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write with tt. 'lbe IntocnDb 1.1 

r"Jiw 'Perfi!ci'Writint Instrument + P 
GREATESTVALUEEVEll OlFERED 

a wooderful lltUe writer , 1t'1 tQ rrtaod DOW for rood penmanshlp, 1 am wriUnJ tbh leUrt" with 1t 
eaa. jou .tell the dliTuenee be-tween InJI:Oenph and pen ltttan r 
1 c.a. h m:t' ·�"'-· C. B. J"'lller, Pattenoo, llo 

I receb'ed ID7 lnkopw.,b wtth whieb J am wrttlnc tl1l1 let
ter. 1 We purchased at. )eu 
one doun iok pencils. Toun 
seema to be tbe onlJ ooe that 
alve� perfee&. tathfactiOft. I beUne :rau hue tol•ed the pfQbl .. of tbe perfect. wrJtlAI" lnttnamenL Dr. Rlcbard T. lleiAutT Dunl!Jk, IDd. 

$1000 REWARD 
to aDybocly who can prove 
that these testimonial• 
were oolicited by us. 

�Db baa prmen 10 aatll· factOI'J aDd bu ellelted eonddtr
abla r .... on.bla oommmt am endo.lnc moneJ order. please send m• 
thf'te mota. T. J. 'T,.., Tra.,..J.. inl' Claim A1111t. JapUn, Jio. 

Tht Ittkocn.Ph rullr Ju1Ufla1 aD d.alml JOU tukl. I own a Water
-.n but �pb 11 far P"'ft'
able. l'ranlr: B. Sarc•t. O.ldud. Calif. 

You hue ont of UM belt wrtttnc lnatrumtnU I ,.,.... uH4 nprdlnl ot prlee. I UN the loweet p.dt •tatlllbii'J' and then b 
ne'fer a blot or eeratdl IMH.uu of lt'1 round tmooth polnL It II a 
wonderful lft"enUOil. L. H. OrleJ'. 
.&lbano, Va. 

Ob boJ, J am tickled aktMJ' to 
ba"e the lnkocrapb, h.'e a dariJ.na:. 1 ean now mate earbun GOPln 1n taktM arden and aend orldnal In lnlr: to faetorJ 1111t.Md of • pencll
td lhtet. It 1Urtl7 ftOWI ottr Uti PIPit 11 U It lhl paN butM4 0( ink. No tnubt. at all and a 
tblnl I GOul d not dO befcn to tnea atnt&bt ltnd 1'erJ 11M aDd dean. No amear, no mua Gl ID7 kind. Jt'1 Ju•t pu.L a, A.. 81Dlml, leneJ Cit,-, N. l. 

Mr �Db I• the 1m00th•t 
wrttm. loat.rumenl wltb wbldl I baYe e"er wr:ltua. 'nlat 11 &&JlJu: 
a IOL I am a tucbn" bJ profn· 
lion. J haft a 1'1.00 pen and IDolb• tbat coal mort� than the IDlr:· 
ocraph. but Jntofrrlpb 11 better lban eUber. It ta the ITeal.ett t.aaprvnment In wrltlnc ln•tru-

1DC'ftll sine. tbt Bab:rlonlaas ree
lfoed their tboudlt• ort da7 tab· tell with a trtenii'Ul&r polntecl f'Hd. John B. .Atwell, Cbadwtek. J(. c. 

Kr Inlr:ocnph 11 the drst and 
onl,. wrttlna: ut«Jell 1 ••• owned 
th•t· I ean u .. with pleatun. To be withoUt U for 1n1 time would 
,.,.M '��' butlnesa c�a,. n ba• ai"'7' worked pertect,J:J. I han 
ne•« bad an7 dttftc:uiU' wltb lt. A.rtbur L. l'os_ CeoterdDI, 10th. 

1 am a bank teller. ha't'e UMd *-1 klnda of foUDlllD. Pf'tl bat eu boat•UJ' ..,. fO!' mJ wto��� I neter round a pm 10 .. ,,. a..t tlrll111 
:fm:rttri· .1ou ::IJ::

k �!sup 
wrt� 

lmmtdlat117 .od all numbln &D4 word• wUI be tiM ..... Tl7 ad do t1. with anJ odl• peo. :Uy 
buddl" all acret tbat U II bat 
fOf' our W'Ofk. 0. a. Merlq, Allentown, Pa. 

Dell�ted: It wrltee bulb'--ncl 
ban lnnnttd a pan tbat ts per
fection. It l.t: 10 mueb acn 
nptd thaD tat tt.OO fouatala 
'*'· l with JOU abun4ant aUCDIII. 8. L. Catltoa. .Aurora, m 

1 am "" well plu�ed wttll mJ lnko«fepb. It Ia lu•t what 1 hne been look!nr for. I bue 
had eel'enl ink pencil• but DOth· IDI like the IDilotraDh, it wrttas Ub tiM polDt waa &fUNd an4 II 
aaba no dJft'enoce "'bat tlnd fll 
n:· J!r!:tr:--��."� 
,.::: � "�c!:t c 
order r... two. Bobcn Blllw. Cra,...ulo. Pa. 

ftt lnkoaraPil. 1 .. th� =-�Jt.� ::t -=-�tta.; 
IUI't. I&M aftd ela&D aDd 11ft11 read:J t.o ute. I •• """ nil �-�';.!� 1. &. -

NEVER before has any manufacturer of a standard writ• 
ing instrument which is guaranteed to give perfect sat
isfaction, offered you so great a value. Remember, the 

Inkograph answers the purpose of both pen and pencil com
bined. Its point is shaped like a fine lead pencil point and 
writes with ink free and easy without a miss, skip or blur. 
The steady uniform flow of ink actually improves your 
handwriting. Won't blot, scratch, leak or soil hands. 

You who already possess a standard fountain pen 
will find the lnkograph a most valuable addition to 
your writing equipment, for it will do everything 
any fountain � can do and many very important 
things which 1t is impossible to accomplish with 
any fountain pen at any price. 

Combines the Best Features 
of both pen ...l! pau:il. mlnuo tho weak poi&U of both, plus im�entt not found in either • 

ita �e
n:r'-0: = �an:�:;.�. po����fu:!= '::d.'!!:i. ��'. ft�� �d"'•t�t:ira�h� � 

pencil drif;i; up,�lka, biota, . writea heavy, 
Sows uneft:DJJ· Ud- 11 neYer rehable. The Ink· ��P�e.� ;' di:·:� �: 6�orm on the 

Cannot Leak 
Not the th>ieot drop of iDk will "l'iD. 

although oDe fiUina it adficient to wnte 
thousands of words. WW write on &DJ' 
quality of paper. 

Makes 3 to 4 Carbon 
Copies 

at one time with oricinal ba 
ink. Bear down u � u 
you like without fear of bendmc. t�"i'4ina'Kt.iniuoo'1l'cf :.��� 
Are you a aaleamaur--uae an 

Patent 
Automatic Feed 

Preveuta clogeing. No 
complicated mechanism to .clean or get out of order. A 

:ttr:'• rutr·:E��on;er!=t!� 
paniea each lnkol(l'aph and is 

7our ab.olute protection. 
An Instrument of 

Refinement 

!�:fsraf:, ink!:d ���i:O:r 

�uc;: fo,ristou� r�:!a. 
a copy of your private corTeaPondenoe t - a 1 • You Who Are Dissatisfied With 

d� ����"'�� 
r�uU� d� urOOn 
copies r-u.e &11 lnko-�P\� ��u :• 
slips P-uae an IJJko. araph and �e a ��0� carbon copiu. 
You can permit U1Y ODe to 'write with your Inkoaraph. 
for DO style 
0 f writing 
caD affect the lokognoph point 
•• it will 
"foua• tain pea. 

Your Fountain Pen 
Try the Inkograph-remembcr, all we uk you to do is try it, for if it does not prove thor

oughly satisfactory and if it ia not handier and does no• 
.. ri .. DEALERS 1moother and is 

not far superi<;�r 
to &n7 fountam 

pe n you e v e r owned, whether it 
cost $5. $6, $7 or $� return the InJrocrapli 

to us and we'll refuod 70Ur money-no questions asked. 

lnkograpb Co., Inc. 
199-87 CENTRE ST. 

NEW YOU. N.Y. 

The Jnkocnpb b tnt17 the beat 
�;":, b;;L.tb:r.P:�'!" of to D':. after I Uke lnto eontl�nUon 
the hllb prtee I usuallt p&ld for 
a Parter, or a Watermaa pea, I eaDDM ,.. bow tueb a low prle«l pen at the lnkocrapb eat�. be put 
oa the market and �'' tucb. uaattJ&l NrTkt. Jlan"«J L. Winston 
Bnntwood, Callt. 

