," she 
whispered. "Turn on the light, won't you, 
Ross. I must see you before I can really 
believe I'm back." 

I released her gently and went to the 
push-button. As I pressed it, and the room 
was lighted up, she sighed again. My heart 
gave a great throb of pity and compassion. 
She stood there, her clothes torn and soiled, . 
her hair disheveled, and half down, her 
hands fluttering about her throat. 

I went swiftly to her side again and put 
my arms around her. She lifted her wan 
face to mine, and it seemed to me 
that her big, dark eyes cried out to 
me for the very love and tenderness 
that was in my heart. 

"It's so good to be here," she 
whispered. 

"You don't know how wonderful 
it is to have you," I 
answered, trying to 
keep my voice steady. 

SHE continued to 
look at me for a 

moment or two, and I 
thought her eyes re
peated the message 
that they had had in 
them at first. I drew 
her a little closer. 
Then a warm color 
came into her cheeks 
and she slipped gently 
out of my 
arms. 

ur - I ' m  
tired, Ross," 
she said with 
sudden s h y 
ness. HMay I 
sit down." 

A s  s h e  
s p o k e ,  she 
dropped into 
a chair. But 
a sudden res
olutic;m h a d  
seized me. I 
was not go
i n g  t o  b e  
stopped now. 
I went a step 
nearer to her. 

"Anita," I said: my voice 
trembling, "this may not be 
the right time or place, but I've got to tell you. 
When I said it was good to have you here, I meant 

Bv 
Ransom Kenned�'s Chauffeur 

I 

fls told b-y 
�rant Hubbard 

"Stop her! Stop her! 
My God, it' .s murder!" 

good to h a v e  
. you back and
and good to have 
you-where you 
w e r e - in my 
ar.ms. I-I love 
you,  A n i ta .  I 

want to be able to 
hold you that way and 
take care of you and 
protect you always .  
Do you--can you--" 

As I hesitated, there 
came a Sudden step on 
the stair. I turned. 
Corbin's h e a d  ap
peared. The next mo-
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ment he stood in the doorway. His face was grave. 
"Hello," he said, "What's this ? I thought you were lost, 

young lady." 
"She just found her way back,'' I answered quickly. 
His brows knit. 

"JUST got back, eh ?" he said. "Why not come to the 
house ?. Looks like something queer here/' 

"I meant to go up to the house and ring the bell,'' Anita 
answered. "But there was a mah hiding in the shrubbery. 
and I-I was afraid." 

"Humph !" His eyebrows went up .
. 

"My man, Jones." 
He paused. "Well, it sounds reasonable. But-what hap
pened to you ? You look as if you'd been kidnapped and 
had a pretty hard time of it." 

Anita flushed. 
"I don't remember anything about it,'' she said. "The 

last thing I remember was talking to you. Then I went up 
to my room, and-! don't seem to remember anything more 
till I woke up out there in the woods just across the road. 
I didn't k n o w 
where I was at 

drive tomorrow afternoon ? I want to tell you something." 
I seized her hands and looked down into her eyes. 
"Yes/' I said with a catch in my voice, "Tomorrow-after-

noon." 
· 

The next minute she was gone. 
For a time I stood there in he room, looking at the door 

through which she had gone, my heart beating with a wild 
kind of joy. Then suddenly I remembered that there was 
still Luigi to contend with-Luigi, and a stubborn detective 
who did not believe in Luigi. I hurried over to the big house. 

Corbin was at the telephone, notifying the various police 
stations that Anita had come home and need not be searched 
for any more. Upstairs I could hear Mrs. Kennedy weeping 
in her joy, ·while Mr. Kennedy was clearing his throat and 
blowing his nose in his efforts to keep from showing the 
extent to which the same emotion had gripped him. As I 
waited for the detective to finish his telephoning, I heard 
the rise and fall of voices up there, and knew that for the 
time all was well. 

But, when I told Corbin of my the 
the 
re-

first and w a n 
dered all round 
for an hour or 
more. T h e n  I 
found a place I 
remembered and 
knew where I 
was and c a m e  
home. B u t the 
man by the shrub
b e  r y frightened 
me and I came 

"As she touched me a strange chill swept 
overme. I felt suddenly weak . . .  M-y whole 
bodg grew rigid. It became impossible 
to breathe . . .  l knew thaL l was d-ying 
.....- and at the caress of the girl l lovedl" 

wish to share in 
watching of 
h o u s e ,  he 
fused. 

uNo," he said. 
"I'm doing. a!( the 
watching that 's  
necessary. If I 
s h o u 1 d let you 
help, and some
thing went wrong 
you'd be under 
suspicion. No. Go 
back to bed, and 

OYer here." 
"How about that letter you wrote ? Don't you remember 

that ?" · 

"What letter ?" she asked wonderingly. 
"The one you wrote · saying that this dead man-Luigi's 

spirit had come to you again and that you must leave here." 
She shook her head. 
"I didn't write any such letter,'' she said. "I haven't 

seen Luigi:s spirit at all. I haven't seen anything." 
"But you told me this morning that you had seen his 

spirit materialize itself from some white vapor, and that 
then he hypnotized you as he used to." · 

Still she shook her head. 
"But I don't think he's dead," she said. "I'm sure he's 

alive, and really hypnotizes me. I was probably under his 
influence when I talked to you tHis morning, if I said things 
like that. He has always been able to do that-make me 
say and do things, even when I seem awake and perfectly 
natural. And then hb can tell me to forget all the things 
I've done-and I forget them, just as I have now. Oh, Mr. 
Corbin, you don't know what a terrible man Luigi is !" 

Corbin niade a gesture of impatience .. 
"But Miss Anita, the man is dead. I tell you I've talked 

with a man who has seen him dead. H� can't be. hypnotizing . 
you. Now listen to me. You've got this hypnotism and 
spook stuff on the brain. Put it out of your mind. There 
isn't a man living that could hypnotize you that way now
and spirits don't walk. It's all in your mind." 

SHE looked at him with a wan wistfulness that made a 
lump rise in my throat. 

"I wish I could believe you," she said. And then, "Won't 
you take me over to the big house now ? I want to see 
Mother and Father." 

He nodded, considering her in a puzzled way, and walked 
to the door. Anita rose to follow him. Suddenly she turned 
back to me. 

· 

"Oh Ross,'' she said, and hesitated, warm color creeping 
up into her .cheeks. "I-I-will you take me for a long 

stay there." 
I tried to argue 

with him. But he was firm, and realizing that after all he 
was undoubtedly a better watchman than I, I finally went 
back to my rooms. 

Here, as I crawled into bed and lay thinking, my fears 
and doubts were soon driven out by the overwhelming 
happiness that I felt was in store for me when I should 
take Anita to drive the next day. 

l SLEPT like a log till morning. Then, however, my 
fears rose again, and as soon as I could I hurried over 

to make sure that no new thing of horror had come upon us 
during the night. To my great relief, the night had passed 
without unpleasantness of any kind. 

·I longed to seek out Anita· and let my own eyes tell me that 
she was rearly all right, but the fear that I would find her 
among other people, and that the emotion that was burning 
within me might betray itself, forced me to be content with 
the news and to busy myself at the garage. 

Alice came over quite early after breakfast and took out 
her roadster. She hinted that she had been working inde
pendently on Anita's case the day before, and she was look
ing particularly bright and happy. She assured me so 
joyfully of Anita's continued peace of mind that after she 
had gone I had to give -:ent to a snort of indignation at 
Corbin's idea that she was mixed up in the blackmail and 
poisoning plot that had brought horror to o.ur household. 
No, I thought. A girl with such frank, happy eyes, could 
never be mixed up in such an affair. 

It was scarcely an hour later that Corbin telephoned me 
to ask if Alice had taken out a car. When I told him yes, 
he gave vent to an exclamation of exasperation. 

"'What's the matter ?" I asked anxiously. 
"Nothing. Only that fiance of hers has given us the slip 

too. We don't know where _either of them are. They may 
be up to anything.". 

I hung up the receiver and laughed to myself. I thought 
of the times I had talked with Hackley1 and the things I had 
heard Alice say about him. ( Continued 011 page 74) 
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Easy as A-B-C 

Here's a Queer Way 1 
To Learn Music . What 

Instrument 
For You? 

No teacher-no monotonous exercises or confusing details. Just a 
simple, easy home study method. Takes only a few minutes-costs 
only a few cents-a day. No "grind" or hard work. Every step is 
clear as crystal-simple as A. B. C. throughout. You'll be surprised 
at your own rapid progress !  

Piano 
Organ 
Violin 
Clarinet 
Flale 
H.,. 
C.md 
'Cello 
Gui!ar 

Hawaiian Guitar 
Drum and Traps 

Mandolin 
Harmony and 

Composition 
Sirhl Sinrinr 
Ukulele 

Piccolo 
Trombone 

Saxophone 

WHO would have ever thought 
that the learning of music 
could be simplified? Seems 

almost too good to be true to think 
of learning to play your favorite 
instrument \vithout long hours of 
-practice-tedious scales and expen
sive teachers, doesn't it? 

Yet that's exactly how you learn 
this new way. The only thing 
that is queer about this amazing 
method is the fact that it's so 
different from all ordinary methods. 

But although this marvelous 
home study method is different and 

Proof! 
Read the follo1ving state

ments, which are typical 
1e,���1:/:tud�':t��

ed fVZ:e 
they have done, �ou too 
can do. 

''I have completed only 20 lessons and can play 
almost any kind of popu
lar music I wish. My 
friends are astonished.'' 
Turner B. Blake, Ill. 

"Since finishing the 
course I have been teach
ing, playing in Churches 
and at recitals, and re
ceiving a fine salary. I 
have made money, come 
into contact with new 
friends, and greatly in
creased my popularity." 
Ruth M. Peacock, North 
Carolina. 

"Since I have been 
taking your lessons I've 
made over $200 with my 
violin." Melvin Free
land, N. J. 

Comparatively 
new it has al
r e a d y  b e e n  
carefully test
ed and proved 
by almost half 
a million peo
p l e  a l l  over 
t h e  w o r l d .  
J ud ge f r o m  
that how satis
factory, relia
ble and easy it 
must be. 

Musical -
Talent Not 

Needed 

Even if you 
h a v e  n e v e r  
touched an in-

strument before you can't go wrong 
this amazingly easy way. For every 
step, from beginning to end, is right 
before your eyes in print and picture. 
You always know what to do and 
how to do it. No guesswork. No 
delays. If you make a mistake you 
correct it yourself and continue. It's 
really fun learning to play this way, 
you proceed so rapidly. From the 
start you are playing real tunes 
perfectly by note. And almost before 
you realize it you will be able to play 
anything-the popular "Jazz" or 
those classical selections for which 
there is always a big demand at 
concerts and home entertainments. 

Best of all no matter which in
strument you choose the cost of 
learning is just the same. in each • 

case, just a few cents a day. 

Have Fun-Win New Friends 

Just think of all the pleasure 
you've been missing by not being 
able to play some musical instru
ment. Instead of being the center 
of attraction at parties-you've been 
unnoticed--out of the social pic
ture. While you've been playing 
wallflower others have always had 
something to offer. Now you have 
a wonderful chance to turn the 
·tables-to treat yourself to some 
real fun-to surprise your friends ! 

Take some good 
advice. Learn 
to play this new 
easy way. Get 

Voice ad Speech Calture 
Automatic fiacer Control 

Piano Accordion 
Banjo (S Stritg, Plectntm 

and Ttoor) 

your share of a 
musician's pleasure, 
profit. Start Now ! 

popularity, 

Free Booklet and Demonstration 
Lesson -

If you are in earnest about want
ing to join the crowd of entertainers and 
be a "big hit" at any party-if you really 
do want to play your favorite instrument, 
to become a performer whose services will 
be in demand-fill out and mail the con

-venient coupon asking for our Free Book
let and Demonstration Lesson. These 
explain our wonderful method fully and 
show you how easily and quickly you can 

· Jearn to play like a professional at little 
expense. Instruments are supplied 
when needed-cash or credit. U. S. 
School of M usic, 47810 Brunswick 
Bldg., New York City. 
�------·------- ------------ -... . -

U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC 47810 Brunswick Bldg., New York City 
Please send me your free book, "Music Lessons 

in Your Own Home," with introduction by Dr. 
Frank Crane, demonstration lesson and particu
lars of your special offer. I am interested in the 
following course: 

Have you above instrument? .  

Name . .  

Address . .  

City . . . . . • .  . State . .  , ,  • •  , .  
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Cfimeh] cr opics of 

Current Interest 

LTTERS written from a world 
purporting to be beyond the 
grave have been introduced as 
testimony in a modern Twen
tieth Century court room ! 

What is more, the spirits played a 
prominent part in wrecking the home 
life of Janet Beecher, beautiful stage 
star, and her husband, Doctor Richard 
H. Hoffman., prominent neurologist, 
whose recent legal separation in New 
York was brought about by a strange, 
uncanny, occult influence, according to 
testimony. 

'What part does the world of the dead 
really play in human affairs ? 

Is it possible that there are powerful 
and malignant ghostly entities whose 
jealousy of human happiness, whose de
sire for human , suffering, brings them 
back to the living world to wreak their 
wicked will on hapless beings ? Cer
tainly there was something-something 
intangible-working against the love 
and happiness of the Hoffmans. 

They met a little more than six years 
ago. Both possessed great charm ; they 
were intellectual companions-strongly 
attracted to each other by their interest 
in each other's work. 

And so they fell in love and married. 
Life looked very bright to both of them. 
They were madly in love, they were 
deeply interested in each other, they 
had everything to live for. 

And then there came--
Out of the ether, out of the world of 

which '"e know nothing, out of the 
realm of the dead-a message ! 

It came througfi the hand of the 
bride's mother, :-r rs. Oral J. Wyndham. 
She had been experimenting in Spirit
ualism for some time, and she believed 
she was in touch with those who had 
"passed beyond the veil." And she be
gan to receive messages to be used in 
the guidance of her daughter and her 
son-in-law. 

Mrs. Hoffman believed in the mes
sages. It is notorious that the profes
sion, as well as others who work in ar
tistic pursuits, are also interested in the 
occult. Their especially sensitive minds, 
toned to catch every shade of meaning 
in their work, are extraordinarily well 
adapted to grasp the beliefs of Spirit
ualism. Accustomed to sensing rather 
than analyzing the meaning of beautiful 
words and phrases, they are quite as 
capable of believing in the truth and 
beauty of the occult without demanding 
proofs, as the harder headed business 
man or the scientist might do. 

And, Doctor Hoffman was a scientist. 
5J 

He scoffed at the messages-his neuro
logical studies had convinced him that 
the spirit messages were merely the 
expressions of Mrs. Wyndham's sub
conscious mind. Both Mrs. Wyndham 
and her daughter were indignant, and 
so were the spirits whom Mrs. Wynd
ham claimed had guided her hand in 
the moments when she was a medium 
for communication between this world 
and the next. 

And the messages began to make 
trouble between the young people. They 
were decidedly critical of Dr. Hoffman 
and his methods. "Richard is stubborn, 
and must have his tests/' was one of the 
messages-referring to the neurological 
tests which Doctor Hoffman had used 
in his work to smooth out matrimonial 
tangles just such as he himself was in. 

\.Yhen a son was born to the young 
Hoffmans, it seemed that the evil in
fluences which were beginning to an
tagonize them might be overcome. 
Little Richard loved them both, and 
they both loved him, and loved each 
other. 

But the trouble was only intensified. 
Janet Beecher ; her sister, Olive vVynd
ham, also an actress of note ; and the 
mother of the two young women, were 
members of a religious sect called the 
Unity Scientific Christianity Associa
tion, and there were many quarrels over 
the religious education of the little boy. 
Sensitive, charming child that he was, 
his grandmother and mother felt that 
to train him to the study of the world 
of the dead would broaden and enrich 
his life as the lives of few children are 
broadened and enriched. And the father 
was determined to bring his son up on 
the latest scientific methods. Many 
messages from the spirits are said to 
·have come at this time, criticizing 
Doctor Hoffman for his attitude ; and 
the breach widened between the couple. 

And then, in 1924, Janet Beecher read 
a new play called "The Steam Roller." 
She decided that it  was just the vehicle 
she wanted, and as she couldn't find a 
manager to agree with her on its worth, 
she got her husband to finance it. The 
play was not a success, and Janet 
Beecher sought aid from the spirit 
world to tell her what to do. 

And then the blow was dealt, through 
the mysterious writings, from which the 
tottering matrimonial alliance of the 
Hoffmans never recovered. The malig
nant influence which seemed to be guid
ing Mrs. Wyndham's hand told the 
Hoffmans to stick it out-that the play 
would be a success eventually. Doctor 
Hoffman's funds had proven insufficient. 

So, under spiritual advice, Janet 
Beecher sought out one of his friends, 
who furnished $2,500 to finance the play 
another week. And again it failed ! 

Dr. Hoffman made numerous com
ments on the spirits-and the spirits 
retaliated by scathing criticism. And 
one thing led to another, until the Hoff
mans filed suit and counter suit for 
separation in the New York Court. 

Judge Robert Marsh, the referee in 
the suit, and who gave the custody of 
the little child Richard to his father for 
nine months of each year, said in his 
opinion regarding the antagonism be-

. tween Hoffman and his mother-in-law : 
"Although these two had little to say 

to one another, it is clear- that there is 
no love lost between them, and I think 
it reasonably clear that the strong in
fluence of the mother upon her 
daughter and in her daughter's affairs 
was the fundamental cause of the final 
breach. Mrs. Wyndham was constantly 
in the plaintiff's home, directing the 
servants, managing the care of the child, 
and even at times purchasing the food 
and ordering the meals. This was ex
tremely distasteful to the plaintiff, who 
did not hesitate to tell the defendant so, 
but he got no relief except a stipulation, 
for a time, that Mrs. Wyndham should 
come to his home only in his absence. 

"There has been for years a very 
close spiritual and mental association 
between mother and daughter, in which 
the defendant's sister shared. They be
long to the same limited religious cult, 
called 'Unity,' and for years have in 
their family circle indulged to a very 
great extent in the pastime or practice 
of so-called automatic or spirit \vriting. 
The hand of !IIrs. Wyndham, held by 
one of her circle comprising one or 
both of her daughters, has recorded a 
great quantity of messages purporting 
to come from invisible sources. I do 
not find. that either the defendant or 
Mrs. Wyndham have conscientiously 
shaped their conduct according to the 
tenor of these writings, but both the 
practice of spirit writing and the con
tent of the messages undoubtedly af
fected the family psychology. The 
plaintiff was frankly hostile to the prac
tice, while some of the writings, on the 
other hand, criticized his character and · 
behavior in unmistakable terms." 

And so the romance is ended, and the 
young people are going their separate 
ways again. 

Did a sinister, earth-bound, evil spirit 
wreck two lives which might have been 
happy together ?  

\Vho knows ? 
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The Phantom of the Fifteenth Floor 

while he was speaking. What had she 
to fear? If the police ' di8 come-and 
she had no doubt that they would be 
there soon-she would tell them frankly 
who she was and why she was there. 
Certainly she was in no danger-but 
with Gilbert Pomeroy it might be a dif
ferent matter. It seemed to her that, 
if it would help her investigation, she 
could give her protection to Pomeroy 
for the present by declaring he came 
with her and Doctor Blitz and that their 
mission was the same. 

lN this swift, l ightning thought, Aileen 
did not conceal from herself the awk

wardness of their situation. If the police 
did come and find them there, explana
tions would certainly not be easy. The 
police would not like it. But Aileen
like every woman where the safety of 
her loved aile is involved-was lawless 
and unrestrained. 

"What can they do about it?" she 
asked herself. "If they find us here, 
we're here-that's all. I'll tell them I 
didn't mean to do anything wrong." 

A11 this thinking did not require two 
seconds of Aileen's very valuable time. 
She did not release her hold on Pom
eroy's coat, as she followed him back to 
the closed door of Peggy Lanville's 
apartment. But as she walked beside 
him, her eyes fell upon the letters he 
held in his hand, and she saw that they 
were addressed to Peggy Lanville, and 
that the handwriting looked like it might 
be the handwriting of Gi1bert Pomeroy 
himself ! 

Well ! Well ! Well ! 
He was opening the door for her now, 

as a sudden i1lumination came to her 
mind. Could it be possible--

Aileen was a modern girl, and she ·was 
iwbody's fool, but the idea that there 
might have been any personal connec
tion between Gilbert Pomeroy and Peggy 
Lanville had not struck her until she 
saw the handwriting . on those letters. 
She had heard the Broadway songs about 
the "heavy sugar daddies," and she had 
read her share of the scandals, even the 
murders, growing out of the night life 
and the underworld of the great white 
way. But she had never associated any 
such thing with this grey-haired, digni
fied, prosperous widower whose name 
was Gilbert Pomeroy, otherwise known 
here as Gorman. 

Had Peggy Lanville been l:'omeroy's 
mistress?  

Oh, she must think this out ! She must 
think it out quickly. If only there were 
time now. But there wasn't time now. 
The door was open, and the black cavern 
of the inner hallway loomed beyond. 

And where was Doctor Blitz ? 
In the excitement of the last few min

utes, she had forgotten about Doctor 
Blitz. He had not approved of her 
course ; had tried to prevent her from 
going to Pomeroy. Now where was he 
-and what was he up to ? 

For all the apartment was dark and 
silent as the tomb ; of the ghost hunter 
there was not the slightest trace. 

As Pomeroy closed the door and shot 

(Continued from page 35) 

the latch, thus locking them in, Aileen 
was considering. 

Should she tell Pomeroy of the pres
ence of Doctor Blitz ? ' Why tell Pom
eroy anything? What did anyone usually 
gain by telling anything? . 'What she 
wanted was for Pomeroy to tell her 
!'omething. She stood silent, and said 
nothing whatever about Doctor Blitz. 

"Come in here, Aileen," muttered Pom
eroy, leading the way down ·the corridor. 

''Well, turn on the lights," pleaded 
Aileen, flinging off her outer wrap. 

"No !" 
"Why ?" 
"I'm not going to turn on any lights. 

I don't know who is watching this apart
ment. The windows look down on the 
street-and I'm not taking any chances !" 

''Well, I don't want to stay in this 
place in. the dark," answered Aileen. 
"The girl whO lived here was--" 

"Hush, for God's sake-will you. 
\Vhat are vou afraid of ?" 

Gilbert Pomeroy was struggling out of 
his coat. In the dark, Aileen could hear 
the rattle of the package and letters as 
he laid them down. 

"There's enough to be afraid of," she 
told him. "Doctor Blitz said--" 

"Oh, damn Doctor �Blitz. Do you \Vant 
to listen to reason ? Oh, Aileen, do for
give me. I didn·t mean to talk to you 
like that. We're both upset. I should 
never have come here-I know that now. 
It was just a mad impulse-a fool im
pulse, a crazy impulse. Let me tell you 
and let me go in peace-won't you ?" 

"All right !" 
Aileen, feeling . with her hands out

stretched in the dark, had found a chair 
and into this she sank quietly. 

"All right," she repeated. "I d,on't 
mind sitting here, I guess. I'm Pretty 
tired as it is. If you want to get away, 
tell me what you came here for-and give 

'me those letters." 
"I can't give you those letters, 

Aileen--" 
''You haven't any right to them. The 

police wouldn't let you keep them." 
'"The police must never know they ex

isted," he cried. 

"MR. POMEROY-put up that window 
shade, will you ? That will give 

us a little light. I don't like it  here in 
the dark." 

He muttered to himself, but did as she 
gsked, and a sallow gush of moonlight 
streamed in, bringing the piano . and a 
large divan into their sight. On the 
wall, too, Aileen could see a picture
the portrait of a beautiful girl, with sad 
and puzzled eyes. Instinctively she knew 
it was the portrait of Peggy Lanville. 

"�1r. Pomeroy?" 
''Yes-yes ?" 
"I am not a child. I'm a modern girl. 

You don't have to be afraid of me . . . .  
Was Peggy your sweetheart ?" 

A groan came from Gilbert Pomeroy. 
"That's what I thought," said Aileen. 

"Did you pay the bills for this apart
ment?" 

''Aileen-you mustn't--" 
"How long?" 

"About a year." 
"I guess I see what was on your mind.. 

She had some letters from you . . .  and 
your photograph. 'vVas that i t ?" 

"Yes." 
'Do you know who killed her?" 
"Aileen-you mustn't ask--" 
"But if you knew her that welt, yotr 

must have some information. Thin� 
Mr. Pomeroy-they've arrested my Tetl 
for this. You've got to come through !"' 

"I can't-I mustn't be mixed up in this
thing-nobody must know anything about 
it-nobody--" 

"Mr. Pomeroy, you're a coward-you 
danced, but you don't want to pay the 
fiddler !" 

"My reputation is in danger . . . .  [ 
must protect that at all c0sts." 

She heard him take a step forward. 
"Now, I'm going," he said. "There 

isn't any way that I can help you . . . ..  
I don't know anything of any value to 
the police . . . .  I want to get out of 
here . . . .  " 

"Mr. Pomeroy !" 
Aileen's voice was sharp, staccatto, 

filled with a quick surprise. 
"Look, Mr. Pomeroy ! Oh look I What 

is that?" 
He turned and a whispered cry broke 

from his lips. Backward he staggered, 
retreating in a panic. 

"Oh, my God !" he cried. "Oh, my 
God !" 

Aileen watched in a thrilled and fas
cinated silence, not knOwing what to 
fear, what to suspect, what to believe of 
this thing that her startled eyes had be
held. 

Through a door at th<; other end of 
the room had emerged a human band
a hand, and wrist and forearm-a long 
and slender white hand, turning its palm 
toward them in the moonlight. 

And the hand seemed to be floating 
in the air ! 

As if some we�d and capricious fate 
had arrange(t- the coming of the 

moon upon them, so that its greenish 
beams touched that hand and forearm 
b�ightly, the veins and the flesh of the 
thing were bathed with the soft silver 
light. 

In a silence born of fear, of fascina
tion, of dread expectancy, they watched 
it. What was i t ?  What could it  be? 
What would happen next ? 

All the dim apartment was filled \VIth 
silence and now Aileen began to wonder 
about Doctor Blitz. Was he concerned 
in this curious appearance of the hand ? 
Where was he, anyway? Was he hid
ing in the apartment for his own pur
poses ? Or had he escaped through some 
back door which he had fuund ? 

And then Aileen saw that it was not 
alone a hand that was coming toward 
them. Behind it there was a shado\yy 
body ; a filmy thing, that seemed to glide 
through the door on feet that made no 
sound upon the floor. 

Was it real ? Was it flesh and blood? 
Or was it a g]jost ? 

There was a tight constriction in 
Aileen's throat as she watched the thing 
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-she rose and, with Gilbert Pomeroy, 
slipped back in the room. The figure was 
that o£ a woman, and it now seemed 
like a real woman, palpable and substan
tial, though it did move so slowly, so 
rigidly, so silently in a rhythm that must 
be like the rhythm of the moving dead, 
if ever the dead did move. 

Gilbert Pomeroy was breathing heav
ily. His fear was increasing as Aileen's 
was subsiding. For her head was clear
ing from the daze of fright into which 
the apparition had ijrst cast her. Now 
she believed she recognized the figure. 
She was sure it was Margaret Levering, 
the medium of Doctor Antonio Blitz. 

But how had she got here? And why? 
In a moment, Aileen was sure of it. 

The creeping woman was no more than 
five feet from them now, and stealthily, 
steadily, gliding forward. Her vision 
clearing as her eyes grew more accus
tomed to the atmosphere, Aileen saw that 
the whole body was held stiffly and she 
asked herse1£ if there were such things 
as real trances, and if Margaret Lever
ing were in a real trance. 

Then, without warning, another figure 
moved in the gloom ; a short, dark figure, 
the body of a man, and Aileen knew that 
it was Doctor Blitz. Aileen seated her
self. 

"Doctor ! Isn't this your medium ?" 
she called tensely. 

41Hush !" he replied. "Not a word . . .  
I found her here in a trance . . . .  She is 
trying to find something!" 

"\Vhat is all this business ?" asked 
Gilbert Pomeroy hoarsely. 

'�Sssh !" whispered Doctor Blitz again. 
Now the entranced figure of Margaret 

Levering had turned and was crossing 
the living room. Moving in that same 
strange tread, that was like hypnosis, or, 
indeed, as if her body were possessed 
by some external spirit that guided her 
legs and feet across the carpet, she pur
sued her rigid way slowly but unfalter-
ingly. · 

"I feel like this is a nightmare !" 
gasped Pomeroy. 

Suddenly the medium gave a low moan, 
and they could

. 
see her arms, weaving 

in a kind of helpless;. searching, groping 
gesture in the air. 

"I won't ! I won't ! He is near now 
-but I won't !" she murmured tearfulJy. 

"Tell me what you won't do !" ple'aded 
Doctor Blitz, creeping behind her, his 
hand auf-stretched like a mesmerist, his 
body bent forward. 

"I won't . . . .  It wouldn't be right. . . .  
I'm not . . . .  so bad as that !" moaned 
the medium. 

"VVho is it  that is speaking?" asked 
Doctor Blitz. 

"He knows ! He knows !" 
'�'110?" 
"He ! He knows 1" 
';You know that we want to help you ?" 
Doctor Blitz's voice was eager, coax-

ing. 
"I know . . . .  But who can help me 

now ?" 
"We can't help you if you can't help 

us-you do understand that, don't you?" 
"Yes . . . .  yes . . . .  but the head . . . .  

the head was never found !" 

A GROAN escaped from the parted 
lips of Gilbert Pomeroy-a groan 

that struck terror to the heart of Aileen. 

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

\Vhat was it that drew such a cry oi 
conscience, of heart-break, of utter, stark 
and tragic terror from the cowering man 
at her side. 

"He knows . . . .  he has not forgotten 
. . . .  he can never forget !" muttered the 
medium, her body swaying in the thin 
spray of the moonlight 

"Won't you tell us who he i s ?" 
"I am forbidden to pronounce his 

name . . . .  it is the will of God . . . .  the 
dead are watching the living but the 
living will not watch the dead !" 

Doctor Blitz gave an exclamation of 
impatience. 

"This is the end-that is the message 
we always get when the trance is over," 
he said miserably. "Courage, 11argaret 
-now-remember--" 

A shuddering cry came from the me
dium. She swayed and fell backward and 
Doctor Blitz, though ridiculously shorte:r 
than she, caught her in his arms and led 
her to a divan. She fell back, whimper
ing, and he adjusted a pillow under her, 
and then, drawing a decorative scarf 
from the piano, threw it lightly over her 
form. 

Then, without more ado, he went to 
a switch in the side of the wall, the 
location of which he seemed to have not 
the sl ightest- difficulty in finding, and 
turned on the lights. 

�HEY made a singular quartet-the l four of them in that room. 
On the couch lay the prostrate form of 

Margaret Levering, the woman Aileen 
had discovered on the library balcony of 
her own home, hours before. To Aileen's 
astonishment, she discovered that l1iss 
Levering was now undressed, save for a 
filmy night-gown of pink silk and her 
stockings. To all appearances it seemed 
that she had been in bed, and asleep, 
when Doctor Blitz entered the apartment. 

How reconcile that phenomenon with 
what she knew of the case ? The mvs
tery seemed to grow more complex \\;ith 
every new corner they turned. 

And there beside her stood Gilbert 
Pomeroy, now with the damning picture 
and letters caught up in his hands ; his 
face white and stricken, and his eyes 
haunted with an evil and terrible fear, 
as Doctor Blitz stared at him accusingly. 

Aileen glanced from the friend of her 
family, the wealthy and dignified Gilbert 
Pomeroy, to the tense little figure of 
Doctor Blitz, who continued to stare at 
Pomeroy, while he stroked his chin whis
kers and rolled his changeable eyes most 
amazingly. 

"Doctor," said Aileen, Hwhat on earth 
does all this mean?" 

"I fe�l like asking the same questions," 
returned the boctor crisply. "There is a 
great deal here that is absolutely inex
plicable to me. What is this man doing 
here-and what has he got in his hand?'' 

"Peggy Lanvitle was his mistress,'' 
said Aileen cuttingly. "He came to get 
his picture and his letters-and he's 
scared stiff." 

Doctor Blitz chuckled. 
"There's more to it than that, Aileen," 

he said decisively. "Now, you will both 
have to listen to me . . . .  I am on the 
trail of solving two mysteries: One of 
them is the murder of Peggy Lanville. 
The other is the decapitation murder of 
Fanny Levering." � 

As those last words left his mouth, 
Gilbert Pomeroy gave a perceptible start. 

"Now you might as well understand," 
continued Doctor Blitz, and Aileen was 
struck at the old scientist'S conscious 
imitation of the manner of Detective 
Guy Turner, "what I have done. I am 
a scientist-and there is nothing that I 
will stop at in the pursuit of truth. When 
I left your father's house tonight, Aileen, 
I knew that :Margaret Levering was here. 
I had sent her here. I counted on luck 
to keep the police away for a little while 
-and she pretended to be a friencl of 
Peggy Lanville, as I had instructed her. 
I'll tell you about that later. But what 
I did was to tell Margaret to get un
dressed, put on a night-gown belonging 
to Peggy Lanville and get into her bed 
and go to sleep !" 

"My God, Doctor . . . •  That's horrible 1 
\Vhat for ?" 

"To try to draw the spirit of that 
murdered girl back into the body of my 
medium," responded Doctor Blitz im
placably. 

A CHILL seemed to blow through 
Aileen as she listened 'to the calm 

voice of Doctor Blitz, announcing what 
he had done. It all seemed so alien to 
the world in which she lived ; a world 
of parties, and matinees, dances and 
motor rides, and summers spent in the 
mountains. This was almost fiendish. 
She remembered that on the drive dO\\·n 
to Ted's office, hours before, her father 
had referred to a remark that Doctor 
Blitz had made-that in the pursuit of a 
scientific quest, he, as a scientist, would 
hesitate at nothing, not eYen murder, to 
discover the truth. 

She did not believe it then. But she 
did believe it now. As if it were nothing 
at all unusual, Doctor Antonio Blitz had 
calmly informed them of the cold-blooded 
thing he had done. 

"She has been here for hours," con
tinued the old psychist imperturbably. 
''\Vhen the elevator boy said she had 
telephoned down to find out what time 
it was, he thought it was the Lanvillc 
girl, but I knew better. I knew it was 
my medium. That convinced me that she 
had not been in a trance, and yet when 
I arrived here, I found that she was 
in a trance." 

Suddenly he took a step toward Pom
eroy. 

''It is strange you ·didn't see her when 
you came in here to get those letters 
and that picture," he said. 

Pomeroy glanced from Doctor Blitz to 
Aileen, manifestly-puzzled and confused. 

"I didn't turn on any lights," he sai:l. 
"I just went to Peggy's secretary desk 
there and opened it and took out the 
letters. The picture was on the piano. 
But it's queer she didn't hear me--" 

"SHE was in trance," interrupted Doc-
tor Blitz. "Of course she didn't 

hear you. In a little while she will come 
out of her trance, and then we wi 11 know 
the truth. In the meantime, Mr. Pom
eroy, if you want to protect your own 
interests in this matter, there are one 
of two courses open to you. Either you 
will call your lawyer immediately, or 
you will talk to me.u 

Pomeroy stared at the Doctor inso
lently. 
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:.ne came swiftllf toward herf'' 
SHE was a terrible temptation to him-as she 

would have been to any man. And Zara sud
denly realized that the door \vas shut and locked
and that she was alone with him in the room. 

She stood perfectly still and watched him warily 
-wondering what mad thing he would attempt 
to do. 

He came swiftly toward her, clasped her in his 
arms and passionately kissed her mouth. 

"Zara !" he murmured hoarsely. "Do you think 
I am stone? I tell you I bve you-madly." 

"Animal !" she hissed, and struck him across the 
face. 

* * * * 
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"Why should I talk to you ?" he de

manded. 
';Fo.r the very simple reason that I 

am investigating this case and want to 
know the truth about it." 

"Official1y ?" and Pomeroy sneered of
fensively. 

"No. Strictly on my own account." 
"I shaH certainly not subject myself 

to any inquisition from you/' said Gil
bert Pomeroy. "�{y errand here is 
ended, and I am going to leave., 

''I shall inform the authorities that I 
found you here," Doctor Blitz threatened 
calmly. -

''How will you explain your own pres .. 
ence here?" 

Doctor Blitz smiled. 
''That isn't troubling me," he said. 

"Why. should it trouble you ? . . .  As a 
matter of fact, Mr. Pomeroy, let me tell 
you this . . . .  I have direct connections 
with the police dep3.rtment . . • •  I have 
aided tliem in the expose of a number 
of swindling mediunls in New York. . . .  
after the great Torrini was quite baffled 
and was almost on the point of believing 
them to be genuine, even though he 
wouldn't admit it. It was I, not Torrini, 
who exposed the famous Thompson 
scoundrels, who were the ministers of 
the First Spiritualist Church here-they 
had deceived even Sir Arthur Conan 
Doyle. I am not .afraid of the police. 
They may be a little annoyed at me, but 
they will forgive me-the high officials, 
I mean. So don't you worry about Doc
tor Blitz. You had better worry about 
Gilbert Pomeroy." 

"\Vhat do you want me to tell you?" 
asked Pomeroy irritably. 

Doctor Blitz walked-over to the couch 
and studied the pale face of Margaret 
Levering. 

"She is in a very deep trance, indeed," 
he said, "and the only thing to do is to 
·wait here until we see what happens . . .  . 
1fr. Pomeroy, this is the situation . . .  . 
If the police do come here in the next 
little while, they are liable to suspect 
you of murder. You realize that, don't 
you?" 

Pomeroy forced a weak smile. 
"You're joking, aren't you ?" he asked. 
"Not at all. You were here, remov-

ing material that might be evidence to 
the police. That is very suspicious. You 
have carefully withheld the fact that you 
even knew this girl. That, too, is sus
picious. They would certainly want to 
question you. Isn't that right?" 

"Well-what of it?" 
"Simply this-the presence of Aileen 

and my medium and myself here can be 
explained. The police won't like it. The 
underlings may be even abusive to us. 
But we can get out of it all right. But 
you will be in a different position. Now 
my suggestion is that you place yourself 
under our protection-you will say you 
came here with us, and we will back you 
up in it, in exchange for which you will 
answer my questions as far as you can." 

Gilbert Pomeroy nodded his head. 
"All right," he said. "Go ahead!" 
"When did you first meet Peggy Lan-

ville?" 
"About a year ago." 
"\Vhere ?" 
"In Ted 1farston's office." 
"Oh-indeed !" 
"Yes . . . .  I suppose you might say I 
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flirted with her. . . It began harmlessly 
enough. I had met Ted at Mr. Grey's 
house and promised to look in on him 
for lunch. When I got there, he was 
out. So I chatted with Peggy-and took 
her to lunch instead." 

A
ILEEN could not look at the man. 

To her it seemed such a shameless 
spectacle-this man, well past the middle 
part of his life, taking a pretty stenog
rapher out to lunch. 

"Did Ted know this?" asked Doctor 
Blitz. 

"I am sure he did not. Peggy prom
ised to _keep it  a secret. Well. . . .  it 
isn't easy to tell. . . .  I was terribly 
infatuated with her, and saw her very 
frequently . . . .  I made her several very 
valuable presents . . . .  " 

HDid you seduce her?" asked Doctor 
Blitz, his voice even and unruffled. 

"I did not . . . .  I hate to talk about 
it . • . .  but Peggy had had several other 
• • . .  friends." 

"I see . . . .  Why, if  she was under your 
protection, did she continue to keep her 
job in Mr. Marston's office?" 

Gilbert Pomeroy shook his head. 
HI don't know," he said. Hit was very 

queer . . .  she. wouldn't stop working. 
• . .  She said she loved me and she 
wouldn't give up the idea that she was 
self-supporting . . . .  " 

"Do you mean that she really loved 
you?" 

"I wouldn't be surprised if she did." 
"Hmpf ! You mean. that she had a 

certaitl pride-that she did not accept 
your attentions for money, but because 
she did care for you-and she wanted 
you to marry her !" 

"Yes-that was about it, I guess." 
HWould you have married her?" 
Gilbert Pomeroy · snorted. 
"How could I marry a stenographer ?" 

he demanded. "A man in my social 
position--" 

"fOR God's sake don't talk like that," 
said Aileen. "It makes me want to 

commit murder myself !" 
The look that Gilbert Pomeroy turned 

on her was utterly without understand
ing. 

"Any other questions, Doctor Blitz?" 
he asked uneasily. 

"Yes . . . .  when did you see Peggy 
Lanville last?" 

"About a week ago." 
"\Vhere ?" 
"Right here-" 
"Haven't you heard from her since?" 
"No . . . .  she went away, somewhere 

. . . .  but she had a habit of doing that 
and I wasn't alarmed." 

"You didn't know where she was?" 
"No !" 
uYou concealed your surprise very well 

when you learned about the murder to
night-up at Miss Grey's home," said 
Doctor Blitz. 

"I had to." 
"I suppose -you did-by the way, Mr. 

Pomeroy, I want to ask you another 
very pertinent question. Did you ever 
know a woman by the name of Fanny 
Levering?" 

"What ?" 
"Surely the

. 
name isn't altogether 

strange to you . . . .  I am sure I saw your 
face turn pale tonight when I told the 

story of her murder in 1-Ir. Grey's l ibrary. 
. You heard 'it then, didn't you?" 

"I think--" 
"You know . . .  , and I know . . . .  And 

you knew Fanny Levering yourself, Pom
eroy . . . .  Come · across, now-with the 
truth. What was Fanny Levering to 
you?'' 

Gilbert Pomeroy stood up, tearing at 
his collar. 

"There's no use hiding it," he gasped. "I can read your eyes-yes-Fanny was 
my wife!" 

THE effect of this extraordinary ad
mission from Gilbert Pomeroy upon 

Aileen and upon Doctor Blitz was natu
rally profound. 

Aileen stiffened in he? chair as those 
momentous words came from the lips of 
her father's friend. Of course, it was 
almost incredible, but then, Pomeroy's 
connection with Peggy Lanville would 
have been incredible, only a few hours 
before. The man was a confessed flirt, 
the old-man lover of a young and beau
tiful girl-and with that as a premise, 
Aileen was ready to believe that any 
surprising development might grow out 
of it. 

She had known, naturally, that Gilbert 
Pomeroy was a widower, but she real· 
ized now that everybody had been very 
vague about the late Mrs. Pomeroy. No 
one ever spoke of her, really ; and al· 
though Aileen had visited several times 
at the Pomeroy place in Westchester, she 
could not remember ever having seen a 
picture of the wife. 

Had Fanny Levering been the lady of 
those Westchester estates ? And if so, 
why had Pomeroy's name been so scrupu
lously avoided in the discussions of the 
Levering murder and the Levering ghost, 
earlier in the evening. 

Moreover, why was Fanny Levering 
living alone in a hotel, instead of with 
her husband, at the time of her death? 

Such questions as these occurred im
mediately to Aileen, but before she could 
attempt to formulate them in an orderly 
procession, or to propound the first one 
of them to Pomeroy, Doctor Blitz had 
returned to his examination. 

There was no doubt that the admis
sion by Pomeroy that he was the hus
band of the former Fanny Levering had 
had an immediate and profound impact 
upon the mind of Doctor Blitz. When 
he heard the statement, he had shaken 
his head quickly, as does a man who is 
struck an unexpected blow. Then he had 
glanced hastily in the direction of the 
couch, where Margaret Levering lay,' 
still under the somnolent influence of 
the trance. 