Ia lll&kt.q out. local nqdii
Uom. 1t h D.teUArY to maU aa orltinal and two cuboD OOPIM OD 
VU'J' h•'f7 paper, and the (nko.. graph doel tbh twice u well ll 
the hatded locWible peor11. 11DCS 1.J mueh neater and 1M Oif.'Qlnal b moeb more ltJ'Ible. Wm. L. roct.DI1, Placert"Jile, Ia 

Your Inbrrapb b n-81'7lhlnr J"'U atate. u la 'u•t. wC!DdlrfuL 8o MDCl me two mOI'e. Arthur OllcoU. Tuckt.r, La. 
Oue pen tbon.ulh trfOUL &D-:.OMd �rm�myt.,:r b:: I

�.:; penc� Ne't'er cot. entlr. nU.
facUon. Bard puctl mU:ea oris· 1Dal too pale aftd 10!& Ptnell mUtt poor eopJ, I am bllbb plealed. 8. 11. COOPtr, lno.UirJ Dhbloo. P. 0.* South Bt.nd, IDd. 

I round the lnkosnPil all J'OU 
ttPreMIDt lt to be and 1 WU 't'ef7 
well .. thflecl with lL I made a crest mhtake wbeo 1 boqht tbe 
Jntocrapb, aa 1 dld DOt take out Lou or TbeR Jnsi.LRnee on the pen, tor tba pen h cooe. I am. wrttlnc thil to .. k that 7ou tend me anetbtt IntoiRPb bJ tlturn man, dlar&" C.O.D. I can tee· 
ommand the lntorriPb 't'eO' hil:b · 17 to &nJGDI who need� a pen wbleb wiD ataod up under 't'UJ 
hard UNP 0eor1e IJ. llocn, 
Columbia, na. 

n aure baa 1mpro1'ed bl1 hiOIJ 
wtitina-1 nenr tooil: boma &lf medal& fot penUUinlbiP but I � almolt tead mJ own wrtuna dDCl 1 rot UIJ.a pte. lL II'. Juhnloo, 
lleulna,WIJ. 

I want to than.k Jou for the re
turn or 1D1 Inkocrapb oea. w.bWt 
Jou rep&lred tor me. I feel ralh· er lOll wUbout thla pen Ia my 
pockeL 1 prefer 1\ to &D7 pen I t't'et carried pr1Dclpall7 bec:auae ol tht eue wltb whtcb one eau write with tt. not ba.,.t,.- to be eatetul whetlhtr JOU al* the oen 
lO the Ncrth, But, Boutb or Weat. U dowa frMIJ' ID all dJNCU..ua. Wa. B. Browu. N1w York, 1!1. Y. 

Beeel't'td IQ' IDkot:npb and ,.me Ia Glllnc a lool'-relt w:ent. Klndl1 nnd two more ot the same 
IU'le bJ pared Pl»t coUect aa 
aoo.n at poulble. 'l'beodon PrluUQ, Akron, Ohio. 

I bouaht Olle or Jour oena a rear a:o. You tun build the 
but pen on the market to my DOUaa.. rrw a. &Uawort.b, Farro. 1!1. D. 

I wouldn't tate $5.00 fer tbe pen I am wrltlnc thb letter with. 
I hne a aood fountain pen but 
dorl't. write; w more wtth lt. l 
am proud of the Jnkoa:rapb and 
that 1 can H7 thb to 70U and 
mean "tf7 word of lt. R. B. WUSOP, BeckleJ, W. Va. 

····------------·------------------------·······-··-···· 
I SEND This Coupon Properl:v Filled Out �·.c�����:;� • Send it today and _procure one of the New Improved Inkognphe 

/ NO MONEY on a 10-Day Free Trial, with no strings tied to it. If you prefer 
1 tmaller sir.e with ring_ on ca_2 to be carried on watch chain or 1 ladies' 10utoir, mark X here U 

1 Your name aad address are sufti- JNICOGRAPH CO., lnc., 199-87 Centre St., New Yort 

AGENTS..- 11 ;!:�� 0�ay
detf!'!;;.an ,J�;�O. re��� po��!

e
$��S�, �����.';en� mdet�:'ry�nkoaraph. I will pay 

I tance accompanies order, lnkoaraph ,* will be s�nt postage prepaid. If within 
1 ten days the lnkorrapb does not prove 

I satisfactory return it and we'll refund I your money without further correspond· I ence. h is because we are sure the lokI ograpb wilt meet your requirements to 

Scn Inkognpbs, m•ke bigger pro6to, 
more sales, without investment. 
Quicker comminions, popular pricee, 
oo competition. Seod for en lnko
gnph or write for special oaleo plao 
booklet. 

/ perfection that makes it possible for us 
• to make you 1o attractive an _offer. 

• 

Name • • • • •••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••• 

Addreu •••••••••••••••••••• .. •••••••••••••••••······ ···· 

CIIJ . . .... ..... ................... State ............... . 
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FoUowtbis Man! 
Secret Service Operator 38 Is on the Job 

Follow him through all the excitement of his chase of the counterfeit gang. 
See how a crafty operator works. Telltale finger prints on the lamp stand 
in the murdered girl's room! The detective's cigarette case is handled by 
the unsuspecting gangster, and a great mystery is solved. Better than 
fiction. It's true, every word of it. No obligation. Just send the coupon. 

FREE The Confidential Reports 
No. 38 Made to His Chief 

And the best part of it all is this. It may open your eyes to the great 
future for YOU as a highly paid Finger Print Expert. More men are 
needed right now. This school has taken men just like you and trained 
them for high official positions. This is the kind of work you would like. 
Days full of excitement. Big salaries. Rewards . 

Earn szSOOtoS10,000 a Year You Study at Home in Spare Time 
No advance education is needed. Any man who can read and 
write, and think can make good. A wonderful book tells all about what others have done. Shows pictures of real crimes 
and the men who solved them. We'll send you a FREE copy 
with the free reports. Get the special offer now being .made. 
Mail the coupon. 

University of Applied Science 
1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 23-07 Chicago, Ulinoia 

••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••• 
UNIVERSITY OF APPLIED SCIENCE 1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 23-07, Chicago, Ill. 

Gentlemen:-Without any obligation whatever, send me 

��rY��';oW�:y0�l�s��� ����se�k �r�in�e.;,i�!i¥�� 
telligcnce and the Free Professional Finger Print Outfit. 

Name-------------------------------------------------

Addr�s.s·---------------------------------------------

____________________________ __________ _Ag�--------
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''Womanhood and Marriage" · 

By Bernarr Macfadden 

If Y_ou Are ··an·.Earn.est,. Intelligent Young Woman, 
Possessed of the_ Fine Instincts of True Womanhood, 
You Think Seriously .Abo_ut Marriage and Motherhood, 
and Hope Some. Day t:o. ·Become the Wife -of. the Man 
You Love, to BearHim.Childreti, to Make Him a Happy, 
Comfortable H.O:me and �hen Live Out Your Days 
Secure_ in the Deep,J\biding Love of a Faithful Hus
band and Surr()_Uiid:ed by- - Loving, considerate Sons 
and Daughters. '> ·, - '< 

Yet. when yoq te::td tbe phf)ers and see the myriad accounts 
of separation," cHvorce; s·c-andal and mise& with wliith their 

are Riled yofi <!a'nnot:lielp But feiil a deep concern at 
thtrt·bo.rder the path"of wedded i111ppiness; accounts 

th:ft· 'lvi1L rna·l1c -.tlie· '51:0-utest heact to q:uail, the strongest 

&'!i;i'-'l�'ll;i ¥te�e I� Happiness 
H0\\'�Vet( 'keep tn,is far:!: i li iilincl�tliere is iiotht"ng wong with 

m.;rrfage-upon ma'rr{a.gi.. is chaska ljze .Jiame, and lhe lwme is the 
]mi_ndat:i'on ·of our,-.nation. ;J\1arriwge -as -Q.rkinst'itution is the 
.grtr:HMt,mos( �i:iiiderfuJ..suceGss,in all the world. But, like all 
otller:.4:lr-ei!t.i'n�tn\tti�nis dcvi·sect . py n�_tur' fot the good and pro-

woMANLY IDEALS tection ol. the human r:lice;· }'r 'l�iiiubjecl·to·a 'Wil !;le"l'fned ?et of r1a-ttrt.allaws that 
�'l.e:',i��::l��f"i., nuts! be obeyed. Therein 'lie{tne if!hoie:se.cr�l f/]happ-y or ,1!rthappy.marr�age. A great 
The Mental and Spiritual Significa- p�rCe nt.tige- of ali the people wlio, riiarr.Y <i.Te -'CI)-'ti'rcly ignc;fr'a:._rtr-n.ot onLy�-of. trese natural l<iws but of the A�l

n
a
o
��r:plete Wom:ln'? fatt._ that·such l<iws exist. Arrd so, sintC natvr:(;. .PJays hQ·favdtict(?s, :gntrlfs�h·o·irnmunities, is it any won-

t��l�g �aH.d
ushand · . .. 5 der that 1housands of couples ·'"separate evcty.�a1'';� otn: ,_ dft:5rCe. cnurts are fulf ih overflowing and count· 

udging a Man·s Fitness lc�1.1 10us.;rndS'.6Lothcr '1home·s" are�held tog:e·tlief by .p-ride -aldrte? ���:�r �fai���e o9rit'h�-�6�·�1:11Man , ··tfntn"'r.eccntij; .. tilifre-was sorpe.-e:tcuse for -Women m<.trrying.wi.th no::k}lSWleti�c of the re·sponsibilities 

}X�i��rnl����tg%��f1:7IP -. � b������l1��
a
.
u

��-C
a
r -J���;

r
a

p
��� ;{ f1a�t�;f- �i;� :n;��8n������nr;:������i� ·t:���c:n�·�:[���h� 

�����dt� �fr�1.:tarry from a Sense oi tlungS>--thaf'- arr ptust. kttow tn order. . .to mtelhgently l:?ecom��the-:_\Vife· of the- man she ·loves and 
La�:\.)� king and Its Dangers the m·other.·or . . . _or, ,h�althVchiiO�rt. ·- -" --;> .  ��- _-:�. :; __ ·-_ - -. ;t:t�'<�i�::t�t�::�.';::e�.�. "'''•ke 

_ j�;t�!$�£:��1�!C��r� Ei'�t!�� fb�::'(�norance 
f�� ��f!�1sp�!p�r!{fJ'J>:)•1arri;ftg . "Berna_rr JvUt:fadd-eir, F.aJhct:. 'ol'"Phfsle�113uJ!utcr";' the ,!VbrJtl�·�r�atesi: stu?ent of ri.-Mural law in its 

PHYSiokP�J�I�fG�Aws OF � ':i·ppt"i'tati"O""If'io hum3.nity, anti tlieis-W:O'tn· enerrtV.-:-61 falsG·mE!ti-eS'tY', detcrtnl�cd to write a- book for the 
The Physical Relationship Qf :Mar:ring e  everlasting good of womanhood i� whi-ch he-pr.crp·&s��a to br�ak: �o�vn the· v.:ali of pru

.
de.r:y by se.tting forth 

�;uY��i�goft�a��i1t��p�nH�sband i_n clearest detail every panicle of information that V;ould l!e:.o ·f:help tO_ \tu-inen in bu-ilding the Structure 
and \Vife of their mairicd lives upon the rock of right living-, rl�lit tl-iin"kiTI·g and lhc observance of natural laws. 
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MEN-
Read these 

chapter 
headings! 

1-The Importance of Virility 
2

·
-Am I a Complete Man? 

3-Is Marriage a Necessity? 
4-The Age to Marry 
5 -Selecting a Wife . 
6 -Love Making and Its 

Dangers 
7 -Establishing the Intimate 

Relations of Marriage 
8-Marital Mistakes and Ex

cesses 
9 -Regulating Marital In

timacies 
10-Should Husband and Wife 

Occupy Separate Beds? 
11-Conserving Love-The 

Basis of Marital Happiness 
12 -Sh�uld Husbands be Pres

ent at Childbirth? 
13 -Are Children Always De

sirable? 
14-The Crime of Abortion 
15 -Divorce Phy siologically 

Considered 
16-Can a Wrecked Marriage 

Be Reclaimed? 
17-The Erring Wife 
18-Jealousy -the Green-Eyed 

Monster 
19-Quarreling and .Making 

Up 
20-Sowing Wild Oats 
21-How Virility is Destroyed 
22 -The Truth About Mastur-

bation 
23 -5eminal Losses 
24-The Plain Facts About 

Varicocele 
25-The Troublesome Pros

tateGland 
26-Impotence and Allied Sex-

ual Weaknesses 
27 -Sterility 
28-How to Build Virility 
29 -Exercises for Building 

Virility 
30-Foods that Help to Build 

Virile Stamina 
31-Diseases of Men - Their 

Home Treatment 
32-The Prevention of Vene· 

real Disease 
33-Various Problems of 

Young Men 

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

Here is the real 
truth about the 

sex question! 
THIS is an age of plain thinki�g 

and frank speech. No longer can 
a big, vital problem like the sex 

question be hidden away as a thing to 
be ashamed of. People are demanding 
the truth about these things. 

And so Bernarr Macfadden has 
lifted the veiL He has told the truth 
about mankind's most vital problem 

in a frank, straight-from-the-shoulder style that will api>eal to every man who 
reads his remarkable book. 

,MANHOOD and· MARRIAGE 
by Bernarr Macfadden 

T
HIS book is a fearless, ringing challenge to prudery and igno
rance. It contains the fruits of Bernarr Macfadden's life long 

study of one of the biggest problems confronting the young man
hood of the world. In writing it he has dared condemnation to tell 
people what they really needed to know about themselves. 

He has had to surmount extraordinary difficulties in the prepara
tion of the book. Many of the topics discussed had never before 
appeared in a bodk intended for popular consumption. 

But the truth is mighty! It can neither be ignored nor sup· 
pressed. There was an overwhelming need and demand for a 
fearless, plainspeaking book on sexology. The wall of ignorance 
that was wrecking milli6ns of lives must be broken down. 

The book was written, published and placed on sale. Today in 
tens of thousands of homes this great work is one of the chief 
factors in promoting health, strength and happiness. 

The Author's 
Message 

"Manhood of a suoerior 
degree is of truly extraor
dinary value. It is an asset 
beyond pdce. Thousands 
of young men, and those that are not young, can b� 
wonderfully benefited by 
carefully following the in
structions to be found in 
the pages of this volume. 
May it go out and carry its 
important truths to every 
human soul struggling for 
the light so sorely needed 
amid the pitfalls of life's 
pathway.'' Bernarr M acjaddt" 

A book that solves the vital problems of men 
"
M

ANHOOD AND MARRIAGE" enters the sanctuary of the most sacred phases of your inner lift-: 
It grips you with suggestions that are personal and confidential. It furnishes definite and prac

tical information on vital subjects, pure in themselves, that are frequently surrounded· with vulgar mys
tery. 

The problems of men frequently assume tremendous importance. They often become the source of 
worries that ultimately assume a tragical nature. And the need for the answer to the query, "What shall I 
do?" often grips the victim with terrifying intensity. It is well, therefore, that conditions and problems of 
this sort should be clearly and emphatically presented, for· the outcome may mean success or failure, 
health or disease, or even life or death. 

This book solves practically and definitely some of the most tremendously vital problems that � 
confront the manhood of today. It talks plainly. It conveys invaluable body-developing, mind / 
and moral-building, life-saving truth. It will enlighten you as no other book has ever done on / 
these important vital topics. It goes right at the "heart"' of the needs of men of today. Whether / 
married or single, you will find this book a proverbial gold mine in information that is needed�' 
every day of your life. , All the material secured by the author through more than a quarter century of care- , 
ful study and experimenting is found in the pages of this new book. 

// .. 

Send no money-J·ust the coupon! / pua�t.rr.����Nc., , Dtpt.G.S.IO, Modad ... BI·I· T�JIS ;tro������i��
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convinced are we of its almost priceless value, so sincerely do we feel /' Please send m.� a C:?PY of "Ma?· that it should be in the hands of every man, that we offer to send it to , co��:;:� i�ill:� th�d�r�: you on approval. � SJ.OO plus delivery charges, upon Send no money. Just fill out the coupon and mail it and the book / receipt. If I do not feel that the book I• 
will be shipped pr_omptly. When �t comes, deposit the price of / iti�o���e%�����i�h;�Yt�:t������ the book, plus dehvery charges, wtth the postman. Then take � lect condition within five days after I recctve
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/ {Postage prepald on cash orders) 
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"Watch him make a fool 
of himself: /heard someoneuJkisper 

-then I started to play/ 
JT WAS the first big party of the season 

and the fun was at its height. The room 
fairly rocked with laughter as Jim finished 
his side-splitting imitation of a ballet dancer. 
......._Tom, \vho was giving the party, turned 

me and said, "And now our young friend 
re will give us his well-known imitation 
Paderewski ! ' '  

Instantly all  attention centered upon me. 
tigning reluctance, I made as if to beg off, 
1t was forthwith dragged to the piano. 
lmonitions of "Come on, old timer, do 
-Jr stuff!"-"Don't be bashfu l !"-came 
m all sides. 
"hey expected me to do my usual clown
\_but I had a surprise up 

r sleeve for them. Just as 

questions: "How in the world did you ever 
do it?"'-"\Vhere did you stu.dy?"-''When 
did you learn " to play?"-"Who was your 
teachet?'"-"How long_ have· yoti .studied?" 
-"Let us in b·n -the secret, will you?" 

How I Learned to Play 
"One at a time, please," 1 begged, "I'll tell you all 

about it. To begin with, I didn't have any teacher." 
"What! Say, you don't expect us to believe that, 

do you?" 
"Sure thing, But I don't blame you for not 

believing it. I wouldn't have myself. As you 
know, I've never been able to play a note. But 
I always liked music, and many a time when I was 
pepping up a party with my clowning I would 
have given anything in the world to be able to 

sit down at the piano and really pia)'. 
"But it never occurred to me iWas about to begin, I 

'trd some one whisper, 
latch him make a fool of 
nself-why, he can't play 

note!' '  

Pick Your 
Instrument 

to take lessons. 1 thought I was 
too old, for one thing-and be
sides, I couldn't see my way clear 
towards paying an expensive 
teacher-to say nothing of the 
long hours I'd have to put in 

Piano 
0.-gan 
Violin Drunn and 

'Cello 
Harmony and 

Composition 
Sight Singing 
Ukulele 
Guitar 
Hawaiian steel 

pra.·cticing, 
· 

They thought I was going 
et give them my one-finger 
mdition of chop-sticks. 