"Do you recognize that young woman ?" 
asked Doctor Blitz urgently. 

"No. I have never seen her before 
. . . .  except tonight at the Grey home."' 

"Probably not . . . .  She has been in 
Australia, where she had a home, a hus
band and children . . . .  But she came 
all the way to America for one pur
pose . . . .  " 

"What was that, doctor ?" asked Aileen. 
"To find the murderer of her sister !'' 
There was a stern silence, after that, 

until Pomeroy said : 
"That woman there is Fanny's sister?" 
"Yes . . . .  she is your sister-in-law." 
"I begin to remember . . . .  there was a 



sister j\{argaret, of course . . . .  how long 
has she been in this country ?'' 

"Practically ever since the murder. 
During her absence one of her children 
died. Her husband finally brought the 
others here to New York and they have 
been settled here ever since. In all those 
years, Pomeroy, no one ever knew that 
she was even in America, and she was 
busy trying to track down the man who 
killed her sister." 

"Very interesting . . . .  and she is a 
spirit medium?" 

��She is . .  , . The story of how she 
became one is very interesting but there 
isn't time to tell it now . . . .  There is 
more: important business here. Pom
eroy !" 

Doctor Blitz was now most grave, 
most dignified. 

"Don't you think you had better tell 
me just what is to be told about your 
marriage to Fanny Levering?" 

Pomeroy made an impatient gesture 
with his hands. 

"I don't see why that is necessary/' 
he argued. "Those are details of my 
private life that are very painful to me� 
. . . .  I don't want to discuss them with 
you, or with anybody else." 

1'But Pomeroy, did the police know, at 
the time, that you were her husband ?" 

"They did !" 
"And the thing was hushed up?'' 
"Yes . . . .  i t  cost me a great deal, but 

it was hushed up . . . .  You see, the mar-
riage was secret . . . .  she had taken dope 
. . . .  she was in with a bad crowd . . . .  
It would have been a terrible scandal on 
my name !" 

Doctor Blitz could not conceal a sneer 
lurking under his mustaches. 

"You certainly are proud of your 
name, aren't you?" he remarked. "I am 
to understand, now, that during that 
former investigation you co-operated 
with the police ?" 

"I did. They know all about it down 
at headquarters. It was simpl)r a mat
ter of keeping the thing behind closed 
doors, and not Jetting the newspapers in 
on it !" 

"But Pomeroy !" 
The voice of Doctor Blitz had now be

come silken, smooth and disarming. 
"Don't you think it will seem awfully 

queer to the police-this second murder 
in your affairs of the heart?" 

UDamn it !" 
GiLbert Pomeroy shouted the curse, as 

he rose to his feet threateningly. 
urm tired of this !" he cried violently. 

'11 don't care what you think or what 
the police think. What in the hell right 
have you got to be probing at me li�e 
this, anyway ?" 

Doctor Blitz raised a protesting hand. 
"We've been all through that," he said 

soothingly. "There is something more 
important to talk about. . . .  I didn't 
know you had such a high temper, Mr. 
Pomeroy, if  you will forgive my say
ing so !" 

''I'd like to know what you mean by 
that ?" 

"'Nothing in particular . . . .  although, 
you see, :Mr. Pomeroy, the circumstances 
are peculiar . . . .  You were in love with 
both these women, and they were both 
murdered in the same room . . . .  " 

A bleak look came into the eyes of 
Gilbert Pomeroy. 
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110f course !" he said. "I had thought 
about that . . .  but what can I do . . . .  " 

DOCTOR BLITZ took an impressive 
step forward and thrust a straight 

fore-finger at Gilbert Pomeroy. 
uOne thing," he said, "is absolutely 

certain . . . .  There is an inescapable con
nection between those two crimes . . . .  
There is something haunted and sinister 
about those offices now occupied by Ted 
Marston . . . .  and somewhere behind all 
this there is a man or a woman who 
knows . . . .  The same hand struck down 
Fanny Levering and Peggy Lanville !" 

"I think i t  is just a horrible coinci
dence," said Gilbert Pomeroy. 

"There is no such thing as coinci
dence,11 spluttered Doctor Blitz in flushed 
annoyance. uThe trail here is too 
marked for that. . . .  Did you know any 
of Peggy Lanville's people ?" 

"I knew her brother." 
uoh, did she have a brother?" 
"Yes . . . .  his name was Jack." 
ui thought you said you didn't know 

anything about her people?" 
"I met her brother here.". 
11] ack Lanville ?" 
1'Yes.11 
"I wish we could get hold of him . . .  _ 

he could tell us a lot we would like to 
know.u 

"I don't see . . . .  " 
"But I do, Pomeroy. Her brother will 

be willing to co-operate, because he will 
be as anxious to solve this as Aileen 
and 1." 

''I am just as anxious to solve it  as 
you are," said Pomeroy with dignity, 
and a glance at Aileen. 

'1And yet the murder of your wife has 
remained an unsolved mystery even un
til this moment . . . .  Let me see !" 

THIS final remark from Doctor Blitz 
was prompted by a slight cry from the 

woman on the couch. As he strode to
ward her, Doctor Blitz turned'and put a 
finger to his lips. 

"I am sure she has not heard a word 
of this conversation," he said. 11Under 
no circumstances let her know that you 
were the husband of her sister . . . .  It  
might agitate her terribly . . . .  she i s  in 
a profound nervous state as it is." 

He bent over the prostrate form of 
the woman and began whispering to her 
soothingly. 

"Are you all right, 1•fargaret ?" he 
asked at last. 

A low sigh escaped her. The doctor 
smoothed her forehead with his hands, 
moving them 'gently back a:nd forth, 
and in his voice, as he spoke to her 
soothingly, there was a surprising ten· 
derness. 

''Oh, Doctor," murmured Margaret 
Levering, "I'm so tired !" 

ul know !" 
As he bent over her then he was no 

longer the scientist ; he seemed like a 
father, solicitous over the welfare of his 
daughter. 

';Can I help, Doctor ?" whispered 
Aileen. 

He looked across the room and shook 
his head. 

"Now, 11argaret," said Doctor Blitz, 
•"I am going to ask you to be a strong, 
brave noman, for I think we are near
ing the end." 

uy ou mean--" 
"Yes !" 
"Really-yes?'' 
�'Yes !" 
"Thank God !" 
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"I want you to summon all your re
sources, and try to remember . . . .  \Vhile 
you were in your trance, you would not 
speak to me, or answer me . . . .  Did you 
see or hear anything that you can re· 
member?" 

Margaret Levering raised herself on 
her elbow and looked about her rather 
wildly. 

"This is-her room?" she breathed . . . .  
A shudder ran through her rather frail 
body . . . .  "I remember . . . .  You sent 
me here' from the house where I found 
you . . . .  " 

"Mr. Grey's house . . . .  yes," said 
Doctor Blitz quietly. 

"When I got here, I found the door 
unlocked . . . .  I told the elevator man I 
was a friend of Miss Lanville's . . . .  He 
didn't seem to mind my going in . . . .  I 
did just what you said . . . .  Oh, Doctor !" 

"Yes-tell me." 
"I did not turn on the lights, but I 

found her night-gown in the dark. I un
dressed, just as you told me to do, and 
I got into her bed . . . .  And then the 
strangest thing happened." 

"What ?" 
"I felt myself going off into a trance 

. . . .  but it was a different trance from 
any I had ever known before . . . .  I was 
cold, and tired, and terribly frightened 
. . . .  and my throat began· to ache, as i f  
someone were choking me there . . . .  
tightly . . . .  and I wanted to scream but 
I couldn't. . . .  I felt as if I were dying 
. . . .  as if I were being choked to 
death . . . .  " 

"This is horrible !'' said Gilbert Pom
eroy. 

"I felt hands on my throat. . . .  smooth 
hands . . . .  smooth fingers . . . .  choking 
me . . . .  and I knew it was the end of 
everything . . . .  I didn't seem to be my-
self any more . . . .  I was someone else 
. . . .  I think. . _ _  I think I was . . . .  
that poor girl !" 

"Never mind !" 

DOCTOR BLITZ'S voice was almost 
womanly in its tenderness to her, 

as he stroked her forehead and encour
aged her. 

"I must tell it all now . . . .  It will do 
me good to tell it . . . .  I felt as if the 
life were being squeezed out of me by 
those smooth fingers on my throat . . . .  
and then I collapsed . . . .  " . 

"And that is all ?" 
There was no mistaking the note of 

-disappointment in Doctor Blitz's voice. 
"That was all/' replied Margaret Lev

ering. "I didn't know anything else un
til I opened my eyes, just a few minutes 
ago !" 

Doctor Blitz stood up and then walked 
out into the center of the floor. There 
he remained, staring blankly at his shoes, 
as if in their bright polish he might 
read the secret that evaded him, as the 
Japanese holy men read the future in 
their enchanted black mirrors. 

"I can't understand it," he said bitter
ly. "It looks like my experiment has 
been a complete failure . . . .  And yet, 
with a medium as sensitive, as filled with 
love as you are, Margaret-love for one 
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who has passed over-hOw on earth can 
it fail ? If the dead can help the liv
ing, if there is such a thing as spirit 
return, here was the one opportunity for 
the thing to happen. Here was a crisis 
in the affairs of several human beings. 
And yet there came no sign !" 

He walked up and down the floor dis
consolately. 

"Here," he complained, "we had an 
ideal set of circumstances. And yet the 
experiment was a complete failure I" 

"Not a complete failure," protested 
Aileen. "You surely regard what Miss 
Levering said as important-the choking, 
the hands at her throat. Certainly that 
showed something.'' 

Doctor Blitz shook his head and smiled 
sadly. 

"No," he said. "She knew about the 
murder. Her imagination might easily 
have done that. I want direct proof
what I want is a message from the other 
world that will solve this murder !'' 

"You'll never get it," said Gilbert 
Pomeroy. 

"What makes you say ..that ?" demanded 
Doctor Blitz with a sudden and most 
surprising ferocity. 

"Because all this stuff is moonshine," 
said Pomeroy ·stoutly. '41n the show
down it simply doesn't work-as you 
have just proved. Now, is there any 
reason for us to linger here any longer?" 

Doctor Blitz seemed thoroughly dis
couraged. 

jji don't believe there is," he admitted. 
"When I left Mr. Grey's house I felt 
confident of success. I brought Aileen 
with me, because I thought she would be 
what you might call a psychological re
inforcement. She has an emotional in
terest in this crime, and it  is emotion 
that means most in spiritual things. I 
was sure that this time we would get 
results. I have been getting all kinds 
of vague messages-warnings-prompt
ings-that sort of thing . . .  but nothing 
definite enough. Now, tonight, I got a 
message when Miss Levering came to 
Aileen's house that there might be a 
third murder, if something were not done. 
. . .  And yet, when we try to reach 
something tangible we fai l !" 

THE distress of the old scientist 
seemed too genuine to be assumed. 

He was thoroughly cast down. 
44What shall we do ' now?" asked 

Aileen. 
"I shall take you home, Aileen. I am 

sorry to admit it, but I can't do any
thing. Perhaps, tomorrow, after Miss 
Levering is stronger, we can try again. 
But now--" 

"But now !" said Aileen, 44You want to 
cry quits. \iVell, you may but I won't !" 

"What do you mean, child?" 
441 mean that you can go home, but I 

am not going home until I find out who 
killed Peggy Lanville." 

"Aileen !" 
The old scientist crossed the floor and 

put his hands on her shoulders, friendly 
and benevolent. 

041£ it were not so serious, little girl, 
it would be .laughable. It is  now about 
three o'clock in the morning-and we all 
are here on one of the most preposterous 
errands imaginable. Now you want to 
stay out for the rest of the night-for 
what ? You couldn't do anything, Aileen, 
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but make yourself ridiculous, or get into 
trouble !" 

441 don't care what you say," returned 
Aileen, "as long as Ted is under arrest 
I am not going to sleep until I do some
thing about it !" 

44The girl is right !" 
The voice was that of the medium, 

Margaret Levering. She had wrapped 
the piano scarf tightly about her, as she 
sat up on the divan, and her pale face 
seemed weird, as the glow of her staring 
eyes was fixed upon them. 

"You said that love was the most i·m
portant thing in a matter of this kind. 
She loves her young man. I love my 
murdered sister. Aileen--" 

uMargaret, dear !" 
"I will stay with you and help you as 

long as you want me, too-no · matter 
what anyone else says I" 

44Look here, you two !" 
Doctor Blitz was excited. He pulled 

his chin whisker nervously as he strode 
toward them. 

uDon't either of you get the idea for 
one minute that I am any less anxious 
than you to solve this crime . . . .  I was 
simply trying to be a human being and 
a gentleman-but if you mean what you 
say, I think you are two wonderful girls 
-1 will work--" 

44May I say a word ?" 
It was Gilbert Pomeroy speaking, and 

they remained silent, for his expressi0n 
was one of the most intimate interest in  
the subject at  hand. 

" l lOU are perhaps thinking that I may Y have had something to do with this 
crime," he began. uBut whether you do 
or not, I want to find out who did com
mit this ghastly deed, and I wish you 
would let me join you and help you." .-

Doctor Blitz shrugged his shoulders. 
44!£ you want to," he said quietly. 
uAnd furthermar€," said Pomeroy, "I 

have a suggestion to make that may ap
peal to you. It is �imply this. When 
we are laying our plans for the rest of 
this weird night, wouldn't it be well to 
get in touch with someone in the Police 
Department? Doctor, you ·said you had 
friends down there. I know two im.
portant men myself. Why run the con
stant danger of getting Ourselves mis
understood, when we can cooperate with 
them ?" 

44The trouble is-we haven't any plan. 
We don't know what to do next," said 
Aileen. 44If we do go to the police, we 
have nothing to offer." 

uwe have my medium," retorted Doc
tor Blitz, with some asperity. 

"But your medium hasn't done any
thing. No medium has ever done any
thing," declared Pomeroy, with impa
tient positiveness. "You can't expect the 
police, or anybody else, to take this 
medium business seriously until you have 
produced results. We do know a few 
things they haven't found out, I imagine. 
At any rate, I'm all for joining hands 
with the police and not conducting this 
investigation alone. Now that I've got 
this picture and these letters, I am not 
afraid of their getting anything on me 
-I am ready for anything." 

There was a moment's silence while ' 
they looked at each other in an exceed
ing perplexity. It remained for Aileen 
to break that puzzled quiet. 

"It• seems to me," she said, her brows 
knitted into a frown of thought, her eyes 
studious and serious, 44that what we 
need more than anything else is to take 
stock of where we stand. We know 
where the police stand. They think Ted 
did it. And I suppose they may have him 
down at Headquarters now, putting him 
through the third degree that I have 
read about in the newspapers. As long 
as they think Ted did it; they are not 
bothering about any other clues--" 

uThat is typical of the police," said 
Doctor Blitz. 

14}ust the same," pursued Aileen, Hthere 
are a lot of clues that no one has paid 
any real attention to at all. Ted was 
talking to me -while we were down at 
his office there, and he told me as much 
as he could in the limited time he had 
to talk to me. And the things he told 
me throw an altogether different light 
on the case. Now Mr. Pomeroy here 
has come into the matter and he com-
plicates it, too. 

. 

"Now, let me tell you the questions 
that are bothering me ; questions that I 
believe will show who really did this 
crime, or maybe both these crimes, if 
we c.an only find the answers." 

'4Go ahead," said Doctor Blitz approv
ingly. 

"UJELL," said Aileen, 44first there is 
the question of where Peggy Lan

ville was during the days that she did 
not appear in Ted's office. She was 
there on Monday night for the last time 
until her dead body was found there to
night. That is one of the most impor
tant questions to be answered." 

44That's right," said Pomeroy, and Doc
tor Blitz nodded his head emphatically. 

j(In the next place," continued Aileen, 
'4there is a third woman who figures in  
this case and who has received precious 
little attention. That woman is Miss 
Browning. Early this afternoon Ted 
engaged her as Peggy Lanville's suc
cessor. She disappeared out of his office. 
She left her coat and hat behind her
but she, herself, was absolutely gone !u 

To this Doctor Blitz made no comment, 
but Gilbert Pomeroy glanced uneasily 
around him, as if the recital of this 
multiplication of mysteries was getting 
on his nerves. 

41Then," resumed the young girl earn
estly, "I believe that that man Harry 
Summers · needs looking into. The Police 
seemed to know him and trust him, but 
that doesn't mean a thing to me. I am 
not going to eliminate anybody from my 
calculations on this night-not even my
self !" 

41Yourself I" exclaimed Gilbert Pom
eroy. uBe serious, now, Aileen." 

ul am perfectly serious . . . .  I had a 
motive for killing Peggy Lanville." 

'4You ?" 
"Yes-!. How do you know I didn't 

do i t ?  I w:as not at home at the time 
she was killed. I was walking up from 
down-town, and there �isn't anybody I 
can bring forward to prove it." 

"But you had no motive !" 
Aileen laughed. 
"You don't know how jealous I am," 

she said. · "I never liked Ted being alone 
all day in the office with such a pretty 
girL I merely say this--" 

uoh, it's perfectly ridiculous," said 
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Doctor Blitz. 11Go on, though, my dear. 
I like to hear how you check off these 
various things that we have got to find 
the answers to. Go on, now!'' 

"I insist that somebody ought to ex
plain the friendship between Harry 
Summers and Peggy Lanville. Suppose 
that he was guilty. vVouldn't it be smart 
of him to plant that poison candy stuff, 
just to get himself off? There's a lot 
to be done in finding out about Harry 
Summers !" 

''I agree with that," said Doctor Blitz. 
"From now on," continued Aileen, "we 

come to mysteries that are much more 
unbelievable. There is that death card, 
for instance. I told you about that, 
Doctor Blitz." 

To this again Doctor Blitz made no 
reply. 

"It is a very queer piece of business 
for the l ine, 'Cancelled by death' to be 
written under Peggy Lanville's name
before she was murdered. Something 
deep lies behind that card ; it is  one of 
the most important clues in the whole 
investigation. 

"And then, who should walk into Ted's 
office but the girl's brother ? And what 
has he got in his hand? A bottle of 
tears 1 How can the polic� ignore a 
bizarre thing like that? 'These are the 
tears she shed before she died I' Who
<'Ver wrote 'that knew that she was · go
ing to die, didn't they?" 

"PERHAPS," said Doctor Blitz. "Al-
though I can see another explana

tion of �that . . . .  However, pfoceed. 
There will be time enough afterward to 
go back and study each of these ques
tions. I am making a little note of them 
here in this notebook, so that we won't 
forget any of them. They are very 
valuable, Aileen," he continued patron
izingly. 

"There is a great deal more," returned 
the girl, not altogether pleased at the 
tone of the old scientist. "Ted told me 
how when he was being questioned in 
his private office they suddenly heard 
the sound of a typewriter-his typewriter 
in the outer office. And the policeman 
on guard there became terribly frightened 
and said that he saw a headless woman, 
sitting at a typewriter and typing a 
message. That's how the glass was 
broken in that door-the policeman run
ning away." 

"The policeman was drunk," decided 
Pomeroy. 

"But the' message was there," insisted 
Aileen. "I don't know what it said, but 
Ted told me it was some kind of weird 
spirit message. And besides, the police
man said that the spirit he saw there 
was wearing a smock I" 

She looked from Doctor Blitz to 
Pomeroy. 

"When you remember that," she said, 
"and when you also remember how puz
zled Detective Guy Turner was as to 
how an old janitress got into the office 
-Ted told me about that, too-doesn't 
it seem to you there is something queer 
about that office ?" 

"I've always said so," dec1ared Doc
tor Blitz. 

"There's some hidden way of getting 
into that . office and getting out of it  
again," declared Aileen. "And if they 
gav� me a chance to look through it, I 
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could find it." 
"I wish they would let me hold a 

seance there," said Doctor Blitz. "I 
know I could find out something." 

"VI/e haven't begun to get to the bot
tom of the thing, even then. There was 
a note found on that woman's body. It 
was a pleading, threatening note. It 
seemed to argue that Peggy Lanville 
was going to become a mother and that 
she was demanding that someone marry 
her. They all believe it was Ted. I 
don't believe it was Ted. I believe--" 

A sudden light swept through Aileen's 
eyes. She turned and pointed her finger 
at Pomeroy. 

"I believe that note was meant for 
you !" she cried accusingly. 

He stood up, confused and annoyed. 
"That is not so," he dec1ared. 4'Why 

should she take a note addressed to me 
to your friend's office? That is too 
ridiculous, young lady." 

Aileen shrugged he.r shoulders. 
"Maybe. It is, at least, one of the 

mysteries, and it was intended for some
body besides Ted-1 know it wa·s never 
meant for him ! . . .  I'm not through yet. 
. . .  Doctor Blitz, you've heard me say 
a lot of things here tonight, but now I 
am going to say a few things directly 
to you. I don't believe in this spirit 
business as completely as you do. And 
I think that your actions have more than 
once been peculiar." 

41My actions?" 
"Yes . . . .  I think it  was very strange, 

the way Miss Levering came to our 
house tonight . . . .  And I think it was 
even stranger that you sent her here, 
without Jetting anyone know." 

"UJHA T on earth do you mean? Do 
you think that I was in love with 

Peggy Lanville ?" 
Doctor Blitz looked as if  he felt great

ly insulted. 
"Father told me that you said you 

would not hesitate at any crime, even 
murder, to establish the actuality of 
Spiritualism. It seems far-fetched-but 
so do some of the things you say and 
do, Doctor. Don't mind my frctnkness 
. . .  this is not the time for mere po
liteness, is i t ?  All your actions, your 
eagerness to hold that seance in the room 
where the headless murder had been com
mitted, point to an almost fanatical in
terest in the subject. I think you ought 
to explain some matters, too." 

Doctor Blitz nodded h:s head with a 
saccharine kind of dignity. 

"Indeed," he remarked. "And are there 
any other little matters that puzzle you 
about this case, my dear ?" 

"Yes, there are, Doctor. Just what did 
you mean · when we all went down to 
Ted's office and you said to the detec
tive that there would be another murder 
committed in the office if they were not 
careful ?" 

"I don't remember saying any such 
thing," said Doctor Blitz blankly. 

"I heard you," said Aileen. "That is 
just what you said." 

"Yes, Doctor," said Gilbert Pomeroy, 
- ul remember your saying that to De

tective Turner." 
"Did I ?" 
The voice of Doctor Blitz was hushed 

to a whisper. 
"I had forgotten all about it," he de-

clared. "Pe'rhaps I was trying to im ... 
press him . • .  or no ! I remember. 
When I was talking to my medium, up 
at Mr. Grey's home, she got a trance 
message that another murder would be 
committed there. That was how it was 
-yes-that was how it was !" 

"Very odd," said Pomeroy. 
"Very," said Aileen. 
"Weii-are there any more questions ?" 

asked Doctor Blitz briskly. 
"One more," said Aileen. "Do you re

member when we came here tonight, 
Doctor Blitz, that we saw Mr. Pomeroy 
coming here ahead of us?" 

"Yes ! That's right. I had forgotten 
that. Of course we did. You said his 
figure was vaguely familiar, but you 
couldn't precisely identify him." 

"That's correct. And you do remem
ber, don't you, that someone was fol
lowing him ?" 

Pomeroy leaned forward, his eyes wid
ening. 

"Somebody folJowing me?" he asked. 
"Yes . . .  a little, dark man who hid 

behind a tall flight of steps and watched 
you come in here." 

"Hm !" 
Gilbert Pomeroy was obviously wor

ried. 
"I can't imagine who it could be," he 

�aid. 
"Perhaps it had no �onnection with 

this case at all," suggested Doctor Blitz. 
' ·I said that to Aileen at the time." 

"You also said there was no such 
thing as coincidence," returned Pomeroy, 
walking to the window. ur wonder if he 

, is still there." 
"I don't think you could see him from 

there," said Aileen. 
"You never can tell." 
Pomeroy pushed back the lace curtains 

and pressed his forehead against the 
glass. 

"By George !" he exclaimed. "We are 
in for it, now!" 

"\¥hat?" asked Aileen and Doctor 
Blitz, rushing toward the window. 

ALL �his time, Margaret Levering had C'l lam QUietly on the couch, with her 
eyes closed. 

The three of them stared out of the 
window down in the narrow canyon of 
the street. Upon the asphalt the moon 
glittered whitely ; far away they heard 
the rumble of a passing elevated train, 
and nearby the roar of a starting taxicab 
motor. 

"There ! Up the street !" whispered 
Pomeroy ; so taut were his nerves that 
he had lowered his voice, under the 
momentary delusion that his voice could 
be heard ·all the way down in the street. 

Then they saw, on the opposite side
walk, what it was that had so excited 
Pomeroy. Three men were standing in 
a little group, and one of them, Pomeroy 
whispered, had until that moment been 
pointing directly at the window through 
which they were then looking down. 

"If I am not mistaken," said Gilbert 
Pomeroy, 11We made a grave mistake in 
ever turning those lights on." 

"Do you think it can be the police?" 
asked Doctor Blitz. 

"I didn't see any uniform . . .  but 
th�n, they might be plain-clothes de
tectives." 

"What shall we do?" 



Before either of them could reply to 
Aileen's question, there came an inter� 
ruption, in the form of a low moan from 
the figure on the couch. 

Margaret Levering was muttering in 
a pained undertone. 

"My God !" said Doctor Blitz, "Mar
garet is going into a trance again . . . . 
:Maybe we will get something this time!'' 

"What shall we do?" asked Aileen. 
"How can we hel}:i ?" -

"Turn out the lights," said Doctor 
Blitz. 

As Aileen crossed the room to turn 
off the switch, she saw an amazing sight. 
Gilbert Pomeroy, ignoring the woman on 
the couch, or the excitement of Doctor 
Blitz and Aileen regarding her condition 
of coming trance, had gone to the 
fireplace, and placing his bundle of let
ters over the gas-logs had turned on the 
cock and applied a match. Just as 
Aileen flashed off the lights, the fire of 
the burning love-letters spilled a leap of 
yellow and blue light through the room. 

Doctor Blitz's voice sounded crack
Jingly on the stillness. 

"A spirit made you do that thing," he 
cried. "Those flames will help the dead. 

. The dead have been watching the living. 
Now perhaps the living will watch the 
dead. Who can tel l ?"  

On h is  knees before the  fireplace, Gil
bert Pomeroy turned around and looked. 
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The light on his face brought out in 
livid detail the fear that was in his 
eyes and the tortured twisting of his lips. 

"I didn't do it-for that," he said. "I 
thought the police were coming up here 
from the street--" 

"Burn them ! Burn them I Burn them !" 
boomed DoCtor Blitz, his voice sounding 
like a chant uttered in the exorcism ·of 
evil demons. "Tear out the photograph 
and burn that, too!'' 

"No!" said Aileen. "He may have 
killed her. That is evidence. You are 
letting him burn up the evidence I" 

"Burn them ! Burn them I Burn them!" 
hooted Doctor Blitz, who seemed him
self under some curious spell. 11I am 
not afraid. The truth is coming-soon. 
I have never felt like this at a seance 
before. I can feel that something un
usual is going to happen !" 

44But the police may be coming !" cried 
Aileen. 

"We must not let them in ! This is 
too near-we are ready to cross the bor
derland-see-see--" 

HE was pointing at Margaret Lever
ing. The woman had arisen. Her 

face seemed fixed in some cataleptic ex
pression of horror. Her eyes were wide 
and staring. Her hands were out
stretched-and they could not tell if  
tho,se clutching fingers were out-flexed 
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so, in an imitation of the way in which 
Peggy Lanville was murdered, or wheth
er they were holding an invisible sev
ered head. 

uDon't speak to her ! Don't touch 
her !" said Doctor Blitz. uQuiet I Quiet!" 

The medium's lips opened and her 
voice, hollow and profound, issued forth, 
saying : 

44I am the spirit of one woman-! am 
the spirit of another woman-I am the 
spirit of a third woman-Fanny and 
Peggy and Margaret - Margaret and 
Fanny and Peggy-three women who 
will see that justice is done. Follow the 
three of us now-the three of us crowded 
into this one body-follow us as we cross 
the floor-follow us and we shall lead 
you to where--" 

At that moment there came a sharp, 
tingling peal of a bell. 

Someone was at the door ! 

Who-or wltat-raHg at tlte door of 
the mnrdered Peggy Lanville? What 
1rew horYor is await£ng Aileen) aud lzer 
accused sweet/teart? This amazing 
serial nears its astounding cUma.r 1'n 
the November 11!11Hber of GHOST 
STORIES, on the stands September 23d. 
Don't miss an instalment of "The Phan
tom of the Fifteenth Floor." 

Pawn of the Unseen 

stayed off for a long time, and central 
gets no answer, but finally she gets the 
idea that everything ain't all right there 
-that something funny is happening, so 
she tells the. head operator about it. 
The head operator tells it to the police, 
and Headquarters gels in touch with the 
cop on the beat, who goes to Grimm's 
home and wakes the butler. The butler 
don't know nothing about it, but he and 
the cop goes into , the living room-and 
that's where they found it." 

"It ?" 
"Yes, the body of Martin Grimm," said 

the detective succintly. 
TerrY was silent, but his gaze was in

quiring, and the detective went on. 
"Yes, there was :Martin Grimm, already 

getting cold in death, sitting at the 
telephone." 

Terry started, but caught himself be
fore\ it was perceptible. "At the tele
phone ?" he inquired. 
" l lES, at the telephone. Sitting at his y table, with the receiver at his ear, 
and his mouth open, almost as though 
he \vas speaking into the phone. He was 
propped up on his elbow, and that held 
the body erect. It looked almost like he 
were just engaged in a conversation, but 
when they to.uched him, he co11apsed in 
a heap to the floor, and they picked him 
up and put him on the couch. 

"They examined him carefully, and 
there wasn't a mark on him. They called 
the doctor, and he said it must have been 
heart disease." 

"Sitting at the telephone • • •  talking 

(Continued from page 1 2) 
" said Terry, and he felt a stirring 

at the roots of his hair. Grimm had al
ways been strange . . .  there was some
thing about him, Terry had always felt, 
that was not of this earth-an aura of 
the unearthly, a feeling as though around 
him were things no ordinary human 
could see. There was that about Martin 
Grimm, reflected Terry, that nobody had 
ever explained ; things that would never 
see the light. Not for nothing was the 
old man a recluse. ¥ et something within 
him whispered that he had better be 
careful. Lenore was some way involved 
in this curious case, and he must make 
no false step. At the telephone ! 

HWel1, then," he said at length, "where 
do you come into this thing, and why do 
you think there was foul play?" 
· The detective dug into a vest pocket 

and drew out a folded sheet of scarlet 
paper. "I thought you would ask that. 
When the butler and the flatfoot exam
ined the room, they found an arrow quiv
ering in the wall near the old man-it 
looked as though it had been shot in 
through the open window fram the 
street." 

44An arrow ?" 
"Yes, the kind the kids use, only bet

ter made. And this paper was on it." 
He unfolded the scarlet sheet, pierced 
through its center, evidently where the 
head of the arrow had been pushed 
through. He handed the sheet to the 
wondering Terry, who smelled a faint 
aroma of pungent Oriental perfume as 
he took it, spread i t  out on the arm of 
his chair, and read the _terrible message 

to Martin Grimm, now cold in death : 

Traitor ! Tonight your soul 
goes flaming down to hell ! 

THE SEVEN. 

The message was roughly printed, as 
though with a brush dipped in purple 
ink, and the paper was crinkled where 
the heavy ink was too much for it. 

The detective nodded significantly as 
Terry read this message aloud. 

11Now," said Carton, uyou can see 
where I got the idea of foul play. Evi
dently he saw the arrow come flying in, 
and started to call up the police, and--" 

14Yes, but the telephone," said Terry. 
HWhy, what's wrong with the tele

phone ?" queried the detective. · 141t 
sounds perfectly logical, doesn't it?" 

"Well, the funny part of i t  is  this," ' 
said Terry slowly. He resolved to men
tion the matter to the detective, as it was 
extremely unlikely that it would go un
noticed anyway. Probably the butler 
would speak of it, if  he himself didn't. 

14You see," said Terry, uthe telephone 
is the curious part of the whole affair. 
I cannot for the life of me understand 
how Martin Grimm could have been 
sitting at the telephone, talking, or about 
to talk, when this happened." 

14Why not ?" inquired Carton. 
Terry did not speak for a moment. 

There was a tense silence, and the de
tective leaned forward, sensing that 
something startling was about to develop. 
Finally, when the silence had become 
almo�t unbearable, the detective spoke 
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again, his voice puzzled, interested. 
"Why not?" he asked. "Why shouldn't 

he be sitting talking 01 the telephone ?" 
Terry's mouth felt dry, and he mois

tened his lips before he spoke ; the de- · 
tective's face was rigid an� ·immobile in  
its amazement. 

"Martin Grimm," said Terry, slowly 
and deliberately, "was deaf and dumb !'' 

F
OR a space there was a dead silence . 
between the two men, Terry noting 

the effect of his announcement, and the 
detective trying to grasp its meaning. 
Finally the detective spoke, parroting the 
words as though by some reflex action 
of his vocal cords utterly disconnected 
and dissociated with his brain : 

"Deaf and dumb !" His tone was 
monotonous and emotionless, as though 
hi; mind were still struggling for the 
meaning of the simple words. "Deaf and 
dumb !" 

Terry nodded. "The question is," he 
• said, "what was a deaf and dumb-" 

The man from Headquarters found 
speech and interrupted him. "\Vhat was 
a deaf and dumb guy doing at the tele
phone ?" 

"You answer that one," said Terry. 
"Trying to get a number ?" Carton 

was puzzled. 
Terry nodded slowly. "He might have 

better luck than some of us. I've often 
wondered how to go about getting a 
correct number nowadays--" 

"Never mind the wisecracks/' said the 
detective. 1'lt ain't so funny. It looks 
as if there is more to this case than I 
lgured on.'' He regarded Terry sus-

iciously. "Are you dead sure that's all 
ou know about it ?" 
"Absolutely all," said Terry. 
"This here now Lenore," the detective 

regarded him closely : "Do you know 
where she's living now ? Or where I can 
get hold of her ? She might know more 
about this than we think." 

Terry shook his head. "No," he said. 
"You see, when she moved she said 
nothing about where she was going. I've 
met her next door a few times since, 
when she was visiting there, but that's 
all." 

The detective rose and took up his 
derby hat, which he had put on the floor 
next to his chair. 

"Well, I guess I'll be going back again 
next door, and give things the once 
over." 

"Are you sure Martin Grimm was 
murdered ?"  asked Terry. 

"I don't know," replied Carton, shak
ing his head in a mystif1ed fashion. 
"Couldn't find any real signs of it-but 
something tells me there's a lot under 
the surface of this here case. There's 
more ways of doing away with people 
than by messing up the whole block with 
them. Anyway, I'm going, to look it over 
pretty careful. Deaf and dumb, eh ?" 

Shaking his head dubiously, the man 
from Headquarters took his departure. 

TERRY sat quietly in his chair for 
many minutes, thinking. He could 

not seem to make head or tail of the 
matter. There were two things that 
puzzled him. First, there was the mat
ter of the early morning visit of Lenore 
next door-for he was certain that it had 
been Lenore. A pretty little morsel for 
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the detective, he reflected, and was glad 
he had had presence of mind enough not 
to say anything about it. Then there 
was the manner of Grimm"s death-talk
ing at the telephone. He had known 
Grimm for over a year now, and had 
never known him to utter a syllable
or, as far as he knew, to hear one. VVhat 
could this business mean ? Had Grimm 
suddenly recovered his hearing and his. 
speech, late at night . . .  shocked into 
speech, so to say, by some news of sur
prise and violence ? Terry shook his 
head, doubting this. · 

Or had Grimm, perhaps, always been 
able to speak and to hear . . .  and had 
he for some reason of his own kept his 
ability in that direction a secret? This, 
Terry thought, might be a possibility. 
There had always been something queer 
about the old man. An air of mystery
an aura of reserve-something that was 
not in the ordinary human being. But 
Terry had always put that down to the 
fact that he was deaf and dumb, and 
consequently apt to be somewhat differ
ent from other people. 

Two or three times a week Terry had 
played chess with the queer old recluse, 
who seemed to have absolutely no other 
acquaintances or friends. Generally, 
Lenore had been there. He knew, too, 
that Lenore was often there when he 
himself wasn"t, and that until recef\tly 
she had lived with Martin GI;.imm. A 
queer relationship, Terry thought, that of 
a vibrant, live young girl, and a living 
dead man. That's how Martin Grimm 
had always seemed to him . . .  a shade 
from beyond, somehow clothed in the 
habiliments of the living, yet in some 
fashion without seeming to be imbued 
with the spark of life. 

He remembered his first glimpse of old 
:Martin Grimm. Lenore and Terry had 
passed each other on the street many 
times, and he had been attracted by her 
appearance, though she never, to be sure, 
appeared to pay the slightest attention to 
him. One day, however, she slipped on 
a fruit peel in front of her house just 
as Terry was mounting the 'Steps to his. 
He was at her side in an instant as she 
lay there, unable to get up. 

H
E lifted her in his arms and took 
her into her own house, the door be

ing opened by the ancient butler, who was 
shocked almost into incoherence at the 
sight of his young. mistress lying white 
and still, in the arms of the stranger 
from next door. Terry brought her up to 
the living room and placed her gently on 
the couch. By that time the butler had 
brought a glass of water, and Terry 
poured it down hM impertinent lips . . .  
even at that moment Terry noted the 
impertinent, defiant curl of the upper lip, 
and the entire absence of color in the 
face, with the exception of the scarlet 
mouth, making her look like a mystic 
creature born in the over-excited, morbid 
brain of Edgar Allan Poe. Terry started 
at the remembrance, as he saw her and 
thought about the scene, for wasn't Len
ore the name of one of Poe's spirit 
women ?  . . .  One of the female creatures, 
born of white loveliness and pale moon
light, that lived only in the brain of the 
poor, mad poet? 

Lenore had opened her luminous 
orbs and smiled soberly at him, after 

drinking the water, and he saw her eyes 
go from him to another part of the room, 
behind him. He turned, and there was 
a silent figure, wrapped in a great bath
robe, sitting in a large overstuffed chair. 
Only the eyes seemed to be alive. Other
wise the figure was utterly motionless, 
motionless with the lack of motion of 
the dead, or of one who had never lived. 
The face was a pale, opaque masque of 
the dead, expressionless and lifeless, but 
the eyes i lluminated all. They were 
deep as twin mountain pools, so intense 
that they appeared to miss nothing. 

The sparse hair was white, and the 
hands, resting on the arms of the chair, 
were small and sensitively formed . . .  
like the hands of a great artist, or a 
famous surgeon. In front of him was 
a small table, on which rested a chess
board. At this Terry's interest became 
more intense, since chess was his pas
sion and his relaxation. 

11lt is my uncle, 11artin Grimm," said 
the colorful voice of the girl . . .  a voice 
clear and musical, with hidden deeps un
touched by the ordinary voice, with an
other dimension unknown to the sound 
of ordinary speech. 

"This is  Mr. Lenihan, uncle," went on 
the girl, and Terry remembered being 
mystified at her knowledge of his name, 
though he had contrived to know hers. 
Lenore. "I slipped and turned my ankle 
in front of the house, and Mr. Lenihan 
was good enough to help me in." 

Martin Grimm nodded, the first move
ment he had made. It was a trifle jerky, 
as of one who has learned to move. He 
moved with the precision with which a 
foreigner speaks English . . .  it was 
something not native to him. His eyes, 
however, expressed his gratitude, and 
the girl hastened to explain : 

"My uncle is deaf a1,1d dumb, Mr. Leni
han, but he thanks you." 

Terry turned to her in surprise. "Then 
how did he know--" 

She laughed, a laugh as mysterious as 
night and as gentle as dawn. uoh, he 
reads my lips. He doesn't need his ears 
-he knows what you are saying almost 
before you say it." 

Terry smiled, glancing at the chess
board, on which the men seemed to be 
arranged as though old Grimm had been 
in the midst of a game. 

"If it's a problem," said Terry, looking 
at the old man, "the black cannot possi
bly win." 

Martin Grimm's eyes took on the keen
est interest. He shook his head violently 
in dissent at Terry. 

"Look," said Terry, and his hand 
leaped forward and moved the white 

,..castle forward four spaces. The mar
velously sensitive hand of Martin Grimm 
glided toward the chessboard like a 
snake, and took the castle with his queen. 

Terry moved his knight crookedly for
ward, attacking both the king and the 
aueen. 
· "Check !" · 

It took half an hour to decide the 
game, which was won by the white. 

A
FTER that Terry was an habitue in 
the strange household, where none 

but those who were present at that time 
ever entered during the life of Martin 
Grimm. He learned little about the old 
man, either from the butler or from 



Lenore, who was able to tell him only 
that Martin Grimm had come east from 
California only a year or two before, 
and that he was now living on his in
come. He learned, too, that he had been 
an artist, and inspected tw.o pictures 
which hung in the living room ; pictures 
of a school now past, comparable only to 
the battle pictures of Meissonier, in 
which thousands of horses and men were 
portrayed, each one perfect and djstinct 
down to the last detail. It was an ar
tistic school now no longer in repute, 
if it could have been called art at all in 
an age when art was considered to be 
the process of elimination - when an 
artist was greater more by what he was 
able to leave out than by what he put in. 
Lenore explained that Martin Grimm had 
a kind of photographic eye. He had a 
marvelous abilitY to draw, and a strange 
accuracy about detail that was nothing 
short of miraculous, but with the present 
trend in artistic things, this aOility was 
useless to him. 

Lenore herself was an artist, inherit� 
ing indirectly her uncle's flair for line, 
but she had subordinated her ability to 
a present day artistic impulse that made 
her work very acceptable indeed. Her 
uncle, upon coming east, had sought her 
out and asked her to live with him, that 
he might have someone of his own kin 
with him in his last days. So she was 
here, and that was the story as far as 
Terry could learn it. As for the butler, 
John Bl0od, he had come east with 
Grimm, and while not deaf and dumb, 
he was quite as uncommunicative as his 
master. It had seemed sometimes to 
Terry that once or twice he had caught 
an intimate glance between the two men, 
a itance that Spoke of something in 
common, something not known to others ; 
but he had not been sure of this, and 
dismissed the matter from his mind. 

He and Lenore had become very 
friendly . . .  as friendly as the almost 
uncanny reserve of the girl would per
mit . . .  and on his part, though he 
would scarcely admit it to himself, this 
friendship had its basis in something 
deeper and more permanent. Several 
times they had gone to dinner or the 
theater together, and there had been one 
curious and terrifyingly enchanted mo
ment in the dark hall of the Grimm 
house, just before Lenore had left it. 

He had been playing chess with Mar
tin Grimm, and it was after one when he 
left the old man in the living room ar.d 
went downstairs to the hall to let himself 
out, as the butler was already asleep. 
As he turned into the dim hall at the 
end of which lay the street door, a white 
figure detached itself from the wall. He 
turned as a soft white hand was laid on 
his arm, and a warning finger across his 
lips. 

"Lenore !" he whispered, for though he 
could not see well, he knew who it was. 
There are people who carry their owR 
auras around with them . . .  people who 
can never by any chance or possibility 
be mistaken for anybody else ; and of 
such wa.s Lenore, white as the moon
light on the wane, mysterious as a tropic 
night. 

14Sh-h !" her warning finger was on 
his lips. "Terry !" she whispered, lan
gourous. Her touch sent his senses reel
ing. In an instant his arms were around 
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her, his lips on hers, and his brain 
swooned away in the closeness of her 
. . .  he felt as though disembodied, as 
though he were a part of the subtle 
Oriental perfume that she used always 
and that .she had made a part of her. 

F
OR how long they stood thus in the 
dim hallway, her arms around hts 

neck and their lips locked, he could not 
know . . .  it was a moment and it was 
an eternity . . .  it was all of life com
pressed into one space and one instant 
. . . time had ceased to be. 

A step on the stair brought him back 
to himself. On the stairway close at 
hand, someone was going up. The foot
step was without reverberation-with
out any of the overtones customary to 
the ordinary sounds of human things. It 
was a footstep, and nothing else . . .  as 
though made by feet without a body. It 
seemed that a pair of phantom shoes 
was mounting the stairway. As they 
stood listening, the soft sound of the 
steps receded up the stairs. They fol
lowed the sound with their eyes, almost 
believing that they could see the-things, 
mounting the steps. 

Pad . . .  pad . . .  pad . . .  pad . . .  
"Who's that? What can it be?" asked 

Terry in a whisper. 
The girl shook her head. "I don't 

know," she said irl low, throaty tones. 
"I hear it every night . . .  it is no . one in  
this house . . .  but every night I hear 
those steps going up or down stairs. I 
have never been able to discover whose 
they were-or what they wer'e. They 
seem to come out of nowhere and to go 
into no�vhere . . .  I am used to them by 
now, but they frightened me dreadfully 
when I first heard them." 

"Does anybody else hear them here?" 
asked Terry. 

"It's a peculiar thing, because although 
the butler doesn't ever hear them, my 
uncle does. He says it is the only thing 
in all the world he can hear. We both 
believe the place is haunted. I know you 
might laugh at that, but you've just heard 
the footsteps yourself." 

"The only thing in all the world he 
can hear !" repeated Terry. "Then if 
the place is really haunted, the only 
thing in all the world that Martin Grimm 
can hear isn't in the world at all." 

The girl nodded, her eyes upon his 
face. He turned to her and forgot the 
footsteps. "Lenore !" he whispered, and 
would have embraced her. 

She eluded him, and started for the 
stairs, a white shade under the dim hall 
light that burned fitfully at the head of 
the stairs. 

"Go, now !" Her voice floated back 
vaguely to him across the resisting dark
ness. In a moment he found himself in  
the street, with the cool night a ir  grate
ful on his flushed face. 

When he saw her the next night she 
denied all knowledge of what had taken 
place, and laughed at his protestations. 
He did not press the matter. 

A S he sat here and thought over what 
had gone before, Terry considered 

it quite likely that Lenore would have a 
great deal of light to shed on the mat
ter. In any event, of course, it would 
be necessary to notify her of the death 
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of her uncle, and he considered that it 
would be better for him to perform this 
office than for an officer of the law to 
do it-better, t.go, than that she should 
learn it from the newspapers. 

He went to the telephone and called 
her number. Her throaty voice answered 
him. 

"Yes, this is Lenore. Hello, Terry," 
she said. 

''Hello, Lenore," replied Terry. 
H\�That is it, Terry ?" came back her 

voice. 
"It's about your uncle," said Terry . 

"You probably haven't heard--" 
"Yes I have. My uncle died last 

night." Her voice was steady, and, he 
thought, a trifle hard. Then she had 
heard. 

· "How did you know that ?" he asked. 
There seemed to him to be a slight 

hesitation at the other end of the line 
before her answer, or had he simply 
imagined it ? 

"Why, the butler, Blood, called me up 
early this morning," she replied. 

"Oh," said Terry. That would be it, 
of course. Stupid of him not to have 
thought of that. Naturally, Lenore 
would instantly have leaped into the 
mind of the butler, as being the only 
kin the old man had here. How simple 
things were when you knew the ex
planation. 

"I want you to answer me something, 
Lenore," said Terry. 

"I will if  I can," she answered over 
the wire. "What is it ?'' 

He paused for a moment before his 
question, and then went ahead with it. 

"What were you doing at your uncle's 
hous� at two o'clock this morning?" he 
asked. 

\'Vithout a moment's hesitation the 
answer came back to him, steady and 
clear. "I was not at my uncle's house 
at that time. I haven't been there for 
three days. Why do you ask that ?" 

Terry was speechless for a brief space. 
He knew the girl had been there. He 
could not be wrong aboul it. After all, 
there were some things she could not get 
away with with him, even though he in
tended, of course, to keep her secret. 

''Now, look here, Lenore, there is no 
necessity for you to lie about i t  to me. 
I know--" 

There was a click at the other end of 
the line,-and his words were thrown back 
at him over the wire, in the manner of 
speech when there is no ear to receive 
it. Exasperated, and not a little mysti
fied, he hung up his receiver and stared 
blankly at the instrument. 

Now, why should she deny a fact 
that he knew to be true? What purpose 
could there be in such an evasion? If 
he had been from the ·police, he could 
understand it, but as he was Terry 
Lenihan, probably the only good friend 
Lenore had on earth now that her uncle 
was gone, the thing seemed wanton to 
him. 

As he stared at the telephone, it rang 
again as if in answer to his thoughts. 
He took down the receiver and put it  to 
his ear. Undoubtedly, he thought, it  
was Lenore, apologising for her rudeness. 
Well, he would be firm, and not forgive 
her too easily. 

"He11o, Terry Lenihan speaking," he 
said into the mouthpiece. 

"Mr. Lenihan ?" came a masculine 
voice. "This is Blood, Mr. Grimm's but
ler. Do you know :Miss Lenore's ad
dress, or telephone number ?" 

"VVhy, haven't you got it, Blood?" 
asked "Terry, a trifle startled. "What do 
you want it for?" 

"Why, I think I ought to notify her of 
her uncle's death, sir. Don't you think 
so?" 

For the space of five seconds no sound 
was heard but the drumming of the live 
current in the telephone wires. So the 
butler had not notified her of her uncle's 
death ! 

"I'm coming over in a few minutes, 
B lood," replied Terry at length. "I'll 
give it to you then. Are the police 
there ?" 

"Not right now, sir, but I think they're 
coming back." 

"A11 right, Blood, I'll be right over." 
He hung up his. receiver with a click, 

and turned to face his man 11arius. 
"The gray suit with the dark blue tie, 

s ir?" asked 11:arius. 
"What do you think of it, :Marius ?" 

asked Terry. 
41lt's still in very good shape, sir--" 

began his man. · 
''I don't mean tl;e suit. I mean the 

case . . .  I mean old man Grimm/' in
terrupted Terry. 

"I'd stay out of it, if I were you, sir,'' 
advised the young cleric. 

HI know, but--" 
"You can very well stay out of it, 

sir," repeated the valet. "1Gss Lenore -
had Ilothing to do with it." 

"How do you know that?" asked Terrv, 
not at all. surprised thai Marius seem�d 
to know all about the matter. Marius 
had a way of hearing everything and' 
seeming to hear nothing. 

·'She's not that kind, sir. That's all 
you need to know about a young lady 
like that." 

"I guess you're right, Marius. Nlake 
it the gray suit with the dark blue tie." 

He dressed swiftly in  a moody silence, 
and was out of the house in ten minutes. 

B
LOOD was becoming old. Not that 
age showed on him more than usual, 

but there was that air about him as of 
one who has always been the same age, 
and- to be ageless is to be aged, as �ve 
mortals measure the human span. His 
step was stil l  as gliding and as silent 
as ever, and the entrance of Blood into 
the room had ever been impossible for 
the human ear to detect. There are 
some people who have learned the knack 
of gliding about like grey ghosts of 
darkness ; the sound of whose voices are 
a continual surprise, as being incongru
ous with the disembodiment of the rest 
of them. 

Such was Blood, butler of the late 
lvfartin Grimm, and now even more vague 
in the household where his master lay 
Lifeless and cold. Martin Grimm was 
in the living room, awaiting a final dis
position that had always been distaste
ful to him, full of horror and subtle fear. 

Terry felt all this about the butler, 
whom he had never been able to fathom. 
That there had been some undertone of 
understanding between Martin Grimm 
and his butler, B lood, whom he had 
brought with him out of nowhere, Terry 
had always believed. Now, as Blood 



stood there answering his questions in a 
flat, dead, one-dimensional tone of voice, 
he was convinced of it. 

Blood confirmed all that Carton, the 
detective from Headquarters, had told 
Terry. The coroner was already there, 
as Carton had insisted that this was a 
case for the coroner, though he was un
able to give an opinion as to just what 
had actually happened. 

As they stood there in the hallway, 
talking, the lower living room door on 
the right of the hall opened, and the 
coroner and Carton appeared. 

'Thafs Mr. Lenihan," said Carton, and 
introduced the coroner, who asked him 
to come into the living room to answer 
a few questions. Terry assented, and 
entered the room where the body of 
:Martin Grimm, covered with a sheet, lay 
on the couch, looking smaller and more 
insignificant in death than it had in life. 
The coroner took off one corner of the 
sheet, showing Terry the face of the 
dead man. 

"Do you know this man, Mr. Lenihan?" 
he asked. Terry nodded. 

"I knew him quite well/' he replied. 
He examined the face, calm and repose
ful. The eyes were closed, and the ex
pression of peace on the face of the old 
man wiped any grief Terry may have 
felt for his sudden taking off clear out 
of his heart. After all, he was better as 
he was now. Rest and quiet, peace and 
final oblivion, these were the ultimate 
aims of life, Terry considered. The am
bition and the final achievement of life 
was the end of i t ;  was death. 

TERRY answered substantially the 
same questions that Carton had put 

to him, in much the same manner. The 
coroner, having examined the butler 
previously, shook his head in doubt, and 
turned to Carto•n. · 

''\Vhere is this niece of the deceased ?" 
he queried. 

"I don't know," replied Carton, "but 
rm going to find out." 

There was the sound of a door open
ing and closing, and a whispered feminine 
voice in the hall. Terry stiffened. He 
knew that voice. 

The door to the living room opened 
silently, and Blood stood in the opening. 

"Miss Lenore Grimm is here," he an
nounced. "Do you wish to see her?"' 
His face was quiet and imperturbable, 
and in response to the coroner's assent 
he ushered her in. 

Lenore stood in the doorway. She was 
pale, as usual, her scarlet lips a colorful 
slash across a white background. , 

"Did you wish to see me?" she asked, 
her rich voice vibrating, syllable by 
syllable, in the poignant air. "I did,11 replied the coroner, "please 
come in and sit down." 

Terry stood motionless and seemingly 
unnoticed. Lenore sat upright in one of 
the old-fashioned chairs near the body, 
her hands reposeful in her lap and her 
face a mask of calmness. 

"Why did you come here ?" queried 
the coroner. 

"11y uncle is dead,11 she said quietly. 
"Isn't that enough reason?'' 

The coroner considered for an instant, 
and then spoke : "How did you know 
your uncle was dead?" 

Lenore did not turn in  Terry's direc-
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tion, and gave no indication of knowl
edge of his presence other than her 
answer, which came quick as a flash : 

"Mr. Lenihan, here, telephoned me this 
morning about it." Her voice was ex
pressionless. The coroner turned to 
Terry'. 

"Why didn't you tell me this, l\Ir. 
Lenihan?" he inquired. 

"You didn't ask me," replied Terry 
with equanimity. 

"But you told me you didn't know 
where Miss Grimm was," broke in Car
ton, the man from Headquarters. 

"I know I did," replied Terry, "but I 
had mislaid the address. I found it after 
you left me." 

The examination covered much of the 
same ground that had been gone over 
before. Lenore re-affirmed the state
ments of Terry and the butler that the 
old recluse had been deaf and dumb. 
She could give no explanation for the 
fact that he was found dead at the tele
phone, seemingly both able to speak and 
hear. 

That was about all. There seemed to 
be no more information to be had from 
anybody, and the case, outside of the 
element of the mysterious message that 
came in with the arrow, and the matter 
of the deaf and dumb victim talking on 
the phone, seemed to be just an ordinary 
one due to heart failure. 

It was so recorded, despite the objec
tions of the man from Headquarters, and 
the coroner issued a certificate to that 
effect, taking his departure. Carton 
lingered for a moment in the doorway, 
before taking his leave. 

"I'm going," he said, looking signifi
cantly at everybody in  the room, "but I 
may be coming back again. You never 
know. There is something here that 
hasn't been explained to me yet." He 
went. 

UJ ITH the slamming of the outer door 
Terry was up. He again turned 

down the corner of the sheet and gazed 
intently at the face of the dead man. 
It was smooth and unbroken, except that 
under the jawbone at the left was a 
small shaving cut, no larger than an 
eighth of an inch. He turned to Lenore, 
who sat rigid and motionless in her 
chair, and seated himself beside her. 

"That cut wasn't there when I left 
your uncle last night . . .  and he had 
shaved a few minutes before." 

"What of i t?" she asked. "Does it 
matter ?" 

"Certainly it matters, Lenore. There 
are poisons that are so strong that even 
a slight cui--" 

"Oh, nonsense. You've been reading 
detective mysteries again. \Vhat does it 
matter what happened,11 Lenore broke in. 
"He is gone. That is enough. Let us 
not pursue the matter further." 

He looked at her in silence. Her whole 
attitude in this matter had been queer ; 
her denial of last night's visit, the pe
culiar circumstances of her knowledge 
of her uncle's _death, though it appeared 
to be established that neither Blood nor 
Terry had informed her . . .  it looked 
rather peculiar. She broke in on him. 

"Don't be so shocked at death. It's 
the commonest thing in  life . . .  it is  a 
commonplace. There can be no life 
without death. Why be so nonplussed 
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when it appears ? . . .  It is the one thing 
that is absolutely sure to appear. Never 
mind my connection with this thing. 
Has the undertaker been notified ?" 

Terry glanced fearfully at the dead 
body of Martin Grimm. • 

"Sh-h-h I" He loOked around again. 
"You know how afraid he was of them." 

"I know, but he cannot hear . . and 
his eyes are closed, so there is no dan
ger--"' She broke off with a startled 
scream, and Terry rose and followed 
her gaze, transfixed. 

Martin Crimm's eyes were no longer 
closed. They were open. 

There was a brief and horrified silence. 
The same thought occurred to both of 
them. In an instant Terry had recov
ered the use of his Jimbs and was at the 
side of the dead man, feeling for his 
heart. The body was already cold, and 
there would never again be a flutter of 
that piece of liuman clay called the heart 
of Martin Grimm. Yet the eyes sudden· 
ly had opened wide ! 

Terry gave a short, apologetic laugh. 
"I forgot. That happens sometimes-the 
eyes have to be weighted dowJ1.. with 
something." He covered the body again 
with the sheet, and they poth breathed 
freely once more. 

"I was startled because it seemed so 
uncanny-as though at the very mention 
of the word undertaker he was able to 
take on life again. I never saw a man 
so afraid of anything-and that was the 
only thing in the world that could put 
fear into your uncle's heart." 

''Yes, I know," said Lenore. "I once 
asked him just what difference it would 
make to him, once he was dead . . .  and 
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how he expected his body to be disposed 
of without the services of an undertaker. 
He wrote me an answer on that slate of 
his that he used for communication
where is. it, he used to have it around 
here ?-Oh, here it is," she located it on 
the library, table and went to pick it u�. 

"He wrote that dead or alive, he would 
never--" 

She broke off with a scream that re
verberated through the house, holding the 
slate in her hand as though she were 
transfixed. Terry jumped to her side. 

"My God !" she exclaimed. "Look at 
this!'' 

Terry followed her gaze, and there on 
the slate, in Martin Grimm's scrawling 
handwriting, was the message : 

Dead or alive, I will never per· 
mit any undertaker to come near 
my body. 

MARTIN GRIMM. 

Terry's nerves were shaken, but he 
kept a strong hold on himself for the 
sake of Lenore. 

''There, there." He patted Lenore's 
shoulder. lilt's the same message he 
wrote you-it was never erased." 

• 411 know, dear--" Terry thrilled at 
the sound of the endearment. "I know, 
but--" 

There was a knock on the door. It 
swung open sile<1tly, and Blood stood 
there. 

"The undertaker is here." He made 
the announcement, gazing fixedly at the 
white sheet under which could be seen 
the outline of the body of Martin Grimm. 

"All right, Blood, Miss Lenore and I 
will see him." 

1l. LOOD witbdre\v, and Lenore and U Terry followed him through the 
great ebony door, which Terry noted as 
he went out. It was an old-fashioned, 
ha .. d carved affair, massive and solid, 
and it cJosed with a massive lock that 
locked on the inside. There was no new 
fangled snap lock on this door, and 
Terry remembered commenting how like 
:Martin Grimm himself this great door 
appeared. All this passed through his 
head in the flicker of a lash, as he gent
ly closed the door behind him .· . .  the 
door of the room in which lay the body 
of the strange old chess player, Martin 
Grimm. 

He turned to face the undertaker and 
his assistant. 

"This way," he said, and stood aside 
for the undertaker to enter the room. 
The undertaker bowed and put his hand 
on the door. He pushed. There was 
no result. The door remained closed. A 
cold fear gripping at his heart, a horror 
of he knew not what-and Terry put his 
hand on knob and tried the door. 

The door was closed • • •  locked from 
the inside ! 

Who-or �vhat-had locked that 
heavy ebony door? How could Martin 
Grimm, lyiug dead upon the couch, 
lzaz•e doue it? Yet he had to keep out 
the m1dertaker he had hated while he 
lived ! The secoud ·iustalmeut of this 
enthralling serial tvill appear in Novem
ber GHOST STORIES. Don't 1Jl,iss NPawn 
of the Unseen" next month. There will 
be a thrill on every page. 

The Flaming Curse of Belden Hall 

on the ground that its haunted?" 
"No," he replied indifferently. "What ?" 
"That there's mischief brewing in that 

particular spot of a highly human 
origin," I said. "Criminals, )WU know, 
particularly like the protection of a 
house supposed to be haunted." 

"I see you are completely unafraid/' 
he answered, and I thought there was 
just a little note of adnliration in his 
voice. "But criminals scarcely infest 
one spot for the period of-of a life
time." 

"'Parke Belden's life-time?" I said. 
He admitted this. 
hi have surely had no demonstration 

of anything frightful as yet," I said. 
'"Lay the fire, and I'll touch it off if 
you're afraid. And-! suppose there are 
no baths-find me a tub to take up to 
my room." 

Mark Bell obeyed rather meekly. The 
forces which held him in control, 
whether human or otherwise, were, he 
discovered, inoperative so far as I was 
concerned. 

UJE had some difficulty in forcing the 
door of the bed-chamber, and it 

required some time to lay the kindling 
and logs, remove the dust of a life-time, 
and spread a multitude of blankets upon 

(Continued from page 16) 

the springs of a bed which occupied a 
space directly opposite the fire-place. 
There was more than enough fresh air, 
for the glass was all out of the windows ; 
broken no doubt by vandals who were 
denied entrance by the stout iron bars 
of the gratings, deeply rusted into their 
latches. 

Tango, apparently unafraid, climbed 
about on the bed, chattered through the 
gratings at whatever night-creatures 
might be without, and at last S\Vung him
self up to the top of the great mahogany 
secretary in which no doubt the plans 
of Belden Hall were locked. Parke Bel
den had given me the key. I would ex
amine those plans tonight. 

As soon as Mark Bell, the care-taker, 
was gone I touched a match to the kin
dling upon the hearth and, when a gentle 
warmth suffused the room, stripped and 
got into the improvised bath. After a 
brisk rub-down, the thought of the super
natural simply did not exist. I got into 
a dressing gown, lit more lights and 
unlocked the desk. Sure enough the 
original plans of Belden Hall were there 
but they were practically worthless for 
my purposes. What interested me far 
more was an old newspaper, a sheet 
called S11ppressed, which purported to 
publish the scandals of the aristocracy 

of a by-gone age. As I \\'as beginning 
to drowse, this promised me possible 
wakefulness for a few minutes more. 

But first I glanced about the great 
room, replaced some candles which were 
guttering, and double-bolted the only 
entrance door. I recalled numerous 
jewel robberies at country houses in that 
vicinity recently, and this strengthened 
my belief that these criminals were in 
hiding somewhere in Belden Hall and 
had intimidated the ancient care�taker. 
Surely only such a hypothesis could ac
count for such a tale of mystery as he 
had attempted to purvey. Well-no one 
could molest me now protected as I was 
by those ironed windows and that double 
bolted door ! 

At the desk again I picked up Suppressed. Its yello\\'ed pages crackled 
in my fingers. Almost the first words 
that my glance fell upon were, "Belden 
-A curse." At sight of this heading, 
and after recalling the care-taker's men
tion of something of the sort, I could not 
fail to read the paragraph on the printed 
page about the old family. It ran thus : 

When Judge Belden sentenced the 
carpenter, Theophelus All, to death 
upon the gaHows, the man met death 
with daring ; but, as the noose fell 
about his throat, he left a curse upon 
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the house of the Judge. This curse, 
it is now supposed, accounts in some 
strange way for the death of the ] udge's beautiful young wife and his 
subsequent flight to Europe with his 
little son. The words of the curse 
were as follows : 
"When fire is kindled in Belden Han 
I come ! . I come 1 Theophe!us All." 

I suddenly felt a chit! stealing over 
me in spite 0£ the warmth of the room. 
The mark on Parke Belden's cheek had 
certainly looked like a noose, and it was 
a singe-as though made by a branding 
iron. A hangman's noose [ 

Eagerly I read on in the guttering 
candle-tight. 

The Judge 'laughed at the words of 
the curse. He was not living in 
Belden Han at the time, but in his 
town house.. He said he was not a 
superstitious man. He went away on 
a business trip and failed to warn 
his fair young wife. She, all igno
rant of the fate impending, opened 
up her country home and was the 
first to sleep in the great south bed
chamber, with her little son, Parke, 
nearby in a crib. 

Arriving home at dawn her hus
band, the >Judge, was the first to 
come to her room. The servants 
heard him scream in fright. He had 
found his young wife-dead. The 
boy was unharmed, but on his cheek 
was a mark. When the servants ar
rived they found the Judge had tied 
a white silk scarf about the boy's 
face. This he would never permit to 
be removed by any but himself, and 
to this da¥ (almost a year has 
passed) it  is  not known exactly what 
that white scarf concealed. 

Nor was the mother's murderer 
apprehended. At the coroner's in
quest, after the most exhaustive ex
amination, it was decided that she 
died of fright. Absolutely no other 
cause could be discovered. The 
father and child have gone to Europe 
to live in utter retirement, it is un
derstood. And it is believed now 
by those best informed that the thing 
that kit!ed the mother by fright left 
its mark tfpon the tender face of the 
little boy. 
I found myself puffing wildly at the 

cigarette I was smoking at the moment. 
I felt a strange twitching at the roots 
of my hair, a cold chilt about my heart. 
I, who was without fear, was begin
ning to experience the sensations of 
fear. For had not I, even though warned 
by the old care-taker, kindled a fire in 
Belden Hal t ?  

UJAS it possible that crafty old Parke 
Belden, with the purpose of testing 

the validity of the ancient curse at the 
present time, had consigned me to this 
room? Had he not insisted that, what
ever transpired, I must have a fire on 
the hearth ? I remembered now the par
ticular emphasis he had placed upon the 
fire, even in the ve.ry moment before he 
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had co!!apsed and revealed to me, at! 
unintentionally, the hideous mark upon 
his cheek. Should not the sight of that 
mark have been a warning to me that 
by following Belden's instructions I was 
dallying with something sinister, hideous, 
mysterious ? 

But, as I glanced about the great south 
room, the aspect of the place was peace 
personified. The fire blazed merrily, 
casting rosy shadows. Tango drowsed 
on his perch betraying not the slightest 
trace of terror. Graduat!y the compet!
ing call of sleep came over me. 

I lay in bed watching the flames. 
Strange that they did not die down as 
the wood burned. They seemed brighter, 
wilder, every moment. 

"When fire is kindled in Belden 
Halt-- !" 

In a sudden fit of terror I looked about 
for Tango. He was not to be found. 
Had the . little creature fled, again 
\Varned by a reversal of nature? I got 
up and rushed wildly to the door. I 
strained at the · bolts, but the rust on 
them hindered their operation. I could 
not open the door ! 

For a few dreadful moments I paced 
up and down the chamber. Then nor
mality came to me again and drowsy 
stupor. I sat down on the edge of the 
bed to wait for dawn. But soon I had 
rolled in between the blankets and was 
asleep. 
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into flesh below that cape-flesh that I 
felt, and yet which melted strangely un
der my touch. I could feel my fingers 
falling between ribs, and then-horror of 
horrors-! grasped a spinal column ! 

My blood went cold. I turned deathly 
sick, but I could not let go. In that 
terrible moment I felt the backbone turn
ing in my grasp like a rusty hinge. The 
Thing was looking at me 1 

THE sight of that death's head madd
ened me to action. But even as I 

tore myself loose from its uncanny mag
netism, the creature grasped a red-hot 
poker which lay in the flames and 
pressed it upon my cheek. It had been 
heating the iron there for this horrid 
deed Heaven knows how long. 

In my mad struggle with the Thing, 
I felt both the he!!ish heat of that blaz
ing poker with which the curse had been 
marked on my face, and the indescribable 
cold of my contestant. I was wrestling 
with a skeleton-and there was a mur
derous strength in those hideous bony 
hands. In just a moment, however, I 
realized that I had a sudden advantage, 
and using it, forced the poker from 
those clinging claws. The iron \vith its 
red-hot end flew through the air and 
fell upon the bed. In the same moment 
I pushed the creature from me and into 
the roaring flames of the fire-place. 
There was a sudden rush of cold like 
an icy wave or a draught of Arctic air, 

AT what unearthly hour I do not a hissing upon the hearth, and the room 
kno\v, I was awakened by a sigh. was in darkness. The kindled fire was 

It was a ho!!ow, sepulchral sigh that out. 
fo!!owed me through my dream and re- But the darkness was not complete. 
solved itself into a groan upon waking. As I groped for a candle I heard a 
I sat bolt-upright in the bed-put my whimper from Tango. Evidently he had 
feet to the floor, ready to flee. .... crawled into the bed, and the little beast 

The fire still blazed upon the hearth was in terrible pain. The blazing poker 
o·pposite. But what was that which upon the bed had traced a singed brand 
crouched before the flames? In Heaven's upon the little creature's back I My pet 
name-what ?  ran for the nearest window, insinuatinCT 

It was a bent cloaked figure, its back himself between the bars-and was gon:. 
toward me, from which the groans is- At last I struck a light. The charred 
sued. Even as my heart fairly ceased to embers lay upon the hearth as though my 
beat I recognized the cloak-the tong fire had died a slow death. The stone-
dark cape which the care-taker habitu- cold poker was in its accustomed place, 
ally wore. How absurd to have been the room bore no evidence of a struggle 
frightened, or even surprised, at the mid- or a branding iron. My heart began to 
night appearance of 11ark with a bundle beat more regularly. Was it all a dream 
of wood for my fire I He turned and -a figment of the imagination ? But 
half looked at me. It was Mark, no look; 1 A hole had burned itself into the 
doubt of that. blanket where the poker had fatten ! Or 

"Why Mark Bet! !" exclaimed. was it but the mark of the cigarette 
uWhat's the matter?" which I had been smoking when I had 

"Help 1 Help I" came the ho!!ow cry. fatten asleep ? 
"Help me up. I've strained my back. At all events Tango was gone. And 
The wood is heavy. Help me up ! Tango's <:;vidence would prove or dis-
Quick ! Help !" prove. To this day I have searched for 
. "Of course, Mark I'' I said in ready him in vain. , 

sympathy, leaping from the bed and run- Of course, there is this strange mark 
ning to him. Then I remembered sud- upon my cheek-but that too might be 
den!y that I had never unlocked the from my cigarette. Maybe I only 
door ! dreamed about the Flaming Curse of 

But I was trying to lift him up. My Belden Halt. 
hands \Vere already grasping the bent I never finished the remodelling of the 
shoulders, encircling the bent back. It old place. Somehow, practical man that 
was as though my haAds were sinking I am1 } could not sleel' there again. 
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Was Roger 
What did you think of the 

strange character that 
appeared in Al Clifton's story 
in July GHOST STORIES? Here 
are the opinion of some who 
read the story: 

To t/ze Editor of GHOST STORIES : 

The story uThe Coming of Roger 
Crane," states that Roger Crane's father 
hated Roger's mother very much, and that 
they were always fighting. 

I believe-that his father decided to kill 
his wife, and made up his mind to do it 
in such a way that he never would be 
found out. 

He fastened a rough faced weight to 
an iron rod, and the other end he formed 
into a loop, which was securely fastened 
to an iron pin with both ends secured 
to large stones under the floor. 

A section of the floor was placed on 
hinges to form a trap door over the 
weight. 

The contrivance was so arranged that 
when a person approached the fireplace 
and trod on a certain board, a spring 
was released, causing the trap door to 
fly open. There was a strong �pring 
under the weighted rod, which caused it 
to fly up in a semi-circle, striking the 
person on the side of the head, killing 
him and disfiguring the face. 

After Striking the victim, it would go 
a little way further and strike a spring 
stronger than the one that started it. 
Then the rod would rebound into the 
floor again, automatically closing the 
trap door, and resetting all catches ready 
for the next victim. 

The elder Crane's wife may have met 
her death this way ; the storY does not 
say. She may never have chanced to 
step on the fatal board in the. floor. 

After his wife's death I think that 
Roger's father lost partial control of 
his mind, and never told Roger of the 
trap. 

One evening Roger trod on the spring 
and was killed. 

As soon as his spirit left his body, 
I believe that it became his duty to haunt 
the house and warn away others. I 
really believe Roger Crane's spirit ma
terialized and came to warn the young 
couple, Tom and Dorothy, in veiled lan
guage of the danger. 

The night of the catastrophe, Bert got 
chilly and started over to stir up the 
fire. He trod on the hidden spring, and 
never reached the fireplace. Bert's body 
Jay over the spring so that no one else 
trod on it. 

I believe that Bert was able to draw 
such a fine likeness of Roger Crane be
cause he had an artist's trained imagin
ation, and had been supplied with details 
from Tom's vivid word picture. 

PAUL HENDRICKSON, 
Lancaster, 0. 
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Crane MflN 
To tlze Editor of GHOST T STORIES : 

I do not think that the story, "The 
Coming of Roger Crane," can be either 
solved or believed by those who do not 
understand the spirit world. But those 
of us who do know, who see and believe, 
who have pierced the veil, find it  very 
easy to understand such a story, far 
fetched as it may seem to some others. 

There are wicked, earthbound spirits, 
and such a spirit was Roger Crane. 
There was an evil fascination in his 
face. He had never repented of his sins 
and gained Paradise. No, he was hang
ing around the place where he was killed, 
waiting in all the strength of his wicked 
will to revenge himself on the human 
race by slaying as he was slain. 

I think he may have been killed- by 
his evil, quarrelsome father seventeen 
years before the story opened. Then his 
wicked soul was sent out of his body to 
roam the world. He was sad, distracted, 
when he was talking to Tom and Dor
othy, because he realized their youthful 
goodness and he knew that the good can 
not be harmed by the evil spirits that 
rove this earth. 

But when Bert Cowley came in he 
was still near by. And when he saw 
Bert Cowley he recognized a fellow sin
ner. Bert Cowley was leading an evil 
l ife. He was having a secret love affair 
with an ignorant little girl who could 
not tell right from wrong. Bert Cowley 
would have to pay for his wickedness 
sometime, and Roger Crane's ghost un
doubtedly said "Why not now?" 

After Tom and Dorothy retired, the 
ghost talked to Cowley. Cowley made 
no outcry. He was not frightened. The 
evil ones do not frighten each other. 

And finally, after Bert had made a 
sketch of his hideous visitor, Crane slew 
him with exactly the same blow with 
which he had been killed years before. 
Who but a spirit could copy a death 
blow exactly ? 

Bo;s THOMAS, 

Raleigh, N. C. 

* * * * 

To the Editor of GHOST STORIES : 

I don't believe the story of Roger 
Crane can be solved entirely _by spirit
ualism, or by natural means either. I 
think that Roger Crane himself was an 
hallucination-brought out by the evil 
influences of that room of death. There 
is no doubt in my mind that a room can 
cast a dread spell-and that happiness 
is found in some four walls that would 
be completely destroyed if moved · even 
next door, perhaps. 

Roger Crane, I believe, had been killed 
in that very room by his father, seven
teen years before. They probably quar
relled about the mother's death. I think 
that there was a secret hidden closet in 
that room, and I believe that even as 
Crane-or the spirit or mental image of 
Crane-was talking to Dorothy, the 

or SPOOK? 
slayer o f  Bert Cowley was standing in 
that closet, just where the slayer of 
Crane had stood so many years before. 

. I believe that as the slayer listened, he, 
like Tom and Dorothy, was filled with 
the mental impression of that old mur
der. \Vhen Bert came, he felt the image 
of those long dead forms pressing upon 
him so closely that he was able to draw 
the picture of Roger Crane himself be
fore he died. Perhaps he too entertained 
that strange visitor. Vlho can say 
whether it was a being from another 
world, or merely a strong mental image 
-so strong as to cause self-hypnotism ? 

Then when Bert was finally alone 
sketching and thinking, perhaps, of th� 
pretty little Italian model with whom 
he was having a secret love affair-then 
the slayer stepped out from the closet. 
And, having received his strong mental 
impression of the former murder he slew 
Bert Cowley in exactly the s;me way 
that Roger Crane had been slain years 
before-with a horrible bl�v on the head 
and face. 

Who was the slayer? ·why, the f;lther 
of the Italian girl, who had learned of 
Bert's intention to visit Tom and Dor
othy and had followed him down. 

MARGIE GILBERT, 

Kew York, K. Y. 

• * * * 

To tlzc Editor of GHOST STORIES : 

I wish to give my solution of "The 
Coming of Roger Crane," for I believe 
such a story is possible. The devil killed 
Bert Cowley, because he is the death 
spirit who deceived the world by such 
tricks as told in this story, 'first by hav
ing one of his angels take the place of 
the departed Roger Crane. Then this 
angel or evil spirit returns or material
izes at the proper time, not to scare any
one, but make them believe the dead are 
not really dead, but live ever more in 
the spirit which is the soul. 

The first lie ever told, the devil told it. 
"Thou shall not surely die." God said, 
"Thou shalt surely die." 

So the devil tried to prove to the people 
that Roger Crane still lived by sending 
one of the fallen angels to act and speak 
as Roger Crane. Bert Cowley did not 
know the devil could do these things, or 
he would have known better than to dis
pute it openly while the spirit was so 
near, for they get angry and can make 
a man go mad. 

No, I do not believe Roger Crane 
could return after seventeen years of 
death, and strike down a man, but I do 
believe the unclean evil spirits, which 
could materialize into the form of Roger 
Crane, could do so. 

FLOYD HALLIN, 
Dover, Ohio. 
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In q error of Laughing Clal] 
(Continued from page 41} 

waited up to lock up the house, and I 
thought he and the chauffeur were hav
ing some fun in the kitchen-in there, 
so I paid no attention. But a couple of 
nights later at dinner I said to my wife 
when the butler was out of the room, 
'Did you notice anything about Rollins ? '  
'I was wondering if  you noticed it,' she 
said. 'He's acting so oddly. Looking 
over his shoulder out into the hall.' 
'Scared,' I said, 'that damn Swedish girl 
has got his nerve.' 

"But I didn't expect he'd ask for his 
wages next day. 'What's the trouble, 
Rollins ?' I asked. I'm a pretty decent 
master, Shadow, I treat my servants fair 
and s-quare. 'Anything that can be 
remedied ? I don't want to lose you, 
Rollins,' I told him. 

"l COuLDN'T get anything out of him. 
�[um as the grave, but he did loosen 

up to Madame before he left. 'Tell the 
master to look out for that ches.t in the 
halt. He don't believe in ghosts, I know, 
but there's something dead wrong with 
the chest,' he said to her. My wife asked 
him to come out with it, but he seemed 
scared to say more. I got another fel 
lO\V at once, Englishman-looked a 
hearty, well-fed, sober-minded 1.nan ; been 
through the war and everything. Of 
course I never piped a word to him about 
the chest. I had examined the thing 
again and couldn't find anything out of 
the ordinary about it." 

Ralston stopped short. He shot a 
strange look at the door. 

"H@ar anything, Shadow?» 
I listened quietly. 
"No !" 
"Damn funny !" said Ralston with a 

frown. "Sounded like-like a stone be
ing pulled out of mud-sort of a plop, 
you know. Well, about Bell, that was 
his name. He came into the drawing 
room about eleven to ask if we wanted 
anything more for the night, and then 
went out to the hall. Suddenly I heard 
a commotion, a kind of scuffling, and 
then a thud. I dashed out to the hall 
and there lay Bell on his back in a dead 
faint, or it looked mighty like that to 
me ; but when I bent over him he gave 
a groan, sprang to his feet, nearly knock
ing me off my pins, and squared his fists. 
'Here, here,' I said sharply. 'None of 
that. Come to, you've been drinking, 
my man.' 

"He dropped his arms and stared at 
me, and then began to shudder all over. 
'Are you drunke' I asked again, though 
he had acted quite normally in the draw
ing room. 'So help me God, I haven't 
had a drop in this house, sir.' 'Then 
what the devil is the matter with you?' 
I inquired. 'It's this way,' hC said, 
fidgetting about and edging away, 'I was 
coming along and I barged into the chest 
here, and all at once the lid goes up and 
a hand grabs me by the leg and tries 
to pull me into the chest. So I puts up 
a fight, and then something wet and 
'orrid like a slab of mud gets me right 
in the face, and I goes down gasping for 
breath.' 

"I stared at him, then I smelt his 
breath. Not a sign of liquor. 'It's God's 
own truth, sir, it came out of this 'ere 
chest.' 'Nonsense, Bell,' I said to him, 
'you don't expect me to believe that,' 
and I lifted up the chest lid." 

Ralston stopped and blinked. 
"Yes," I prompted him. "Empty, I 

suppose." 
"Ye-es." He paused and added, in a 

carefully lowered voice : "Where in hell 
it came from, I can't imagine, but tliere 
was a muddy mark on the lid-like, well 
all I can describe it as-it was like 
the imprint of the palm of a hand and 
a great thumb - exaggerated - fully a 
foot across. I slammed down the lid 
quick. �Here, my man/ I said to Bell, 
'you get to bed, and not a word to any 
of the other servants, see ? I'll make it 
worth your whilt:.' He promised and 
went off looking sick. \Vhen he went I 
lifted the lid again. The mark was gone 
without a trace. I shut the l id down 
and then I heard the laugh, mocking me, 
snickering at my having bitten. How 
Bell's hallucination had been communi
cated to me, I don't know. All I knew 
was I was being played with by some 
clever tricksters." 

41\Vas there any smear of mud on 
Bell's face?" 

"None. Oh, I looked. I took no 
chances. l told my wife Bell had fallen 
over the chest." ' 

"You said your wife was suffering 
from nerves ?" 

HYes, jumping at her own shadow. 
The final stroke which broke her cour
age was delivered two days ago. Seems 
about five o'clock in the afternoon she 
went out to the hall to switch on the 
lights. By this time we had only two 
servants left to us. Bell had gone and 
the two housemaids. All we had was 
the chauffeur and our cook, his wife. 
So my wife had all sorts of odd jobs to 
do. She noticed that the lid of the chest 
was up, and thought the cook had been 
doing some volunteer cleaning and neg
lected to shut down the chest. So she 
went to put down the lid. \Vhen she saw 
what was in it  she fainted clean away. 
No one heard her and she has no idea 
how long she lay, but when she came 
to, she almost passed out with fright 
again, and it took all her strength to 
get as far as the kitchen. I heard the 
story when I came home." 

"Yes. What did she see, or suppose 
we say-,Vhat did she think she saw ?" 

"THE chest was full, something in it 
that occupied every inch of it and 

swelled up over the edge, a soft messy 
substance that kept rising. And in the 
midst of it two horrible eyes that glared 
at her ; and then a great shapeless, shad
owy hand and arm began to rear out 
of the mass. It was then she keeled 
over. I tried to talk her out of her 
imagination, but she stuck to her story, 
and the long and short of it was that 
she insisted on clearing out that night. 
Now what the devil do you make of it 
all ? Collective hallucination, eh?" 
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could have given Ralston an ex

planation of sorts there and then, but I 
knew it would be useless. The man 
would have to be convinced by some 
other method. 

''I'd like to look into the matter my
self," I said. "Suppose I sit up and keep 
watch tonight, Ralston. I think I no
ticed a billiard table in a room as we 
came in. We'll play a game or two, 
and then you can go off to bed while I 
hold the fort. I'd just as soon be alone." 

"Well, it's your party, I guess. All 
right, we'll go to my den, Shadow." 

We played several games and then 
Ralston left me to my own devices. I 
extinguished the lights in the hall, all 
but one dimmed light just over the be
ginning of the staircase, moved an easy 
chair to the doorway of the den, and sat 
down where I could keep my eye on the 
chest. I saw that my flashlight was in 
order, and that I had a cartridge up in 
the automatic chamber. 

I lit a pipe and sat, half dozing. It 
was about one-thirty by a tall grand
father's clock when I received my first 
signal of warning, that prompting of an 
inward voice which says, "Be wary ! Be 
ready !" · There was a faint sound like 
the insistent trickling of water, and al
most before I could fully realize the 
sight, the lid of the chest rose swiftly, 
hung open for an instant, then closed 
again noiselessly. VVhatever had been 
within was now at large in the silence 
of the night. 

THE trickling sound had ceased. I 
could hear nothing but the ticking of 

the clock and my own breathing. I was 
aware, however, of a new odor in my 
nostrils, that of earth, dampened earth 
or clay ; and the skin of cheeks and 
brow cooled as though a mist-laden 
breeze was wafted toward them. I sat 
staring, concentrated, alert. It seemed 
to me that a shadow upon the wood 
panels was expanding into a monstrous 
swollen shape, roughly that of a man, 
or rather a huge gorilla. I kept my 
attention fixed upon this, for there is 
more lurking in a shadow than the 
ordinary man suspects, and well it is 
for the peace of mind that this is so. 
It is too often the concealing vehicle of 
an aspect of horror. But before I could 
form any definite opinion this shadow 
disengaged itself from the wall. In a 
flash it had passed me and with gro
tesque but formidable rapidity was upon 
the wall of the staircase. It vanished. 
I sprang from my chair and followed. 

I fumbled for the switch by the door. 
But quick as I was the thing that went 
before was quicker. I hea.rd Ralston 
shout my name, and then his voice 
thinned to a shrill squeak like that of 
a hunted rabbit. 

I reached the landing in a leap, and 
guided by the choking sound coming 
from one of the · several open doors 
darted forward. At that instant there 
fell on my ears a voice which, with a 
sensation of utter bewilderment, I recog
nized. It was the voice of Professor 
Carver saying in low but perfectly audi
ble tones : 

"Which of us is right now, Ralston ?H 
Some heavy object landed at my feet 

as though flung by a gigantic hand. I 
was hurled against the jamb of the door 
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by the rushing contact of an unwieldy 
mass. I felt it but it was wholly in
visible. For an instant I fumbled for 
the switch, gasping for breath ; then the 
light glowed in the bulbs. The room 
was empty but for Ralston. As I bent 
over him, thinking him dead, he groaned, 
then stumbled up to his feet, clawing at 
his throat. 