�ut instead I swung into 
he opening bars of "The 
{oad to Mandalay"-that 
ollicking soldier-song of 
Gpling's. You should have 
een the look of amazement 
hat spread over their faces. 

Traps 
Mandolin 
Clarinet 
Flute 
Saxophone 
Cornet 

Guitar 
Harp 
Piccolo 

Trombone 

" But om!' tla::? I ·happened to 
notice an advertisement for the 
U. S. School of Music. "This 
school offen�d to te<rch music by 
a new and wonderfully simplified 
method which didn't require a teacher, and which cost only a Voice and Speech Culture 

Automatic Finger Control few cents a lesson. '� 
Piano Accordion . "Well, boys, that certainly 

sounded good to me so I lost no 
more time but filled out the 
coupon immediately and sent for 

Banjo (P!�cf��=
) 

S�1tring 

"his was not the clowning 
hey had expected ! Then Tom began to 
ing. One by one they joined in, until soon 
hey were all crowding around the piano 
inging away at the top of their lungs. 
� Once started, there was no stopping them. 
ong after song was loudly called for and as 
oudly sung. Each time I wanted to stop 
laying they'd beg for "just one more." My 
ltle surprise was certainly going over big! 
It was almost an hour before they Jet 

e get up from the piano. Then a deluge of 

the Free Demonstration Lesson. 
When it arrived I found that it 

seemed even easier than l had hoped. 
" Right there I made up my mind to take the 

course. And believe me that was the luckiest de
cision of my life! Why, every .lesson was almost 
as much fun as playing a game! Almost before 
I knew it I was playing simple tunes. And I studied 
just whenever 1 pleased, a few minutes a day in my 
spare time. Now I can play any thing I like-
ballads, classical numbers, jazz, Listen to this!" 

With that I snapped right into a tantalizing jazz 
number. No wonder they kept calling for more and 
more All evening I was the center of a laughing, 
singing, hilarious group. And it's been that Will' :>t 
every party I've attended since. - · _) 

You, too: can learn to play 
this easy way 

'T.his st6ry is tYpical. Over half a million men 
9.1)d Wome·n have already learned to play musical 
instrurtren� ts th·rough the U. S. School of Music system. 

_ FirSt you are told what to do-then a picture 
shows you what to do-then you do it yourself and 
hear it. No private teacher could make it dearer. 

One of the reasons for the quick results is that 
learning music this way is such fun, Instead of 
waiting a year before playing t unes-you learn by 
playing tunes. You play simple, familiar melodies 
by note right from the start. 

You learn at home in your spare time and without 
a teacher. You study when you please-and as 
much or as little as you please. There are no tire
some scales-no laborious exercises. You learn 
twice as fast-three times as fa�t-as those who 
study by old-time plodding methods. 

Free Book and Demonstration Lesson 
Our wonderful illustrated free book and our free 

demonstration lesson explain all about this remark
able method . TheY prove just how anyone can learn 
to play his favorite instrument by note in almost no 
time and for just a fraction of what old slow methods cost. 

1f you real!y want to Jearn t'o play-if new friends, 
good times, social popularity and increased income 
appeal to you-take this opportunity to make your 
dreams come true. Sign the coupon and send it be
fore it's too late. Instruments supplied when 
needed , cash or credit. U. S. School of Music, 47810 Brunswick Bldg., New York City. 

U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC 
47810 Bruns·wick Bldg., New York City 

Please send me vour free book, " M usic Lessons 
in Your Own Hoffie," with introduction by Dr. 
Frank Crane, Demonstration Lesson and par· 
ticulars of your offer. I am interested in the fol
lowing course : 

Have you above instrument . . . . .  

Name . . . . . . . . . . • . . . • • • • • • • . • . . . • • . . . . .  

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

"'ity . . . • • • . . • • • • • • • • • • • . . . . . .  State . . . • . . • . . • . •  
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Here are opportuni" 
tieatomakemoremoney 
immediately-to earn 
andaave enough for the 
better things of life. 

Here retponaible, na" 
tionally known, square 
deal 6.rma aeek the k:t' 
vice• of ambitious 
people. They offer dig• 
ni6ed poaitions (full or 
spare time) which pay 
handsome incomes and 
lead to wonderful fu .. 
turu. 

No ezperience re• 
quired. Ambition ia the 
only neceuary qualifi• 
ation.Read theaeolfers 
carefully, Then write 
for complete infocma .. 
tionabout theoneatbat 
attract youm01t. Please do not write unleu you 
mean buainut. 
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Spirits , or Mind 
Reading--. ·IDhich 7 

Bl} ROBERT NAPIER 

THERE are two main theories which serious persons advance in explanation 
of psychic phenomena. The first ascribes the manifestations to the spirits of 
departed human beings. The second theory holds that telepathy, or mind 

reading; among the living, provides the universal answer. 

We may ignore a third school of thought which is so skeptical that it believes 
every mystery to be the result of deliberate fraud on the part of a medium. Much · 

-. .---. � fraud is practised at seances, but there are happenings on record which cannot be 
thus lightly dismissed. 

Oddly enough, the spiritualistic viewpoint is the one maintained with by far 
the greater clarity. Your spiritualist says that ghosts communicate by means of 
the tipping table, the crystal globe, the voice of the trance medium, etc. Grant 
this, and little remains to be debated. 

But the telepathic, or naturalistic, viewpoint is wrapped in confusion. Amateurs 
are still naive enough to think that there can be no mind reading unless the facts 
to be obtained by the "reader" are at that moment known to the "sitter"-are 
present, that is to say, in his objective consciousness. 

Telepathy, if it exists, is an affair of the subconscious mind. It would be able 
to probe into dormant memories, would pick up clues and send the thought of the 
telepathist leaping through space to get his information from the brain of some 
person not present at the seance. By tapping a dozen minds, it might estimate 
the probabilities in a given case and indulge in prophecy. By use of the law of 
suggestion, it might evoke visions. • 

If this second theory is the correct one, it will prove to be an even more wonderful 
thing than the return of spirits from beyond the tomb. Once fully understood, 
it will revolutionize the life of the world. . 

In the meantime, the subject provides more thrilling drama than any other 
for the writer of stories. 



The CURSE t at. 
Rogan, of the Foreign Legion, was dogged by 

earth was not wide enough to shield 

FROM Algiers on the Mediterranean to  New Orleans 
on the Mississippi is a long way ; yet on Canal Street 
in the romantic Southern city, Rogan and I came 
face to face with two Arabs of the Sahara-and 
Rogan knew them both. To see a strong man in 

mortal fear is- an unpleasant sight. Rogan's breath caught 
in his throat, and his face, bronzed by sea wind and desert 
sun, turned almost pale. I felt him tremble 
as we moved on, and I watched his staring 
eyes fall beneath the flashing gaze from the 
somber Arabs. 

"Mon Dieu.," he muttered, reverting 
to the French of the Foreign Legion. 
"It is a ghost." 

I turned to stare 
over my shoulder at 
the soft-footed for
eigners w h o  w e r e  
striding i n  the oppo
site dire�tion, looking 
neither to right nor 
left. In cosmopolitan 
New Orleans where 
the ships of the seven 
seas cast anchor, these 

- men attracted no at
tention, although one 
of them-an enor
mo.us, bearded man
wore his native cos
tume,. a striped robe 
and a turban. The 
other man-a half
breed who looked quite 
occidental-wore the 
simple, white cotton 
suit of the New Or
leans native in the 
summer-time. 

"They both look pretty 
real to me," I said to Ro
gan. "What the deuce is 
the matter, man ? You 
act as though--" 

"Come," he replied, 
quickening his pace and 
seizing me by the arm. 

He glanced hurried!) 
back and, still clinging to 
my arm, he led me across 

Y v e t t e  
watched it 
all. If she 
rn a d e  a 
s o u n d , I 
f a i l e d  t o  

hear it 

the broad expanse of 
Canal Street to the -La 
Salle HoteL We had connect
ing rooms there, and Rogan 
seemed frantic to reach them. 
Once in his quarters, he flung him
self into a wicker chair, and the 
sweat stood in beads on his fore-
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B� Dick Craig 
head. For a time, he made no effort to speak. 

"Do you think he-they followed us !" he asked, presently. 
"I'm certain they didn't," I replied. "I saw them head

ing down toward the river." 
He spread his big, brown hands wide apart in a gesture 

of hopeless surrender. His fingers twitched spas
modically, and his face worked itself into uncon
trollable grimaces of mental anguish. For the first 

time I became alarmed. I had known this 
man. Jim Rogan, for a year, and w� had ad-

ventured together in a nilmber of 
tight places. He was an adventurer 

if ever I met one, a man 
of the world, schooled 
a n d  s o p h i s t i c ated.  
Never, until now, had I 
seen Rogan register the 
shadow of fear. 

He broke the silence. 
"It doesn't matter," he 
muttered, staring at his 
listless hands. "He'll 
get me this time-it's 
finis."' 

I went over to him 
and placed my hand on 
his heavy shoulder. 

"Steady, Jim. You've 
got something on your 
mind. Better let me in 
op. it, old man. It'll 
ease the weight." 

He buried his head in 
his hands, and was si
lent. I stood for a mo
ment, then returned to 
my chair, stuffed a _pipe, 
and sat waiting. Di
rectly, he raised his head 
and looked into my 
eyes. He was haggard 
and old ; and the lips 
that had ever been so 
ready to curve in easy 
laughter, now trem
bled. 

arve never told you," 
he began, reaching for 
a cigarette, tapping it 
nervously on the arm 
of his chair, ubecause
well, because I was 
ashamed t o ." H e  
lighted the cigarette, 
and his fingers shook. 

"Men of our kind 



CROSSED the World 
a ghost with a living guide. .And the whole 
him from the vengeance of that pair 

as told to yUlJ Fowler 
don't tell a great many things, Jim," I said, to put him at 
ease. "Don't tell me now, unless you feel like it." 

He nodded. "It wasn't that I 'vas ashamed of the deed," 
he went on. "I've done other things just as bad, probably. 
But I was ashamed, Dick-I am now-ashamed of my fear." 

"The bravest man I ever knew, was scared to death," I 
put in, smiling quietly. "Fear isn't the thing to be ashamed 
of, old-timer. It's only when you fail to do a thing because 
you fear it--" 

"I know." Suddenly he sat upright, flung 
the cigarette into a tray, and something o f  

I d i d n '  z 
w a n t  a ny 
noise . . .  I 
h a d  m y  
knife, and I 
went after 

him 

his old daring lighted his eyes. "Listen, Dick-" he 
leaned forward, eyeing me steadily-"do you believe in 
ghosts ?" 

Again I smiled. "No." 
"\Ve11, l'\"e just seen one." 
I waited, saying nothing. 
"That bandit. the Arab in native dress-damn it, man, 

he's dead. I killed him-two years ago." 
I betrayed neither surprise nor disbelief, and sat in stolid 

silence as I had learned to do at gaming-tables and in vari
ous emergencies of a wandering career. Rogan was watch

ing me closely. A shade of de
rision in my expression, a cyn
ical smile on my lips, might 
have stopped him. Seeing nei
ther, he continued, with a visible 
effort. 

''You know that I served in 
the Foreign Legion-! told you 
that ?" 

I nodded. 
'"But I didn't tell you that I 

deserted, Dick." He paused and 
lighted another cigarette. His 
hands were steadier now. The 
determination to unburden his 
mystery had begun to have its 
effect. 

"\Vel!," he went on, after a 
series of hurried, nervous in
halations, "I did desert. They 
kill you for that in the Legion. 
I knew it, of course. But I'd 
had enough of that hell. You 
know the desert, Dick ? The 

hot days with blood pound
ing in your ears ; bitter 
n i gh t s ; s a n d  i n  y o u r  
throat, your eyes. It's bad 
enough in the deserts of 
this country, but the Sa
hara--" 

He was lost in his story 
now, oblivious of me, for
getful even of the Arabs 
we had seen. 

"The Legion is a hard
boiled outfit. Dick. 
There's nothing-else 
quite like it. There 
w a s  a C h i ca g o  
murderer in mv 
squad, along witi1 
an I n d i a n a po l i s  
banker who had ab
sconded. The offi
cers, poor devils
theyhad to be tough. 

9 
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The men in the ranks were scum, for the most part." 
He was trying to justify his desertion. It was unneces

. �ry with me. I prided mysel f that I could understand 
the emotions of a cultured man trapped for a long stretch 
of service in the Sudan. But I said nothing, thinking that 
silence on my part would encourage him. 

" I  could have stood all that." He straightened, and his 
jaw set. "It wasn't the service that got me. It was a 
woman." 

AS he said that last \Yore!, Rogan looked away ; his  eyes. 
blue as the sky of his native Ireland on a fatr morning. 

seemed to be staring afar with that peculiar. detached ex
pression that comes to men of  the sea and of  the wide 
places on shore. 

11Have you ever seen the Sahara at night, Dick ?" He 
caught himself. knowing that I had not. " O f  course not." 
he continued, hurriedly. "On clear nights, you think that 
you could almost reach up and pull clown a star. they seem 
so close. The dunes turn pale blue beneath the moon and 
the shadows are black. The air gets cold. but it's pure
burned out in the daylight sun. God, how hot the sun is. 

Dick. It burns into your soul." 
I had never heard Rogan speak with such feeling. Al

ways before, he had been gay or dejected, frivolous or si
lent, as his Celtic 
mood prompted. 

stand. I can't tell you how she looked, and I never had a 
picture of her-she'd never stood for a camera in her life . 
But the Frenchman should have known, Dick-any man 
should have known she was square. just by looking at her. 
She couldn't play a cheap game-it had to be all or nothing, 
life or death. She \\'as like that-her eyes told you so." 

He looked up at me. I think, to assure himself that I 
understood. I nodded silentlv and waited. 

''\\'ell,  it happened before I really understood what it was 
all  about. She spoke to me of her life in Algiers-its in
eYitable end. Said something ahout the men who came 
there-the way they talked to women, the things they did. 
And she li fted her head proudly-she \\'as telling the truth 
-when she told me no man had e\·er possessed her. 

"I'Ye neYer been much of  a man for women," h e  went 
on, as though speaking to himself. "But it was different 
with her. I told her about the States-the world outside. 
\\'e got up and left the place and walked down a narrow. 
crooked street-came to the eastern gate where a road led 
uutward and lost itself in the sand--" 

Rogan shiYered and his  shoulders seemed to narrow as he 
bent low, staring at the pattern of the rug. 

"\Vhile we \\·ere standing there. an Arab passed and 
peered at her. She drew up close to me, frightened. I 
was for going after the dog, but she held me back. 

H 'He is nothing.' 

she told me. 'I 
"I've seen the 

N e v a d a  desert
and Arizona," I 
offered. "There's 
something- of the 
same thing there, I 
believe.') 

Rogan seemed 
scarcely to have 
heard me. 

"But l]vette, staring at the ghost, suddenlq fell 
back. Her bodq stiffened. Her eqes were 
hidden blJ lids that fluttered for a moment and 
were still. . . 

have no fear of 
h i m .  B u t  h i s  
master, Ramachar
aka--' 

" '\Vhat of him ! '  
I asked her. '\Nho 
is he ?' 

" 'The man who 
would make me his 

"\Vel!, I met her 
on such ·a night," 
he mused. "I had 
twenty-four hours' 
leave. \Ve were 
camped outside of 

"Suddenlq , this thing-this Ramacharaka dis .. 
solved. U disappeared, and there was nothinj' 
Then.-.-" 

slave, if he could,' 
the girl replied." 

R o g a n ' s  b i g  
hands doubled into 
fists, and I saw his 
knuckles grow white 

Algiers. She was 
half-French, half-
Arab, or I'd never have met her. Those desert dogs don't 
let their women out of sight. But the French in her gave 
her a bit of independence. I met her in a coffee-house
one of those low-ceilinged, stone places that looked as old 
as the pyramids. She was with a Frenchman--" 

A BRUPTLY Rogan left the chair and took a slow turn 
around the room. He was studying the floor. gathering 

his memories as he walked. Presently he composed him
self and resumed his seat. 

"The 'Frog' said something to her," he continued, Hand 
I saw her half-rise. She was angry and-hurt. The 
Frenchman l aughed and seized her bv the wrist. 1 was at 
the next table. I cracked his wrist

-
with the edge of my 

hand and his  grip broke. 
"\Vhen he got up, I knocked him down. There were a 

dozen natives in the place. half a dozen Frenchmen. and 
two or three Tummies in uni form . .  You know how it i� 
around there-the Legion has a bad name. N obodv wanted 
to get into a jam with me-l was pretty sore. It

-
wouldn't 

have mattered right then what they did. I didn't care. 
But nobody interfered. 

"They carried the Frenchman to a back room and I took 
the girl's arm, spoke to her in French-asked her to join 
me at another place where we could talk." 

Rogan passed a hand wearily over his eyes as though 
to erase a recurring vision. 

"When she answered-Dick, I'll never forg-et her voice. 
It was husky, a voice meant for singi,.,- under-

with the strain. 
"Well, I laughed 

at her and at this 
Ramacharaka," he resumed. " I  told her I'd take her to 
America-we'd marry and be regular people. I meant it, 
too. She knew I did. And she agreed. There, in the 
shadow of that crumbling old wall, with the desert boom
ing its silence at us, I held her in my arms. Somewhere off 
a way, the Arab was watching us, but I didn't know that 
then. I wouldn't haYe cared a damn, anyway. 

"So that night, I made my plans to desert the regiment. 
\Vheu I left her-Yntte-I rode straight back to camp, and 
passed the first sentry. hours before my leave was up. In 
the morning I reported. I told the captain what I had told 
the sentry-somewhere in Algiers I had lost my ticket of 
lea\·e. It did not matter. I was back. A reprimand was 
all I got. 

"BUT that day, in spare moments, I shaved the writing 
from the ticket with the sharpest blade of my knife. It 

left the paper smooth. lily captain's signature alone re
mained. And carefully, I imitated his handwriting-wrote 
a pass for seventy-two hours, which was the limit allowed. 
That night, when the desert was blue and black, I u.sed the 
ticket once more and returned to Algiers." 