"MY God-that you, Shadow? Did 
, you stop him ? See here, this is 
murder, murder-no less. Caught me by 
the throat and slung ine to the floor." 

"Do you mean Carver ?" I asked 
gravely. 

"Yes, couldn't see him, but I felt him 
-heard him. Did you hear him ?" 

1'Yes. But you're mistaken in thinking 
Carver was here in person. I'm going 
to tell you something, believe it or not 
as you will. I'm afraid Carver, in  order 
to convince you of the truth of something 
you denied, has projected himself into 
the shell of some vile thing he has ma
terialized. Please answer me one ques
tion. At any time did you have an ar
gument with Carver on his pet subject ?"  

HThe last time Carver was here," said 
Ralston reluctantly. "Had tb invite him 
occasionally on account of the relation
ship. The fellow had the blatant rudeness 
to try an_d thrust his opinions down my 
throat at my own dinner table. I got 
pretty hot under the collar-and well
if it hadn't been for my wife's presence 
-he had never quite gotten over her 
taking me instead of him-I swear to 
God I'd have smashed his smirking face 
in. As it was he wouldn't stay over
night as had been arranged. He went 
off livid with fury." 

11Then if Carver is your enemy, Ral
ston, there's no time to lose. You're in  
danger so hideous that it will scarcely 
bear contemplation. VVe're dealing with 
an elemental, a destroying force so terri
ble under the influence of a revengeful 
man, that there is no safety for either 
of us now until it is  cast back into the 
darkness from which it was summoned. 
VVe must see Carver at once and bring 
him to his senses. Can we get a car 
at this hour ?" 

"I have a car in the garage still," an
swered Ralston, keeping his eyes on my 
face like a frightened child. "I can't 
believe it-1 can't drive, Shadow, I'm all 
shot to pieces." 

"I'll drive," I told him. "We'll start 
now. Every minute is precious.'1 

Carver has an old house a mile this 
side of Darien and well off the main 
road. \;vhen we drove up there was a 
light in the window of a lower room, 
though the shade was down. I knocked 
loudly at the door without getting any 
response. 

11That's odd," said Ralston into my 
ear. uHe used to have a Chink ser
vant. Carver must hear us. There's a 
light in that room." 

We went round to the back door. 
tried the handle softly and was surprised 
to find the door \vas unlocked. We 
passed through the kitchen into a dark 
little hall. I called Carver's name sev
eral times. At the last summons, there 
sounded behind us a mocking chuckle, 
and I had just time to shout a warning 
to Ralston when the thing was upon us, 
returned to the house of its birth. 

An enOrmous and palpable but invisi
ble something filled the narrow passage
way. I had the sensation of being over
whelmed by a mass of mud which flowed 
on and over me, leaving me gasping. 
Behind me I heard Ralston splutter, and 
then, just as I thought I had reached the 
limit of my endurance a door against 
which my back was pressed opened to 
the strain and I toppled inside. I ·  was 
in the room in which burned the l ight. 
I sprang to my feet, drew my automatic 
and looked sharply about me. Carver 
was not to be seen. Ralston stumbled in  
gasping, and caught my arm. 

"My God ! It's the hellish thing of the 
chest !" I exclaimed. 

VVe both stood staring at the extraor
dinary object on the table. 

Upon a wooden table was a grotesque 
little mannikin of yellow clay, into the 
head of which were stuck two bits of 
looking glass eyes. Over its head was a 
funnel in which was a piece of sponge, 
apparently kept moist by the fluid which 
trickled to it through a pipe arrange
ment. Once in a while a drop would fall 
on the figure. 

11The miniature-the model of the thing 
hr materialized into the abominable and 
hellish enlargement we encountered," I 
said. 

As he made no reply, I turned my head, 
He was staring out into the hall. I laid 
my hand gently on his arm, and as I 
did so, he let out an appalling shriek : 

"It's coming again !" 
I turned my gaze sharply to the door. 

Against the darkness of the hall were 
two monstrous eyes, phosphorescent with 
a strangely dead gleam. I had a mo
mentary glimpse of a huge form, shape
less but repulsively reminiscent of the 
hideous image on the table, and quick as 
a flash I levelled my automatic not at 
the menacing shape invading the room, 
but at its material representation on the 
table. With my shot, the image spat
tered to its original clay. 

But the horrors of the night were not 
yet exhausted. As the shot rang through 
the room, from behind a closed door 
nearby came an inhuman screech. The 
door was slowly swinging open. 

Exposed to our fascinated gaze was 
an object so ghastly that I was not sur
prised to feel my skin creeping with 
horror. 

Within the closet hung a dangling 
thing, a rope about its neck : the corpse 
of Carver. His toes swayed a few inches 
above an overturned stool. It was plain 
to see to what disastrous end the in
tensity of evil concentration had led. 
He had taken his own life. 

I heard Ralston whisper. 
'�Dead-while his spirit came and went 

in that abominable shape !" 
I set my teeth grimly and went for

ward. The body was stone cold. Carver 
had been dead for days. 

I turned sharply. Ralston, his hands 
before his face to shut out the hideous 
spectacle, was stumbling like a blind 
man to the door. I dragged him out of 
that unholy house, helped him into the 
car and turned its bonnet toward New 
York and sanity. 

Two days later I received a tacit ad
mission that Ralston had experienced a 
change of conviction. Enclosed in an 
envelope was his check for $10,000. 
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The ffian Knew Death � She Heard 

O FTEN during my life I have had 
reason to wonder if it was not 

possible for those who have gone into 
the "great beyond" to maintain and 
demonstrate, to those of this world, the 
interest they had in the people and 
things from which death separated 
them. 

All doubts were removed, so far as 
I am concerned, se\·eral years ago. I 
will try and relate the incident that con
vinced me. 

Until I reached the age of fifteen, 
the relations that existed between 
mother and me were more like those· 
which exist between two playmates than 
between mother and son. Shortly after 
my fi fteenth b1rt)lday, mother died sud
denly while I was absent, and I neYer 
learned of it until several months later. 

In 1913 I was stabbed in the left 
breast. and after a thorough examina
tion by Doctor 0. M. Kramer, the 
prison physician, I was pronounced 
dead. 

Five minutes later, while he was dis
cussing the case over the phone with 
\Varden P. E. Thomas, one of the in
mate nurses (a man who had served 
many years under the silent system, and 
could read a conversation as far as he 
could see the mo,·ements of the lips ) 
hurried into the doctor's office and re
ported that he had paused to look at 
me, after procuring some instruments 
from the room in which I was awaiting 
the coroner's arrival, and saw my lips 
form the word "mother." The \>Varden 
hastily appealed to Doctors Hamilton 
and Rieble (both were widely known 
surgeons, connected with two local hos
pitals) and they arrived at the hospital 
eight minutes later. 

They CJ!iscovered that the small sac 
at the end of the heart had been severed, 
and that the heart action had been 
stopped by a blood clot which had 
formed about the heart because it could 
not escape through the small wound. 
They operated to relieve it and I event
ually recovered. 

Now. if I was dead during the in
terval between Doctor Kramer's exam
ination and the nurse's discovery, where 

was my soul ? Doctor Kramer declares 
that it was not in my body. 

My last conscious recollection, on 
that memorable day, was a feeling 
of weakness as I ascended the hospital 
steps. I attempted to sit down, and 
everything grew dark ; not the deep 
heavy darkness of oblivion, but a sort of 
twilight darkness. I can't say how long 
it lasted, but it seemed to part, gradu
ally, like a purple velvet curtain con
trolled by some invisible agency, and 
I saw my mother, just as plainly as I 
ever saw her. She was looking at 
something which lay between us with 
a sort of hopeful, eager breathlessness. 

There was none of the weird lights 
and filmy draperies usually ascribed to 
ghosts or spirits. Everything seemed 
perfectly natural. I wasn't even sur
prised, just intensely glad to see her 
again, and though she appeared very 
distinct, I seemed to know that she was 
quite a distance from me, and the ob
ject that she was looking at and which 
lay between us was myself on an op
erating table. 

S HE finally looked at me as though 
she knew I was there, and an expres

sion of happiness, that I don't believe 
it is possible to reproduce in this world, 
appeared on her face. Then, without 
the slightest sign or consciousness of 
actual motion, we seemed to draw near. 
I was never so happy in my life, and 
in my eagerness to clasp her to me, I 
exclaimed "l\fother !" Then, our ad
vance ceased ; a look of keenest disap
pointment succeeded her happy smile, 
and I heard her hastily utter four words ; 
and with a sad smile she seemed to 
grow indistinct until she was swallowed 
up by the surrounding darkness which 
grew darker and darker until my sensa
tions ceased to register. 

Since my recovery I have never 
dreamed of her, and for four years I 
was baffled by the four words she had 
spoken ; then I understood. Her sug
gestion seemed ridiculous because I was 
totally deficient, in education and ex
perience, to carry out her suggestion, 
but I have tried, and it is hard to tell 

Reaper Coming 
who is the most surprised. I or my 
friends, at my success, and I like it 
better than anything that I have ever 
attempted. Sincerely yours, 

HARRY WINSTON. 
Columbus, Ohio. 

Q F all the cousins on both sides of 
my family, Emma Allen, on my 

father's side, was the one that I loved 
most. I fairly idolized her. She seemed 
to feel the same way toward me. 

Late in the fall of 1916, after I had 
fed and rubbed down the horses, I lay 
down on a pile of straw in the cutting 
room of the barn. 

I was awakened a little later by a 
sound somewhere near me. As I raised 
to my elbow to listen I could hear noth
ing. But I noticed that the growing 
dusk had changed to the black of night. 

Just as I started to arise and ' go to 
the house a sound attracted my attention 
in the far end of the cutting room. 
Turning around as quick as possible I 
was startled to see through the dark, the 
form of my cousin as plain as I had 
ever beheld her in broad daylight. She 
looked more charming and beautiful 
than ever, and seemed to be trying to 
speak to me, but from some cause could 
not. 

vVhen I had recO\·ered my wits so 
as to speak, a distant train sounded out 
a long blast from its whistle. Before 
the sound had died away, Emma threw 
up her arms and said in a voice as 
natural as I had ever heard her speak : 

"Farewell, Lewis ; I hear the Reaper 
coming." 

The following morning my experience 
of the evening before was flashed be
fore me in a form that actually stunned 
me. A message came stating that 
Emma Allen had been killed, together 
with her sweetheart's mother, and a 
taxicab driver, when a train struck the 
taxi in which they were riding, while 
going across the railway crossing. 

I do not now look upon ghost stories 
and strange dreams that people tell 
about with such contempt as I once did. 

A. LEWIS ALLEN. 
Beckley, West Va. 
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The (!host IDho Stole a Bride 

something can he done for the poor chap 
upstairs." I knew it was too late for 
that, but I had to quiet her fears. 

After a bit she got control of herself 
and I bunted about for a phone. There 
was one hidden under a shabby cre
tonne doll on the table beside Munson's 
bed, and I called up Hugh Gifford, my 
best friend, who only recently had taken 
his medical degree. When I had ac
quainted him with the facts, he whistled 
softly. 

"I'LL be right over, sure." Then : "Is 
Beryl still there·? Good Lord ! Well, 

get her away immediately. This may 
develop into an ugly scandal and we 
don't want her to be involved if  it can 
be helped. Take her home, then come 
back as soon as you can and I'll meet 
you. I'll get right over." 

Beryl ! Of course she must be gotten 
away at once. What a fool I had been 
not to realize that. 

"Come on, · dear," I said gently, "I'm 
going to take you loome. Hugh is com
ing right over and I'll join him as soon 
as I'm sure you are safe. And I wouldn't 
say anything about what has happened 
to anyone, if you � can help it." 

Like a dazed child she allowed herself 
to De led out, and in  a few moments I 
had her home. I left her in care of 
:Mrs. Deems, the widowed aunt with 
whom she lived, and hurried back to the 
rooming-house. To my surprise I found 
Gifford standing on the stoop. 

''What's the matter?" I called to him : 
"Can't you get i n ?" 

''No. I've been ringing the bell for 
fifteen minutes and nothing happens. 
Thought I'd wait for you to show up 
and then see what could be done." His 
eyes were bright with excitement as he 
talked. 

"Well, let's try the basement door." 
I went down into the area-way and 

pushed the iron-grated door. It opened 
easily. Hugh joined me, and we climbed 
up a narrow, dark stairway and found 
ourselves in the main hall upstairs. A 
few moments more and we had reached 
the door of Ccsden's room. I turned the 
handle and went in, but to my amaze
ment the room was empty. Both h{rs. 
Munson and Cosden's body had disap
peared. h.fy face must have shown my 
amazement, for Gifford whistled softly 
and said : "Gone, eh ?" 

"What do you suppose--?" I was 
speechless with surprise. 

He walked across the room to the 
bathroom door and sniffed the air. 

"Urn. Took a dose of his own con
coction, did he ?" said he, musingly. 

"Poison ?" 
"Darned right !" Then : "\Vell, what 

are we going to do?" 
"We might go down to the landlady's 

room, shall we ?" 
ucome on. Where is it?" 
I led the way back to the room I had 

so recently left, but it was empty. 
"H'm I Darned funny !" 
Finally Gifford said : "Well, since 

there doesn't seem to be anything else 
to do, we might as well go home. Our 

(Continued from page 45) 
play, it  seems to me, is to lie low and 
await developments. \\"hat : ·· 

What else could we do? But the day's 
that followed were nerve-wracking for 
all of us, I can asSure you. VVe watched 
the papers breathlessly for any \\'ord of 
the suicide, but none of them carried a 
line about it. 

"You're sure he was dead?" Gifford 
asked me that question so often I began 
to doubt my own conviction. I had been 
sure but-well, perhaps in the excitement, 
I had been too hasty. His heart beat 
may have slowed down without actually 
stopping. 

''But the poison? Even if he were still 
alive when I left him, surely it would 
kill him in a very few moments ?" 

"It would-unless the Munson woman 
gave him an antidote immediately-but 
then, ifs extremely unlikely she would 
know what to give him, isn't it?" Then : 
"But how do we know he actually swal
lowed the stuff? The fact that we found 
i t  on the broken glass in the bathroom 
doesn't prove he actually drank it. He 
might have poured it down the s ink." 

"Yes-of course. But the way he top
pled over--" 

"Might have been vertigo-oh, one of 
half a dozen things. How do we know ?" 

I T was all very disturbing. I hoped 
Gifford's surmise was right, and that 

Cosden was still alive. Somehow the 
sight of the poor chap lying there limp, 
cold, and disheveled, haunted my mind 
and refused to be- put aside. 

To make matters worse, Beryl, who is 
naturally very highly strung, was horri
bly upset at the whole business, and a 
day or two after the experience at h{rs. 
Munson's, complained that she was being 
haunted by a ghost. Just the state of 
her nerves, Gifford said, and of course 
I agreed with him. But when, morning 
after morning, she appeared, all white 
and shaken, and 'told tales of waking in 
the night either to the consciousness that 
someone was in her room, or an actual 
vision of something she declared was 
the ghost of Cosden, I decided that some
thing drastic must be done. 

"\'Vhy don't you persuade her to marry 
you right away ?" said Gifford, when I 
talked it over with him. "You were 
planning to summer in Maine, weren't 
you ? \Ve11, a change of scene and the 
sort of care and devotion you could give 
her would be a God-send right new. 
You'd have her on her feet again in no 
time." 

Of course it was the thing to do ! But 
it was almost· impossible to persuade 
Beryl to do it. She seemed terrified at -
the idea. 

-
"Something awful will happen, Stan

ley," she said, her voice quavering. "I 
just know it will. Cosden-Cosden will 
do somethini--" 

"But, dear, we're reasonably sure Cos
den is dead. Even if  he isn't, how is he 
to know where we are, or that we are 
married, even ? We needn't tell a soul 
but Hugh and Aunty Deems, and by the 
time we return from hfaine, everything 
will have straightened itself out.'' 

"But, Stanley 1-I'm afraid." 
It took all my powers of persuasion, 

but at last she consented. The· night it 
was finally decided I went to bed with 
an easier mind than I had had at any 
time since the beginning of this trouble
some business. Things seemed to be 
pretty well settled, now, and in two more 
days we'd be off to Maine. I fell asleep 
dreaming of the smell of the pine trees. 

I don't know how long afterward I 
suddenly found myself wide awake with 
a very definite feeling that someone was 
in the room. I lay there perfectly quiet 
for a moment, then cautiously opened my 
eyes, and the blood almost ·froze in mv 
veins. Something was stam.l111g at th� 
foot of my bed-a shadowy, irregular 
bulk, scarcely discernible in  the dark
ness-with a glowing, luminous face that 
seemed to be peering about from side to 
side. It seemed to clear, to take form-� 

It was Beryl ! Had she died? Or 
\vas this her astral body-or what ? 

F
OR a mad moment I was almost para
lyzed with sheer, stark terror, and I 

could feel the hair slowly rising on my 
head. Then reason reasserted itself. 
Ghosts ! Bah ! I closed my eyes for a 
moment and buried my head in the pil
low. When I opened them there was no 
trace of anything. An optical delusion, 
I told myself. I hastily switched on the . 
electric light. The room was empty. 
Good Lord ! This thing seemed to be 
getting me too, I thought, climbing out 
of bed. I went into the living room 
and turned on the lights in there. 
Nothing ! No trace of anything. A 
stiff breeze was blo,ying the curtains 
through the open windows, and I 
went over and closed them. One 
opened onto a fire-escape. "Could the 
-the vision--?" I leaned out and 
looked up and down the ladder, but there 
was no trace of anything. Overhead the 
stars were still twinkling, though the 
first traces of dawn were already visible 
in the sky. Lord ! What an experience ! 
My nerves must be going back on me. 
I'd better see Gifford. I turned off the 
lights and went back to my bedroom. 
The feeling of horror clung to me, 
though, in spite of all I could do to 
argue it away, and I lay there for the 
remainder of the night, lights blazing, 
unable to face the ordeal of darkness in 
that room again. 

I called Beryl early in the morning. I 
could not help being anxious about her. 
Her voice reassured me, but her words 
struck a deadly prempnition to my heart. 

"I had the strangest dream last night, 
dear," she said. "I dreamed that I came 
to you-to warn you, tell you of some 
terrible danger--" 

I laughed at the trouble in her voice, 
but my heart was heavy. Had Beryl 
really come to me in spirit to warn me 
of-what ? 

The day was a busy one, what with 
doing the necessary shopping and mak
ing arrangements for our trip, and after 
an early dinner with Beryl, I left her to 
go to bed, while I attended to some last 
minute correspondence. I had been writ-



ing at my desk for an hour or more, 
when I suddenly had the strange feeling 
that someone was gazing steadily at me 
-someone inimical. There was a mirror 
on the wall in front of me, and I glanced 
cautiously into it, and for the second 
time in twenty-four hours my blood froze 
in horror. There, on the fire-escape, was 
a man waving a revolver at me, grim
acing like a mad man through the glass. 
It seemed hours, though I suppose it was 
really only a matter of seconds, that I 
sat there fascinated, watching that wav
ering revolver. The man was solid, real 
-and the man was Cosden ! But Cosden 
was dead 1 

With a tremendous effort, I pulled my
self together. Ghosts didn't carry re
volvers, I told myself savagely. Cosden 
probably lived, if the truth were known. 
He had threatened me, and then pre
tended to commit suicide to throw me off 
my guard. I saw the whole thing now. 
As all this darted through my mind, I 
opened the top drawer of my desk casu
ally and peered within. Yes, thank God, 
it was still there ! In a flash I whisked 
out my automatic, wheeled about toward 
the window and fired. 

'T'HERE was a crash as the windowL pane shattered into a thousand pieces, 
and the figure outside crumpled up and 
disappeared. Jenkins, my man, came 
tearing into the room, aroused by the 
shot, and after a hurried glance outside 
which showed that the marauder had 
vanished, I sent him tearing down to 
the court-yard into which the fire-escape 
lead. I rushed to the roof to prevent 
the thing from escaping that way. But 
it was all in vain. There was not a 
sign of anyone at either end, and after 
searching for half an hour or more, we 
finally gave it up. But I don't mind tell
ing you that by this time I was begin
ning to be upset. There was grave dan
ger from this maniac, and I had better 
take steps to stop him. 

I telephoned Gifford at once and he 
came right over. 

"You're quite sure--quite, quite sure, 
Stanley - that you actually saw this 
thing?" he asked seriously, after l isten
ing to my story. 

"Good Lord, man, don't be an idiot I 
Of course I saw him-or it ! Do you 
think I've been having hallucinations ?" 

"Well, you've been under a strain, you 
know, and then with all the tales Beryl 
has been telling and everything-well, 
even the strongest of us go to pieces 
sometimes." 

"Oh, for the love of Mike-well, may
be you're right, Hugh, but just the same 
I'm sure I saw this thing, and I'm begin
ning to believe that Beryl's visitations 
may not have been a thing of her imag
ination after all. If Cosden is actually 
still alive and trying to make trouble, 
this is just the sort of crazy thing he'd 
be apt to do." 

"By Jove, Stan, you may be right ! If 
that bird is at large, just as you say, 
he's apt to do any fool thing. You and 
I will have to find out at once just what 
the Situation is, and then do something 
about it." He was all excitement now. 
"Tell you what. We'll go down to his 
place again and see if he is there, or if 
anyone in the house knows where he is. 
There has been about cnou,;;:1 mystery 
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to this thing, and it's time we cleared 
it up." 

I agreed with him, and we were soon 
speeding on our way down to �1rs. 11un
son's. A pleasant-faced little woman an
swered our ring. 1Irs. 'Munson was not 
at home, she said, and she was just one 
of the roomers. Yes, Mr. Cosden lived 
here. Oh, we knew his room, did we? 
All right, we could go right up. 

We found his door was unlocked, and 
without knocking we pushed it open. So 
far as we could tell, the room was just 
as we had left it a week before. Nothing 
seemed to have been touched, and the 
dust had settled over everything. 

"Darned queer !" said Gifford, after we 
had carefully examined the room. "Let's 
go down and question that woman some 
more." 

\Ve hunted her up, but she could tell 
us nothing about Cosden. Come to think 
of it, she didn't remember seeing him 
about much lately. No, not for over a 
week. Perhaps he was away. Mrs. Mun
son? Oh, she was in and out all the 
time. She had a place, you know, out 
'Voodbridge way, and spent about as 
much time there as she did in town. K o, 
not a rooming-house, just a little place 
with a lot of ground around it. Had she 
seen her during the last week ? N'o, 
come to think about it, she hadn't. 
\Vould Ur. Cosden be apt to be out at 
11rs. 1Iunson's country place ? The 
little woman seemed really embarrassed. 
No-well, perhaps he might-she really 
couldn't tell - they were very good 
friends, of course-Mrs. Munson seemed 
to know him very well indeed-but of 
course-no, she really couldn't tell. The 
house? \Veil, did we know that part of 
the country ? VVell, after you struck the 
main road-followed a description of 
the exact location of 11rs. Munson's 
country place. 

F INALLY we thanked the woman, and 
returned to my apartment. It was 

pretty late by now, and we figured that 
nothing more could be done until morn· 
ing. After all, as soon as the wedding 
was over Beryl and I would be speeding 
away from the vicinity, and, since no 
one knew of our plans, it was unlikely 
that Cosden would follow us. \Vhile we 
were away Hugh could keep his eyes 
open and take what steps were necessary. 

Gifford offered to stay at my place for 
the night, and I must say I accepted his 
offer with a feeling of gratitude and 
relief. If anything more was to happen 
that night, I'd be darned glad to have 
someone with me. 

But nothing did happen-at least not 
until we were at breakfast the following 
morning. I heard the telephone ring 
and then Jenkins appeared in the door
way. Something in his face immediately 
alarmed me and I jumped up, turning 
over a chair in my haste. 

u\Vhat is it?" Gifford, too, had sensed 
trouble. 

11Ifs :Mrs. Deems, sir. She seems up
set, sir. 1Iiss Beryl--" 

I waited to hear no more but dashed 
out to the phone. 1Irs .. Deems' voice 
sounded tremulous, hysterical, as it came 
to me over the wire. 

"Oh, Stanley, something terrible has 
happened 1 Beryl has just disappeared 
and we don't know \Vhere she has gone." 
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"Disappeared? But when? Are you 
sure ? Didn't she leave any word, any 
clue, anything?" I tried to hold the 
terrible apprehension I was feeling, in  
check. 

"Not a thing, Stanley. Oh, it's terri
ble !" She was sobbing so she could 
hardly talk. 

"Aunty Deems, try not to go to pieces. 
Hugh Gifford is here with me and we'll 
be right over. There is probably some 
simple explanation to the whole thing, 
you know. Don't let yourself get upset 
like this until we've investigated every 
possibility." By the time I hung up the 
receiver I was shaking in every limb. 

Gifford was standing in the doorway, 
his face white. 

"Beryl--?" 
"She's disappeared, Hugh--" But he 

waited for no more. 
"Good God ! Come on !" He seized 

me by the arm and together we hurried 
down the hall. 

"Sounds like serious business," he said, 
panting as we tore along. "If what we 
suspect about Cosden is true-better just 
stop in at the house long enough to 
make sure there really are no clues, then 
get right out to the Woodbridge place 
as quick as we can make it." 

At the house we found that there was 
not a clue. Beryl had gone to bed soon 
after I left her. When she failed to ap
pear at breakfast, Mrs. Deems went to 
her room and discovered that she was 
gone. The bed had been slept in, and 
her clothing was piled on a chair just 
as she had left it the night before. It 
didn't seem possible that she wasn't 
somewhere in the house, yet a thorough 
search from cellar to attic proved con
clusively that she was not. Mrs. Deems 
was certain she wore only her night 
clothes when she disappeared. Indeed 
most of her clothing had been packed for 
the trip, and the few remaining garments 
were still hanging in the closet. 

IDE did our best not to alarm the old 
lady, but I can tell you we were 

both badly scared as we climbed into 
Gifford's car and drove off at breakneck 
speed toward \'loodbridge. 

"Looks like a plain case of abduction, 
but I think we're on the right track, old 
man." Good old Hugh_ was doing his 
best to buck me up, and I appreciated it. 
But no one will ever know what I suf
fered during that half hour's ride. And 
this was to have been my wedding day ! 

ulf it is Cosden, and he's harmed her 
in any way/' I said, through clenched 
teeth, "I'll kill him with my bare hands, 
so help me God !" 

"Steady, old man !" The car pitched 
al�ead at even greater speed. 

It's a wonder we weren't held up by 
the traffic officers, but luck seemed to 
be with us. At that hour of the morning 
the roadway was practically deserted, 
and we tore along unmolested. We had 
no trouble finding the Munson place, 
thanks to the woman downtown. The 
house itself, a ramshackle affair badly 
in need of paint, stood in the center of 
perhaps twenty acres of wild, over-run 
country. The morning had been dark 
and lowering, and as we entered the 
Munson grounds a terrific wind started 
and the first few drops of· rain began to 
fall. 
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As we drove up, the place looked de
serted, and there was no answer to our 
repeated knockings. I tried the door and 
found it locked, as were the windows 
opening onto the porch. These latter, 
though, were the old-fashioned kind 
easily opened with a knife, and I imme
diately started to pry open one of the 
locks. There had been a constant pound
ing somewher� in back of the house, as 
we stood there trying to get in, and it 
suddenly occurred to Gifford that this 
should be investigated. 

11You go on in, Stan," he said, as I 
finally succeeded in raising the window, 
"and I'll go around back and see what's 
what. I oin you in a minute." And he 
was off. 

I climbed in through the open window 
and found myself in a musty, badly
ventilated room, evidently the parlor. 
No sign of anyone. I crossed to a door 
in the opposite wall, and entered another 
equally unpleasant, equally deserted room. 
The next door lead into a wide hall, 
illuminated only by what little light came 
through a dusty pane of glass in the 
front door, and full of strange and om
inous shadows. I crossed the hall and 
entered another dim room, and then I 
discovered a faint light coming from a 
transom over another doorway. My heart 
pounded madly with suspense and ex
citement, as I crossed the room on tip
toe. I thrust my ear against the door. 
Not a sound. I stooped down and tried 
to look through the keyhole, but it was 
stuffed up. After waiting there at least 
two minutes for some sort of sound I 
decided that the room was unoccupied ; 
but a strange fear, a sort of premonition, 
held me back, and I almost had to force 
myself to turn the handle of the door 
and push it open. 

For a moment I stood there, dazzled 
by the electric light, trying to get my 
bearings. The room seemed deserted. 
Then my eye fell upon a sight so horri
ble it rooted me to the spot. 

On the floor lay the body of Cosden, 
covered with something resembling an 
old red table cover, and across it lay 
the prostrate form of the Munson woman, 
a revolver still clutched in her hand, 
one side of her head a horrible bullet 
wound. 

l DON'T yet know how long I stood 
there in stupefied horror. It was the 

arrival of Gifford that finally brought me 
back to my senses. 

��Good God, Stan !" he exclaimed, 
clutching my arm. "Both of them !" 

His face went deadly white, and for a 
moment we just stood there helplessly. 
Then : uwe must find Beryl. She's here 
somewhere, I'm sure of it." 

"Beryl ? Here? How do you know?" 
New terror 'seized me. 

"Her car is out in a shed behind the 
house. It was the door of the shed 
blowing in the storm that made all the 
noise." 

"My God ! Come on, Hugh--quick 1 
We may not be a moment too soon. God 
knows what they've done to her 1" I was 
almost beside myself as we rushed from 
room to room, vainly hunting for my 
sweetheart. Finally, when we had about 
given up hope, we came upon a tiny, 
locked door at the top of the house. 

"Here, help me with this," I said, push-

I 

ing my shoulder heavily against it. 
He was at my side instantly, and in 

a moment the combined weight of our 
bodies sent the door crashing in. \'le 
fell upon the floor of a small attic-like 
room and it  took only a second to get 
upon our feet. There, on the floor, we 
found Beryl, a lifeless-looking little 
figure wrapped in an old coat, her hair 
disheveled, her bare feet encased in bed
room slippers. 

"Oh, God, Hugh !" I rushed to her 
side and gathered her up in my arms. 
"Is she dead? Tell me she isn't dead !'' 
I was frantic with apprehension. 

He felt of her pulse, listened to her 
heart, and finally, taking a small mirror 
from his pocket, held it  to her lips. 

"She lives," he said quietly, 4'but it's 
''vell we came when we did." 

Drawing a small flask from his pocket, 
he forced some of the contents down her 
throat. Then we chafed her hands and 
the area over her heart, and, after what 
seemed like endless hours, her eyelids 
trembled slightly and the color began 
to come back into her lips. Slowly her 
eyes opened and she regarded us with 
an utterly blank, dazed expression. 
Gradually she seemed to realize that I 
was there with her, and with a pathetic 
little moan, she reached up and put her 
arms about my neck. 

"Oh, Stanley, Stanley !" she whispered, 
and tears began to pour down her cheeks. 

HJt's all right, now, dear, Stanley's 
with you," I reassured her, and she lay 
there silently for awhile, clutching at 
me as though she would never let go. 
Then she said : "Stauley, take me home 
-oh, take me home !" 

Gifford had been hovering in the back
ground. He came forward and whis
pered to me : "She's right, Frazer. Bet
ter get her out of here. \'1 e'll carry her 
down to the car and you can drive her 
home. I'll follow in her machine." 

"But-the things downstairs ?11 
''Leave that to me. Your job is getting 

Beryl home." 

I CARRIED her downstairs and out 
through the rain to the car, holding 

the coat close about her. I shall never 
forget that ride home through the pour
ing rain, 'Beryl lying there on the back 
seat, sobbing and moaning almost with
out �topping. My own nerves were about 
gone, what with my fears for her and 
the terrible sight I just had wiJnessed. 
Mrs. Deems, when Beryl actually was 
safe under her own roof again, rose to 
the occasion and took complete charge 
of the situation. She put the girl into a 
hot bath, then into eed, and made her 
drink hot tea. Then Gifford arrived, 
driving Beryl's car, and went up at once 
to look at his patient. 

Poor little Beryl ! In spite of every
thing we could do for her, she lay there 
trembling and shaking as though with a 
chill ; then a raging fever took possession 
of her, and delirium set in. My heart 
bled as she lay there moaning, or started 
up in sudden terror, shrieking that she 
saw a ghost and begging me to save her 
from ''him." For days it  looked as 
though she would go out of her head 
completely and both Hugh and I were at 
her side constantly, all other interests 
completely forgotten in our anxiety for 
her. Then, gradually, the fever passed 



and though still very weak, little Beryl 
was at last on the road to recovery. And 
for the first time I had leisure to think 
about other things-particularly about 
that scene in the kitchen at Woodbridge. 

"What did you do about the bodies out 
there?" I asked Hugh. 

"Oh-that ?" He hesitated. "Well, 
nothing, really. I looked closely at the 
bodies, then left them." 

HWithout notifying anyone ?" 
He was silent for a moment. "Per

haps it wasn't exactly the most ethical 
thing in the world," he said slowly, "but 
what else could I do ? If I had notified 
the police we would all have been in 
for publicity and an investigation and
well, it would have been damned un
pleasant, especially for Beryl. I didn't 
know-we don't know yet, for that mat
ter-how she came to be out there, and 
-well, you have to protect a girl from 
that kind of publicity. 'Found In De
serted House With Two Corpses, Clad 
Only In Night Clothes.' Can't you just 
see the scareheads in the newspapers ?" 

The idea gave me a cold chill. We 
sat there in silence for a moment, then 
he said : "I suppose you haven't seen 
the papers ?" 

"No." 
"Well, the bodies were found the very 

day we were out there-! knew, of course, 
they would be, sooner or later. It seems 
the Munson woman was a bad egg
known to the police for several little 
escapades, and, after investigating the 
case superficially, they put it down as 
murder and suicide.11 

"Good Lord !" 
"So that's cleared up." There was 

another moment of silence, then : "If 
only we could get Beryl to talk-oh, I 
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know she can't be upset now. You don't 
have to -tell me that. But if she ever 
feels up to it, she can throw a lot of 
light on the thing. You know, of course, 
that your theory about Cosden is all 
wrong ?" 

"No, I didn't know. How do you 
make that out ?11 • 

"Well, he had been dead for days when 
we found him." 

"He had?" I could scarcely believe it. 
"Not a doubt in the world about it. 

It was only a matter of hours with the 
woman, but Cosden - funny thing, 
though," he broke off, "there was a bullet 
hole right in the middle of his chest." 

"A bullet hole!" My mind raced back 
to the figure on the fire-escape, and the 
shot I had fired at it. \'Vas it possi
ble-? 

"You're sure he was dead that-that 
long?" 

''Sure thing. The papers said so, too. 
Poisoning was given as the cause of 
death. They couldn't explain the shot 
unless the Munson woman had fired it 
into him just for good measure." 

A ND Beryl's story, when at last she 
was able to talk about it, only added 

to the mystery. It wasn't until weeks 
later that she told us the whole expe
rience, as nearly as slie could remember 
it. She was awakened that morning 
just as the first light of dawn was be
ginning to show in the sky, by a figure 
she insisted was Cosden's ghost. She 
said it wore his clothes, and looked as 
he had looked just before he toppled over 
after taking the poison. It pointed a 
long finger at her, just as he had done 
that day at h1unson's, and in a deep, 
sepulchral voice ordered her to get up 
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and put on her coat. Half paralyzed 
with fear, she had done as directed. 
Then, almost as though under a hypnotic 
spell, she followed the thing through her 
bedroom window, out onto the porch, 
back to the garage, and into her car. 

Once in the car, she seemed to recover 
from the paralyzing terror that had 
gripped her, enough to attempt a mad 
dive toward the ground, but the thing had 
reached out and grabbed her in an icy 
grip, and after that she knew no more. 
When she recovered consciousness she 
was stretched out on the seat behind and 
the car was speeding along like the wind, 
the thing sitting huddled over the wheel, 
a battered hat jammed down on its head. 
She lay there, too terror stricken to move, 
and finally, in the light of the dawn, they 
drew up behind a house. Y cs, it must 
have been the Munson place, though she 
didn't remember much about it. They 
drove into a dark shed, and she tried to 
scream for help, tried to get away. In
deed she did succeed in getting out of 
the car and making for the door, but the 
thing was following her, was catching 
her by the hair, was dragging her back. 
She turned, frantically, to fight it off and 
was conscious again of the hypnotic 
horror of the face, now glowing strange
ly in the darkness, coming cJoser, a!ld 
closer. The next thing she knew, she 
was lying in my arms in the attic room. 

Could it have been the M:unson woman, 
as Gifford insists, trying to wreak ven
geance upon us for causing Cosden's 
suicide? Was it, as Beryl firmly be
lieves, actually the ghost of Cos den?
Did Beryl's astral self really come to 
my room that night to warn me of that 
horror approaching us? 

I wish I knew ! 

The ffian UJho Paid 
known no sleep since it  occurred. I 
cannot face my classes and lecture on 
the laws of science. I always have be
lieved that every phenomenon can. be 
explained by hard and fast scientific 
laws. I have always laughed at the so
called manifestations of the spirit world. 
And yet, this murder cannot be explained 
by any natural laws. I feel as though 
the scientific platform upon which I 
have built my life is about to crumble 
away beneath my feet. I still refuse to 
accept the supernatural-God, how I hate 
the word ! Yet I see no other explana
tion for the murder." 

ARNOLD paused to moisten his dry 
lips and throat. He ran his fingers 

through his long hair, and his fingers 
trembled. Then he continued. 

"Here is what I know about it. Bob 
Clark, the man who was murdered, was 
the best student I ever had. He was in 
my Physics course three years ago. 
Since then we have been intimate friends. 
He often consulted me about his work, 
and I was always glad to give him help 
and advice. ,. 

"Two weeks ago he came to me and 
he was in a terrible condition. It hurt 
me to see him, a man over six feet in 

( Co11tim1ed from page 42) 
height, so shaken with fear. His fine 
face was drawn and there was an un
canny stare out of his eyes. I could 
not understand it, for he had always been 
a very substantial person, unemotional, 
and with a strong will. 

'' 'Doctor Arnold,' he said, before we 
had time to be seated in my study, 'I 
have been visited by the dead. My God, 
I am frightened. It is driving me mad, 
and I am afraid my wife will see this 
fear in me. She is in no condition to 
be troubled, for as you know, her baby 
was born yesterday.' 

"I gave Bob a drink and managed to 
calm him, and he told me of the vision h e  
had seen. Three summers ago h e  worked 
with a bridge construction gang about 
forty miles from Houston in the little 
town of East Benard. It is composed al
most altogether of ignorant foreign peo
ple who live in a very squalid condition. 

"Most of the women arc ugly and fat ; 
sometimes even the young girls are home
ly and unattractive. They work in the 
fields along with the men. They go bare
footed and wear few clothes in the cot
ton fields. Quite often, according to 
Bob's story, you will find girls at the 
age of twenty, picking cotton, dressed in  
a calico dress and nothing more. It is 

nothing unCommon to see their bodies 
exposed by a chance wind. Some of the 
girls have a youthful charm in spite of 
their coarseness. Their bodies have soft 
curving lines even though they do hard 
work, because they eat a great deal of 
fatty food. 

"Sob met one of these girls returning 
from work one evening. She was pretty, 
and her comely face and lithe young 
figure beneath her loose-fitting cotton 
dress fascinated him. Ordinarily, he 
would not have been attracted by such 
a girl, but he had missed the companion
ship of the girls of his set, and of his 
women companions at school. 

''By some pretext he contrived to walk 
home with her, and thereafter he met 
this girl every evening. No one knew of 
their meetings. He continued to meet 
the girl secretly until fall when he re
turned t<? the University. 

"BOB told me that the girl loved him 
- fiercely, and that he had a sort of 

· love for her, even though he was en
gaged to the woman who is now his 
widow. He never told the foreign 
girl his true name, and he soon forgot 
her after he returned to �chool. He was 
married the next spring. 
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"But on the night before his mar

riage, he was visited by this girl, Bob 
declared. He was awakened just before 
dawn by the cry of a baby in his room. 
The room was dark except for a diffused, 
glowing, blue light and in the midst of 
this blue light was the girl of his past 
holding a new born baby in her arms. 
The vision was indistinct, and before 
Bob was able to see more, the vision 
disappeared into the blue light and the 
light itself slowly faded away. Bob was 
terrified, and turned on his light. 

"The floor was wet as if  wet clothing 
had dripped upon it and there were 
smears of yellow clay upon it. 

"In the afternoon paper Bob read the 
account of the suicide of the young girl. 
Three months before, her family had 
learned her secret, and had driven her 
away from home. A clergyman's family 
at East Benard had taken her in. The 
child was born three days before her 
suicide. She was found in a large, clay, 
water pool behind the clergyman's home. 
Her child was clasped to her bosom, 
drowned, as was the mother. 

"Bob was frantic, but he had to go 
through with his wedding. The vision 
did not appear again, and Bob soon for
got it in joy of his wife. 

"The vision never returned until two 
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weeks ago, which was the night after 
the day his child was born. Bob said 
that it appeared in exactly the same 
manner as upon the first occasion, ex
cept that it stayed longer and was more 
distinct. The baby seemed months older 
at this second appearance. The girl stood 
there, in one arm her baby and in her 
h'and-a murderous Bohemian knife, sim
ilar to those used by the Bohemian 
farmers to kill pigs. She slowly ad
vanced toward Bob with the knife gripped 
hanj in her hand. When she was a 
few feet from him, Bob screamed. The 
baby in the girl's arm moved and a low 
wail escaped from its lips. The girl 
stopped and slowly disappeared into the 
blue light surrounding her, and it slowly 
faded away also. This time the floor 
was dry and unmarked by clay. 

� "When Bob finished the story, he was 
trembling again from head to foot. 
Beads of sweat stood out on his fore
head, and he reached for the whiskey. I 
\\'aS in a great quandary as to what to 
do. Of course, I thought Bob was sick 
and suffering from, strain due to the 
birth of his wife's child. I told him so. 
I refused to believe in the thing at all 
and told him to forget it. He became 
furiously angry and left me. Three days 
later I talked to his wife's nurse over 

the phone and learned that Bob had 
locked himself in his room and was re
fusing to see everyone. I went to his 
home, but he would not see me. 

"Three days ago I was summoned to 
Bob's house, just after dawn, by the 
nurse. She said that Bob had been mur
dered and that his wife wanted me. I 
went immediately. 

"UJHEN I was admitted to the room, 
the body had not yet been moved. 

It lay across the bed in a crimson pool. 
Stuck in Bob's chest up to the hilt, was 
a knife. I am sure it was the one Bob 
had described to me. 

"The nurse slept in  the room adjoin
ing Bob's and the only door in Bob's 
room opened into the nurse's room. She 
was awakened by a terrible scream in  
Bob's room. She tried the door but it  
was locked. 

"Neighbors were summoned and the 
door was battered open. It was locked 
and bolted from within. There were 
only two windows in the room and both 
of them had iron bars across them, as 
you will find in some old Texas homes. 

"The nurse declared that immediately 
following the scream, she heard the wail 
of a baby and the voice of a woman in 
the room." 

The Qirl UJho Lived with the Dead 

I thought of Alice. The absurdity of 
Corbin having these two spied on seemed 
clear to me. 