Rogan was struggling now to tell his story in its chrono
logical sequence. He would clip his sentences, and I could  
see that he was again living through the night when he and 
the French-Arab Yvette stole silently out of sleeping 
Algiers. 

"Yvette was waiting for me. Under my armpit, I had 
the regulation forty-five, but I also carried a knife. 
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"We had our plan. We went straight to the waterfront, 

where the Mediterranean laps against the thick, gray walls 
of the quays. An old boatman agreed to take us to a 
freighter whose captain Yvette knew. She was certain that 
this captain would let us sail with him at dawn-when he 
knew the circumstances. 

"The old boatman went up the shore to get his craft. The 
quay was deserted but for us. Yvette came close and I took 
her in my arms. As I kissed her, a voice came from the 
dark. 

" 'Yvette,' it said in French, 'make no mistake. You go 
to death with this Christian dog.' 

"I loosed her and wheeled, my hand on the knife, close to 
the gun. An Arab moved out of the gloom and stood be
fore us, ignoring me. Yvette clung to me, and her eyes 
were wide. I felt her quivering and saw words choking in 
her throat. She gasped one word : 

" 'Ramacharaka !' 
" 'Be on your way,' I said to the feltow and advanced a 

step." 
Again Rogan 

the floor, scowling now, mumbling 
bastard Arabic beneath his breath. He 
pulted himself together with no aid 
from me. 

"The fetlow leaned his head forward 
and spat . in my face," said Rogan, 
sharply. The memory sent a heavy, 
crimson flush over the smooth flesh of 
his cheek. 

"I hit him, of course. Forgot alt 
about the knife, and the gun, too. Even 
forgot Yvette. But I didn't hit him 
hard enough. He came at me, and I 
saw murder in his eyes. His lips were 
drawn back in a snarl. I knew some
thing about those desert rats. They're 
game-they're not afraid to die. It's 
their religion. So I had to work fast. I didn't 
want any noise, so I ducked and his blow 
missed. When I came up, I had my knife, and 

·'ll." 

·Rogan paqsed and half-turned to gaze out the window at 
Canal Street below, as though he were searching for some
one in the moving tines of people. 

"I didn't bother to draw the knife away,'' he went o .. , 
his voice oddly quiet, without emphasis. "Yvette watched 
it att. If she made a sound, I failed to hear it. The fettow 
was stitt gasping when I leaned over him. I'd heard tha� 
rattle in other throats-! knew he'd die. But his face was 
perfectly calm. He didn't seem to be in . any pain. 

"And then, he looked up at Yvette and spoke again. 
'Yvette, you go to death,' he said. And I'm damned if he 
didn't smile. Then he turned his eyes up at me, and his 
voice was steady. 'Death is but an aspect of life,' he said, 
'and the destruction of one material form is but a prelude 
to the building up of another.' 

"A moment later, we heard the sound of the old fetlow's 
boat coming toward us. Out in the bay, I could see the 
riding lights of the freighter. With the toe of my boot I 
could have pushed this dying Arab into the water. He must 
have read my thought. He half
raised himself and spoke 

( Continued on page 56) 
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The Tiger UJOMAN 
The stigma of a liqer's claws lal}, heavlJ as 

flnd four times he met�disastrousl
l

-a 

. .  ooK L k 1 Bl} Noel Ethridge 1 oo: See th��ry�vom���the as told to Allan Dan Hoesen fo�t::u�;���� tl!�t
a���:t i��·r: L one in the tiger-skin lucky you weren't killed." 

coat and turban ? That beautiful oriental woman !" In the cab I spoke but once. "Did you see her, Larry ?" 
I clutched my companion eagerly and pointed "No," he replied, then lapsed into silence. 

ahead, into the mass of milling holiday-shoppers which In a few minutes we had reached my quarters, a modest 
glutted the Fifth Avenue pavement before the Public bachelor apartment in Gramercy Park. 
Library. As we entered, we encountered Dr. Reynolds, a mutual 

"I don't see her. Which one ?" he gasped in startled sur- friend, whose offices fronted the first floor. Noting. my ap
prise. He crowded against my shoulder and stretched his pearance--the ugly red bruise upon my forehead, my pallid 
head high, striving to peer over the heads of the jostling cheeks and disarranged clothing-he insisted that we go to 
pedestrians. his rooms. His examination was thorough. My injuries 

"There--there !" Again I pointed. he found were slight ; but the bruises and a wrenched mus-
At that instant the woman turned her head and looked cle or two would cause me considerable pain. 

back ; just for a fleeting second. And her eyes met mine, "Take a hot bath ; paint your sore spots with iodine ; go 
full. Eyes as bright and glittering as the jewel in the to bed and relax. You'll be all right in a day or two. 
center of her turban, yet black as the midnight hair which Lucky, however, you didn't strike any nearer your temple 
peeped from beneath it. And the eyes and her sensuous or--" He shrugged. "I'll drop in and look you over 
mouth combined to mock me with a look ; a look in which again tonight." 
the smile was most tantalizing. Then she had turned away. 

And again, as on the other occasions when the woman had 
appeared to me briefly, only to disappear like a breath of 
wind, I was seized with a mad desire to reach her. To 
grasp her and to hold her fast. To · learn who and what 
manner of woman she was. 

For, from that far-off day when I first had glimpsed her 
-startlingly beautiful, voluptuous, as appealing as an Aryan 
princess-! had yearned to possess her. 

HOWEVER, once in my quarters, I promptly forgot 
Reynold's instructions. My man was away for the day 

-luckily. That left Larry and me to our own devices. I 
brought the decanter, glass, and soda. His drink was a 
modest one. But he tossed it down, at a single gulp. My 
thumping nerves required greater soothing. I mixed a 
regular "toffer," and drank long and slowly. 

"How about the hot bath ?" he asked, when I finally put 
down my glass. Each time I had encountered her in the past, she had 

given me one swift, flouting smile. Then she had vanished. 
But this time she should not escape me ! 

"Bother-<>nly scrat<;hes." I fastened a wet handkerchief 
about my head, slumped into a big chair, and lighted a cigar. 
And for minutes I watched the smoke spirals, while the fORGETTING all else but my desire to overtake he:, I liquor warmed and quieted me. 

darted away from my companion and wriggled my way "I suppose, Larry," I said finally; looking into the eyes 
through the packed throng. Ahead, I still could see her which, I knew, had been studying me, "you consider me 
bobbing turban. I was gaining. a monumental ass?" 

The woman swung at the corner and started quickly across "No, not that. But you are emotional and impulsive--in-
the roadway before the halted traffic. Then came a long dined to follow snap judgment rather than reason. I have 
blast of a whistle, followed by two shrill notes. On the not forgotten certain things-in France." 
second, the vehicles, massed hub to hub, fairly leaped into Such a reply, blunt but not severe, was to have been ex-
motion. 

· 
pected from him. His mention of France brought back 

But I was not to be cheated again. Springing from the many things. In the hectic days which his words recalled, 
curb, I dashed ahead, striving to dodge the lines of c .. rs. I had been impulsive, perhaps heedless. But so had been 
I caught the rasp of many horns, the bellow of rage from innumerable others under the stress of war's pressure. 
the policeman almost at my elbow. Then something struck "Mad Ethridge" they had called me. But they also had 
me. I stumbled, pitched forward ; there came a great rush given me the croix and the pal "Tis in recognition of the re-
o£ waters in my ears-and all went black. . '"suits of my madness. 

When I recovered consCiousness, I was sitting propped 
against a building. A pressing, chattering crowd was about 
me. A thousand hammers seemed to be pounding upon my 
temples. But, dwarfing all else, came thoughts of the 
woman in the tiger-skin coat. I shot a glance about. She 
was not there. Again she had evaded me. 

Then : "He is all right, officer-just a bit jarred. I'll 
take him home in a cab. He tried to overtake an· acquain
tance .. Didn't hear the whistles-" It was Larry Fleming 
speaking. He was beside me, holding me in a sitting posture. 

Some one in a blue uniform bent over me. "How do you 
feel ? Shall I call an ambulance ?" 

"No. I'm just shaken up. My frien� here will take me 
home.'' 

1 2  

AND i t  was on the French fighting front, i n  those soul
. racking days of '15, that I first met Larry Fleming, and 
we formed a friendship which time ripened into something 
akin to brotherly affection. As a Britisher, London born, 
and of a long line of those who had held official posts, I had 
gone into the aviation forces with the first call to arms. I 
was just twenty when I first drove a plane over the enemy's 
lines. 

· 

Fleming, my senior by a half dozen years, was a native 
American. Adventure had claimed him in his youth. The 
wide world had been his playground. At eighteen he was 
a General, commanding a Bolivian army of revolutionists 

A year later he was with the Henricksen expedition in · 



of the PUNJAB 
deal h, on all l he 
woman who went 

men of Ethridge's familTJ. 
dressed as a tiger 

abortive attempt to reach the South Pole. And, at twenty, 
he had fought shoulder to shoulder with the Brahmans of 
a caravan crossing the Great Desert from Bahawalpore to 
the Ganges, against an assault by Mohammedan yeggs. And 
so he had lived, gambling with death-and life-until the 
Great Struggle had called him. He had volunteered on our 
side. Some shuffling of the cards of war had thrown us 
into the same corps. Once we had been shot down, at the 
same time, in a grand assault. I had received the 
lesser hurts. I all but dragged him back into OU!' 
lines. And since that time, we had chummed and 
shared. 