It was hard to wait until half past 
two, hard because I was eager to see 
Anita and hear the answer that my heart 
told me she would give to the question 
I had asked her the night before, but 
harder still, in a way, because I was 
constantly haunted by the fear that at 
any moment Luigi might step in  again 
with some new terror. 

I could not forget his last threat-that 
the next death would be that of some one 
near and dear to Mr. Kennedy. I tried 
to tell a1yself that Luigi was losing his 
power over Anita, since he had not been 
able to keep her from coming home, even 
though no ransom money had been paid. 
But I did not feel comfortable. 

I \VAS very tense, and quaking inward
ly when at last I drew Anita's roadster 

up to the front steps. It seemed to me 
that there was an unnaturally strained 
look in her eyes as she came toward me. 
1lr. and Mrs. Kennedy had come to the 
door with her. I wondered if perhaps 
she had talked with them about me, and 
they had not felt like giving their ap
proval. But they waved good-bye so 
cheerfully, that I decided that something 
else must be the matter. 

I was not prepared, however, for the 
thing that happened just as she was 
about to step into the car. She stopped 
•uddenly and began staring down the 
driveway. Alice had just driven in 
through the gate and was coming up 
slowly. Hackley was with her. But Anita 
didn't seem to be looking at them. She 
seemed to be looking at something much 
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nearer, and sudden terror was in her eyes. 
Then came the same shriek of horror 

that we had all heard before. She 
shrank away from the thing she seemed 
to be looking at. 

"No ! No !" And she screamed wildly. 
01Go away I I won't obey you ! I won't ! 
I won't !" 

I stared in  the direction of her gaze, 
but could see nothing. Search the shrub
bery as I would, I could find no sign of 
Luigi concealed there. And yet, I knew 
as well as if she had called out his name 
that it was to Luigi that she was talking. 

:Mrs. Kennedy ran down the steps 
toward us. Alice's car stopped near us 
and Hackley sprang out. Mr. Kennedy 
shouted for Corbin and then followed 
Mrs. Kennedy. But Anifa seemed not 
to hear or see any of them. She was 
shrinking and cowering as if  in the face 
of some horrible monster. 

••oh, Ross," she cried. "He's coming 
nearer. He's freezing the blood in  my 
veins. Don't let him touch me. Oh, 
don't let him touch me !" 

I stood beside her already. At her ap
peal I threw an arm protectingly around 
her shoulders. 

"It's all right, Anita," I said soothingly. 
01lt's all right. Nobody's going to hurt 
you 

She gave a sob and turned full against 
my breast, burying her face against my 
shoulder, shuddering from head to foot, 
while her hands went UI) around my 
neck drawing my head down convulsive
ly, as if the nearness of me meant pro
tection. 

There was a sweet thrill in that fright
ened embrace. I held her close, and laid 
my face along side of hers. 

As she touched me, a strange chill 
swept over me. I felt suddenlt weak. 
Jvly arms stiffened. My whole body grew 
rigid. It became impossible to breathe. 
My chest simply would not expand to 
draw in the air. 

I knew that I was dying-and at the 
caress of the girl I loved. W'hy did 
death stalk Anita's pathway? Did the 
sinister spirit of Luigi, the hypnotist, 
control her, or--

I swayed unsteadily under her em
brace. I saw Hackley reach out and 
catch me with horror in his eyes. I 
fought for consciousness as suffocation 
gradually overwhelmed me. Then I lost 
consciousness. 

I had no sense of the passing of time. 
I simply became conscious again. Every
thing still seemed dark. I felt unutter
ably weak. For a little while I was not 
strong enough to lift my eyelids. 

Then I felt a soft hand on my fore
head, and I opened my eyes. 

CLOSE to my face Anita's eyes caught 
mine and looked down into them. 

They grew big suddenly. 
"Ross ! Ross !" came a tittle, joyful, 

half choked cry. 
Then something warm and wet dropped 

on my cheek. Her eyes had filled with 
tears and one had spilled over. She 
dropped on her knees beside the head of 
my bed and put her face down close to 
mine. 

"You didn't die ! You didn't die !" she 
sobbed. "You came back to me ! Oh, I 
am so happy I" 

At first I didn't understand. I only 
saw the girl I loved kneeling beside me, 
and felt her soft hair touch my cheek, 
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while her voice told me better than her 
words even, that I meant something in  
he r  life . • 

Then, as I realized that I was lying 
down-in fact actually in bed, in an un
familiar room, and that the room was 
lighted by electricity, not daylight, I be
gan to get a vague idea of what had 
happened. I had been stricken down by 
that mysterious hidden hand just as 
Wolf had been stricken down. But 
by some miracle I had been saved from 
death. 

L wasn't strong enough to speak for 
quite a while, but simply lay there and, 
weak as I was, grew happier and hap
pier as the moments went by and Anita 
still knelt beside me. 

At last, however, I tried to speals, and 
managed a half-whisper ; 

"Anita JI' 
She lifted her face and looked at me 

with eyes that shone through her tears. 
"\¥hat is it, Ross ?" she asked with an 

eager tenderness. 
"Tell me what happened." 
But she shook her head. 
HDr. Parish says you must be abso

lutely quiet and have no excitement," 
she said. . 

I didn't have the strength to protest. 
It was easier just to look at her, a11d 
wait. Presently I realized that her two 
hands held one of mine, and that her 
eyes held in them messages far more 
important to me than any mere explana
tion of what had happened could have 
been. So I lay quietly and waited, quite 
content. 

After a while Dr. Parish came in, and 
with him Corbin. Anita rose shyly and 
stood at the foot of my bed, first an
nouncing triumphantly that I was con
scious. 

They came over and looked at me, Dr. 
Parish feeling my pulse, and nodding 
with satisfaction. 

"Well," he said, "we've come to, eh ? 
Good. Now just rest a bit and probably 
you'll be a lot better to-morrow." 

"I'm feeling better every minute," I 
said. "What happened?" 

"We'll talk about that later," he said. 
"Try to go to sleep now. Don't talk to 
him, Miss Anita.11 

They went out. Anita looked at me, 
blushing prettily. 

"Come and sit by me," I said, using a 
sick person's prerogative. 

She did so, and I felt weakly for her 
ham! till I found it. Then I closed my 
eyes. 

PERHAPS an hour later I woke up 
feeling much stronger. Anita was 

still there. I looked up at her earnestly. 
"You do--<:are--" I started. 
Her eyes grew moist and glistened. 

She blushed, but did not turn away. 
"Yes," she said very low. "1-I do, 

Ross. I was going to tell you this after
noon and then-this happened. Oh Ross, 
I didn't know how much-I-needed you 
-till I thought I had lost you." 

"Then, as soon as I'm all right, you'll 
marry me?" 

I asked the question eagerly, for al
ready the thought had returned to me 
that, if I could marry her and carry 
her off with me, we could escape the 
monster that kept bringing horror into 
h� life. 
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The color mantled her cheeks more 
than before. Then it  left her and she 
turned her face away. 

"Oh Ross, I can't-with this hanging 
over me. I can't put you in more dan-
ger." · 

"Yes you can," I protested. "Or rather 
we'd both. go away where Luigi couldn't 
find us. \'fill you, Anita?" 

But she put a soft finger on my lips, 
smiled down at me, and rose. 

"You mustn't talk," she said. "I'm go
ing for Dr. Parish." 

Presently he came, again accompanied 
by Corbin. This time they saw how 
much recovered I was and they told me 
what had happened, which after all was 
nothing more than I had guessed. I had 
been stricken down, just as Wolf had, 
at the moment that I was trying to pro
tect and steady Anita. But for some rea
son I had not died. Corbin was sure I 
had been poisoned too, as the dog had. 
But he had been unable to expjain how 
the poison had reached me. He was 
frank in stating his suspicion of Hackley, 
who was running toward us at the time 
my collapse began. But he admitted that 
he did not see how the poison could have 
been made to reach me. 

I asked him if he had searched the 
shrubbery immediately. He said that he 
had, but had found no trace of any in
truder. I was puzzled, and I could see 
that he was too. But when he left me, 
he advised me to keep my eye on Hack
ley and Alice. I shuddered-! couldn"t 
believe that his suspicions had any justi
fication. 

He had hardly left when Mr. and r,t rs. 
Kennedy came in. Their happiness over 
my recovery was truly wonderful. I 
realized what I owed them for taking 
me into their lives. I wanted to talk, 
but they had had their instructions from 
Dr. Parish, and soon left me. 

Almost immediately Alice and, to my 
surprise, Hackley came in. They, too, 
were warm and cordial in their expres
sions of good will over my recovery. 
I wondered if all this apparent s incerity 
could possibly be mere sham. I studied 
Hackley's face, but could detect no 
hypocrisy in it. They were saying good 
night, when I remembered that, with me 
flat on my back, Anita would be lacking 
what protection I could have given her, 
and in my anxiety for her, I spoke with
out thinking. 

"Take care of Anita !" 
I was surprised to see a flash of under

standing pass between them. It puzzled 
me and gave me a sudden qualm, as did 
the extra vibrance in Alice's voice as 
she said, "Yes. Don't worry. \Ve're go
ing to take care of Anita." 

Hackley nodded at me in a reassuring 
way, but took Alice by the arm and 
seemed to be hurrying her out, lest she 
might say more. 

This puzzled me and worried me. But 
when, ten minutes later, Anita came into 
the room again, the shy tenderness in 
her eyes made me forget everything else. 

"The trained nurse has just arrived," 
she said. "She'll be here in a few 
minutes." 

She sat down beside me. Once more 
I made her give me her hand to hold. I 
wanted to ,ask her again to promise to 
marry me as soon as I was on my feet, 
but the knowledge that at any minute the 
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nurse might come in kept me from do
ing it. So she sat and we sa.id nothing. 
Presently, at a step in the hall, she rose. 

'4Good night, Ross," she - whispered. 
"Good night," I answered. 41Do be 

careful !'' 
She nodded brightly, but I could see 

her lip quiver. After all, how could she 
be careful?  This thing that menaced 
her was not a thing that she could avoid. 
It came. It possessed her. Then it left 
her-having done what harm it could in  
the  meantime. I sighed as she  went out 
and the white garmented nurse entered 
the room. 

I SLEPT that night, but twice I woke 
with the nightmare fear that Anita 

had been carried off, and I could not go 
to sleep again until the nurse had hunted 
up Corbin and made sure that everything 
was all right. 

\¥hen morning came I was much bet
ter, but still amazingly weak. Dr. Par
ish told· me that it was a wonder I had 
lived at all. Corbin, standing beside him, 
nodded grimly. 

"You missed what was coming to you 
by a hair," he said. 411 guess the full 
dose intended for you didn't hit you." 

I nodded, thankful enough for being 
alive, and not wondering much how it 
had happened. 

"Is Miss Anita all right?" I asked. 
"Has anything new turned up ?" 

"Yes. The young lady's all right. It's 
plain hysteria with her, brought on by 
the spook tales young Hackley has been 
telling her. By the way, he's disappeared 
again-damned funny too : just vanished. 
Probably went out the back door. Any
way Adams didn't see him leave the 
house. Nobody appears to know where 
he is-except the young lady, Miss Alice. 
She seems to know I've got my eye on 
him and her, and she's mad. Says it's 
none of my business where Hackley is : 
if I want to spy, I've got to do my own 
spying. I"ll get the goods on that young 
man yet, though, if he ever shows up 
again." 

I shook my head. 
'1I think you're wrong," I said. "I 

don"t believe for a minute that Hackley 
is in this. Probably he found out you 
were watching him and it made him 
mad." 

CORBIN smiled at me pityingly, as if 
he thought me a great fool. Then 

he left me. "When he was gone I began 
to wonder if  after all I were not such 
a fool as he thought me. Certainly 
Hackley had been present part of the 
time at three out of the four seizures 
that Anita had suffered, and might easily 
have had to do with her disappearance, 
though he had not been seen at the time. 
His mysterious slipping out of sight and 

· Alice's refusal -to tell Corbin where he 
was to be found were not very reassuring. 

I was pondering this when Mr. Ken
nedy came in. He was looking very 
haggard and drawn. I could see that 
the strain of it all was wearing on him 
terribly. It would have been bad enough 
to be caught in a trap by Cullen and to 
face the loss of his entire fortune, or, 
" ith no such trouble, t� have grappled 
with the mystery of Luigi's baneful at
tack. But to have both of these come 
2.t the same time was almost more than 
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human spirit could stand. I began to 
fear that he was going to break umler 
the double strain. But he greeted me 
cheerfully and lovingly, asking ho\v I 
felt and nodding with satisfaction as I 
told him of my growing strength. 

''Is there any more news ?" I asked 
eagerly. 

He smiled grimly. 
11Another slate message," he said. 

"This time it's me. And our friend 
promises that there will be no slip as 
there was in  your case. The thing ar
rived by special delivery this morning." 

He spoke calmly, and I knew that he 
would not let the threat influence his 
actions. But a chill crept over me. 
Realizing how helpless I myself had been 
to combat the attack that had come 
against me in my effort to protect Anita, 
I shuddered to think of what might hap

. pen to the man to whom I owed so inuch. 
uno be careful !" I said, and then, on 

a sudden impulse : "Has Corbin told 
you of his suspicions of Hackley ?" 

Mr. Kennedy nodded. 
'1I can't believe he's right/' he said. 

"But I'm going to keep my eye on him 
the next time he comes near me." 

1'How about your fight with Cullen?" 
I asked. "You're going to win out, of 
course?"  

The Jines in  h is  face seemed to deepen. 
"I don't know," he said. 111 am stripped 

of my last resource. I can only wait." 
He forced a smile and left me. 
When Anita came in to see me, Alice 

was with her. The two put on a very 
cheerful front in my presence. But it 
seemed to me that Anita looked tired
deadly tired, as if she had not once 
closed her eyes during the night, but had 
lain awake, watching and dreading, as 
the dark hours dragged by. 

I hoped Alice would leave us alone to
gether for a minute at least, but she 
made no move to do so, and Anita seemed 
relieved that she did not have to meet 
the question that she knew I would put 
to her. I knew as well as if  she had 
told me, however, that she was deter
mined to fight her grim battle to a finish 
before she would give me the answer that 
I wanted. But for my part I was equally 
determined that the minute I was on my 
feet I would carry her off to some spot 
where Luigi could not find her. And 
during the rest of the day I made plans. 

A FTER dinner Mr. Kennedy came to 
my room to help me down to the 

l ibrary, for Dr. Parish thought that to 
move around and mix with the others 
would help me to get back to normal. 
I looked at my benefactor anxiously. He 
answered my unspoken question with a 
laugh. 

"You see I'm still here,'' he added. 
"\¥hat's more, things haven't moved 
against me on the Street. And Cullen 
has offered to come here to-night and 
talk things over. I hate to knuckle to 
him, for he's a skunk. But I've got to 
think of the rest of you. And after 
what Mother did, going out alone at 
night to plead with him, and nearly get
ting killed, I can't refuse her the satis
faction of having me talk things over at 
least." 

He was regretful but, it seemed to me, 
more cheerful than he had been in the 
morning. After he had settled me on 

the divan in the library with 11rs. Ken
nedy and Anita and Alice sitting around, 
talking with at least an appearance of 
normal brightness, I tried to think that 
perhaps we might now have come to the 
turning point ; that, with the relief that 
seemed in sight from financial pressure 
through Cullen's apparent relenting, Mr. 
Kennedy might be able to throw his en
ergies into the solution of the personal 
horror that had come on the family and 
that some kind of respite and comfort 
might be ours. 

But the strained look that each mem
ber of our little group tried so valiantly 
to keep out of his face kept showing 
from time to time, and I found it im
possible to get away from the feeling of 
dread that had grown on me from day 
to day. At any minute I expected to see 
my benefactor stricken down as I had 
been struck down by the mysterious un
seen hand that I firmly believed to be 
Luigi's. . 

Every time I looked at Anita, I won
dered how long it would be before she 
had another of her terrible struggles. I 
studied her dark, tired eyes when she 
was not looking at me, and in  them I 
found a haunting fear that increased my 
own dread a hundred fold. I offered an 
inward prayer that I would soon be on 
my feet again and able to carry the 
sweet, lovely girl away from this menace 
that beset every moment of her existence. 

THE announcement by Jeffries that 
Mr. Cullen had arrived could not help 

but cause a slight stir among us ; for, 
though only Mrs. Kennedy and I knew 
how much lvlr. Kennedy had at stake, 
the girls knew that Cullen was Mr. Ken
nedy's bitter financial opponent. I saw 
Mr. Kennedy's face set, and Mrs. Ken
nedy's lip tremble. She half rose with 
him, but he shook his head. 

"I'll see him alone.'' he said quietly. 
"I don't want you in the thing at all, 
Mother. There's going to be no plead
ing." 

Corbin, who had sat watching in a 
distant corner of the room, looked up. 

"Who is this Mr. Cullen?" he asked. 
"My business opponent at the present 

time," Kennedy answered. 111 won't need 
you as a body-guard, Corbin." 

He went out. We looked at one an
other somewhat tensely in spite of all our 
efforts to the contrary. A minute later 
Anita rose nervously and left the room. 
I was glad to see Alice follow her almost 
immediately, for I feared to have her 
alone for even the briefest space of time. 

Perhaps three minutes passed. 
Then our raw nerves were brought 

shudderingly taut by the sound of Anita's 
voice raised in the scream of terror that 
always came with one of her strange 
seizures. 

Each one of us three sprang up and 
started for the door. But Corbin was 
first into the hallway, closely followed by 
Mrs. Kennedy. As my weak and un
steady steps carried me across the room, 
I could hear Anita's fear-stricken voice 
in  its horribly familiar pleading, broken 
now and then by brave efforts at defiance 
of the will that tried to impose itself 
on her ; and my heart bled for her, while 
I did my best to get to her side. 

But suddenly, mixed with Anita's pit
eous cries, came a sharp, pcrcmpt::>rr ex-



clamation from Corbin, with something 
of a snarl in it. 

"Hands up, you ! I've got you this 
time ! Come out of there !" 

At the same time I reached a point in 
the hall where I could see Corbin at 
Mr. Kennedy's door, his band on the 
shoulder of a man who bad half entered, 
while at the same time he thrust the 
muzzle of an automatic revolver against 
the man's ribs. A second later he had 
jerked the man into sight. 

The man was Hackley ! 
Anita·s screams continued, increasing 

in their horror if that was possible. 
They came from 11r. Kennedy's business 
room. 

Corbin yanked Hackley out into the 
hall and backed him viciously across to 
the front door, jabbing threateningly with 
his revolver at each step. This I saw as 
I staggered into the room where Anita 
was meeting her thing of fear. 

A strange sight met my eyes. Anita 
was facing the doorway where I stood, 
her eyes, widened with horror, fixed al
most 01-1 me. She was backing away 
from me toward a strange man, whom I 
recognized as undoubtedly Cullen. On 
each side of her stood Mr. and Mrs. 
Kennedy, each ready and eager to help 
her if she would only turn to them, each 
staring as she was staring, toward me, as 
ii trying to see the thing that she saw. 

1l. EHIND me in the hall there came the 
U sound of a scuffie, and then a shot. 
Then quick steps and I was thrust aside 
while Hackley sprang past me with the 
smoking revolver in his hand. With a 
cry I put all my strength into a leap and 
threw my arms about him. 

But my weakness was still so great 
that he was able to shrug me off as if 
I had been a child. · 

I was about to spring at him again 
with what strength I had left, when he 
thrust the revolver into his pocket and 
made a commanding gesture to me to 
stay back. 

"\Vait !" he ordered in a tense, low 
whis�er. 41Look I" 

As be spoke I saw that Anita was ac
tually approaching the man whom I bad 
guessed to be Cullen, wi tb the evident 
idea of getting protection from him. 
\Vbat did that mean? 
To my surprise also, I saw that Cullen 

was shrinking and cowering away from 
her. Especially he appeared to avoid 
the touch of her fluttering hands, fend
ing them off as if they had been snakes. 

Suddenly one band touched him in 
Anita's pitiful search for protection from 
the monster that only she saw. He gave 
a hoarse shriek, hurled her from him, 
and made a rush for the . door. 

He was. met by Corbin coming in, who 
grappled with him without at first see
ing who it was. 

"Hold him I "  Hackley said curtly. 
"You've got the right man this time." 
He stepped forward and took Anita by 
the · shoulders. "\Vake up!" he com
manded. "Wake up, Anita ! I am Luigi I 
\Vake up I" 

vVith the last word he struck her a 
sharp blow on the chin with the tips of 
his fingers. 

Anita staggered drunkenly for several 
seconds and then stared about her won
deringly. 

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

Mr. Kennedy started toward Hackley 
furiously. 

14What does this mean?" he demanded. 
'Wait !" Hackley answered impera

tively. 
There was a forcefulness about him 

that checked us all. He flung out an ur
gent hand at Cullen. 

"Hold him I"  he repeated. "I tell you 
you've got the right man. Now, Anita." 

He turned very gently to her and took 
her by the left wrist. 

"Your troubles are over, Anita," he 
said. "Over ; do you hear ? Luigi is 
dead. I'm going to prove <it to you. 
But you've got to help me. Will you ?" 

She stared at him-as we were all 
staring, even Corbin, who held Cullen in 
an iron grip. Her tips quivered, but her 
head went up bravely. She was utterly 
different from the girl who had cowered 
and screamed but a moment before. 

"Yes, I'll help you, if I can," she said. 
"What must I do ?" 

Hackley cast a glance at Cullen, who 
was frowning and looking very indignant. 

"11:r. Cullen," he said, "confess that 
you are at the back of all the pain and 
horror that has touched this house in 
the past days. Confess that the black
mail, the killing of Wolf, the hypnotizing 
of this "'poor girl, the attempt on Ross's 
life-all of them are a part of your 
plot against Mr. Kennedy." 

"Nonsense ! You're crazy !" the man 
said with a snarl. 

"Very well," Hackley answered, "we'll 
see. Come, Anita, I want you to go over 
to M�r. Cullen and squeeze his wrist hard 
with your left hand." 

He spoke deliberately, keeping his eyes 
on Cullen. 

Cullen grew pale and his eyes took on 
a hunted look. 

''Let's have done with this foolishness," 
he said angrily. "Kennedy, I came over 
here to talk business with you, not 
to mix up with your family troubles. 
Tell your man to let me go. I'm going 
borne." 

·'Wait I" Hackley ordered. "Hold him, 
Corbin. Now, Anita." He motioned her 
gently toward Cullen. She went won
deringly. Cullen's eyes grew big with 
fear, and he began to struggle in Corbin's 
grasp. As Hackley guided Anita's hand 
toward Cullen's wrist, the latter became 
like a veritable madman. 

He fought and bit and clawed at Cor
bin, so that Anita shrank back in doubt 
and fear. 

"Let me go ! Let me go !" he screamed. 
"No ! No ! Don't let her touch me !" 

Cullen ceased his frantic struggles as 
Anita ceased to advance, but the sweat 
stood on his forehead and fear was in 
his eyes. He sank, half fainting, to his 
knees. Corbin stood looking scornfully 
at the shrinking creature clinging to his 
arm. Cullen seemed too weak .to move, 
and Corbin watched the abject figure 
curiously, making no effort to hold him. 

UJE stared, understanding nothing, and"' 
waited for Hackley's next move. 

The· latter's brows knit. 
"Do you confess?" he asked Cullen. 
Cullen licked his lips and hesitated. 
"No," he said huskily. "I have nothing 

to do with it-1 don't know what you're 
talking about." 

He tried to speak firmly, but it was 
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plain that he was fightii(g for self pos
session. Hackley lifted Anita's left hand, 
then fell back to watch them both. 
"Come Anita," he said, ''squeeze Cullen's 
wrist with your left hand." 

Cullen showed no fight, and this time 
Hackley would not let Anita draw back. 
Pale and shaken, she nevertheless ex
tended her hand. Cullen watched, in a 
kind of fascinated horror. 

Suddenly he screamed aloud. 
"Stop her ! Stop her !" he cried. ''It's 

murder I My God, it's murder !" 
Anita would have drawn back, horri

fied. Hackley clutched and brought her 
hand palm down on Cullen's wrist and 
squeezed it with his own, so that her 
fingers pressed in. 

Cullen moaned suddenly and then 
slipped Umply to the floor, white and 
motionless. \:Ve stared, aghast, and 
Anita gave a little cry of fear. 

But Hackley spoke quickly. 
"He's all right," he said. ·'Scared into 

a faint, that's all." 
Corbin, who had dropped on one knee 

beside Cullen, looked up, nodding. 
"That's all it is," he said, his hand on 

Cullen"s pulse. "He'll be all right in a 
minute." He rose, facing Hackley. 
··Now, young man, �uppose you tell us 
what this means. It'll have to be a 
pretty straight story to pay for that clip 
you gave me on the jaw out there in 
the hall." 

A trace of a smile crossed Hackley"s 
face. Then he grew serious. 

"I'll tell you what I can," he said 
quietly. "I don't know the whole thing. 
But I think I've proved that this beast 
is at the bottom of it." 

He looked around at our eager, won
dering faces. As he did so, Cullen 
stirred and opened his eyes. Corbin 
picked him up by the arms and placed 
him in a chair. Hackley handed Corbin 
his automatic, and Corbin held it ready 
for use, covering Cullen. Then Hackley 
began his explanation. 

"Everything that has happened in this 
house is a part of this man's plot," he 
said. "Luigi we believe to be dead. But 
Cullen has been impersonating him from 
a distance. He has managed to get let
ters written to you, �Ir. Kennedy, in 
Luigi's writing. That was not hard, with 
a photograph of Luigi's personally writ
ten confession oi murder in his hands. 
The slate writing of these letters was a 
fake of course. No spirit medium had 
anything to do with it, unless he was 
hired by Cullen, and I doubt even that. 

"In the same way he forged letters to 
Anita, supposed to come from Luigi, and 
he put a photographic print of one of 
Luigi's old poster's at the top of the 
letter. Perhaps you don't know it, but a 
person who has been hypnotized daily for 
any length of time can be put into a 
trance by the hypnotist with the slightest 
kind oi suggestion. I was finding that 
out, Corbin, the first time your spy 
lost me. 

"In these letters Cullen, posing as 
Luigi, commanded Anita to fall into a 
trance of the sort where the subject does 
not go to s leep, but remains nevertheless 
under the control of the hypnotist. Then 
he gave her minute written instructions 
to do certain things, a,nd at the end of 
each letter he told her to burn the letter 
and to forget everything except to carry 
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out the instruCtions. I have seen only 
one of these letters-the last-but it is 
enough to show how the whole thing was 
done. I will show it to' you and read it 
to you." 

HE drew a folded paper from his 
pocket and unfolded it. At the top 

was a picture of Luigi, his brows bent 
fiercely and his finger pointed at the on
looker. At sight of it Anita gave a little 
sigh and stiffened, but Hackley shook 
her and called her sharply by name. 
She seemed to wake as from a trance. 
Hackley hid the picture. 

"You see the· powerful effect of this," 
he said. "Alice, take Anita into the 
library. This will be too hard for her." 
Alice, who had appeared unobtrusively, 
took Anita by the shoulders, and led her 
very tenderly from the room. 

I wanted to follow, but I saw that 
Alice could help her as much as I could, 
and I wanted to hear Hackley's amazing 
explanation. He unfolded the letter and 
began to read : 

"I am Luigi ! You are in my con
trol ! Read my commands ! 

"To-night a Mr. Cullen is coming 
to talk to Mr. Kennedy. As soon 
as they are together, go to your 
room, put on this ring--" 

At this point Hackley interrupted his 
reading to explain : 

"He enclosed a ring just like the one 
that Anita always wears, but it had a 
devilish little sharp pointed contf'ivand:. 
on the inside of it, with some kind of 
poison on the point. Anita has it on 
now. But"-he looked at Cullen-"for
tunately for you, I washed the poison off 
before she put it on." 

He turned back to the letter and began 
reading : 

"--go down stairs to the room 
where Mr. Kennedy and Mr. Cullen 
are talking. Go in as if to ask a 
question. The· minute you are inside 
the room, turn around. You will see 
me, Luigi, standing in the doorway. 
I will stretch out my hand to you, 
and. you will feel your blood freezing 
in your veins. You will be terribly 
afraid. You will scream. You will 
protest. You will beg me to go 
away. But I will come toward you. 
You will back a way from me toward 
Mr. Kennedy. You will cry out to 
him to help you. When he comes to 
yeu, you will throw yourself in his 
arms, and clasp his head in your 
hands: pressing hard. Then suddenly 
you will hear me say : 'Wake up 
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. Anita.' And you will wake up. You 
will forget this letter. You will for
get what you have done. You will 
be dazed. Presently you will go to 
your room and take off the ring, hid
ing it under your rug and forgetting 
it too, till I tell you to get it. All 
these things you will do with your 
eyes open-not in sleep, but as if 
you were awake. Yet you will not 
remember anything. Burn this let
ter now, and do as I have told you." 

Hackley folded the letter and stood 
looking at us with tight shut lips. We 
stood silent and aghast. Then Corbin 
spoke. 

41Young man, you've done a big thing, 
if you've got this straight. How did you 
get hold of that letter ?" 

"I'VE been hiding in Alice's room since 
last night-we were married yester

day, when you couldn't find either of us 
-and I have been watching Miss Anita's 
door. I saw Jeffries go in this morning 
when Miss Anita was at breakfast. I 
followed him, took the letter, and made 
him tell me all he knew, which was 
that he had been taking dope for a 
ye.ar. He got it first from a man who 
had approached him, and recently the 
man had insisted on his delivering what 
he claimed to be love letters to Miss 
Anita. He has promised to follow the 
man to-night and try to find out ·where 
he comes from." 

"But what makes you think that Cullen 
is back of thi s ?" 

41That was just a guess at first. 
knew he had a lot to gain-financially
by breaking up Mr. Kennedy or, if nec
essary, getting rid of him. Also there 
was another reason, which I am not go
ing to mention. The best proof that I 
guessed right is this man's fear of that 
ring on Miss Anita's finger. You can 
prove more if you have a man follow 
] effries tonight at ten, when he goes out 
to get his drug. Or you can send a man 
over to enter and search Mr. Cullen's 
house. Ten to one there will be some
thing that is incriminating�" 

Corbin nodded. His face showed great 
admiration for Hackley's keenness-an 
admiration which I for one felt too, and 
which showed on Mr. Kennedy's and 
M1 s.1 Kennedy's faces. But Corbin was 
not through. 

"That's great stuff, boy," he said en
thusiastically, "but wait a minute : if the 
letter told Miss Anita to jab the ring 
point into Mr. Kennedy, why did she go 
after Cullen?" 

Hackley smiled. 
"I made a change in the letter before I 

let Miss Anita read it," he 3aid. '4I put 
Mr. Cullen's name in place of Mr. Ken
nedy's. Also I changed all that about 
forgetting, and made the letter read that 
she would remember everything, even 
about all the other letters. I think if we 
call her, we can find out a good deal 
more." 

HE did call Anita, and bit by bit 
helped her to recall the whole fiend

ish, business. Detail by detail we 
searched her mind and showed Hackley 
to have been right in every point. At 
the end of the examination, Anita was 
shaken and horrified at the terrible part 
she had played as the innocent carrier 
of death. But that very examination 
seemed to rid her of the last trace of 
fear that lingered in her mind about 
Luigi being alive. She even asked to see 
the picture of him again. As she looked 
at it, I felt her hand seek mine and 
tighten convulsiveiy on it, but she kept 
steady and gave the photograph look for 
look. 

Then, suddenly she turned to me and, 
putting her head down on my shoulder, 
sobbed gently. I put my arms about her, 
in the presence of them all, and drew her 
close to me. Then I looked across at 
Mr. and Mrs. Kennedy. 

"VVe are going to be married too/' I 
said. 

Their faces lighted up happily and 
they came to circle us lovingly with their 
arms. Presently I led Anita to the 
library where we could be alone to tell 
one another the things that lovers have 
to say. 

CORBIN follo\ved up the clues fur
nished by Hackley, and obtained 

complete evidence of Cullen's villainy. 
Incidentally he got a confession from 
] effries that it had been he who, return
ing from getting his supply of dope, had 
seen Mrs. Kennedy letting ' herself into 
the house after midnight and, thinking 
her a criminal, had attacked her, only to 
discover his mistake and escape to the 
rear of the house when I came to her 
rescue. 

Cullen was tried, convicted of black
mail and attempted murder. and given a 
heavy sentence. 

Shortly afterward Anita and I were 
married. 

And the black shadow of her life is 
gone forever. 

Sheltered B-q a Shadow 
He was handsome, he was big and strong, 
and he was a blackguard. They pianned 
to marry in the Fall and he came up here 
to be with Muriel during the Summer. 

"They would take long walks and go 
swimming down in the little cove, and 
we let them alone for we knew how 
happy they were together. It was too 
much happiness for poor Muriel's eager, 

(Continued from page 29) 

ardent nature. God knows what tempted 
·her-there's nothing I can say ! I should 
have watched--" 

Aunt Betsy's voice broke, and her eyes 
were streaming. When she went on it 
was in a weary tone. 

"HE left us early in August, promising 
to be back within the week. He 

did not return, and no letter came. 
Muriel became restless, and I was wor
ried, but as yet I did not know what 
there was to fear. She wrote to him 
every day, but there was no answer. 
Her pride would not permit her to go 
back to town to see him ; but as the 
days passed I could see her fading. A 
frightened look had cOme into her eyes ; 



I heard her moaning at night in her 
room, and finally, before she bad told 
me �e story, I knew the truth. 

"She spoke to me after we learned 
how she had been betrayed. Her lover 
had taken -ship from Boston early in 
September for the Mediterranean. He 
had married another woman beiore go
ing. Kever a word did she hear from 
him ; not a message or an excuse. He 
disappeared, leaving her with her secret. 
She told me of it  one night when I 
thought she would go mad. She dared 
not return to town, and it was getting 
late in the season. Already our guests 
had departed, knowing that something 
had happened to destroy her happiness. 
I waited with her, torn with anxiety ; for 
both of us were helpless. 

"One morning when I went as usual 
to her room I found it  empty. Her bed 
had not been slept in, although her cloth
ing was lying about the room. I seemed 
to sense the worst. Adam Hopper and 
his wife were with us then and I roused 
them and we began a search. 1-oh, 
how can I go on, Dori s ?  It was too 
awful ! Too terrible to tell !" 

My aunt buried her face in her hands 
as if to shut out some dreadful sight. 
I was strangely moved at this tragic 
story of the young and fascinating crea
ture I had never known. We sat there 
some time in silence, and then she spoke 
in a dull tone. 

"We found her at the bottom of the 
cliff, beneath a high projecting point 
where she and her-where they had often 
sat together. She had flung herself from 
that terrible place to find the peace she 
would never again have on earth. We 
buried her in the churchyard here ; the 
people thought it  was an accident, for 
they had never known her secret." 

My aunt was almost exhausted with 
her story, and I led her gently up the 
road to Cliff Haven. There was a new 
bond between us ; I understood her now 
and I determined that from now on we 
should be better friends. But her story 
had not changed my mind about my own 
affair. 

Next day I found a letter from Jerry 
telling me that by the end of the week 
he would be in Bassett. He was com
ing up in his car, and could hardly wait, 
he said, until I was at his side, with all 
the Maine woods to play in. I thrilled 
at his letter and my pulses leaped at the 
thought of seeing him again. How I had 
missed him in the past solitary weeks ! 

I walked back in high elation, hugginrr 
the letter to my bosom. I would re-read 
it  again and again in my room. 

A storm was blowing up from the 
sea and I hurried to escape the shower, 
but I was too late and before I turned 
into the gate I was thoroughly drenched. 
I ran to my room to change my clothing. 

I re-read Jerry's letter, and then, be
cause it was so rain-soaked that I could 
not carry it, and as I did not dare to 
leave it in the drawer, where someone 
might find it, I tore it  up and threw i t  
in the waste basket. 

TWO days later Jerry came himself. I 
had managed to escape from Aunt 

Betsy, and was there to meet him when 
he drove up to the hotel at Bassett. 
How we kept out of each other's arms 
I do not know, but I could see in his 
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eyes that he was wanting to kiss me 
as much as I did him. But in full view 
of the gossiping villagers, we had no 
choice but to wait. 

An hour later, after he had arranged 
for his room and baggage, we were driv
ing along the country road beside each 
other. How much we had to say after 
our long separation ! It had seemed 
years to both of us, and now we were 
more ardent than ever. Under a thick 
grove of pines he held me in his arms 
and swore he would never let me go. 
I drew away from him gently. 

"Tell me, Jerry, why don't mother and 
father approve of you?" I asked. "\Yhat 
have they against you, dear?'' 

He frowned. "A man makes enemies 
if he's worth anything at all, Doris. I 
have my share, and people circulate lies. 
Promise to trust me, Doris, and nothing 
else matters. Tell me you'll never be
lieve what they say 1" 

I was carried away by my love for 
him, and I promised ; I would not press 
him for further details. It  was enough 
that he said they were lies. If my par
ents preferred to believe the slanders, I 
could only wait until time had proved 
their error. 

I did not permit Jerry to drive me 
back to Cliff Haven, for I did not want 
it to become known at the house that he 
was in the village. But I promised to 
be with him every day as long as I could. 
I was glad now I had spent much time 
wandering by myself, for my long ab
sences would not attract attention. It 
would be difficult for me to get away in 
the evenings to be with Jerry, but oc
casionally I would find a way. I went 
to bed tingling with the recollection of 
his arms about me and his sweet words 
in my ear. _ 

My dreams were troubled that night. 
I seemed to have wandered right up to 
the point of the crag overlooking the 
sea, and I was struggling frantically to 
keep from falling. Queer shadows kept 
beckoning me on, and I had the horrible 
sensation of one who is dropping through 
space. Long past midnight I awoke with 
a start. 

A low agitated murmur filled my ears, 
and I recognized the growl of Smoky 
in the courtyard. I listened with every 
nerve on edge, for I was still quivering 
from the memory of my dream. Now 
and then the growl would become a thin 
whine. I feared to go to the window to 
look out ; the sky was overcast and the 
darkness was intense. From my bed I 
peered at the open window. 

Was it some fancy still lingering from 
my dream, or was there actually some
thing white and ghost-like floating past 
the window? My hand went to my 
throat to choke back a cry. I stared 
at the · dark patch of sky outside with a 
fear that clutched at my heart. My 
eyes, which terror had giVen a power 
that was not natural, sought to penetrate 
the gloom. 

T
HE voice of Smoky rose up now in a 
guttural, unearthly snarl. I thought 

a shadow paused before the window, and 
when it seemed suddenly to gather a 
form that was almost human I went 
frantic with fear. Throwing myself 
from the bed I tried to scream, but all I 
could utter was a choking sob that caught 
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"I Didn't Know the Boss 
Was Watching Me" 

"A LITTLE while ago I decided that I was going 
to make something of myself, so I enrolled with 
the Internatiooal Correspondence Schools. 

uThe men in the shop knew I was taking the 
course because I used to study during the lunch 
hour when I had a little spare time. 

uBut I didn't dream the Boss had heard about 
it until one day he called me into his office. 

u 'You may not know it,' he said, 'but I've been 
watching your work e\'er since the I. C. S. wrote 
me that you were taking up a home-study course. 
.It's made you a more valuable man to this busineu 

· · 'and I'm glad to tell you that I'm going to raise 
your salary $15 a week. Keep it up and you1ll 
get another increase soon. We need more trained 
men in this business ! • " 

What Doe• the Boss Think ol You? 
He's watching you moro closely thnn rou may Imagine and he'a constantly fcrming hill lm.Dreulon or the ).:fnoJ ot man 
)'1)U are, or wan� t() be. 

Show him that you are sincerely trying to get ahend ;,v taking up a home·atudy course with the Intern!!tlonal 
Correspondence SchoolL It is the one best way •0 delltrt;e a better PQiiUon and a larger aalary. 

Mail the Coupon for Free Booklet 

llfiEiiN:Uio'NM. co'RnEs'PoNDiiiCt&c;;.o-.5 Box 7566, Scranton, Penna. 014ed and J<rged eorrNpondcnce lchoora in t1u1 toMld: 
Without cost. pleue tell mo how I can oualUy tor the poalUoo oz 1n tho 1ubject be(oro which I have mu.kecl on X; 
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TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 
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Electrical Enrinoering .Architect 
Electric Lighting 
Mechanical Engineer 
Mechanical Draftsman 
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Leam to Draw Cartoons atHome 
A wonde·.fully eimple method makes it amazingly easy to 
bceome a professional cartoonist right at home in your 
spare time. Enjoy easy hours-freedom from routine-and make $100 a week or more. \\'rite for Free Book which tells all about this easy method. Mail card TODAY. 

Washington School of Cartooning 
Room 1521o-D,11 13-1Sth St.,N.W.,W .. hinaton,D. C. 
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in my throat. Whatever it was outside 
seemed to hang upon the sill ; it was try
ing to come in ;  then my senses left me 
as my fists drummed madly on the floor. 

I awoke bathed in perspiration and 
lying near the bed where I had fallen. 
A draught was blowing furiously through 
the window, flapping the curtains noisily 
about. The moon had sifted through the 
clouds and its light was streaming into 
the room. Everything was silent, and 
Smoky had ceased his howling. 

I crept to the window and closed and 
locked it ; then feeling more secure I lit 
the lamp on the table beside my bed. 
For a long time I sat there; alternately 
shivering and burning up with fever, 
wondering what had been the cause of it 
all. I could find no rational solution, 
except that it had been a dream. When 
I fell asleep at last the clock downstairs 
was striking two. 

Morning, with its glittering sunshine, 
found me · half ill with exhaustion and 
terror. 

I was not to meet Jerry until after
noon, so I persuaded Aunt Betsy to join 
me in a walk up the cliff. Neither of 
us were talkative, and half way to the 
top she stopped, saying that the climb 
tired her. She had made far more stren
uous trips with me in other directions, 
but I knew she did not want to go near 
the spot where Muriel .had cast herself 
away. The sharp walk had invigorated 
me and I wished to continue, so, bidding 
her wait for me, I kept on up the trail. 

Soon I was on the rocky eminence 
where that other girl, years before, had 
come with her lover. I threw myself 
wearily upon a grassy patch beneath a 
clump of firs close to the jagged crest. 
Little islands of blue sky were visible 
through the leaves, and lulled by the 
moving branches I closed my eyes. Soon 
I would be with Jerry, listening to his 
words of love. His arms would be about 
me and his cheek close to mine. He 
would ask me to marry him soon. And 
I, the happiest girl in the world, would 
throw my arms about him and say--

1 sprang up with a start, my body in 
a tremble and my eyes blinking in the 
dazzling light of the sun. I could have 
sworn I heard a voice whisper "Don't I" 
It ,vas as if someone had leaned over me 
gentiy and breathed the word into my 
ear. Out of intense and utter silence it 
had come to check the word that had 
been on my own I ips. 

Yet, as I looked around in dread 
anxiety, I could see no living thing that 
could have spoken. I was alone. The 
sifting of the breeze through the sway
ing branches was the only sound. Not 
a human soul was in sight or hearing. 
Had I dreamed again ?  Had my mind 
been wandering? Or was I living in
deed in a phantom world ? 

l STOLE away with an awful fear that 
made my breathing come in gasps. I 

fought back the impulse to cry, for if I 
once gave way to this thing I knew I 
would go mad. There was no one •I 
could tell, for it was all so bound up 
with Jerry that I could say nothing with
out betraying the fact that he was here. 
When I saw him that afternoon I would 
tell him everything; he would know 
what to do. 

At!:-!t Betsy had grown tired and had 

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

preceded me to the house. I was glad, 
for in my present state I did not wish 
to be observed. I went directly to my 
room to pull myself together before 
luncheon was served. But at the, thresh
old I stopped in wild dismay. The 
sight that met my eyes made me grow 
cold with terror, and it was only by 
supreme effort that I stifled the cry that 
rose to my l ips. 

On the floor of my room, staring at 
me as if with a fateful warning, were 
fragments of Jerry's letter, that I had 
thrown into the waste basket. There 
they lay, spread out as i f they had been 
roughly assembled in the form of a cross. 
Who-or what-had made that warning 
cross upon my bedroom floor? 

Was it any wonder that panic seized 
me? I dropped to my knees in an agony 
of fear. Who had taken these bits of 
paper from the basket and spread them 
out as if to mock me? 

There was a rustling under the bed, 
and had I not been facing it, I know I 
should have died at that unearthly sound. 
It was Smoky, crawling out from his 
place of concealment. Never have I 
welcomed any living thing as I did that 
dog I A moment before the world had 
been spinning around in my disordered 
imagination ; now it became real again 
with the appearance of that shaggy but 
genuine animal. Smoky could be no 
ghost I I threw my arms around him, 
whimpering with joy, and half stran· 
gling him to assure mrseJf of his reality. 
But Smoky was in no mood for play. 
He growled continually, and at last 
broke away. As he passed the bits of 
paper he sniffed and bristled up as if he 
scented danger. Then he slunk out of 
the room, his head hanging and his tail 
between his legs. 

But I didn't care how he acted. He 
had brought me a rational explanation to 
calm my mind in some degree. It had 
been Smoky, of course, who had upset 
my basket, and in playing with the bits 
of paper they had by chance fallen into 
the pattern that had made me quake 
with fear. I gathered up the pieces, and 
this time I took them to the kitchen 
where I -flung them into the fire. That 
one ghastly omen, at least, would haunt 
me no more. 

1 HAD little appetite for lunch and, 
after making only a pretense at eat

ing, I started off on the long walk to 
Bassett. I found Jerry waiting for me, 
but my nerves were in a quiver, and 
no sooner had we left the village be· 
hind than I burst into tears. I had had 
no relief yet for my pent-up emotions. 
and now I sobbed wildly, clutching at 
Jerry frantically as he drew the car up 
in the shadow of a thick grove. Won
dering what had happened, he soothed me 
tenderly, but it was a long time before 
I could talk. Then I told him what I 
had gone through, and he gathered me 
in his arms and spoke reassuringly. 

11You've got to get away from there 
at once, Doris," he said. "It must have 
been hell for you these past weeks. Is 
it any wonder you're seeing things ? I'll 
take you away at once, dear. You'll 
come, won't you ?" 

There was no doubt as· to my answer ; 
I clung to him as to the only one I 
held dear. 

"Take me, Jerry ! 1"11 go anywhere 
with you !" I answered. 

His embrace tightened, and when I had 
regained my composure, I bent over to 
whisper in his ear. 

"'¥hen will we be married, Jerry?" 
I thought he frowned, and a cloud 

seemed to settle over his features. But 
then he was smiling at me again. 

"As soon as we can arrange it, darling ; 
perhaps in a day or two. The main thing 
is to get you a way· from here, before 
you go to pieces. You realize that, 
dear?" 

I could not help but trust him, and in 
fact I had no clear idea of what the · 
future might bring. When we were mar
ried it would be time enough to look 
further. So we planned for our elope
ment. 

"I'll come for you tonight," he said. 
"You can bear it till then, can't you ?" · 

I kissed him. ui have nothing to be . 
afraid of now," I answered, "but I'm 
so anxious to be with you !" 

We laid our plans carefully. Jerry 
would drive his car up the road as far 
as "it was safe, .and I would come to meet 
him. Then we would be off, and the 
next afternoon we would be in Bangor. 
Jerry had friends there who would put 
us up, and we would b� married before 
anyone knew of our whereabouts. 

I returned to Cliff Haven at sundown 
more like myself than I had been since 
coming to this desolate spot. The ner
vous fears that had haunted me for the 
past few days would go once I was with 
Jerry, and that was to be oh, so soon I 
I went into the house singing, only to 
be met with a suspicious look from Aunt 
Betsy and a scowl from Adam Hopper. 
That night I played cribbage till nine· 
thirty with Aunt Betsy ; it was the only 
game she knew, and my mind was so 
far away from it that she had no diffi
culty in winning. VVhen I went to my 
room, the excitement of the day was 
beginning to tell, and I was exhausted. 

I placed my important belongings in a 
small suitcase that I could easily carry 
with me. I dressed myself fully so as to 
be ready when the time came, and then 
lay down under the covers in case my 
aunt should take a notion to look into 
my room. I fought off the s leep that 
came in spite of me, for my terrible 
experiences had left me sadly in need 
of rest. 

BUT the hour came at last when I was 
to go. Cautiously I made my wal' 

from my bedroom and down the hall. 
The old boards creaked and every mo
ment I thought I would be discovered. 
But there was no sign of life in the old 
house, and I got up to the front door 
safely. I knew the catch, and in another 
moment I was out on the veranda. I 
paused to be sure that everything was 
safe before I ventured out among the 
trees. 

Quickly I slipped down the path and 
had almost reached the gate when a 
shadow loomed up in front of me. My 
heart jumped, until I saw it was only 
Smoky. Sullen and brooding, he was 
prowling about in the night, and as I 
passed him he gave a low growl. A few 
more steps and I was in the open road. 

I hurried down the hillside with a 
great load lifjed from me, now that I 



was actually away from that dreaded 
house. In the dark my footing was not 
sure, and my feet ached and smarted 
\vith many bruises from the jagged rocks. 
But I laughed at the pain, for every step 
was taking me nearer to my lover. Once 

----or twice I h'"ad to rest, but eagerly I went 
on until at last I reached the fork in 
the road where Jerry was to meet me. 
He stepped out as I stumbled up, and in 
a moment we were in each other's arms. 
I wept for joy, and he petted me gently 
and dried my tears. 

liAJl ready ?" he whispered. ul've got 
the car hidden in that copse yonder ; I 
didn't want to be seen in case there were 
any passers-by." 

He led me behind a clump of trees and 
we got in. 

"You'd better do the driving, Doris, 
for a while," he said. "You know this 
road and it's rather bad in the dark." 

I climbed behind the wheel, and just 
as I put my foot on the throttle I heard 
the faint sound of the clock in the village 
tolling twelve. At the same moment a 
chill passed over me ; something unac
countable and weird, such as I had felt 
several times before in the past few days. 
But this time I had nothing to fear. 
Grasping the wheel firmly, I started down 
the cliff. 

The road had many turns and I drove 
cautiously, for it was the first time I 
had taken a car over it. I have driven 
over worse roads and have never been 
nervous, but tonight every bump and 
lurch of the car and every sound of a 
twig cracking under the wheels gave me 
a start. And now as I approached the 
realty dangerous part, where the road 
wound down a steep declivity, I felt a 
premonition that turned my hands on the 
wheel to ice. 

I felt that something was near me1-
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something not of this world. I tried to 
speak to Jerry but my voice caught in 
my throat. A sudden lurch that I could 
not avoid threw him against the door, 
leaving a space between us. And into 
this space from behind me there came a 
shadowy figure, a wraith, that chilled me 
to the core. \'!hat kept me from scream
ing out I do not know. I didn't fully 
see the thing, for my eyes were glued 
to the road lest I plunge the car down 
the rugged cliff. But I knew it \Vas 
there ; I could feel it wedged against my 
side, and its breath was cold and clammy 
on my cheek. I set my jaw and con
trolled my fear. I dared not lose my 
hold on the car. 

Suddenly I felt a phantom hand upon 
the wheel-and still I could not tell what 
the presence meant. My arms were 
paralyzed. I could not fight it off I In 
desperation I made a supreme effort to 
use my strength ; my foot pressed down 
on the accelerator, and with a bound the 
car leaped forward at racing speed. I 
heard a cry from Jerry; I tried to an
swer, but it was futile. Quicker and 
quicker flew the car, with that terrible 
ghostly hand at the wheel steering-God 
knows where. It seemed to lean for
ward suddenly ; it tugged at the wheel, 
tore it from my grasp. There was a 
sickening lurch, and then we crashed 
through a thin fringe of trees and down, 
down the jagged side of the cliff. 

My story is nearly over. When or 
where I recovered consciousness I 

do not know, for my brain seemed to 
corrode, and for weeks I tossed in raving 
fever. They thought my mind was lost, 
but gradually things became real again 
and I could recognize the faces about 
me. Mother, Father, Aunt Betsy, too
they came in and out Of the room, look-
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ing wan and worried, for the shadow of 
death must have hovered very close. 

In time I learned the end of that wild 
midnight ride. �th Jerry and I had 
been thrown from the car as it tumbled 
down the cliff, and a farmer, awakened 
by the crash, had found us and sum
moned help. Jerry had been seriously 
injured, but I had escaped with few out
ward l}urts. The injury to me was in 
the mind. It may have been that I was 
delirious at the hour I started out from 
Cliff Haven. Or it may have been that 
-=is it possible, is it thinkable that per
haps Muriel-her ghost or shade-full 
of her own experience, had sought to 
shield me from a similar fate? 

I only know that when I learned the 
truth about Jerome Benton I was grate
ful for the accident on the cliff. He had 
the blood of his father in his veins, 
for it was indeed his father who had so 
wronged Muriel long ago. My parents 
and Aunt Betsy had recognized the name, 
and so, without telling me anything about 
him or Aunt Betsy's history, they had 
forbade my going with him. But that 
was not all. After the accident, when 
Jerry was lying senseless in a hospital, 
his wife came to him-the woman he had 
deserted for the wild life he preferred, 
but who had remained •staunch to him 
and had come in his hour of need. 

I shudder to think what would have 
been my fate. He made no excuse, no 
explanation, ever ; he Simply disappeared 
from my life. It all seems like a bad 
dream ; and yet when I pray-for I have 
learned to pray-I always call down a 
blessing for that poor unfortunate Aunt 
Muriel whom I never knew, and yet who 
once may have tried in some unknown 
way to reach me and to warn me. 

I have been thankful for that shelter
ing shadow ever since. 

The Soul 1n the Shadl] Elm 
Somehow, in contrasting the insignifi

cance of the wooden structure with the 
stark grandeur of the tree, I got the 
impression of a slave at the foot of the 
master. 

A vague restlessness now seized me. 
A power, indefinable, was drawing me to 
that elm. Even as I tried to persuade 
myself it was a mere curiosity to ex
plore, a sudden fancy to interview a 
possible tenant of the shack, that sug
gested a descent into the val1ey, I was 
nevertheless aware of a sudden loss of 
wil l-power. Indefinite anxiety weighed 
heavily and inexplicably in my mind. I 
felt cold and miserable. 

l BEGAN to descend. Loose earth 
slid over my shoes as I stumbled down 

that path. Every step I made increased 
my previous depression. Strive as I 
would to escape it, the feeling never 
left me. Sometimes I halted, and en
deavored to summon sufficient courage to 
turn back, but it wa� of no use. A mys
terious urge sent me on again. Nor did 
this urge abate until I ieached the tree . .  

In a dejected state of mind I gloomily 
studied its gnarled trunk and branches. 

(Continued from page 21)  
All my past sorrows and regrets com
menced to besiege me. The sight of its 
moist limbs agitated my lachrymatory 
orgaqs, but, with a �arced · laugh at my 
foolish fancies, I managed to fight back 
a strong inclination to weep. 

I turned my attention to the shack. 
In appearance it was the most dilapi

dated looking affair I had ever seen. Of 
ancient age, and portraying bad work
'hlanship, it was rapidly approaching the 
last stages of decay. Damp, unwhole
some, and uninviting, its outward aspect 
was not such as would encourage the 
exploration of its interior. But I was 
eager to get away from the morbid in
fluence of the elm, so leaving its dark 
shadows, I walked to the entrance of the 
shack and stepped inside, for the door 
was ajar. 

The room I entered was small and 
dirty. The silent interior was filled with 
a miscellaneous co11ection of junk. A 
couch lay near a rusty sfove. A wood
man's axe occupied a corner. Cans, bot
tles, and rubbish littered the floor. The 
walls were covered with strips of walt
paper of floral design, to which damp
ness had given the likeness of a hideous 

skin disease. Leaves, woven into pe
culiarly shaped wreaths, were hung 
around upon nails ; this seemed curious 
and unaccountable, except on the theory 
of a child's handiwork. 

I now noticed that the abode was sub
divided by a partition running through 
the center. This meant another room. 
A tightly closed door aroused my in
quisitiveness. The light was fading fast. 
I tried the latch, and to my surprise, I 
found it opened readily. 

'With a thrill of horror I paused upon 
the threshold. An apparition confronted 
my startled gaze. The figure of a man 
was standing stock still within the 
shadows. A sense of utter helplessness 
prevented me from crying aloud and I 
stood rooted to the spot, looking at him 
in sheer amazement.· I felt myself be
ing subjected to a cfose and searching 
scrutiny. A full minute seemed to 
elapse, but he never moved. 

my tongue · quivered in my mouth, 
vainly striving for articulation. 

"Speak," I finally managed to say in a 
croaking voice, making an effort to 
break the intense silence. 
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He took a quiet step forward into the 

waning light from the doorway. He 
now stood revealed as a thick--set being 
of the hunter type. -Rough, coarse 
clothes closely fitted a powerful frame. 
A huge head was set upon massive 
shoulders. His face was remarkable, 
square-jawed and handsome. Altogether, 
he presented to the eye a superb speci

·man of rugged manhood. 
But it was his eyes -that gave me such 

alarm, for beneath his thick bushy eye
brows, these orbs shone with a most 
unnatural glare. Red-rimmed, they 
seemed to burn with the unquenchable 
fire of a soul-corroding remorse. 

My brain felt as though scorched by 
white hot flames, for with his stare was 
communicated to me all the pangs and 
tortures of a smitten conscience. Again I experienced an overwhelming desire 
for tears. 

He scanned my features earnestly
yearningly. Then he spoke. 

"I thought you were Marion." 
A feeling of intense relief supplanted 

my previous melancholy fear. The spell 
was broken. There was nothing to be 
afraid of. He had merely mistaken me 
for someone he was, apparently, expecting. 

Marion ! A woman's name. 
VVhat could abring a woman to this 

God-forsaken shack, I wondered. I sus
pected a mystery in which I was soon to 
be involved : and the thought was dis
quieting. 

"You are a stranger around here?" he 
asked in  an absent sort of tone. 

"\¥ell, I need company. God knows 
its lonely enough here !" And he sighed 
deeply. 

With an air of utmost weariness he 
flung his stalwart form upon a wooden 
bed by the wall. He resembled a 
prisoner � in a cell as he lay there, 
shrouded in darkness. 

The fact that further conversation 
seemed to him unnecessary, tended to 
alleviate my mental suffering for the mo
ment. I mumbled an excuse, and quit 
his company for the Jess disturbing quiet 
of the outer room. 

Here I rested, after striking a match 
and lighting a small piece of candle that 
I found upon a box. I reclined upon the 
couch and strove to marshal my chaotic 
thoughts. They darted through my 
brain like minnows playing in a brook. 

This shack ! What was I doing here ? 
Of course, I was going back to the 
inn. Yes ! Right away ! The thoughts 
recurred again and again-yet I was 
powerless to make a move. 

A sense of incapacity and feebleness 
had stolen over me. My brain was be
numbed. I stagnated in a miasma of 
misery and doubt : was tossed and be
wildered in a sea of Conflicting emotions. 
Countless wrongs that I had done in the 
past surged in upon me : remorse tugged 
at my palpitating heart. I would have 
broken down in sheer despair had I not 
been over-ruled by that dominating emo
tion-Fear. 

Yes ! Fear held me in its awful grip. 
Fear of that remorse-stricken individual 
behind that partition. There were secrets 
in his eyes. I dared not guess what. 

The blaokness of night had descended 
outside. I shivered as I looked through 
the doorway. For a brief spell I under
went a reversion of feeling. I even 
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arose and went as far as the door. But 
as I stared into the black void, an ir
repressible tremor pervaded my frame, 
for there, facing the means of egress, 
stood the malignant elm, a silent and 
evil sentinel over me and my companion. 

What male..volent propensities did i t  
possess ? How could I ever regain 
enough boldness to pass i t ?  One step 
within its sinister circle, and my pent
up sorrows would gush forth like 
geysers. 

I dared not leave-! dared not stay. 
Then a sound occurred which changed 

tortures of indecision to final and fear
ful resignation. The latch clicked and 
in glided my acquaintance of the secret 
face. 

I saw him as in a mist. His voice 
reached me as from a thousand miles 
distance. Spellbound and palpitating, I 
listened. 

"ffiARION ! She was a child of na-
ture, although she was a woman 

over thirty when I met her. When I 
say a child of nature, I mean i!. She 
belonged to the woods and flowers. I 
did not know much of her past. There 
were rumors-! never c_ared. I loved 
her, but she never really returned my 
affection. 

"I met her one day roaming in the 
woods. She was a sweet and healthy 
creature, and as wild as the nature all 
around her. I wooed her in my rough 
fashion but she never seemed to respond. 
Her soul was wrapped up in the verdure. 
In a queer way she made love to the 
grass, trees, violets. There was an un
canny aspect about her at all times. I 
never· understood her, but I gr�w to be 
jealous of the leaves and flowers she 
handled with such loving care and ten
derness." 

He paused to contemplate the leafy 
works of simple art upon the walls. The 
voice, at first so soft and dreamy, sud
denly altered, as he resumed, in tones 
pregnant with guile ! 

"I was enamored of her physical 
strength and determined to win her, so I 
resorted to cunning. In praising her 
rather plain but charming face, I com
pared it with the things she loved most. 
Thus, her skin possessed the bronze glow 
of sunset ; her eyes were as twin violets ; 
her brown hair a garland of the dried 
wild grass--

"To further the notion I pretended an 
iuterest in nature that I did not really 
feel. Queer and uncouth though my 
clumsy flatteries appeared to be, they had 
the desired effect. She suddenly swept 
me into her arms, and the intensity of 
her love almost frightened me. How
ever, we were married in the village 
later on. 

"Then she insisted upon living in this 
shack. The valley held some unreason
able fascination for her. Well, I grudg
ingly consented to a honeymoon in this 
desolate hole, to please the whim of an 
unusual woman. 

"But our happiness was short l ived." 
I shrank perceptibly as his voice became 
harsh and grating. 

"This worship of nature got on my 
nerves. Even the very stones ! One day 
I upbraided her, and in doing so, un
wittingly abused some of her favorite 
flowers. From that on, her manner to-

ward me changed. She hated me, and 
swore she would return to nature. I 
never understood her, as I've said before. 
I never dreamed of evil portent in her 
apparently meaningless wotids." 

With what abject fear and sense of 
impending horror did I breathlessly await 
the climax of his story. His intonation. 
now awe-stricken, chilled my blood. 

"One evening I found her outside. She 
was embracing the trunk of that hypnotic 
old elm-why ? 'Are you insane ?' I 
cried. 'What means this foolishness?' 

"When I attempted to remove her 
arms, she fell upon me like a fiend. Her 
curses were terrible. I fought her off. 
Presently a deadly calm came over her. 
She looked awful in the moonlight. In 
vain did I implore her to return indoors. 
She merely turned from me and resumed 
her clasp upon the tree. 

"Only once did she favor me with a 
glance, and such a look of inexorable 
hatred was contained in it that I left 
her without further molestation, and 
went to bed. 

"Judge my horror when, upon looking 
out the window the following morning, 
I saw her stilt standing there in the 
same attitude. 11y worst fears were 
realized when I rushed out to look at 
her. She was dead-in the identical 
position, and wearing the same ghastly 
look as on the previous evening ! 

"I buried her there !" 
His voice rose to a scream as he ex

claimed,. "I fear that tree ! I believe it 
possesses her soul !" 

THAT night I slept upon a horror
. haunted couch. The long threatened 
storm still withheld its violence, but a 
wind had risen which shook the shack 
at sudden and alarming intervals. I 
found a plenitude of mystery in every 
sound, yet in spite of my highly excited 
condition I was aware, to my dismay, 
that nature was asserting itself within 
my tired body. Vainly did I endeavor 
to fight off insidious sleep. The rigidity 
of my frame, caused by a sense of im
pending disaster, finally surrendered to 
unconquerable wearine�s. 

Into my uneasy slumber stole phan
toms of inconceivable shapes. All wore 
a look of unutterable gloom-the accumu
lation of centuries of grief. In their 
shadowy: forms I perceived a something 
of weird and monstrous peculiarity
half human-half tree. 

Presently they danced a wild orgy, 
entwining arms and whirling in a circle. 
The ring became smaller and smaller. 
The human elements merged .. into the 
fauna, leaving a spinning mass of 
branches to my amazed and horrified 
mind. Suddenly the gyrations cease<i,__....-
and there remained the image of the 
elm which grew outside the shack. 

Growing horizontally from its trunk 
was a grotesquely fashioned limb, strik
ingly resembling a human arm with hand 
outstretched. The wiry twigs at the end 
looked like fingers widespread, as though 
in readiness for something to grip. And 
as I watched it, in mesmeric trance, the 
arm began to stretch-and stretch-to-

. ward me ! I was at once seized ·with 
an awful terror, white my body remained 
in a state of suspenDed animation. 

The hideous limb reached through the 
air toward the \Yindows of my room, 



and the wiry fingers began to scratch at 
the dirty glass. As if in obedience to 
an und�niable summons, the catch fell 
open and in crept the hand. The sweat 
froze to my forehead in manifestation of 
my horror-bound sensation. My heart 
thumped with appalling loudness. Over 
my fear-distorted face hovered the dread 
fingers. Their whip-like talons grazed 
my flesh. 

With a shriek I awoke, bathed in per
spiration, and trembling in every fibre 
of my being. 

It was gone ! 
As if in answer to my cry, there arose 

a dull sobbing sound. My face was chalky 
-my mouth hung open. It was then
just then-that my grip upon my mental 
faculties relaxed. I was now beside my
self with fright. I leaped from the couch 
and hammered at the door which con
cealed my partner. 

"Stop that noise !" I screamed, "or I'It 
murder you." 

The wailing noise continued. Goaded 
to frenzy I beat a wild tattoo upon the 
wood, then tugged furiously at the latch. 
The door was locked J 

"You devi l !" I exc1aimed. ul can't 
stand it. Stop in the name of God !" 

Then a dreadful fact became manifest 
to me. The moans I was hearing did not 
proceed from within the chamber. No ! 
They came from somewhere out in that 
dark void. Merciful Heaven ! The tree I 

A CRESCENDO of wild sobs could 
now be distinguished above the 

fret of the rising wind. I found myself 
grinning in maniacal glee. \.Yhere was 
that axe ? Ah ! 

Snatching it up with savage eagerness, 
I rushed into the night. 
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The impetuous fury of a gust nearly 
swept me off my feet, but I fought my 
way to the objective. With great vicious 
blows I hacked at the malevolent tree. 
What ghastly sounds were those that is
sued from its bruised trunk ? I exerted 
my utmost strength in wild swings. Ha I 
I would put an end to all this grief. Come 
storm-come wind, I would not swerve 
from my purpose. The cursed elm should 
die. I glared up exultantly at its thrash
ing branches, then burst into wild, dis
cordant laughter. 

Suddenly an icy chill shot through my 
shoulder. A human hand had been laid 
upon it. The uplifted axe remained 
poised in mid-air. Exerting my will in 
a mighty effort, I forced myself to look 
around. It was the odious inmate of the 
shack ! His burning, grief-laden eyes, 
unimploring yet filled with unspeakable 
misery, pierced me through and through. 

Quickly I thrust his hand aside-and 
then-we were locked in each other's 
bold. A life and death struggle. How 
strong I was-yet.he was stronger. Ah ! 
If t.>nly I could get free to use my weapon. 
But it had slipped from my grasp during 
the conflict. To my awful consternation 
I noticed his eye upon it as he lay 
across my prostrate form. Freeing a 
hand I caught the axe and threw it a 
few feet away. He released his giant"s 
grip and jumped up to gain its possession. 

A terrific blast of wind-a vivid flash 
of lightning-and crack went the tree. 
\Vith all its annihilating weight the elm 
fell, crushing my opponent's body be
neath. 

Through supernatural glare, shocked 
with tumultuous roar, stung by a million 
drops of hissing rain, I fled that valley 
of horrific memory. 

He Had to Pal:] the Nine ... 

Tailed Cat 
(Continued from page 38) 

but meet me also ; for I am not dis
posed to conceal myself, though you 
may think so. Still, why should this 
trouble you or break your. rest? For, 
if you have a clear conscience, you 
surely need fear nothing from 

THE DETECTIVE. 

FOR days afterward Walton's friends 
observed that he was moody and 

absent-minded, but none of them' could 
guess the reason. As for the captain, he 
felt that however he might try to con
vince himself that the mysterious foot
steps were a mere illusion, there could 
be no doubt about the genuineness of the 
equally mysterious letters. Gradually, 
much against his wi11, he began to con
nect the affair with certain happenings 
in his own life which he had earnestly 
hoped to forget, but which now came 
back to his memory with terrible dis
tinctness. 

For there was a dark chapter in the 
past life of Guilford Walton, ex-captain 
of the high seas. There was a shadow of 
death-death by cruelty-which some
times came between him and the fair 

form of his fiancee. It was a chapter 
.Captain Walton had thought forever 
closed, but--

Ten years before coming to New York, 
Captain Walton, while lying in ·an Eng
lish port-the town in which his boat
swain. kept his family-formed a secret 
attachment to the boatswain's daughter. 
Learning of her disgrace, the father 
turned the girl out of his home with 
reproaches and curses, and within a few 
months she died of a broken heart. 

On the voyage following the girl's 
dismissal from home, her father, presum
ing upon \Valton's implication in her 
guilt, behaved insolently toward his 
captain. Walton degraded him from 
office. He retaliated on the father for 
his cruelty to the girl, and subjected him 
to the terrible severities which were, in 
those days, within the power of a sea
captain. 

The unfortunate wretch made his 
escape at the West Indies, and died soon 
afterwards of wounds received from the 
cat-o'-nine-tails on board ship. Walton, 
it was learned later, had seen the man 
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die ; on a later voyage he had seen the 
lonely grave beneath the palm trees. 
And he had turned away, proud, implaca
ble, with that strange, sinister expression 
on his face. 

And now-could a ghost be following 
him ? 

In an effort to throw off the gloomy 
thoughts which filled his mind both day 
and night, he interested himself in try
ing to recover, largely through the in
fluence of Aaron Burr, the land which 
really belonged to Anna Barrington's 
mother. It had been confiscated and sold 
at the time of the Revolution. Anna 
Barrington was now her mother's sole 
heir. 

The excitement growing out of this 
claim really did bring about a very de
cided temporary change in Captain 
vValton's mind and actions. Miss Bar
rington, especially, noticed and rejoiced 
over his altered appearance. 

It was not long, however, before Wal� 
ton again was thrown into a state of 
consternation by renewals of the old an
noyance-which by this time he had 
come to look upon as a pursuing horror 
from which, apparently, there was no 
escape. 

UJ JTH some friends, including a boy 
of sixteen, who later wrote a record 

of most of these events, Walton had at
tended a public meeting held in Mart
ling's Tavern, which afterward became 
old Tammany Hall. Leaving this build
ing, they walked down Frankfort Street 
to Pearl. Walton, it is  r-ecorded, "seemed 
taciturn and absent-minded, and so dif
ferent from his usual conversational 
mood that one might imagine that some 
deep anxiety was praying on hi� heart." 

Yes, Walton was silent, strange, for 
he had heard the now familiar footsteps 
"dogging" him all the way home. 

They had reached Franklin Square, 
and the captain was about to cross the 
street to reach vValton House, when a 
stranger appeared before them. He was 
short and of surly appearance ; he was 
wearing a cap, and had the look of a 
sea�faring man. 

They had seen him coming when he 
was perhaps forty feet away. He was 
a strange looking creature ; he did not 
seem quite human as he came along. He 
was walking rapidly and muttering to 
himself ; he glared savagely from be
neath frowning eyebrows. He marched 
straight on until he was directly in 
front of the captain ; then, halting abrupt
ly, he gazed up into his face for a rna· 
ment '\vith a look that seemed almost 
diabolical with fury and revenge," ac
cording to �he recorder. He then turned 
sharply away and disappeared into an 
alley. 

vValton's companions all felt that they 
had seldom seen so fierce and menacing 
a countenance, but they hardly felt that 
it was sufficient io carry terror to the 
heart of a brave man. Well knowing 
the captain's reputation for courage, they 
were astounded to see him reel back
ward and hear him give a cry of horror. 
Then he seemed to recover himself quick
ly, and started off in pursuit of the 
strange man. In a moment or two he 
returned, in evident confusion, and sat 
down upo.n a doorstep, his face ghastly 
and haggard. 
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Believing that the stranger might have 
struck the captain, his friends made in� 
quiry. He merely shook his head con
fusedly and asked : 

"What did he say? I did not hear it 
clearly. Did you make it out? I know 
he said something." 

The others had caught nothing, and 
. were inclined to believe that Walton 

was mistaken about the man's having 
spoken at all. The captain made some 
excuse about hard work in connection 
with the Barrington claim, late hours at 
political meetings, and so on, and pres· 
ently parted from his friends and entered 
his house. 

A day or two later, Walton, distracted, 
miserable, had called in Doctor Hosack, 
who was then considered New York's 
cleverest physician. He refused abso
lutely to listen to his patient's explana
tions of .overwork and ordinary nerve· 
strain. He declared that there was 
something on his patient's mind, and 
Walton presently indicated that he had 
guessed aright. Then he somewhat as
tonished the doctor by asking him if a 
dead person might, by any means then 
known to medicine, be restored to life. 

Upon being assured by the physician 
that the signs of death were usually un
mistakable, Walton seemed satisfied on 
that score. But he asked if it were not 
possible to procure a warrant for the 
apprehension of one who might be proved 
to be a lunatic. 

The Doctor, answering that this might 
be done, but that it was a matter for the 
law rather than for medicine to take 
care of, at once realized that it was the 
mind, rather than 'the body of his pa
tient, which was suffering. Only a day 
or two later Doctor Hosack noticed this 
advertisement in the Commercial Adver
tiser, and at once connected it with his 
strange interview with Walton : 

If Godfrey Burton, formerly boat
swain on board the ship Petrel, will 
apply to Edward King, 14 Wall 
Street, ne will hear something to his 
advantage. Should he prefer to come 
after dark, he may call up-stairs on 
the family at any time up to 11 
o'clock. 
The physician felt that his patient's 

distress must in some way be connected 
with the person named in the advertise· 
ment, since the Petrel was the vessel 
Captain Walton had sailed ; but no in
formation as to the real purpose of the 
advertisement was ever divulged by the 
attorney. 

Walton had always been a notably 
temperate man ; but at a grand supper 
of the Masonic fraternity, held shortly 
after the events just recorded, he drank 
heavily. Apparently heartened by the 
liquor he had consumed, he afterward 
visited the Barrington house, passed a 
pleasant evening, and was returning 
home by way of Duane Street. Sud
denly the report of a musket rang out 
behind him and a bullet whistled past 
his head. His first impulse was to turn 
and start in pursuit of the would-be 
assassin. As quickly, however, he de
cided to go on ; and he had j u&t reached 
Broadway when suddenly he caught sight 
of the man in the cap 'ahead of him. 
The man walked rapidly toward the cap
tain, ,\rho made no effort to hinder his 

progress. As the strange figure passed 
him, he distinctly heard deep-muttered 
threats of vengeance. 

IT was the Reverend John M. Mason, 
'of the Cedar Street Church, who, a 

few days after this event, prevailed upon 
Walton to seek a change of air and a 
complete rest. Walton, taking Doctor 
Mason into his confidence, except for 
the secret which he had so long guarded 
-assured the clergyman that he was 
pursued by a demon, that not even God 
could help him, and that he had, in fact, 
lost even his ability to pray for divine 
aid. 

Within another month Walton was 
declaring that he heard accusing voices 
at all hours of the day and night. He 
frequently encountered the mysterious 
stranger, whom he never seemed willing 
to molest. He was induced by his pros
pective father-in-law to go on a sea 
voyage to Halifax, his departure being 
kept a secret from all but Miss Bar
rington. 

Ten days later they landed in Halifax, 
and were walking up the street leading 
from the quay. Mr. Barrington was a 
few paces in advance. Suddenly Wal
ton ran ahead, his sinister face looking 
over his shoulder, his eyes strained and 
wild. Barrington saw no one behind 
Walton, but-he heard footfalls, the 
sound of running feet. It was evident -
that Walton could see what Barrington 
could not. His voice was raised in a 
piercing, terrified cry. 

"! see him ! I see him I He touched 
my arm-spoke to me-pointed to me. 
God be merciful to m e !  There is no 
escape ! He is after me now !" 

They returned to New York by the 
next packet, Walton quite convinced that 
it was useless longer to try to cheat the 
fate to which he felt himself doomed. 
It was plain to Miss Barrington and her 
father that the girl's marriage to Cap
tain Walton was out of the question ; but 
this did not prevent Anna Barrington 
from doing all in her power to aid and 
comfort her lover in his hour of com
plete phsyical and mental collapse. 

Walton had declared that one of the 
. first faces he saw, upon returning to 

New York, was that of his implacable 
enemy. Whether this were true or not 
it occurred to Mr. Barrington that Wal� 
ton would be far better off if he were 
kept in perfect quiet in some rural 
neighborhood-a secret retreat where his 
presence would not be known even to 
his friends. Mr. Barrington picked out 
a large country house near Kip's Bay, 
where a family and a special medical at
tendant should have charge of him. 

To guard against actual invasion-;-- ----; 
Walton was persuaded to confine him-

self strictly to the house and garden, 
which had a high fence whose gates 
were kept locked. 

Both Mr. Barrington and his daughter 
took up their residence in the house. A 
few cheerful and carefully chosen friends 
were invited to visit it and help to 
brighten the captain's confinement. 

And then-a kitchen-maid, who knew 
absolutely nothing of the reason for 
Captain \\Talton's being in the house, 
nor even that he was not supposed to 

·view anything happening beyond its 



walls, was sent to the garden to gather 
some herbs. She ran back in a state of 
great alarm, her task but half finished. 
She said that white gathering some 
thyme and rosemary in the farthest cor
ne-r of the garden, singing while she 
worked, she had been interrupted by a 
coarse laugh. Looking up, she had 
found herself face to face with a strange 
and fierce-looking man, small of stature, 
wearing a cap. She declared that she 
had been utterly unable to move so long 
as the man had kept his eyes fixed upon 
her. He ordered her to carry a message 
to Captain \Valton, to the effect that he 
must come abroad as usual, or else ex
pect a visit in his own room. 

Having delivered this message to the 
frightened maid, the stranger immediate
ly disappeared. Mrs. Anderson, the 
· housekeeper, upon hearing the girl's 
story, commanded her very strictly to 
say nothing to Captain Walton of what 
she had seen or heard. At the same 
time she ordered some workmen, who 
were repairing the front of the house, 
to search through the neighboring fields. 
They returned -at last without having 
seen anyone ; and with many misgivings 
the housekeeper communicated the fact 
to the Barringtons, who united in the 
plan of keeping it a secret. 

But a few days later, \¥alton, who had 
sufficiently recovered in health and spirits 
to enjoy rambling about the grounds, 
was strolling by himself at the lower 
end of the yard when suddenly he found 
himself face to face with his mysterious 
tormenter. 

FOR a moment or two he stood rooted 
to the spot, his blood seeming to 

turn to ice in his veins. Then he fell 
to the ground, insensible. There he was 
found a few minutes afterward, and was 
carried to his room-the room which he 
was never afterward to leave alive. 

From this time a marked change was 
observed in his mental condition. He 
was no longer the excited, terror-haunted 
man he had been for so long, n6 longer 
oppressed with extreme despair. In a 
talk with Mr. Barrington, he quietly as· 
serted that he was assured his sufferings 
would soon be over. 

''Nonsense, my dear fellow," answered 
the old gentleman. "Peace and cheer
fulness are all that you need to make 
you what you formerly were.'• 

"No, no ! I can never be that," replied 
\\Talton, mournfully. 14I am no longer 
fit to live. I am soon to die ; but I do 
not shrink from death as once I did. I 
am to see him but once again, and then 
all will be ended." 

"He said so, then ?" Mr. Barrington 
asked in astonishment. 

"He? No, no I Good news like this 
would never come from him. I have
other sources of knowledge, and of com· 
fort I" 

"But cannot you see that this whole 
affair is, as the doctor suggests, partly 
a series of dreams, or of waking fancies, 
coupled with the appearance, every so 
o:tcn, of some cunning rascal who, for 
some reason, owes you a grudge ?" 

"A grudge, indeed, he does owe me," 
answered Walton. "\Vhen the justice of 
Heaven permits the Evil One to carry 
out a scheme of vengeance-when its 
execution is committed to the lost vic-
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tim of sin who owes his ruin to the very 
man he is commissioned to pursue-then, 
indeed, the torments of hell are let loose 
on earth. But, though death now is 
welcome, I shrink, with an agony you 
cannot understand, from the last encoun· 
ter with this demon. I am to see him 
once more, but under circumstances un
utterally more terrible than ever I" Then 
he muttered something Barrington did 
not understand-something about a nine· 
tailed cat. 

Walton now insisted that the window 
blinds be kept closed. His body-servant 
slept in the same chamber, and was not 
out of it day or night. The physician 
was dismissed, since his services seemed 
to help the unhappy man not at all. The 
servant was considered perfectly capable 
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of waiting fiPOn the captain and keeping 
an eye on that part of the house. \<Val
ton insisted upon the presence of this 
young man-when others were not with 
him-at all times. Total solitude was 
the one thing which he seemed to fear 
above everything else. Thus, a self· 
made prisoner in this one apartment, he 
awaited the end, which he declared was 
not far distant. 

The climax of this remarkable drama 
came about two o'clock on a winter's 
night. Walton was in bed, as he had 
been for most of the day. A lamp burned 
constantly ; his servant slept on a couch 
in the corner of the room. The man 
was roused from his slumber by \Val
ton's voice calling to him : 

"Get up, Wilson, and look about. I 
can't get it out of my head that there is 
something strange in the room or the 
passageway. Make a thorough search. 
Such hateful dreams !" 

The servant arose and, l ighting a 
candle, peered into every corner of the 
room. Finding nothing at all unusual, 
he opened the door and started to walk 
down the passage. He had advanced 
only a few steps when the door of the 
room, as if moved by a current of air, 
swung to behind him. The man was 
not in the least disturbed by this brief 
separation from his master, as the ven
tilator over the door was open, and he 
knew he could hear distinctly any call 
from within the room. 
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HE continued to look about the pas-

sage, when suddenly he heard \:Vat. 
ton's voice calling to him. He did not 
call loudly in reply, as would have been 
necessary at that distance, for fear of 
disturbing the household. He walked 
quickly back, however, and seemed 
stricken with a terror that held him 
paralyzed, just outside the door, as he 
heard a strange voice in the room re· 
spending to his master's tones. ' 

Still rooted to the spot, the servant 
presently heard Walton cry out : 

"Oh, God ! Oh, my God I" 
There came a momentary silence, which 

was broken by a scream of agony appall
ing and hideous. Driven by u�govern· 
able horror, the servant tried to open 
the door, but he was too paralyzed with 
fear to turn the knob. 

As he stood there, cold with dread, yell 
after yell came from the room beyond, 
and then rang with terrible echoes 
through the otherwise silent country 
house. \Vhat was happening in that 
guarded room? Suddenly released from 
his thralldom of fear, the man turned 
and ran aimlessly up and down the 
passage, until a minute or two later, he 
encountered Mr. Barrington. 

"What is it ? \Vho-where is your 
master, Wilson ?" he asked wildly. "For 
God's sake, is there anything wrong ?" 

Then, without waiting for the terrified 
servant's reply, the old gentleman burst 
open the door and entered the room with 
\Vilson at his heels. ' 

"The lamp has been moved from the 
table," said \\Tilson. "See ! They have 
put it by the bed." 

Ordered by Jvfr. -Barrington to draw 
the curtains which draped the bed, Wil· 
son drew back in alarm. 1\{r. Barring
ton took the candle from his shaking 
hand and, advancing to the bed, himself 
drew the curtains apart. 

The light fell upon a horrible figure, 
huddled together and half upright at the 
head of the bed. It appeared to have 
slunk back as far as the solid paneling 
would permit, and the hands were still 
clutching the bed-clothes. 

Calling the captain,s name, Mr. Bar
rington leaned forward and held the 
candle nearer to the white, drawn face 
the eyes of which held a look of unutter� 
able horror. The jaw was fallen ; the 
terror-filled eyes gazed with frightful 
penetration toward the side of the bed 
where, a moment before, had hung the 
drawn curtains. 

"Great God, he is dead I" cried Mr. 
Barrington, as he gazed upon this fear· 
ful spectacle. 

"Cold, too !, added the servant, touch
ing the dead man's shoulder. "And see 
Sir, there was something else on the bed 
with him ! Look there-see that !'1 

As the man spoke he pointed to a deep 
impression at the foot of the bed which 
plainly had been caused by the pressure 
of something or someone upon which
or whom-the dead man had lately bent 
his now sightless eyes. 

He had met his Nemesis : the strange 
follower who had dogged him for so 
long, at last had been avenged for a 
wrong committed years before. So ends 
the strange story of Captain '\...Valton. 

If only he could have realized the full 
consequences of his cruelty before it was 
too late ! 
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Child or Demon-lDhich? 

He broke off and, bending over the 
crib, grasped the child by the arms, star
ing intently into its face. It stared back 
at him with leering impudence. 

41Go back," said Martinus quietly. 
''This is not your time. Go to sleep 
now." 

Gradually, as I watched, I saw a film 
seem to pass over the eyes. The look 
of inten•e hate that Bobby still directed 
toward his mother was succeeded by one 
of mere fatigue. Slowly the eyes closed. 
Martinus made a few passes 'over the 
face. Little Bobby slept. 

Mrs. Adrian carne forward. "What is 
i t ?" she whispered. "What is this evil 
spirit that seems to possess him ? Is 
it-is it her?" 

"That we shall find out in due course," 
answered Martinus. ''With your per
mission, I shall bring another assistant 
here with me at an early date
Mrs. Sampson, a materializing ·medium 
who--" 

"You mean that faker who was ex
posed by the New York newspapers ?" 
asked Adrian hotly. "I won't have her · 
in my house. I'd rather-I'd rather have 
things go on as they are than have any 
such exhibitions here. My child is 
sacred to me. I don't believe in such 
nonsense, anyway. Besides, if there is 
any occult wor1d, we are not supposed 
to tamper with it." 

41I can guarantee that Mrs. Sampson is 
no faker, as you term her, but a most 
respectable woman," answered Martinus. 
"However, just as you say." 

Mrs. Adrian drew her husband aside 
and seemed to be pleading with him in 
low tones. Reluctantly he turned toward 
Martin us. 

"Well, bring her along," he said. "Of 
course, you understand, if any harm 
comes of this--" 

"No, no !" exclaimed Mrs. Adrian ve
hemently. "Do help us, Doctor. My 
husband is so distracted he doesn't know 
what he is saying." 