When the great guns finally were 
stilled and we were mustered out of ser
vice, he had brought me to America with 
him. I had remained, because 
I saw in the great cities of the 
New World an opportunity to 
carry out my bent for architec
ture--a vocation in which 
I was little more than a 
novice when the war had 
interrupted. And I had 

-· a - hope that we would 
continue to share a com
mon home. But he could 
not down the wanderlust 
in his nature. He joined 
the exploration forces of 
one of the city's great 
museums, going first to 
the south to search for 
Aztec relics ; then to 
Egypt, to recover treasure 
from the tombs of the an
cient rulers. 

I had not seen him for 
years, until rec.ently. But 
in the quarters which I 
established - q u a r t e r s 
which I would have been 
able to maintain from my 
considerable in�ome, even 
had my professiOnal work 
not proved lucrative
there had, from the first, 
been a room reserved for 
Larry. And it was to my 

- apartment, the only place 
he really could call home, 
that he had come imme
diately upon his retu.rn to 
America. 

"Come, Noel, snap out 
of it." Larry's hand fell 
upon my knee with a sud
denness which pulled me 
from my reverie with a 
start. "Tell me all about 
it. Who is this tiger
··tn woman you saw�r 

thought you saw-on the Avenue ? Where have you encoun
tered her before ? Let me have the whole story, man. Per
haps I can help you." 

"I'm going to tell you, Larry-everything. For there's 
something so devilishly uncanny about this matter that I'm 
at my wit's end for a solution of the riddle. I'd give a 
great deal-even several years of my li fe-i f right now I 
possessed your ability to see a bit further behind the cur-

tain than most of us." 
"Ah, ha ! Then it is as I suspected. 

You are not positive it was a woman 
you saw." 

"I'm not positive of any
thing, except that I've seen
yes, it must be a woman. 
And such a woman ! Beauti-

ful beyond words, 
and damnably seduc
tive in every move-

She turned 
a n d ·  r e 
ll,arded zne 
haughtily. 
A zno.ment 
later1 she 
d a s h e d  
down the 
:steep em
bankznent 
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ment, graceful, swaying, compelling, like a--" 
"A cobra, perhaps." 
"You've hit it, Larry. And like a cobra she has charmed 

and held me, from the day I first glimpsed her years ago. 
I am always hoping to see her again, to meet her, to--" 

"Come back to earth, old man. Give me the story-from 
the very beginning." 

"1 SAW her first in the winter of '16, when you and I were 
flying with the Seventh Corps. We shared in most 

things then. But she was one thing I couldn't share · 

with you. I remember the day well. It was my twenty-first 
birthday. We had gone back of the lines, you and I and 
some others. There were several women there. They had 
been given a special dispensation to come from Paris to 
visit thefr wounded in the field hospital. 

"As they were leaving the old chateau which had been 
taken over for hospital uses, suddenly I saw her. She was 
coming down the steps among them. You were elsewhere. 
Perhaps it was her costume which �aught my eye-a great 
coat of tiger fur and a turban of the same, with a brilliant 
jewel, red like a great ruby, gleaming just above her fore
head. An Indian princess was my guess. 

"Her skin was olive� with �ashes of· color high upon the 
cheeks ; her lips were brilliant carmine. And her hair was 
black-as black as night itself. But it was the contour of 
her features which held me ; they were perfectly 
molded, yet suggested indomitable will. The hint 
of regal birth was further accented by her eyes, 
which flamed and sparkled, but never 
wavered. 

"It was but a moment that she· looked 
at me. But in that brief space I was 
transported-a! most into another 
world. For, as our glances met, 
s h e  appeared t o  
start, then smiled, 
and, I t h o u g h t, 
nodded, ever so lit
tle. I n s t a n t I y I 
started forward, in
tending to make my 
way through the 
crowd of soldiers 
and claim an ac
quaintanceship. But. 
before I had gained 
the steps, there came 
a shrill blast of 
b u gl e s .  You re
member. \Vord had 
been flashed that 
the enemy had just 
sent a swarm of 
planes o v e r o u r 
I i n  e s. All of us 
were needed back at the 
front, as quickly as automo
biles could carry us. The 
hateful summons s e e m e d  
fairly to echo and re-echo all 
about me. I saw you run
ning toward a car. I turned 
once, to note if the woman 
was still there. Again our eyes met. And again she 
smiled. I waved to her, cursing war and its demands, then 
raced on and joined you." 

"I recall that day, Noel. You were shot--" 
"Exactly. I want you to retain that thought as I tell my 

story. I was shot down, almost as soon as I had driven 
my plane into the air. That I escaped with no worse than 
a broken leg, was a miracle. But, even as I was borne half
conscious from the field, I recalled one thing. Up in the 
air, just before I was raked with the firP ·· '·' -'- <�.owned 

me, I seemed to see the woman in the tiger-skin. She 
passed before me and disappeared into the clouds. But her 
smile had changed to one of mockery." · 

"Probably it was your imagination. Your mind simply 
had retained her likeness ; it played you tricks." 

"Perhaps. Anyway, that was my guess when I was able 
to think coherently in the hospital. But I hoped to learn 
the identity of the woman. You know I never was a ladies' 
man. In fact, I was rather afraid of the other sex. But 
the mysterious unknown had fascinated me, though I had 
seen her but for the briefest of periods. I made inquiries 
concerning her. No one whom I questioned, either knew 
or had seen her. I didn't consult you because I wasn't cer
tain what emotion prompted my interest in her. Besides, 
I feared you might ridicule me." 

"Did you try to find her when you recovered ?" 

" llES. And I learned nothing. But I never forgot her .. Y She had made too deep an impression upon me. And, 
though I realized that the chance of ever seeing her again 
was less than one in a million, I was always on the lookout, 
hoping that Fate would throw us together once more." 

"And was today the first time you thought you saw her 
again ?" 

"No. liiy second glimpse of this elusive woman was in 
1919. You were somewhere at the other end of the earth. 

I went to Paris, on business for my 
firm. Incidentally, it was in mid
winter. One day I was hurrying along 
the Boulevard Saint Germain, my 

] a rn rn u  
clasped the 
linAers of 
h i s  r iA h t 
hand about 

zny wrist 

mind intent only 
upon the errand 
which had taken 
me out on that raw 
morning. I h a d  
almost reached the 
Pont de !a Con:� 
corde, intending to 
cross the river to 
t h e  Champs-Ely
sees, when I got 
the greatest jolt of 
my life. For, in 
the crowd pressing 
forward against the 
wind, I noted a 
woman wearing a 
tiger-skin coat and 
turban. The un
usual fur was suf
ficient in itself to 
make me believe 
that at last I had 
located the mys-

terious woman of the 
field hospjtal. And a 
glimpse of her height 
and carriage convinced 
me I had guessed cor
rectly. 

"I tried to overtake 
her. But, as today, she 
suddenly stepped from 
the walk to cross the 

roadway. A crush of motor vehicles blocked her for the 
moment. She turned and saw me. A tantalizing, mocking 
smile swept her features. Then she dashed ahead. I 
lurched forward, determined to overtake her ; but I was 
knocked flat by a mounted military officer. He had me 
arrested for my clumsiness. 

"However, though I raged mentally at the elusiveness of 
the tiger woman, I paid my fine with no regrets. For, not --.. 
onfy had I escaped serious injury by inches, but my mind 
finally had been set at rest (Continued on pag'e 90) 
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S PI R IT 
THERE is no denying I was in love with Ilma 

Berti, for if  a 1'cat can look at a king," a press 
agent can love his star, even if he would be a fool 
to tell her. But even if I had not been in love with 
her, I think I would have come forward to help 

her in her desperate fight to retain her beautiful voice, for 
it is  one thing to battle material things for Broadway 
supremacy, and quite another to be a battle-ground for 
two antagonistic spirits. And that's what Ilma Berli 
became. 

Ilma Berli was the brilliant, beautiful singing-star who 
burst on blase New York one night in an amazing premiere 
in one of Strauss' operettas. She received an O\·erwhelming 
public reception that OYernight put her name in electric 
lights over the theater, and emblazoned it  on eYery news
paper first page in the country. 

I'm not claiming much personal credit for this remarkable 
first performance, although I had worked pretty hard as 
press agent for the compny to get a full opening house 
and a fair chance for the newcomer. The girl's talent and 
ability, and her marvelous personality, had caught my at
tention the moment I saw her, and the story of her life 
made me determined to give her at least a good start on a 
hard road. 

Fortunately I had a personal interest in her, for when 
the strange ghostly fingers reached from SOillewhere out 
yonder to tear her golden voice from her throat, she 

The woman 
spoke--in her 
v o i c e  t h e  
powerofcom-
mand, "lima, 

wake up'' 

Fi n G E RS 
needed a friend, and I thank God that I was there to help 
her. 

lima Berli was the daughter of a famous Hungarian 
novelist, who was forced to flee to this country by political 
enemies. It is very difficult to make money as a novelist 
in Hungary, and so Berli arrived in New York, with 
his wife and their baby Ilma, with no money and few 
friends. 