"BUT that is too horrible for words I" 
I said to Martinus later. '1You 

mean that the old legends of vampires 
are true? . . .  But the Adrian child can
not get out of its crib !" I exclaimed, as 
if I had penetrated his defenses. 

"My dear Branscombe, you misunder
stand the theory upon which that legend, 
as you call it, was built. The vampire 
never drew its sustenance from its vic
tim in living form. On the contrary, it 
was invariably found at home in bed." 

"You mean it materializes a phantom 
to perform its horrible work ? But how 
can a phantom perform a physical act ?" 

"If you will look up your Homer," 
answered Martinus, "you will see that 
when Ulysses went down into Hades to 
consult the spirits, he had first to pour 
blood of oxen into a trench for them to 
feed on. The blood is the life, as the 
Bible tells us, and essential to a com
plete; materialization. Even in the 
seance-room the medium often is forced 
to submit to a partial disintegration of 

(Continued from page 26) 

the physical tissue in order to build up 
the body of the materializing entity." 

"But a child-a baby like that !" I ex
claimed. 

"Branscombe," said Martinus solemnly, 
"a baby like that is quite a satisfactory 
agent for the entity that is making use 
of it in the fulfillment of its designs. 
Remember, the child itself is guiltless. 
And remember what I was saying the 
other day, that the impulse toward in
carnation on the part of the dead who 
have completed the cyc1e of discarnate 
life, or who are attached to earth by 
any strong emotion-this impulse is so 
intense that they will make use of any
thing, even the body of an animal. . . .  
But here is �1rs. Sampson, coming in at 
the door." 

MRS. SAl\IPSON was the wife of a 
-small contractor, living in the 

Bronx. She had two grown daughters, 
and was, to all appearance, the type of 
stout, motherly woman who might be 
expected to live in such circumstances 
and surroundings. I had seen her be
fore-she was, in fact, the medium whom 
I had refused to 11expose," and on whose 
accouot I had severed my connection 
with my newspaper. 

I had seen her perform certain in
explicable phenomena white in a state 
of trance. Judge my astonishment, 
therefore, when she began : 

"Now, Doctor, you've been very kind 
to me, and you certainly helped my 
�{argie when the doctors wanted to put 
her away, and she's engaged to marry 
a fine gentleman now, and I'll never 
cease to be grateful to you. And that's 
why I came. But you know Joe never 
liked me to take part in them conjuring 
tr.icks of yours, and he says there ain't 
going to be no more of it." 

ucome, Mrs. Sampson, you won't turn 
me down when I need your help so bad
ly," said 11:artinus, with a wheedling 
manner that sat so strangely on him I 
could hardly keep from laughing. 

"Where is it this time, Doctor ?'' 
urn Yonkers," he answered. "Just 

some friends of mine who've got a boy 
who's a little out of his head. I've 
promised to help them, and rm count
ing on you." 

The woman pursed her lips. "You 
know, Doctor, this gets me in bad with 
the neighbors, and Margie being engaged 
now-no, I can't do it. Besides, it takes 
it all out of me, and I've never found out 
·what you do while I'm asleep. I don't 
like it, Doctor, making an exhibition of 
myself before people that way. Besides, 
supposing the police was to raid the 
house? They fined a fortune-teller fifty 
dollars only last week for pretending to 
tell the future." 

"Ah, but I really do tell the future," 
answered the Doctor. "Let me see your 
hand." 

He took Mrs. Sampson's thick palm in 
his, exammmg it intently. "What's 
this ?" he asked. '':Money ? \Vhy, my 
dear lady, do you know you're going to 
be richer than you eYer dreamed of be-

ing, inside of a year?" -----... 
"Why, that must be Uncle Jim !" ex

c1aimed 1{rs. Sampson, in agitation. 
"He said he'd leave me something, but 
it's years since I seen him, and I guessed 
he'd sort of forgotten me. Do you 
rea1Iy see money in my hand ?" 

''I see more than that, l\1rs. Sampson,·• 
responded Martinus gravely. "What's 
this ? Why, Mrs. Sampson, inside of a 
year you are going to have-no, surely 
that can't be so-and yet the palm can't 
lie. I see the cutest little fairy of a 
child--" 

Mrs. SalllPSOn blushed and bridled. 
"Why, Doctor, don't you see ? That's 
1fargie's baby I" she said, all in a flutter. 

l\{artinus released her hand. "True, of 
course I" h� exclaimed. "Why didn't I 
think of that before ? vVell, Mrs. Samp
son, I'm sorry you can't come, but I 
guess I can find somebody--" 

11Now don't you go so fast," said the 
woman. "I don't really see how I 
mightn't be willing to oblige, seeing what 
yo� done for 11�;gie, and it being a 
pnvate house . . . .  

Five minutes later she left, with the 
understanding that she ·was to come to 
us two days later, on the evening ar
ranged for the seance. 1\1artinus was in 
high goQ.d humor when he came back, 
after closing the door on her. 

"You certainly know how to handle 
women of that type," I suggested. 

He smiled, and shrugged his shoulders. 
"She's always that way at first," he an
swered. "It gives her an increased sense 
of her own importance. She hasn"t the 
least conception of what happens while 
she's in a trance, and doesn't dream she's 
one of the best materializing mediums in 
the country." 

"Suppose Uncle Jim doesn"t leave her 
that money," I suggested. 

"I didn't say it was Uncie Jim," an
swered the Doctor. 14Though, as a mat
ter of fact, she predicted herself, while 
in trance, that she would receive it, and 
she seems to have the genuine faculty of 
prevoyance. But, anyway," and he 
laughed, "we've helped the cause along." 

mARTINUS told me his plans on our 
way up to Yonkers, Mrs. Sampson, 

on my other side, absorbed in the 
Evening Gra.phic. 

'We are going to lay a trap, or, rather, 
bait a trap, for this entity," he said, 
"exactly as it baits a trap for poor Adrian 
and his wife when they cross in sleep 
to the other side, where it has its haunL.-.-
You know the proverbial stupidity of the 
ghost, according to German folk-lore. 
\Vhether or not it sees through our mo
tivas, it will be unable to resist the lure, 
simply because of what I have often 
spoken of-the irresistible impulse toward 
incarnation. 

"In plainer words, we shall endeavor 
to cause this thing, whatever it is, to 
leave the child and enter the body of 
goo0 Mrs. Sampson, because ihe has the 
faculty of enabling it tb attain the one 
thing it longs for more than any other 
-material life." 



"Material life?" I echoed. 
"Material life-for a few seconds only, 

but, nevertheless, while it lasts, intense
ly real and intensely gratifying." 

"But do you mean to assert that the 
-- materialized spirit actually consists of 

flesh and blood?" I asked. 
"Why not, my dear Branscombe ? �a

ture has provided more than one method 
of reproduction among the orders-three, 
at least, corresponding to the three king
doms ; \\,hat is there improbable in the 
suggestion that she can make use of a 
fourth ? And materialization through 
ectoplasmic secretion .. is, after all, ex
tremely similar to the reproduction of a 
tree or plant by budding. 

"If you will read Sir William Crookes' 
account of his investigations in this sub
ject, you will find that the celebrated 
Katie King appeared to him while he 
was alone in his study with the medium, 
Florence Cook, and that she appeared in 
all respects a woman of flesh and blood. 
She helped him raise the medium and 
deposit her more securely upon the 
couch. He took her pulse, and the 
medium's, and found them to differ by a 
number of beats per minute. He clasped 
her to him, and felt her solid form dis
appear into nothingness in his arms. All 
this, my dear Branscombe, is a matter 
of scientific report, made by one of the 
foremost physicists of his day, a man 
whose life work was the investigation 
of matter." 

41But if you succeed in getting it to 
leave the child and go to Mrs. Samp
son, what then ?" I asked. 

Martinus laughed in his dry way. 41We 
shall try to slam both doors in its face 
at once, and leave it out in the cold/' 
he answered. "Did you ever take part 
in an old-fashioned parlor game known 
as musical chairs ? Yes, we ought to 
have a very interesting time with this 
phantom, Branscombe." • 

lN spite of Martinus's matter-of-fact 
manner, and my own former experi

ences, I could not repress a thrill of 
fear when, the preparations having been 
completed, we took our places in the 
temporary seance-r:oom into which the 
Adrians' bedroom had been converted. 

It was not the weirdness of the scene, 
or, rather, the contrast between that 
weirdness and the prosaic life of Yon
kers going on outside-cars following 
one another down the street, voices of 
passers-by coming up to us through the 
shaded windows. It was the presence 
of the boy as the chief agent in what 
was being done. 

· A cabinet had been constructed by 
means of two cheap screens, fastened to
gether, in an opposite corner of the 
room ; the child's crib was also screened, 
and in that crib sat the little boy, wide 
awake, and chuckling over a woolly 
lamb that he was hugging. Mrs. Samp
son sat in the cabinet, of course. Be
tween this and the screened crib we four 
-the Adrians, Doctor Martinus and my
self-formed a half-circle. Outside, the 
twilight was swiftly fading into night. 

As this night deepened in the room, it 
was uncanny to hear those· chuckles com
ing from the cot. 

"He's never been like this before," Mrs. 
Adrian whispered. "He always goes to 
sleep before this time. When he's awake 
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he-he isn"t like that, not with me in 
the room." 

There was an indescribable pathos in 
her voice. Adrian muttered uneasily. It 
was evident to me that he had been 
dragooned into attending the seance, dis
believed in it, and resented it. 

"Let us keep silent," said Martinus. 
Seated next to the cabinet in which Mrs. 
Sampson was, he leaned toward her. 
"Are you ready, Mrs. Sampson ?" he 
asked. 

"Ready," she answered in a faint voice. 
A few seconds later I heard her sigh 

and begin breathing heavily. 
"This is all nonsense !" muttered 

Adrian uneasily. 
But it was eerie in that room, as the 

silent minutes passed, and now the child 
was chuckling no longer. I saw his 
mother trying to strain her eyes toward 
him through the darkness. 

HWhatever happens," came Martinus' 
low tones, "please remember to keep si
lent, and above all do not stir from your 
places under any pretext." 

MINUTES more. A street car rum
bled past in the distance. My hands 

had that peculiar cold numbness that I 
always felt when something was impend
ing. I was straining my eyes upon the 
cabinet, from which I heard Mrs. Samp
son's uneasy stirrings and meanings. 
The black stuff curtain that hung in front 
of it was moving to and fro, but that 
might have been her hands. 

"Oh, my God !" whispered 11:rs. Adrian 
suddenly. 

The curtaiu had partly fallen from 
one of ·the hooks that held it in position, 
affording a dim view of Mrs. Sampson's 
head and shoulders, barely outlined in 
the faint light that came from the sides 
of the window-shades. And about the 
woman's shoulders some filmy stuff 
seemed to be condensing. 

uSilence !11 Marti nus whispered insis
tently. 

A few seconds more, and the filmy 
stuff was clearly visible, as if lit by its 
own phosphorescence. And it was mov
ing, moving slowly toward the front of 
the cabinet-a cloud, a faintly luminous 
cloud, perhaps like that which guided the 
Children of Israel through the desert. 
Shapeless, nothing but a cloud, it moved 
and swirled with innumerable tiny eddies, 
and behind it I could see the figure of 
the medium sunk as if in sleep, and I 
could hear her heavy breathing. 

If the cloud was assuming' shape, I 
could not see it. ·Sometimes I could see 
nothing, at others patches of mist seemed 
to float before my eyes. But of a sud
den something happened that sent an icy 
chill down my spine. From the child's 
crib came a wild, shrill, chuckling laugh. 

Never have I heard a human laugh so 
terrible as that, even from a grown man 
or woman. And following immediately 
upon it there came a scream from Mrs. 
Adrian : 

"Oh, my God, Emma !" 
What .happened next I don't know. A 

chair was overturned, I heard Martinus 
land on both feet as if he had leaped 
from a height ; there came an oath from 
Adrian, the sound of some one panting
then Martinus had switched on the elec
tric light, and I saw Mrs. Adrian lying 
in a dead faint upon the floor, her hus-
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band kneeling beside her. 

Mrs. Sampson sat slumped in her chair 
within the cabinet. One of the screens 
had fallen back against the wall. The 
child was silent in his crib, and Martinus 
was breathing heavily, as if he had been 
running. 

HToo late, Branscombe," he whispered 
huskily. "If she hadn't screamed--" 

A<lrian looked up, his face twisted 
with violent anger. "Leave my house, 
all of you. I'm through with this fool
ery !" he said. 

THREE weeks went by. Doctor Mar
tinus had said very little to me about 

the failure of his experiment, and of 
course I had not q.uestioned him. In the 
face of Adrian's attitude-he had prac
tically turned us out of his house-there 
was nothing more to be done� I was 
absorbed in some abstruse work of Mar
linus' and had virtually dismissed the 
affair of the Yonkers vampire from my 
mind. 

Then one evening, as we were seated 
at lvlartinus' desk tOgether, checking up 
some data-the subject had reference to 
the Einstein theory of light-the door
bell rang violently. Next minute the 
colored maid was showing in Mrs. 
Adrian. 

The three weeks had worked a shock
ing change in her. There was hardly a 
,·estige of color in her face, which looked 
like that of a corpse. Her skin was 
shrunken over the facial bones, her ex
pression wild beyond anything I had 
seen. 

She ran to Martinus and seized him by 
the hand. "Doctor, this can't go on I" 
she cried. "We are at our wits end. �1y 
husband is on the verge of insanity. He 
begged me to come to you and ask. you 
to overlook the remarks he made to you 
at that seance in our house. If he hadn"t 
I should have come to you anyway. We 
will do anything, l iterally anything, if 
only there is a chance that things will 
right themselves. Doctor, at night I go 
to the most frightful places. I can't re
member what happens there, but-people 
without pity, Doctor, inhuman things 
. . .  and then our boy . . . .  " 

Martinus laid his hand on her shoulder. 
"I know all about it, lvfrs. Adrian--" 

"And Richard and I go to the same 
place together. That is the horror of it. 
For a long time I wouldn't let him know 
that-that I had dreams like him, but 
now we know that we both go t,here. 
And they are dragging us there. It 
means insanity, death-and Bobby--" 

She broke off, incoherent and frenzied. 
Martinus made her sit down. 

"I thought you would be coming here 
soon, Mrs. Adrian," he said. "Of course 
I know your husband was hardly re
sponsible for what he said that night. I 
believe we can yet find the remedy." 

Before she left he had promised to 
be at the Yonkers house the following 
cven.ing for another sitting. 

THERE was the usual prelude with 
Mrs. Sampson, who had come out of 

l,er trance in time to take some of 
Adrian's remarks to herself, and to feel 

::. accordingly offended ; but Martin us 
soothed her ruffied feelings in his adroit 
way, and we three started up toward 
Yonkers as before. On the · way the 
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Doctoi- outlined his scheme to me. 
"We're dealing with infinite cunning 

and determination, Branscombe," he 
said. "Not in the human way, of course. 
Judged by any standards at all, the 
people on the other side fall far short 
of us humans in intelligence, because 
they function there through instinct. 
But there is no doubt that the particular 
entity we are dealing with does under
stand in a dim way that we are laying 
a trap for it, and is resolved to outwit us. 

ul told you, Branscombe, of my inten
tion of decoying it out of little Bobby 
Adrian by the lure of Mrs. Sampson, and 
then slamming both doors on it. The 
trouble is that we were not quick enough 
to stop it. You saw the ectoplasm exude 
from Mrs. Sampson's body? That was, 
of course, the veil of the entity that has 
taken possession of the child, and left 
him in order to attain materialization 
through this good lady on your left, 
who is so busy reading 'Advice to the 
Lovelorn' in that paper of hers. 

HThe instant Mrs. Adrian screamed the 
ectoplasmic exudation returned to Mrs. 
Sampson, and the entity, relinquishing its 
sheath, became one with Bobby Adrian 
again. This time I hope to throw a bar
rage around it which will effectively bar 
its way." 

"I've heard the old legend of a spirit 
being unable to step outside a circle of 
chalk," I said. 

"Not without a basis of sense, Brans
combe. It is neither the chalk . nor the 
circle, of course, but simply the dis· 
integrating effect of white light, and, 
chalk being white, it might have some
thing of the same effect. 

"However, we have progressed beyond 
chalk. I have sent a certain apparatus 
up to the Adrians' house, and I hope 
that this will do the trick for us." 

IT had arrived before we got there, 
. and consisted of a small but" compli
cated apparatus something Jike a pro· 
jecting camera. There was a circular 
slot arrangement too, and lenses, to
gether with some sort of clockwork 
mechanism that I did not understand. 
VVe carried it  up to the bedroom, where 
the child lay asleep in his crib. 

But this time I could hardly repress 
a cry of horror at the sight of him. 
The whole of that child's body was suf
fused with scarlet, the lips were carmine 
as a painted woman's lips, and more 
dreadful still was the look of smug sat
isfaction upon the face as the child slept. 

I looked from him to Martinus, who 
had left the apparatus that he was setting 
up, and had come to my side. Adrian, 
more ghastly than before, was standing 
in the doorway. Martinus made a ges
ture to me, hardly perceptible, indicating 
he wanted me to say nothing. 

But to the mother's eyes nothing was 
Olmiss. She bent over the crib, fearful 
lest the boy should awaken. She looked 
up ai us. 

"Doctor, isn"t he a strong, beautiful 
boy!" she said. "I can't believ� that 
anything is really wrong, of the kind 
you've told us about. Oh, if I could otelr 
believe that you can drive this dreadful 
thing away and let us be as happy as 
we used to be !" 

"I believe I can," answered the Doctor. 
"Only this time everything will depend 

upon absolute silence, no matter what 
you hear or see." 

"You shall see that you can trust me 
this time/' Mrs. Adrian responded. 

MRS. SAMPSON had taken her place 
within the cabinet. VV e four formed 

the same half·circJe, but in front of 
Doctor Martin.us was the apparatus, 
standing on a tripod, and somewhat re· 
sembling a surveyor's theodolite. I 
wondered what part it was to play in 
the seance. But I should know soon 
enough. Already Mrs. Sampson was 
breathing hard and moaning inside the 
cabinet. Again I felt that cold wind on 
my hands. I saw the curtains swaying 
to and fro. 

Then, curling out beyond them, I saw 
the strands and shreds of mist. But this 
time they seemed to be taking tangible 
form. And gradually, very gradually, 
through the darkness, I saw the outlines 
of a woman's figure grow against that 
silhouette of blackness. 

Mrs. Adrian's hand in mine grew tense. 
She was breathing convulsively, almost 
as hard as the medium inside the cabinet. 
That shape, that terrible shape was 
floating toward the half-circle. S�dden
ly I saw its face-and I was gripped by 
an uncanny terror. 

(lEmma l" shrieked �frs. Adrian. 
"Emma l" and fell back, fainting, in her 
chair. 

A face flat as a pasteboard mask 
white as a death's head, the eyelid� 
closed as it floated forward, the hands 
seeming to grope fo� something. I could 
not take my eyes off it. Suddenly that 
peal of wild, horrible laughter was re
peated, but this time from the half
formed lips. And with that the eves 
opened. · 

Eyes of blazing black, like pools set 
in the sockets, pools of blackness against 
the whiteness of the face. Eyes blazing 
triumph, scorn, and derision, as they 
fixed themselves upon Mrs. Adrian. 

But she had suddenly grown limp. 
Her husband, at her side, was rigid in 
his chair, his head following the floating 
form with stiff, mechanical jerks. The 
figure stopped in front of us. And then 
-I could not tell whether it was the 
form that spoke or Mrs. Sampson in the 
cabinet : 

"I've got my eyes open I" 
"UJHY have you come back ?" asked 

Marti nus. 
HI told her. I've been wandering in 

the dark. I didn't know where I was, 
but I've got my eyes open now." 

"You've taken the wrong road." 
"No, the right road, the right road. 

I'll make her pay." 
Martinus leaned a little forwarO:--

"There is no passing by this road. You 
must take the other road, the road of 
birth. This road was closed long ago, 
long ago, Emma \Vishart." 

fiit's too long, that other road, and I 
shall forget." 

"No one ever forgets. Go back. This 
road is closed to you henceforward. 
You have been wandering. You have 
forgotten. Go back now and let the 
dead bury their dead. That life of yours 
is ended, the balance is drawn, the ac
count closed. Go back and take that 
other road." 



A shriek of derision came from some
where in the room. I saw �{artinus'· 
hand move, heard a lever click Sudden
ly the figure was ringed with a flood of 
brilliant light, blazing between it and 
�1rs. Sampson, between it and the child. 

The scream that followed sounded like 
a bedlam of fiends in hell. For one in
stant longer I saw the figure white 
against the darker background ; then it 
had vanished. The light had gone out, 
and I heard the collision of two heavy 
bodies somewhere in the room. From 
Adrian's lips came a maniacal gibbering. 
I heard �1artinus panting as he wrestled 
with some invisible adversary, and, grop
ing, I found the electric light and turned 
it on. 

Mrs. Adrian was sprawled in her chair, 
unconscious. Her husband was on his 
feet, mouthing and gibbering. Upon the 
floor lay Mrs. Sampson, her arms locked 
convulsively about Martinus' neck, her 
fingers twitching at his throat. 

IT was 1fartinus' custom to maintain a 
certain reticence about his cases until 

some time had elapsed. Consequently, 
though I was decidedly curious to under
stand just what had happened, I had to 
wait his pleasure in this particular in
stance for nearly a month. 

\tVhat precipitated the discussion was 
the appearance one morning of Mrs .... 
Adrian, bringing with her little Bobby, 
apparently a perfectly normal child of 
his age, and clinging lovingly to his 
mother� 

"Doctor,'' she said, ••I shalt never be 
able to thank you enough for what you 
did for us. My husband is well on the 
way of convalescence now. That terrible 
night was the end of all those horrors. 
You saved us both from insanity, atid 
you have given me back my boy." 

"A fine-looking little fellow," said 
Martinus, pinching his cheek. "I needn't 
tell you to take good care of him, Mrs. 
Adrian." 

"You know, Doctor, my husband and I have been talking over all this, and 
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we have come to the conclusion that we 
must both have been badly run down, 
and imagined all sorts of stu�id things. 
I'm not a sceptic, but of course one must 
use one's common-sense in such matters. 
There wasn't really a-a spirit in that 

. cabinet, was there ?" 
"Well, not the conventional ghost

no, Madam," answered Martinus. "But 
Mrs. Sampson, my medium, is really 
adept--" 

"Oh, you needn't go on," said Mrs. 
Adrian. "I knew it was she who came 
out of the cabinet, but still, I believe 
there is a lot of quite unconscious im
posture. Anyway, I shall never criticize 
you because you saved my child." 

When she was gone, Martinus turned 
to me with a smile of cynical amuse
ment. 

"You see, my dear Branscombe ? What 
chance has one of turning one's scientific 
discoveries to account, when the world 
is full of just such people as Mrs. 
Adrian?" 

"Doctor," I answered, "you have never 
told me just what did occur. I imagine 
it was her husband's finding you at grips 
with Mrs. Sampson on the floor of the 
seance-room that brought about this 
change of attitude on Mrs. Adrian's 
part." 

M
ARTINUS nodded thoughtfully. 
"This identification of t!le medium 

with the form is the great stumbling� 
'block to the lay mind," he said. "But 
you know, Branscombe, that since the 
form is built up out of the very tissues 
of the medium, both are identical. Thus, 
when one grasps the form, the medium 
is instantly projected from the cabinet 
into the very hands of ·the scoffer who 
has seized it, and of course, incidentally, 
his cry of fraud appears entirely self
evident. 

"In this case, by instantly encircling 
the materialized shape with a band of 
light containing the ultra-violet rays, 
which are immediately destructive of ec� 
toplasmic tissue, I threw an impassabfe 
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barrier between the shade of Emma \Vis
hart and both Mrs. Sampson and the 
child. We slammed both doors, my dear 
Branscombe, leaving the vengeful spirit 
out in the cold, with no prospect of 
working out its revenge save by passing 
through the legitimate channels of re
birth. And by the time she is able to 
accomplish this, you and I and Bobby 
Adrian will have long since been mould
ering in the dust. 

• "I want you to understand, Brans
combe," he went on, "that Emma \Vis� 
hart is, or was, by no means consciously 
a devil. It was the impulse of the death
bed curse that carried her along. She 
was not consciously a vampire, nor did 
she wilfully prey upon her sister and 
her sister's husband through the medium 
of the child. All those doings were as 
unconscious as the doings of the newly 
dead man who, in his eagerness to in
form his family that he is still alive, 
knocks down pictures and ornaments, 
flings lumps of coal, and generally raises 
cain with his antics, under the impres� 
sion that he is merely signalling his 
presence in a decorous way. Given a 
wish, nature sets her own mechanism to 
work to fulfil it-and she generally sees 
that the wish is fulfilled. 

"It was the intense desire to reassume 
material form that brought about the .---
whole chain of circumstances. '\Vith 
Bobby Adrian's soul firmly in the saddle 
again, and ruling his healthy little body, 
I don't think there is much likelihood 
that his aunt will ever succeed in impos-
ing herself upon him again." 

"I wish the Adrians could understand," 
I remarked. ult seems, somehow, as i f  
they ought to  take a more inteiligent in
terest in matters which concern them so 
intimately. It is pitiful that you should 
have to work in the dark, so to speak, 
when dealing with matters of such tran
scending importance." 

"Yes," and Martinus nodded, '•but i f  
they hear not Moses and the Prophets, 
they would not hear one though he rose 
from the dead." 

Quided 'BlJ a ·Phantom Hound 

and the thunder seemed to roll around 
the earth and back again. A wall of 
rain beat in fury against the long French 
windows. In one shadowy corner the 
hour hand of a grandfatner's clock 
pointed to one. 

Suddenly I said : 
"God, it's a night for ghosts all right !" 
Dave tried to argue me out of my 

mood, but I interrupted him. I was 
nervous, distraught. 

"You just don't understand, Dave," I 
broke in. "In every man's life there are 
hidden things. There are in mine." 

A tremendous burst of thunder rolled 
over the sound and suddenly out of the 
silence of that vast house a fear.ful 
scream rang, a scream terrible in its 
intensity, its appeal ! Never have I 
heard another such agonizing sound. 

David bounded to the door and threw 
it open. I was at his 'heels when he 

(Couti�t!led from page 20) 
sprang into the reception halt. 

There on the stairs in her nightrobe, 
clinging to the balustrade, was Bella 
Green. Her short, curly hair was stand� 
ing up all over her head ; · her eyes were 
wide and staring. 

"Good God, what's the matter, Bella?" 
asked David, running up the stairs. 

Close behind my friend, I spoke-gave 
voice to my only thought : "Where's 
Dorothy?" 

It seemed at first that the girl couldn't 
speak. Then she swayed forward into 
David's arms. 

":h{y God, oh, dear God, she's gone t" 
she exclaimed. "Find her I She isn't in 
her room. God, do something I" 

L
EAVING the girl in David's arms, I 
took the rest of the stairs three at 

a time, and met Hurlburt Thorne and 
the two pale Thorne women grouped in 

the corridor. 
David and I set our shoulders to 

Dorothy's door and broke it open. It 
was empty of any human occupant. The 
bed clothes were thrown back, but Doro
thy was not there, nor indeed was any
thing that was hers. 

Consternation grew in our hearts as we 
searched the house and its environs in 
vain. 

The storm had ceased, save for an 
occasional fitful gleam of lightning in 
the sky. 

Dorothy had disappeared, and had left 
no trace behind her. 

D
AVID called me at that moment, and 
shaken with bitter grief, I went out 

to my friend. 
He insisted we go back to Silver Mine. 

There was no use in remaining in Green
wich any longer. If Dorothy returned, 
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she'd naturally come to me at Silver 
Mine, he urged. Hurlburt would bring 
Bella home as soon as she was able to 
get up-she was ill in bed with shock. 

Hire private detectives ? Yes, certain
ly ! The best idea, but what was the use 
of running wild like an animal escaped 
from the Zoo? I must act like a man, 
not a kid. So we went home. 

David found Dorothy's note among 
my other unopened letters. And here 
h is : 

DEAR RoBERT:-
Forgive the trick I played on you. 

You're dramatic enough to realize 
what excellent copy it'll make. I 
was getting as stale in my work as 
last year's bread. Dear boy, forget 
all about me. I'm not worthy of a 
nice fellQw like you. I'm going away 
for awhile. When you see me again, 
I'll be married, and I hope you'll find 
some girl deserving of you, Bobbie. 
Give my apologies to David and 
Roland and Bepa and the Thomes 
if you see them. Always remember 
me as your devoted friend, 

DOROTHY SEVERANCE. 

With the letter in my hand, I stood 
as rigid as a rooted elm, staring at 
David. He took the note from my hand 
and read it  and threw it on the table. 

.,.Sit down, Bob," he said curtly. 
Which I did, simply because I could 

no longer stand. My head was spinning 
around like a top. 

"Infernal way to get copy,'' he muttered 
as he proffered me a stiff drink of 
brandy. 

I gulped it down thankfully. 

THEY were awful hours I put in, in 
spite of David's company until ten. 

I had the insistent feeling that somehow 
I'd hear from Dorothy. I couldn't be
lieVe she was capable of hurting me so 
cruelly. I bored David almost to ex
tinction by repeating my conviction. 

He had been gone an hour perhaps, 
when I suddenly realized that someone 
was in my room, an invisible someone
a faint, intangible presei1ce it was. 

I saw no one ! Yet I felt I was not 
alone. Horrible ! As I paced the floor 
in agony of mind, another paced with 
me-back and forth, up and down. 

Rattlepate suffered with me, poor brute. 
He was as sensitive as a "violin string. 
He howled miserably, and I let him howl 
for I was madly endeavoring to bring 
to Vision my pacing companion. I was 
possessed with a mixture of desires for 
my girl and terror to be rid of the in
Yisible feet that tirelessly trod at my 
side. 

I believed that I was losing my rea
son. I'd always been absurd in my fear 
that semetime I'd visualize a dead face. 
Would it be to· night? 

Words cannot express my relief when 
at midnight David ran in. He begged 
me to go home with him. 

"No, I can't leave," I returned. "Dor
othy might come, you know." Then I 
laughed wildly. HAnyway, someone has 

'been here eVer since you left, Dave." 
"Who ?" he asked. 
I shook my head. 

- "How do I know when I couldn't see 
it ?" I said, hoarsely. "I haven't taken 
a step, that it didn't take a step too. 
God, up and down, up and down ! Rat-
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tlepate, poor dog, has been through pur
gatory. Perhaps if I had his sight--" 

Here David broke in upon me. 
"Let's tear up and go away a speH, 

boy," he said. "I need a change. So do 
you. We'll tour and sketch. Bob, you're 
off your nut. You come on over to my 
place now." 

But nothing he could say, no argument 
he advanced made any impression upon 
me. At length he went sadly away. 

No sooner had he taken his departure 
than I realized that I was alone with my 
dog friend crouched close to my feet. 
I was free for the first time in hours 
from my ghostly visitant. The unseen 
thing had gone. . I dropped into a chair in front of 
the window and stared out upon the 
dark, uneven skyline, and wept in my 
appalling solitude. 

All of a sudden I found myself slumped 
down upon my bed. How I got there, 
I do not recall. Rattlepate, whining, was 
pressing his nose against my hand. 
After all, a human body can bear so 
much and no more. 

I could not sleep. As if I were dead, 
all save my mind, I lay with my face 
toward the window. The clock on the 
mantel above my large fireplace struck 
two. Off i n .  the village a bell in a 
church steeple tolled the same hour
two, long, vibrating strokes. 

The world about me was buried in 
sleep ; I heard only the ticking of the 
clock and a groan from Rattlepate now 
and then as he dozed. Bursts of breeze 
shook my curtains. Strange that I could 
lie so mentally and physically still, suc
ceeding such a hectic period of pain, 
but I did ! 

After a spell I became conscious of 
pale filaments of sapphire blue light fil
tering into the room through the window. 
I wonder I was not amazed at so un
\lsual a sight. Bands of bluish beauty 
directed themselves in and through the 
room, like rays from a great moon-like 
gem hung between heaven and earth. 

l WATCHED them,_ unafraid, quiet and 
nerveless. Strip after strip glided in 

as evenly cut as the color bands of a 
rainbow. They mingled and broadened 
together until the room• was radiant, a 
softly shining square of blue. 

Then, to my utter astonishment and 
horror, I saw a slender white hand ap
pear from beneath the window. It rose 
slowly upward, first the pale, colorless 
fingertips ; then the soft, unwrinkled 
palm ; then the wrist ! And there it 
paused, an unmoving, spectral hand, 
through which I saw the translucent 
threads of blue weave in and out. 

Then a long-drawn-out sigh sounded 
but a few inches from my face ! I have 
a half-memory of uttering a shriek. 

Rattlepate lifted his head, growled and 
bristled. Then he whined and crawled 
under my cot-bed. 

Who had sighed ? I raised on my el
bow and stared at my pillow. Nothing, 
save ribbons of azure in countless nmn
bers did I see passing over it, only to 
climb the wall and spread over the 
ceiling. 

My eyes flashed back to the window. 
The spectral hand moved upward. A 
slender arm appeared. Then a figure 
floated into my studio and the misty rib-

bans cleared away. 
I crou<:hed, stiff with terror. There 

approaching, was the faceless wraith of 
the m?"stery room. The same long, slen
der lmes, the proudly reared head a 
stateliness of person seldom seen ' on 
earth ! And then I saw a face, ex
quisitely beautiful, take shape under a 
crown of glittering hair. A pair of dark
lashed eyes stared unwinkingly at me. 

I realized that the blight I had feared 
all these past years had fallen upon me. 
I withered into an old man. My great 

. and final hour had come. My death was 
at hand. Good God, I could not die ! 
Dorothy ! I must know my love was 
safe. I tried to pray. I endeavored to 
plead with God to give me an oppor
tunity to live for a while. ] ust one 
glimpse of Dorothy first--

Inch by inch the shadowy woman was 
advancing. Large and somber and mel
ancholy were her sea-green eyes. Her 
mouth, winsome, wistful, was the mouth 
of a child. The whiteness of her skin 
was alabaster. Her hair was lighter 
but it waved like mine. ' 

I stared at her. She had come to take 
me away. Her arms were extended as 
though she were enticing a baby into 
their shelter. 

It was no ordinary fear that clutched 
at my heart and shriveled it. There are 
phenomena and emotions so far beyond 
ordinary human experience that there are 
no words adequate to express their 
meaning. 

I tried to speak, but my tongue was 
frozen. 

Shall I ever lose the memory of her 
bending over me, her great eyes burning 
with the green of the sea ? 

"\i\'hy-here, woman ?" I managed fin
ally to whisper. 

She sighed 'the same sort of a sigh I'd 
heard near my pillow. 

"Come with me !" she said, with a 
majestic wave of her hand toward the 
doorway. 

Go with her-where and why? I would 
not, and wildly I told her so. 

"I will not !" I screamed. -"No ! No ! 
Never !" 

She touched me. The specter touched 
me ! I think it  was then that my hair 
began to whiten. Oh, frightful fingers 
of ice on a man's burning face I 

I screamed, ��Dorothy !" I cried out 
for David. 

l T was well that my studio building 
was far removed from other abodes ! 

Else, I imagine, my friends would have 
burst in and carried me struggling to a 
mad house. 

Then the shapely, unearthly hand 
moved to my mouth, and two fingers ........,--:--::: 
tapped my lips. .._:_..--< � 

I tried to cry out again, but my voice 
was sti11ed. I wept piteously, like a 
child. Ah, the loneliness of my ap
proaching aeath was a fitting sequel to 
the loneliness of my boyhood ! 

Then-a horrifying spectacle-the love· 
ly specter wept 'yith me. As God lives, 
I realized she detested her task. 

With all my might and main I strug
gled to a sitting position and struck at 
her hand. My own mad fingers went 
through it, and it remained on my face ! 

And then there arose ·at her side, as if  
magic had thrust him up through· the 



floor, a spotted yellow hound, a crea
ture of another world. 

A long, low howl came from Rattle
pate under my bed. 

_�Come with us!" said the spectral woman. 
.,.,.....--

' She . had said "us." That meant the 
powerful ghost dog had come to aid her 
in her mission. 

I was impelled to obey, even to death. 
I was fully dressed in my day clothes. 
Even as my feet struck the floor, and I 
heard the bang of my heels on the bare 
boards, the woman's fingers slipped over 
my chin and down my neck, leaving an 
icy trail I feel to this day. 

Then she drifted backward six steps ; 
we faced each other, and the ghostly 
hound sat, stiff and silent at her side. 

"Come ! Follow me," said the spirit. 
"I want to see Dorothy first," I whis

pered. "Be kind. She did love me I 
She does love me. Let me see Dorothy 
once before I die I" I covered my face 
to shut out the horrid sight of the two 
of them-the mystical and transparent 
hound, cowing me with his gaze, and 
the woman, tall and dreadful if\ her 
unearthly beauty of face and slim loveli
ness. Hound and woman were here to 
usher me into everlasting damnation I 

It suddenly occurred to me that if I 
could get to David Lolock, he would 
help me. I must get out into the open 
some way. I edged toward the door, 
my eyes never leaving my silent compan
ions. I was almost there, a few steps,_ 
a little mist to overpass, and then I'd 
be away from the green-eyed woman and 
the spotted hound. I put my hand on 
the door-knob. I tore the door open. 
God, I was out under the sky t 

I"ll never call myself a coward for 
starting that sprinting run toward Lo
Iock's. When I discovered the wraith 
"·oman was on my right and the specter 
hound on my left, I shuddered to a 
otandstill. 

"On !" whispered the woman softly, and 
en we went. 

I pounded madly on Lolock's door. I 
called his name, begged loudly for him 
tc come out, but the dark studio might 
have been a tomb. David was either not 
at home or so sound asleep that nothing 
but the crack of doom could awaken him. 

Who else then? Ah ! Roland Hurl
burt ! His place was but a quarter of a 
mile beyond. 

\Vhen I turned swiftly, I saw the 
woman, side by side with the hound. 

Then off again I bounded, panting for 
breath, dodging the trees and tangled 
wood vines. Looking down, I saw the 
yellow hound beside me, loping as 
stealthily as a mountain leopard lopes. 
She of the ethereal beauty floated like a 
cloud through the gloom of the forest, 
and raced on. I rushed into the motor 
road leading to Hurlburt's studio with 
long, bounding strides. 

AS I approached the building, I 
opened my mouth to call his name. 

Then the woman's hand, a frail, dead 
thing, pressed over my lips. And even 
as I write, I shudder. It fairly made 
my white hair stand on end this instant, 
the memory of those frozen fingers. 

A faint glimmer of light shone from 
around the d1'awn shades of Roland's 
studio. ·  The rest of the place was dark. 
Hurlburt was there-he was still awake, 
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thank heaven I 
Up a short flight of steps we \vent, the 

woman gliding, the yellow hound stalk
ing stiffly with that unearthly pjtter
patter of his softly padded feet, and I 
plastered between them. 

Save for the bluish brightness which 
still clung around the woman and the 
ghastly glint of the hound's hide, all 
about us was gloom. 

The woman opened the door wide, and 
we entered the low-beamed hall, the three 
of us. 

Under the studio door a light streamed 
out like a thin, golden blade. Roland 
was behind that door. I was about to 
plunge at it when the woman extended 
her white arm, and despite my efforts to 
avoid her, she forced me back. As cold 
as were her fl.ugers, colder were mine. 
I seemed to be dying by inches. Move 
I could not. 

\Ve were facing the studio door, and 
from behind it I heard a sound, a wailing 
sound ; then a voice, Hurlburt's voice. 

''I've been more than patient with you, 
Dorothy," he said. "Why, you act like 
a spoiled baby ! Do show some sense ! 
I've offered you all I possess. We'll 
start abroad tomorrow. You can Jive 
anywhere you will in the world if you'll 
only marry me." "But I don't want to marry you !" was 
the sobbing answer. "If I can't marry 
Bobbie, I don't want to marry anyone. 
I'll never forgive you-you and that 
dreadful butler for carrying me off. And 
the way you made me write that letter 
when I didn't want to at all ! It's all 
disgraceful-wicked I It's all just nearly 
scared me to death, Roland." 

"I know it, my pet--" began Roland. 
"Don't call me your 'pet !' I'm not," 

exclaimed Dorothy. "Now I'm not any
body's pet. Have you seen Bobbie?" 

"Yes, and he read and digested your 
letter," was the reply, and then he went 
on pleading with my girl for himself. 
I was shocked at the blackguard he made 
me out to be. I was already married ! 
I had a host of enemies, among whom 
was my father I "I can only repeat, dear, 
that I had to save you from a rascal," 
he asserted. "I've given you proof 
enough that Bob Swift would be mur
dered if you--" 

"Oh, don't repeat it, don't !" and my 
own girl wept. "Oh, my Bobbie, I love 
him so ! God knows I want to save 
him from harm-from death--" 

The next thing I knew the three of 
us, my ghostly companions and I, were 
in the studio. 

HURLBURT afterwards said that I 
bounded into his room alone, mad 

with fury. But I know that the woman 
glided in first, and then I entered, the 
yellow hound slinking after me. 

And there was Dorothy, pale and 
troubled, crouched in a chair, and Hurl=
burt standing with his back to the grate 
in which flickered a few flames. 

He says that I flung myself upon him 
and got him by the throat. Dorothy 
couldn't tell,· because at the sight of me 
she fainted. But this is what happened : 

The hound, glistening with �hosphor
escent light, leaped forward and buried 
his fangs in Hurlburt's neck. \Vhat a 
sight ! As much as I hated the man, I'd 
have helped him then, if I'd been able. 
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But the wraith woman's hand gTipped 
me, and I could not. I saw the dog 
i!;row #!iff with rage. , 

"Don't hit me again, Bob!" he said 
whining. uMy l"mds are up. I thought 
she'd be better .with me. I swear I , 

did, 
and I love her. I IJon't-<lon 't ldll me ! 
Dorothy, for Cod's sake, g<l up and 
help mer' 

Dorothy was a mere crumpled heap in 
her <:hair .. 

uswiLt." crie.d the mant ('get away ' 
Let me go !  You're killing me ! I'm dy
ing I I'm dying, I tell you l Get me a 
doctor, get me a doctor-quick I" 

At, thh juncture Hurlburt tlaims I 
cried out in rage and knocked him down 
again. f'll admit· he was bruised and 
bleeding afterwards, but I do not believe 1 rowdied. him. 

t bave no fnrth�r recollections. W'lten 
ut:xt I temem.ber anything, my hair was 
as wh'ite as it is now. 

But what matters hair? Dorothy ·and 
I are marrie·d. The ceremony- was per· 
formed while I "'as still in bed, aud my 
beloved lilttled me baek to health. 
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I shall nev<r believe

..+
what tbcy say� 

that I pummeled HtJrulurt to my own 
collapse. 

My . fa1her, infonned of my serious 
condition, came to Conntcticut to see 
me. He. seemed to be a changed man. 
My stepmother died several months later, 
a.nd in his grici he asked m.e to come 
home ; ami Dorothy and l went to him 
immediately. 

One d.ay he summoned me to him. 
"F orglve me, Bob, for all my stupid, 

unconscionable actions to you," he said. 
"I was a fool-a fanatical i<liot. I 
treated your mother just the same. She 
had a bt:autiiul dog she lo,•ed. I didn't 
approve of idolizing animals. I had it 
killed and never would kt you have one. 
Your mother was an angel on earth t 
God forgive me I Because sht coutdn·t 
think as I did. I Stilt her away I My 
boy, I want YOtl to take this key and go 
to her room. There you'll find a paint
ing of her. It's yours ! .. 

Respecting his agony, I left him, the 
key in tny hand. 

As I entered the mystery room again, 

I felt that revuent awe-the -sense l 
was on Jro!Y: grotmd. 
'T'HE room had been dusted reeent!t. L Outside <>l that it seemed aacth• the 
same as on that night when mr wraith 
woman had $!ood in tl1e comer by the 
window. Stil l  the crepe £0\'Cfe.d one 
huge space of wall. 

A weaknoss overtook me. Behind that 
•tretch of blaek was the iniage of my 
mother. . 1 reea.ll repeating with trem• 
bli.ng lips., "an angel on earth !" 

Unshed tears partially bfii!dcd me as 
I removed the dead, dark drapery. It 
iell in a heap at my feet. 

Then I looked-looked and $RW dizzy. 
Proud head on a delicate, girlish neck ; 
douds of soft hair, waving over a beaQ.
tifu1 forehead ; sea·green eyes ; a fonn 
in misty white like foam l One hand 
dasped a dark red rose: The other 
rested on the pate of a we.ll-bt1ilt yellow 
hound I 

The wraith woman who had saved my ,  
reason, my love, my very life, was_;_ 
my own mother I 

UJhdt Is the Secret of .Rubini the �reat7 

� Finally wo dcte.rmined that Mrs. Hou
c dinl should hide a matc.b box, and should 1wll1 that, alter finding the· match hox., 
' .Rubini woutd return it to its original 
· r·e•ting place. 

The match box was hidden behind an 
objuct ou !be lop of a cabinet. 

Upo11 Jus return, Rubini adopted a 
most unusual tactic. 

"At the start of my experiments I do 
maintaht a kind of conta-ct," .he t:.X· plaine<!. · "A l ittle later this evening I 
•hall do away with it altogether. For· 
the present I shall need it. But it is a 
very little contact." 

FROM the breast pocket of his coat 
he remo>·ed hi• watch and a thin, 

k•l.lg, glittertng chain of goid. He put 
the watch into the palm of Mrs. Houdini. 

"Hold that against your heart," he re
(lut;stt.'d eaTnes.tly. 

Loosely iu his hattd he held tbe other 
end of the chain. At no time was Ibis 
chain pulled taut. Always it htmg limp 
and glittezlng, the.. only physic.af link be-
1wee.o thi,s t)TCln aud this: woman-could 
it .be possible tl1at through so slender a 
tie he cpuld obtain tlie secret witbin bet 
brain/ 

We watched, fascinated. 
For a wh-ile Rtibini's m·oveme:nts we.re 

haphazard, un�ain-he was makiug 
tbc same familiar · false starts that are 
inevitably a part of the ·ancient ruysti
fitalion ol musde readiJlg. Tben he led 
:llrs. Houdini across thj!" floor, directly 
to the tobacco stand lrorn wluch the box 
t>f matches had been removed. 

Hen there was a l<>ng pause. 
A[te.T four or fi\'e mjnutc�, Ruhini 

turned to Mrs. H<>udini ami said : 
"Y Oil are not telling me mentally whnt 

· to do!'' 
Mrs, Houdini theu admitted that she 

had lwett thinking of the place from 

(ContinuM frqm pagt 23) 
whlcb . she had '"ken the match-box. 

A feW moments later� Rubini turned 
and led hc:r back, hall-way d.own the 
room, until he "Was directly beside the 
cabinet where ihe matc.ht>• were hid<len. 
In another moment his groping hand 
had found them, Still, apparently, in a 
condition of light trance--a conrlitjon 
whkh he had cla imed for hitns•lf in his 
opening address-he Well()ed hi' way 
back to the tobac,co stand and repla.ced 
the matches in their orig-inal position. 

. �tta.-inh this wa3 an amazing demon� 
stratton� -even to one familiar with the 
old muscle reading principle. What · 

signals, what secret and uncontrolled 
communications, could come across that 
dangling gnl<f chain 1 

11You'rc · next/ .. �aid Houdin3, atl.dress
lng me. 

I said that I did not wish Rubit1i to 
lind a "hidden article. Instead I wished 
to will him to du some c.ertain action 
which I would devise in my own mind, 
and which I would not aivulge to any 
nthe.r p�rson un!ll the dose of the test. 
The- ou1y stipulatifJn to which I acquiesced 
was that I would "'rite dnwn what I 
wanteil him to do--and I took good care 
that no one saw 1lJ.c words. I wrote it 
i-n an isolated part of the room, Whf'.re no 
ent?' po5..�1bly could see what I �'Tote,. 
with my own paper and penciL 

-

In passing let me say that the possi
uility t>i confederacy could he elirnina\ed, 
for eyeryonc )Jt'('SE>nt \\<as :tn euthus;a.stic 
student of mysteries, enjoying the 
derttomlratlon purely from tlle stand
point of cntetia inmenL 

What I wrote on the Card was : 
'·Approach the bust of Houdini :u1d 

rGake a military sahrtt.'� . 
Now the way H\1binl obeyed that re

quest was truly astonishing. He blun
dered very little. l do not think it re
quir<<! more than five ntinutes for him 

to perionn the le$!, Once he stopped 
and asked me a CJW!stion ; th""n he secme•1 
in doubt. But again he persisted. All 
1he while, in irout of Houdinfs bust, was 
a large tahle. This was in his way. He 
.tapped the top - of the table with his 
uj>en hand. He stntck its leg with his 
knee. He shook his head over it in 
puzzled bewilderment. 

,Finally he came to a clct<·rmimi.tion ; lie 
let the golden chain fall from his !land wliile he tmlled t'he: t;.&ble ;uide and went 
ovt:r f•) the bu}:t of HondU1i. There be 
made an awkward mo\·ement 'villi hjs 
ldt ha11<l aga.inst the s ide of his head. 
.'\s a military salute. i.t probably would 
send t1. recruit to the guard-hot!Se, but 
Rubioi had done emmgh to make me feel 
that he had su�cecded in -his undertakiug. 

His. next test-d()fle with Hou<linfs 
se·cretary-,vas much mor·e ra-pi� Per
haps the girl was net so n1uch mentally 
on guard as I. The test was that Rubinl 
was to take a pillow from the divow, pUt 
it under the feet of Doctor Wilson, and 
the.n put her friend en the pillow. 

ALL this was accomplished with v•r.v 
little hesitation ; I tbink it oecupied 

Jess than three minutes. As the affair 
was purdy a social one-. I made no notts 
<'f time, or of otiH!l' det."lils that wou1"" 
be important in a formal renderiug of 
the circumstances. 

The final test was the reaDy ertrnor
dinary one. 

C sing. at my request. the s.amc yuung 
wmn:w as his sul>ject, nul>ini <lid do his 
trick without physical contact oi .any 
kind. 

When he lel.t the n)()m I sngge<t<d 
the following test : Please note the �et>arate operations in· 
volved. 

I hid a toothpick by insetting it, 
lengthwise, down, the o:nter oi a eiga"<· 



ettc. Tl>eD 1 hid the cigardt� •. · 
The test whif:h I ptQt>Oiled · was : 
One : :Rubilli mu�t locate the ¢011-

£Uki! cigarette. �· Two :· FrOlll the citr'!'ette he. must ex
tract the toothjikk. Th...-� He must "Riau the toothpiCk 
in lhe cigardte. · 

Four : He muot �-k the tootbpi�k 
and th� cigarette. 

When Rublni returned to the worn. 
the abo"" test havit�g .beert arranged, be

. asked the ;rouf!g wo.lf)an who wu used 
:u hio subjut, to put her l!lelll!hed hands 
a.;ain.tt ¥r bre.�st. He stood perllapll a foot and a ;�t distant ft&m hor. 

There wu now no gold chain, ·QQ little. 
link by whkh his mu•ele.s might possibly 

· be united with 'his subject. · 

.� a momenl he stood lOOking at her. 
Then he turnt!d and walked directly to. 

th� pla!J<!, on the toP o! whieh, e<>ti� cealed behind a pittun, the ttigaretre had 
been b}�JL · Hce' piCked up the dgatette, and wifh
®t a moment's he.sitlltl<>n he withdrew 
the tOOthpick. 

Only ft>r a few mernents he hesitated. 
'fheg be tepla£�4 tlte toothpick f!l the. 
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cigarette, and 1..-oke the tw!> -�ween bla 
fingers. 

How did Rubini do it? 
Ruhini did not t<:!l me, and therefore 

il I were ta say that I know bQ"' he •c· 
romplished his tri£k1 l would not be 
tellittg the tt\lth. 

A CONSIDERABLE e"'perfence iu 
magic and a¢quaintance with �tta8'l

darts and their method� h>JS convinced 
me that this is a. ttick ; but to -dbtli>se 
even a theol'Y ..-egar.dtng i.t. w.0uld, I 
feel, be an htiusti<:e to Mrc Rtlbini. w'ho 
js, ·to my W'\Y of.. thinking,, fit�� of all,, 
an .artist. ,., I wl!tched hls iJeli<>rma�tce, Jl.()t with 
the· �ye 6f an itt'Vestigator, ·but ;With the 
same l<lnd or n1ish wlt!>- which l li�>tencd to l}e Padmiaim wkn be played Chopin. 
llut 1o�· need lia.ve no '1l>ubtf as to· the· 
natute o.f . tbls perfot:lltaQce. 

- Mr-. Rul>lt)i I! too m1,tcb o$ all. honest 
ll:lan to. make supernatural daitns fot his 
asto.unding ability . . H¢ tnor<:IY _!YteSeJ>ts. It as a de-ver i!htS.frut. Like tloudinJ, • 
be b a mll'tct.ialift. ap,pat�nlly pr�sent1ng 
.tl\e imwssif>te.· - · 

He smfles,, :n.ai,.ely,_ fike- a child', · an<t 
says·, in 1\i� ·�UdQQs accent :  

"It i$ t�timental pssehology.,. 
When I said good · night· to Dl>l!tor 

Wilson. Mt. Ransom, and the (jtbei'S, 
aud: went to tlte dOM with Houdini, 
thos� ghost$, with. whie)l �Y imaai'Gati� 
always: pemples the halhnr$ of tha't 
mysteti9us ltoU!e, seen1�d to be staring 
at me; whispering. 

Cagl!ostro, especially, seemed to be 
there; the great &��d lovable ¢har1atan of 
the Diamond Necklace af;lir bef<>Te the 
French Revolution, scented to look at me 
with his ln\unted eyes, as if to say : ''lf Rubin! had bee!> witit me ill Puis 
wb"' l turned the baser metal$ int,o 
gold f<;>r. the Cardinai. de ltoluin, t would 
have (!lade him t'he prqpl\et oS tire Re-ro
lution." 

And ;ndeed, ln another generation, 
- R-ubjni, 'f.Dd his hqst !ioudini-in fac;t. 
the entire company .gathend in that 
r0om--mlgh� have been bttmed for witcJ>, 
craft. · 

As l walked toward tentr»J Park my" 
thgilgllts were iull of these �hiitgs, �od it did seem· fo !tie t.hat t'lre ,..,.,�... ot 
tht huma11 mllid, whether o.ffered as a 
trick or as a> mira:ele; continue to be 
wopder£-ul, no umtter by what name they 
ma.)i,.l)'e c�led, 

Out -of the Storm ... sw�pt Night 
. 

· (f?o1ftinf.;J: Jro.m _pagr. 13) . 

came lru:e f<\· lace wifli h:et ·husband «-Why, dear; take ott !<mt ltat a:ll.d the little�f>nt§' !nld sit th<r.o ln his w<:t 
standing en the fh.-eslm'!d 01 the open o.oat: You ar-e so well" B'ut he- shpok ov&coat. with - that Mt putted Qver his 
dMr . . .  rain pouring frODl � to.w:er� IU$ head. ,face(�·in inc'!'plicable fee1ing ot weari� · 
brim lilt his hat and over his .shou.fd.ers. "No, honey .girL f . :�in .samewhat ness �· .tame -6ver h'er. 
She ran t<;> !rim with "" e><<!ama.liort ·of ool!). t would tather s!t ·here li� thi'!' "Yes, d�ar.t he· wa� SliYing, "l�t ns 
surprise and joy. pushing_ the rdoer shut.: for-_ .a wtJilc. _ Ho"' Me the eltifdr.en ?" . f;tlk J>i out little ones.� $be b<'nt tor-

Her ftn&ban<l. hrs eo;<t collar �urned up;_-,., - "'1:1\.,y. -�re• ;fi.!fe;, ,A�I�tll" · Th.::r ·-w ;n Pee- . · y,tar<li _iook{ng fixedly. a! him. He was 
wi<S sntiling down At bet,. ;md she, fo"-"· - : _so gfa.¢'w11e�_tJre_r li(tio)l' .Y:ou:·eam'e: h@l<! . · staring, witlt averted face i'nlo tbe liTe, 
g<:tting the storm, was :aslcif!li ! , \.G,s.UJ11.t1s.e us. tl:ut, -deaf; .you· are·j .)ale - · H.e seemed almo.s't '! strang:er to Ire� �Why did yolj- eom� haclit so soo'n ?_ • , . .  l{Oll ij.\:f.cs<1i ve!Y I!Jl4e l_ .k� J;Q»•IU ?" :s:ittin_g thtte wifl!. his hat on. 
How did you come into town a.t this Slle· dt<ew neAt bini .and ttied to ·tc11ch ''Our little -oiles," he, ·wa$ sa1ing. 
tim•? I tbou!;ht YOU we•e in be�r til� hand, but b.e IIJ:rust them in hi-s ''\VFty,. Denny wilt be fourteen sootL t•1aight. Oh, I am so glad you cartte poclcets. She touched l)i$ cheek car�$s- How lime �ss¢' I And Poro'tfiy eleven. hOII'lt r• . in.tlt with her �rs, 111ithdtawing them l>enny shotild he an et�Jineer; he e'bou•ld All solkirude, sb< t•ied to take his, g,ulcldy. go to toll� ; .he will make good ! It 
eoat, but bt seemed relu�t.t.ant to let h:<·t "Vvny are ;tau ro eoJtl� • - • •  so ·cold' I ,...;n be pretty !lata a,t first, bul he •ill perform the task. ..,d wu makint .his: I wjll make ;rou some eolf,e, a hot drin·k, make it'' . He P'!Us.ed. lotn. Bndford 
way int0 the library, s;ey1ti� : ,Ah, to ®ft;le hqtll�. in thi$< storm1 You asked '*""19>-, 'in . F far away voi.ce :  

'1 am;, home w ith  a !rlend.. I w·ant.ed .ar� chllled'' She. sfl!.tf�: .to gq into tl\e "Q'ennr ;�n·. o!f&'ii1eet? Why, you al-
to see you tenight- Let u�. �t bY tile .kitchen,. but he•)nQ:ti,one · · ·tp. ,.;t do'wf!. _wa yp_u. tW>i'ttt:td him to be a 
fir�, dur. Glad you -are li.a;pp:Jl to · see "No, ·don't b;otlie!;, -, ·· ·-. tl .... 
me.� here 'by. mll� !iet)J·s ;�j':' :."las alarm in her veiee. Ob, 

lltfl.e on.r·s!'.�, · -, :' <  ;, --. . . ). �Ji;y�· · � tl\-'!,t >wind stop 1\a:wling? U 10. sat in hl9 chait !>Y the _fu-�side L L Sl1e h<>veood tJeq- -hun .l,_ixjking: into· 
his {aoe. 

- �h.� ·-sa£: be$tdrr:him,: .i :m�vlli!' Why didn't th"sc pines stop striking 'f,& J}-'c-e,; •:r:dk or t!te :nttle p1tesr• a,gait1st the wall$ ? SttangtJ .· ·Wh)> '!lid lte .wanh<l talk about· .,...,.. dear, not a doelor 1 He should, 

Cl\SH FOR OPINIONS 
WHEN yw �ve rea(! t!rls i.-u� of Gu.Olrt'. si-c>Rtks ·Ma!tazlne, let 11& bow what �u tlrlfik of the 

atorin it eontains. · · · 

Which story is best? Whldl_pat'll'est? Wily-? . Have you lll!l.)"·iflaeatioo:is .for- �g the lll�e? 
Ten dQUan will be paid '1:0 the penon whose letter, In the opmfon,of J'!ldges in dlarge of this award, offers 

the most lntetli&ent, constructive criti€isrn; f� to the l�ttet ¢0tlsideted se<:Ot\d best; $3 teo the third. 
. AddRss yol.U' opinions to t;:h:e Judres of Award '/o GHOST STORIES. 1926 Broadway, NeW Yotk, N. Y. 
Thi* eonte;t closes October 31st, 1926. 

Thrc:e awatda wilf be made promptly. See that ypur opinion gets one of them. 
. . I --""''"':� 



he must � an engineer." Her husband 
was talking a Utde hu.rtiedly now-in 
jerk$. "Doris should have an educa
tional coutse. She will be.come a fine 
teacher. And you,. well . .. . some <1ay, 
Y<.JU will be th¢ir guardi�n. Invest wise
ly, e$pedally thos� Grayson bonds. 

They sho1-1ld be changed a• soon as pos
•ible and invested in the first issue of 
the C. �r.Jd J. sto.ck. That is ·Safe."' 

U �WLING; bowling .of the win� ! 1£ 
L L tt only would aase ! Whv did her 
husband talk like this in th.:t strange 
low vOice:? She laughed a bit nervo-usly, 
and J;.aid, d10kingly : ''Please,. dear, don't talk like that ! 
You s.o

.
und as tl1ou-gb YQ\1 were maki:n·g 

a will." The word sent a chill along 
her spine. A will? Why, yeg, it did 
sound as if .her husband was making a 
will. His voi.;e continued, caltl]ly ignor• 
ing her remark. 

"The C and L bonds .are the safest. 
I£ some· day, if some tim¢ yott should be 
called · upon to look after finsnecs, it 
w.<mld be �dvi,,.b!e to invest all . • • •  <I!> 
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you understan d ? . . •  all . • .  in that, 
even insurance lllbney. This woul,d pro
vide an assured income. Taking differ
ent issues, they would mature at inter
vals.. Y ott have th� home ; Y9'U have 
,t·eur pocket tnoney ; the bond-s would 
take care o.l the educ;a ti'on of Denny :and Dot·is- • • •.  then • • •  tlien • • •  P 

Tbe assembled wedding guests were a 
out.; {he frQrtt doqt banged open ; the 
fire on the hearth heaved into sparks, 
glowed at the puff oi wind, then leaped 
into flames. l\in. J;lradlor'd glanced at 
her. husband's chair.�e waS gpne l 

The 1\ghts <:ame on. Sbe remained 
$tadng, her 'face tense, sta·ring at tha,t 
empty chair beside heJ'. Whue had he 
gone. ? 'Where was lte ?  

She ;glanced about the toom. No one l 
She rose from the chair ; walked to the 
ball. It was deserted. Sh� OI!"ned the 
door, her hands tre.mhliog strangely, and 
looked into the night. The •drtd ,., •• 
•ubsidillg, ·moaning .in the we.t. The 
pin•*· bent their t<>ps altnnst to tbe porch 
steps1 like t,ke·d -warriors aftftr a- ba_tt_l�. The thuttder r\.nnt>lcd in the distance. 

The. rain was a dril<Zie now. The air 
was str;mg�ly still. ,She r<:main.�d on 
the tliteshold staring infp the night,, tlm1 
with an ashen I<�<•· she slowiy tlJ.>sed the 
dwr. She went to tl)c fireplaco, w.alb. 
1ng automatic.alJy on tiptoes as if i.n a 
trance. n,urnhoess paralyZing her facul
tie�. She was trying to reason, .trying 
to think, yet fearing \() think. Aga1n she l<>ol!:ccl a.bout the room, her 
eyes strangely dUated, searching for 
what •he knew was not there. If.,r hu•
band was g <me . • •  gone the way he had. 
e0me . •  , out <:>f the night-and into the 
night I· 

· TbeQ a stra•ge re.alizati-on seemed to 
.enter her consdousne·ss. The hat-the 
eoat-his not loQ]dng at her--,staring at 
the fire-pale-<old-.:old-cold I 

With a stream. Mrs. Bradford feU 
ac;ross the empty chair . . . .  

T.he telegram gune from Denver the 
next morning. Bradford had met 
d�ath in a ra il road wre.c,k the previGus 
night at eleven. He had returned fM 
a last '\loiSit home, before Jle· 'Went aw3.y 
�forever. 

Married After Death 
p<oo.eeded rapidly. .Ne �!!"nS< wa• to 
be spare\i, a:nd !rom the t0.ilimon_y of 
those ":ho 'Witne!lSt!:d the .affair. it par� 
to<>k oi the nature oi a fashimutble bom<. 
wedding. The supernatural W..s etn• 
phaoi�ed when: the word� oi the .'i�'l1-riage 
ser-vlce ;We;re p-.ron!),Ur.tc'f.,:d hy t.\te, )�. \lfll 
to the spirit btridt> and liPitit g,roOm, in
'"isible; o'f courser tQ ar�yone hut the 
medium. Ttten there came ,a weird, 
moaning sound. causing the flesh oi th�. 
skepties to net"Jl •nd rold chill& to quive• 
alo.ng tl1ek spines. Some of those pres
ent de.sctihed · it as tlic whirr ol wings, 
as H a hcav.enly host. had pa�scd through 
th�. apartment, while to other� it sotmded 
like th� dying thant of a. celest·ial cht1i.r. 
UJHATEVER the sound may ha-.,e 

. be.en. coming as it did at tt)e m<>'
tnent when Mrs. Stryker prononnce£1 !Ire 
words w.hich made the spirit� ·o!l'e', it lent 
a most unearthly tou):h 1Q the affair .. 
The tension was hei!l)httne{! whe,n the !(as 
jets· fliCkered, the ligllts alm<'st went out, 
and a chi.U wind s,wept through the 
rooms. Later, am-ong some who· wet� 
presen; there were thtp:;e who \\'err tJn
kind enough to intimate that the medium 
had arranged these effects to int�osify 
the illusi.on, but whether she had or not 
-was n�v:er r-�·vealcd. The scenE; was ail 
intensely dramatic t\ne arul the many 
prMent rubbed t'\!ei.r eyes ill bl}wiJder
meJtt, un�ertain wheth!::r they wert living 
in :a spirit. wntld of unrealitY, o.r if they 
were still Oil this .�ide o( the grave and 
dtizen'S <rf the pro5�ic c.ity ol New Y.J1rk. 
The ce.rcmrm.y t<><>k place in the fr011t 
parlor of the apartment, which •:!ccupied 
the entire floor o_f one of the brown stone 
fnmu.· in a sectipn of t:he. city whkl1 wa,s 
�till considered fashionable_ 

The apartment had lieen decked with. 
rose'>. and coatly blooms rnad<1 .thee air 
.hc;avy >.-ith perfume.. In the centre of 

(Ciinl�nf!.t<f f�on; fra;g,e< 3 i) 
the room was ¥.rs. Stt�iker, dressr-cl in. 
wbif.e silk. Never had 'She looked tnnre 
t'Utrandng. She was uo.del)iably lrand
�ome and poS!le?�ed (he secrtl ·of that 
unanalyzable ]iowcr eef afttal�tion With 
l'!.·laich s.<Dme mott.a'ls. ·are end't:!wed. l\ 
di.�mQud brop�h sparkk-d <•rr her. :low cut 
gown. This t;;stly bauble wa; a g.ift of 
l�e brid¢llr<>qm's fa!her. 

Tlie a$;'embled . wedding gu�sts 'verc a 
qttc.erly um•ted lt>t. Among· tho sprhtk
l.ing, of bush!<Ss ami per£ona] frie,n,ds of 
the groom's father there were many 
men and women; who \\'ere said· ·to ·he. 
Spiritualist$ and w�re the {dem!s ·cd the; 
medium. 'they seem•d to acc<l)t ttft 
wedding ot the spirit couple as the mO$t 
aatural thing in the world, ,although they 
we.re r.,r·ced m admit they had mcver bli(Of'!' -�tten<fed a spir'h .unio!l solemnized 
amid e�rt.hit '&<irf.oqndings. 

Seai>ed a .. slmn 'dista11�e fn,m 11ft•. 
Stryker. wa�. -�C:CI.!Ji·.\1!1 . seuioc, ·who 
represented m � � ilesh '(he bfid•gtO.am, 
while near hin'f:, :essaying· the r.ale <:�{ 
bride, sat Mrs.- .,Stry.ker's 111il<l �ll(i tdm
placmt husbattd, a .small ·mali wil" oh .. yed 
hi< wife impLicitty. Everyone hoked 
soJemrt and not evr:n a semh lance of a 
smile betrayed the thotJght.s of those of 
jpe guests. who did. not be.li�ve iq spir.!t tn�tt1festa.tlons, and wl10 had attended the 
turreral oJ. the brldcgrnom a ye'!-r prev-i· 
ou•Ly. Oml:1'1t1ed >n a bower ot �llilms, was an 
.OI"Ches1ra wltkh ["iaxed' the W<;t!ding ma-rch . .§:9th Was the l,IOW�l" oi su�ges.., 
tioit th:at manv oi thos-e p:r·esr:nt elo·sed 
thei� ·�m aJuJ Saw. 9r tbougJn they s�w� 
tl're brld•, leaning on the a.rm. nJ a Whitc
hairw father aJJX! aeeomt>auied by her 
hfides,rniji<h bearing hqge bf)t:Qlt<.:b. Ac· 
cording tt) re-ports\ she advanc--ed do.wn 
the room to meet the groom befure the 
officiat.iog high priestess. and there Clif
H'm Carroll, dead one yeat, was wedded 

to the lovdy 'pirit. Bright Sta.-. 
Ta think that in the heart of the most 

modern dty ,,{ the \V estern world, ih a 
m�t�·ri@.r n{le, whe·re men n(.) longer dls� 
tns•ert how many angels <.o1Jld .stand nn 
rb:e sh·ank ()f a pin, n(lt t.ook their toffee ltan_<J rolls with a prQiound belief in ilw e.mnmnnp�lace 'fa.cts. tlf ex.is.tt;nte_, suc.h a 
wedding <ot>ld he solemnized and at
teno1er.! b}· peop.le wdl know11 in the �otiai a:nd b'l:t.siness tHe .of the metrOpolis,. "is su)lidtnt �ommcntary to the· .fact that 
man is . . eager to experience the unre.-1. 

SOON a!tor the wedding Mr. aod Mrs. 
Stryker moved t<> 251 West 23rd 

Strettt, aod it was brrt! tha·t the Wt'iter 
yf thi� article j:irst camf!· fn .eontact with 
the -metliutn. 

Ye;>J:'> before the �vel!ls recorded. Carroll h�d <forte wtJrk for mY grandfather·, Fpltk Leslie, then on� <;f America's best, 
ktJqwn l!tiblishers. He also knew· my 
father. Alfred Leslle. a magaziM pnb
li�hel', and su�rgested to him that he rent 
.;< floor in tlte hn�tse, whieh he did. My 
father and moth.er occupied tlie front 
r<>Orus and my -brotb•.r .Frank and I had 
the rear. 

Altholl!l'b T was just a schoal-bov at 
the tir.n�. I s]]all m,:ver forget the ti1till 
I .expetietic�d one wi-nter'� evening, shod:-. �-···-·--- '-,.,.

.
_, 

.!y befo�e .uimt�l'> t h'ad iu>i entored the 
housr. and !:L� .1 w�s going up the stairs 
Mrs� '5.lf'C,k�r r:all("d to me to c.orne. into 

> ) ": t I ., 

her raoni. This was beford the· 
days r�i 

c:let.::tridty and ·1he _gas je.ts In· her �oom 
·weTe tu-rn.ed do:wn low. There in a cab
in(t iu (he ('Orner of the .ruom.. I .cottJd 
make out tflt fiJt1tres of a ji()Ung miln an(J 
woman and a. new• born habe. I was al
lnw�d <'nl.y � brief glimpse of the ghostly 

� 

figureS and m).' involuntary• exdamatUm 
of !urprise and horror caused the me-
d.iu-m to draw the £:tu1.ain qu(Q;;Jy. 

lt was the first time I bad ever behell,l 
r \ 
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1ts, and the impression it baby girl be christened at Niagara Falls, 
'lough I have now turned amid the rushing torrents of the cata

'/ :titark, will never be ract with a rainbow above as a benison, 

J 

1n:a:t."t:d "'b vn.. ny memory. �her idea with enthusiasm. I was 
have attendeil - many· Tpiritualistic just re�mparing notes with my 

seances, and have seen and talked with brother Frank, and we both could re
ghosts that had been materialized by call the stir and bustle incident to the 
mediums, but never have I experienced departure of the baptismal party. All 
tho.t uncanny clutch at my heart that afternoon the bell kept ringing, herald
•eized me when I beheld the spirits of ing the arrival of the guests who were to 
young Clifton Carroll, his bride of a accompany Mrs. Stryker and Carroll in 

) 

year, and their first born. a private car over the New York Central. 
1 have thought since, that it could The members of the party consisted 

have been possible that the three figures mostly of Spiritualists and friends of I saw were actors, who were being re- Mrs. Stryker, who had attended her 
hearsed in their parts by Mrs. Stryker, church services and had met Carroll 

-� who were to be materialized by her there. There was a notable absence of 
as a surprise for Mr. Carroll. Whether the personal and society friends of Car
she used them or not, I have never heard. roll, who had attended the marriage fes
Mrs. Stryker was not known as a rna- tivities the year before. This was due 
terializing medium, nor as a trumpet no doubt to the notoriety the case was 
artist, neither did she practice the art getting · in the newspapers. Those per
of levitation. She was a trance medium sons who had to keep up their position 
and called her home "''he Metropolitan in society were afraid of having their 
(;;burch of Humanity." names associated with this remarkable · 

case, which was even then beginning to 

IN the meanwhile Carroll had had his 
wife, Mary E. Carroll, committed to 

the Middletown, N. Y., Asylum for the 
Insane, through Judge· Dykman. It had 
been her · fortune that Carroll had in
vested in the firm of Dempsey and Car
roll, and he now withdrew it and spent 
it on Mrs. Stryker. 

It was this act of Carroll's in having 
Mrs. Carroll, who was Mary E. Mount 
before her marriage, society woman and 

··a- ui�ce of the original Brooks Brothers, 
clothiers, committed to a public institu
tion as mentally deranged, that brought 
down the newspaper censure, and expose 
of the spirit marriage of his dead son, 
and contributed to his downfall and pov
erty .which ended in death. Up to this 
time, strange as it may seem, not a line 
had appeared in print regarding the most 

- • .,..,.. unusual wedding that had ever occurred 
on Manhattan Island. But now the 
newspap�s were beginning to get on the 
scent of tire_strange affair, and led by 
the New York Sun which came out with 
four columns about the event, the other 
newspapers took up the hue and cry and 
thereafter published daily interviews with 

.____rthe principals in the case. 
It happened at the start of this news

paper expose that Mrs. Stryker an
nounced to the now completely mesmer
ized Carroll that "Morning Star" as 
Clifton Carroll wa• known in the spirit 
world, had communicated to her that he 
wa• the proud father of a baby girl. 

I cannot recall at this time whether or 
not the exact poundage at birth was 
given or whether he was told that 

'--..,__ "mother and child were doing well." 
But I do remember that on the follow
ing d.::.y after the cotnmunication of the 
glad tiding• to the mortal Carroll, that 
his dead son had made him a grand
father with a spirit grandchild, that 
Carroll was bubbling over with joy. I 
do not think that Mrs. Stryker ever 
materialized the grandchild for �-s edi
fication as she had for mine. I < rn in
clined to think that she was just ! ying 
out the idea on .me, anti had decide<! not 
to risk the materialization before Car
roll, as she alroady. had him under such 
complete control that he believed any
thing and everything she told him. 

Ther�...--:-h-en she suggested that the 

be the subject for jests on the part of 
newspaper paragraphers and of the 
comic weeklies. 

An allegedly serious discussion arose 
as to the paternity of the child. There 
were those who solemnly maintained that 
wives practised polyandry in the here
after and that it was sanctioned by the 
moral code p�evailing in !he uptier reg
ions. All this chaff and banter which 
tickled the risibilities of the wits of the 
day passed over the head of Carroll, 
who ignored it. 

U EFORE the departure of the baptis
U mal party for Niagara Falls, a sup
per was served by a caterer, and. all the 
invited guests who were to form the 
travelling party partook of it. I remem
ber how my brother and I each received 
a slice of the frosted cake, and how we 
stood on the low step of the English 
basement house and watched the party 
drive away, uptown to the Grand Central 
Depot, to board the private car which 
was attached to the regular night train 
for Buffalo. 

I recall the return of the christening 
party well, and the breakfast which fol
iowed. No wine_ was served, yet every
one was elated. Carroll patted my head 
as I passed the door of the dining room 
and gave me a quarter for spending 
money. 

It was said that even to the last Car
roll wore a rose in his worn cut�away, 
which was always pressed and still had 
the old debonair manner. He went down 
and out, financially, afld lost the respect 
of his former friends ; artd yet there re
mained one who stuck to him after his 
days of affluence, and who do you sup
pose it was ? Why the author of his 
misfortunes-Mrs. T. B. Stryker, the 
medium. She moved to a cheaper neigh
borhood, and there took in boarders ; and 
it was in her house that th.e man who 
believed in her mediumistic powers to the 
end, passed away, at 361 West 32nd 
Street, at the age of sixty-three. This 
happened in 1894. The site is now part 
of the yards of the Pennsylvania Station. 
Where trains run, there once lived a man 
who died · happy in the belief that his 
dead son had married, and that oi.tt of 
the union had been born a child. 

r--
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Your Nervous System! 
PUT IT IN ORDER 

You can, if you �o about it .-ight. In his 
new book just pubhshed Bernarr Macfadden 
gives complete instruction on nerve building. 

••Strenathentna the Nen-ee'' 
Your health, your strength, your Bucceu, your 

!';���ea�ys���·tu�n��� �j\�f n�!u��Th: 
remedy is aimple and easily applied. Ju.at com· 
mon-8e118e rulea-tbat'a alL You1l enjoy prac· tieing Mr. Macfadden's course and the benefit will be immediate. 

Get This a-k at OuP Rlak wi� �Ofedwl� �er��J���� ��sb=: :ft: r:eur�e�:;:b�ci �·Jtl:'Ph!�!ll;:� w:a:::_ Take five- full dan to examlne the book aDd if YOU. are not hlchty pleued with it, n:tum It to u and we will cbeerlull)' refund )'OW' mooey. 
MACFADDEN PUBLICATIONS, INC. O.pt. QS..lO, 112$ Broadway, N•w York en,. 

Play this 
Ukulele 
at o n c e .  
Strum all 
the latest 
bits. 
S P E C I A L  

$2.98 
Free laslmdiaas-

Pick. etc. 
Po' Hl,....a U.II �Ptu r"' 
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In Thie Stol"Y Film$ 
· .. BROK.EN HOMESi' .a M�CJ�dd�n True Story'pic-

ture is a thrilling; dtamati� .film ba.sed on the �tory of the S<lnle nair)e which appeaie<l in TRUE STO.RY 
Mag-azin·e. On the scnen Ali.ce Lake,. GastM Glas�, J .  Barney Sherry, and other fin� <!ctors will hring to life 
thJs remarkable story which actually. happened to the 
author. 

As �-ou watch the beali'ti.{ul S!:enes, follow the swift 
movin-g actiO"n ,_ thril! ' to� emotional situations 
Powetfufllf16 � · Pic� 

tures Now Available 
Faist! Pridl: \t"hen we nobt�hed;'Fa:1 H.Prig'e•·m TJ.utt :P-O�uNCH , litst wf-nt"t'r, ·an epfc Y.'nf> addod tO'-.'\fll("rioun Iitera.-
:N�-ed\';,��J.h�he£i��:.r;�1n�:J\t J;t;; p:l\��� 
� hun tan drS�Hllil, t1.w-t \\'ill. tht.iU rniHiW"J.U!. You will �;Jury in ltl 
Wll'<"l fit i4uet·ioft 
in whi�i h E(lni\ '}f-urJ)T1y UI'Hier t h� sp�t!.<.lid direCt inn, d l::tn'ler C,Ufto:it . rnnl.e• liv(! befnrt' �nur ey� t�te �Jurirlu!l- stor\· of inYe thot triumpbe<l, v.· hic)i hdd miHifms Sr<"lh)Q·nnd in th• ).larch, April., ,lctfl.l' and June ieswes rJf TRli& ST<>RY Maga::zine. 
Broken HomeJ 
F<:"\· \vho reai'f .. �\rr,\:en fto.m.:fifl'' in 't:ae�: ·Sto•Y fM January and F<'hruary will C\"C'1" tor� it;t 
Jlni�unr.t Jun·. Alke Lu ke ami r;a..._t .. n (:In� :n• 1 jal!jit't lt�ritt and Ar-knt' C·ror>�!\<.·i,l, vnd('f th� dirrctim.l of U tta"h Dierlrr, h:�s(' t"teat<:-d <t DHI�t,.rJ.•iecc t.·f reaJiKAl. 
Ttw Wton:g..doert 

you wilt' inst'inctively realize. that this is �''ci}:fieref)f sQrr-: : '  
of pic;tuFe fr&rti any yqu have ever seen JJefore. · 

· , ' · ·: - . • � 
Yo� wiB SC('_ in " Broken J:{omcs " no ' si.r(i'Opt)·J)ed; 

m.ovie plot, nQimpos.�iblc ha!Jpenings, no. hero and heroirrei 
<'ndowcd with qualitit's whid1 none '6f Us po_ssess· . . IJi-"'-'·;·, 
stead .you \Yill see life as it's reatly li:Ved-as you 'krim;; �,. i.t. You will ,_ rcal ·human people acung like. humiu•.:' .· 
beiRgs: You will see si tuations and -<S(:e.n_es . t·h:�_i':i�c· both possible a11d probable. 

· · 

.-\nd YOit wm s� ·in "Brok�'J�:. 
Hom(·,· · .  that sall'l£ iis,.;nce of truth� 
and sin �"rity which ·ha,� :i;ivei} T;n;i!: 
STO\< Y M<lg<uinc the· largcs,t news.
st::tnd circulation in Ame.-;ca, 

Lh:mel Rnl"rymnre, rlir!"eted b;' Hugh Di,.rkt-r, ha·n• t"ombint'l:l their tttHmt� to mai.:C "'The Wron�tl<'ier!!·," whteh' ran in t.he S<>n.tlJmber omi! ()(:t,,Jhl.lr i�I\,C$ ,if Til o-R StORY. � SCl"<'P.rt tlrnma of a (Juu.Hty :1.11rl clmrnl, s�tch ns )'OW' ·$("klnm have an op-p<.tr� tll!lity t il !'t't. 

It has ::thYaYs been our aml,itlon to 
ftlm 1heRe w.;nd'('rful storit"' in TRt:E 
STORY Magazine, and :lt last th:lt 
:lmhit ion is re�liz('d . After man. ' 
month" of painstaking endc-a,·or four 
grent Twc Story Pictures have !)C.cn 
completed and are ready for >,-how
ing. \\"c helie,·e that ynt-1 ha"" read 
them all  and that ynu "·ill t'njoy 
them ;ill the more on the screen .  1 n 
al l  probability theY will appear i11 
your fa\"oritr. mode house soon. 
Do not fail to «cc them. ,... .,.-�' 

How You Can Help 
Thr.ore i• �me-thin.( yrut Coin clo to "'"� doUUI$ xur<.: that )·ou will blli! �h·�\ the 01•11\)ttuuiTy tr.1 II''C tllol!'rn. It Ur nntom.l t4-taf ni1y f'x· hibit01' wJII CCNll�' f•n a J.>k:t.UTe nm��h lZl("r� fl>adily tln<.l 'll"ith Rtlded ccnfkl("ft� jf b<: � �ain that a lsr�te rnt�nhl_'l'- ei {)N)plc in ffiw <lffl.trict lUf: a-ndUH� tt:) .�· it. ln •»rl•�r rJ>at .,udr �"-"'U'fln('"t' may tM! aivo.� ....... R� hHI�· niu" in tire C"f"!'IIJ)(In Olt tlw fr�t \rl tJr:l!o fli'l.l(t; thr. !linlplf' �ltt,tf'n,ntt litat tJu: .shtf\:rr "huulrt ltke "-.e-r� nux:h w .5<.--e Tme StQr�· Pietul'('tJ. We a"lt c:""f!')'<Jm� " i!l'hhiR ''"' �t" True Sf()r)' l-'lctul'I'J'l jn �IR.Il nrtd mrut It to llfl, \V� hi\� ·:llfi"wly fi'IM.'<!iY�i.l t>hOil!'l'ln<lll <ll Mmi!�1r 

.. �------�' ' .... 

oou 1>0nJ ��� fO'IIIltl . th�·m to I� · 1 "f!el'f e:ffef'.tivft. w,�l�y]ou�n�olt1���;����������;���� �; ; 

���������������;��������·�,.,�,��·'!�\""�oo�·� i;[��v ((�,'�.�ft���� .. -w--' ����������a� .. �e;����:�\·r:;:.:� .,.,, 
Wt:: Welcntne Your Su�gestions 

"�ll"C't'l y<)ll ·!re t!� pidur:.es t<'mf'mbfor that we wi!'ll to make MO\drtd4�n l'rodiu;::t;•m:S rxampl�!' nf phutopla�- rJrrfcctll'n. To d•l thir we ask ronr \O'<�IP•:'l'ati(tM. \\"!:" w,;mt t h,... 'tiCWi,l•int , ,f our p:1tn•11:-o "tl�e brlpflll :Jmtt!f"!ftlun� .ntrcRd�� ll;rt� air!Ni in makiup: TRt:ll: STnR.v i\ttd lu ,&if'>t('r Jmbli(;:;J.t itm10 th� -sut:c.t�il thry are. Critici�m" will bew��Jm�l. If )<"(mt" su�gt-�·tian prov<'s :.n�ailabh.• fnr impm-ving futttr<' 
tfNductiont. :Mr. Mad�n hu.s anant;£orl tQ lmvc muilctl to y('IU, ,\·ith hiil c"mrJlilllf""nts., 1!- iO:C>fll'" of 'his f!l'"t!8t hoflk. · ·..::rcping Fit." :;��t"'J�il���:::��i�� t�9;t���-:�tJ ·J::dit..r, U:idaclcl••n Pr(J(h�tivn�. 

TR.CE S1'0RY PTCTURES, 111..;6 l!rn::1dwny. X(·W York l a.m r�o�tif t be nuuw million� of rParlet1!" (,f :!\bcf;;ddf·n l"n�<" Story 
nT:-q.:all!tnr•"'. 

·-"�-i\���·���\t t�o),��ro�T!1�'st��:i:Jd���-;· J..·?�;g,'h�� ! 1J�:�!c ,�\.I�.��!t'1 !'t;,t riull l�ai-t Q n c;Ja1-� (trrl Al>CC' L:tki'. rnJ ··L•he: Ptu.!�. �tarring ( h.\ r·n \Ir_ .. . r(·. ..-� 

X-;.1me . .  

'--Ask Your Theatre Manager to Show True Story Pi�tures· , ,  
--..., '. . •.. -. . ·-
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