Life, for the little family. was filled with toil, disappoint
ment, and sometimes desperate want. But Berli struggled 
through it, doing whate,·er came to his hand-a bit of trans
lating, some newspaper work, occasional interpreting in 
court. They lived, and were so happy their hearts were 
almost afraid. 

BERLI'S wife had heen a concert singer in Hungary. 
but her voice had given out. So her whole attention 

was devoted to the little golden-haired, blue-eyed Ilma, 
whose sweet, baby \'Oice occasionally rose like an arrow in 
the sunlight to make her mother and father gasp with awe 
and happiness. 

To her they devoted all their imagination and effort and 
whole-hearted help. Hopefully they watched and guarded 
and prayed ; and the little girl's voice grew surpassingly clear 
and lovely, and her face shone with the beauty of 
the mother's soul, and the strength and faith of the 
father. 
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Jly Mrs. Berti took Ilma to Europe, for the girl's 
�cation required the best the Old Country had to give. 

Through the years that followed, Berli toiled and denied 
himself, encouraged by his wife's letters, which predicted 
glorious things for their baby. But, suddenly, there arrived 
a wild, heart-broken cable from Ilma, and in a short while 
the boat brought them back-the girl wide-eyed, staring, 
white-faced, dressed in stark black ; and in the hold 
of the boat, a gray coffin which bore all that was left of her 
mother. 

so�IEHOW they got going again, Berli and lima, and 
the girl went out to verify her mother's predic

tions. Two songs and a dashing, animated Hungarian 
Czardas brought the producer to his feet in her audition, 
his eyes shining with admiration. The ne>."t dav she was 
announced as the leading soprano in the ne;v Strauss 
operetta. 

Then came the premiere and lima's marvelous success. 
Leaning over the rail in the rear of the auditorium, my eyes 
fixed on the sway-
ing figure on the 

Lola N uncia." She waited very impatiently for me to speak. 
The name meant nothing to me, but it was not our policy 

to admit members of the profession on crowded nights. I 
mentioned the fact, and she raised her dead eyes to mine. 

"I am afraid you are too young to remember me. Ten 
years ago I was a great opera star. I have sung all over 
the world, before the crowned heads of a dozen countries." 
Her voice broke a l ittle at the recollection of her former 
triumphs. "You will find my name in the newspapers, 111011 
ami-Lola Nuncia, the world's greatest contralto." 

"I should like to hear you sing," I temporized, "but I'm 
afraid--" I broke off, and glanced toward the crowded 
interior of the theater. 

"Perhaps you will take me back-stage, mon ami. I would 
not ask you, if I could afford to buy a seat. But I am poor 
now." Her lips hardened. "Think of it ! Lola Nuncia 
beg-ging a seat like a pauper !" She shuddered. and raised 
two expressive shoulders. "It would be dro11, mou ami, if 
it were not tragic." 

A shudder ran down my back. wished she would not 
l o o k  at me-the 
sight of her dead 

stage, beautiful be
yond all criticism, 
I heard her glori
ous Yoice rise in 
the inimitable mel
odies of Strauss
and my heart went 
down to her, un
attainable as she 
was, as I vowed 
whatever protec
tion and assistance 
I could give her. 

"Througb the door 1 heard the voice of 
dead ... eyed woman. 

eves sent a weird 
d

-
read into my heart 

-an unexplainable 
fright. There was 
nothing really to be 
frightened about, I 
thought. They were 
o n l y  t h e  d i s a p 
p o i n t e d, pathetic 
eyes of a fallen 
star. 

no " 'llma---qou can hear no voice but mine. 
sound can reach qou but mq voice. The time is 
approaching when mq voice shall pass into qou, 
llma . . . .  · " L i st e n ,  m a n  

ami/' she implored, 
her hand on my 
arm. "I must hear 
Berli sing, you 
understand ? It may 
b e  tremendously 

Even as I did so, 
there arose in me 
a feeling that my 
vow would be put 

"1 pushed open the door and sprang within. 
There--" 

to a test somehow 
in the future. For the gifts that had been showered on 
Ilma were too great to allow her to live her life in ease 
and comfort. 

It was exactly two weeks after the triumphant reception 
of Ilma Berli, that Lola Nuncia approached me in the lobby 
of the theater just before the night show. 

· 

THE theater was packed with the kind of brilliant audi-
ence in evening dress which makes the heart of a press 

agent glow. Every box was filled, and the gallery was a 
s\vaying mass of anxious music-lovers. Six rows stood at 
the back of the auditorium. 

For some odd reason, I took particular notice of Lola 
Nuncia even before she spoke to me. The dark-eyed, 
rather pathetic woman wore a dingy blue-serge dress, with 
a touch of color at the waist, and in her ears were the long 
earrings which appeal to the Latin taste. She stood in a 
corner, staring around with large, brown, dead eyes, which 
seemed to lie in the sockets of her pale face like two splotches 
of dull flat paint. There was not the slightest l ife in them. 
They seemed to open on a soul in which all hope and am
bition had died. 

She was a slender woman in her forties, with two rows 
of brilliant white teeth, and a square, determinec1 chin. She 
would have been remarkably good-looking if it hadn't been 
for her eyes. They focused your attention and stared at 
you-two great brown tombstones of a dead soul. 

When the crowds had pushed through the doorway, and 
the sounds of the orchestra tuning for the overture could be 
heard, she glided toward me. 

"Are you the publicity agent ?" she asked. 
I nodded. 
"I'm glad," she murmured, her lips parting in a nervous 

smile. "You recognize the profession, of course. I am 

important-to her-to me-to the world ! "  Her face came 
up, and in the glare from the chandelier, I saw that her eyes 
h«d suddenly come alive. They glowed strangely in the 
golden light. "You will take me back, my friend, if there's 
uo room in front. I do not care to see her, especially. It 
is her voice I waut to hear. Perhaps it is the voice-my 
voice !" Her eyes were straight in front of her, as if she 
visioned something kept dark from me. 

The woman's tenseness was infectious. Despite my better 
judgment, I did not refuse her plea, but led her back-stage 
and installed her in a cubby-hole under the iron stairway 
which led to the up-stairs dressing-rooms. From this place 
she could look out on the stag-e, and would be out of the 
way of the rushing chorus girls and the lumbering tread of 
the stage hands. 

Out front again, the memory of the woman kept coming 
back to me-her dead eyes, her racked and seared soul, her 
career cut short at its height, the strange. yearning expres
sion on her anxious face, and, especial1y, her odd words : 
"Perhaps it is the voice-my voice !" 

AFTER the curtain descended on the last act, I went back 
to lima's room. Her beauty drew me to her. 

"I'm so glad you came back," she sai(t nervously, after 
my congratulations. "First. I want you to meet �:Iadame 
Nuncia-the famous Lola Nuncia. All the world has rung 
with her fame." 

The woman glided behind her, and reached for her hand. 
"The world rang with it, carissima, but now-! am dead ; 
my voice has gone away." 

"But, my dear," expostulated lima, "you mustn't say that. 
Your voice will come back. It must come back-it was so 
glorious." 

For a secQild, the woman's eyes (Continued on page 68) 



ARMS 
• the DARK zn 

Doctor Bender, monstrous dissector of souls, 
overlooked one fact. He forgot 'that a qirl 
will alwalJS find a walJ lo crlJ /or aid lo the 

man who loves her 

BIJ UJalter Fallon 
tls told lo Emil Raymond 

To me and all other stu
dents in the m�dical school 
at Vienna the name of 
Doctor Thorwald Bender 
was one to c o n j  u.re 

·with. The greatest surgeon in 
Europe he was, and more besides. 
It was before the day of psycho
analysis, but one heard strange 
rumors of hidden laboratories and 
secret clinics where much of mys
tery went on. Experiments were 
performed on human beings, it was 
said-and there were tales that 
made one's blood run cold. Many great 
names were mentioned when ·these things 
were talked of in bated breath in the 
students' quarters, but Doctor Thorwald 
Bender was the greatest of them all. 

I met him one day by chance when 
one of my professors ·at the University sent 
me to his house with an urgent message that 
was to be delivered to him personally. I re
member how he impressed me even in that 
moment of meeting as a man who bore the 
burden of some fantastic quest. Huge, pon
derous, expressionless, his eyes stared out at 
me unseeing from beneath his beetling brows. 
He seemed like some vast, prehistoric animal, 
dazed a little by his contact with the world, 
and seeking readjustment. 

How then could such a man be the father 
of Elise ? In the few brief moments I had 
seen her, the fragile, ethereal beauty of her face had 
sealed my fate. She had smiled at me while I was 
waiting for her father, and she tarried for a moment 
on the errand that had brought her to the room. 

14You are an American, are you not ?" she said, 
after I had bowed to her gravely. 

It was with an effort that I managed to pronounce 
my name, Walter Fallon, and to tell her that I was 
a student at the University. We chatted for some 
u1inutes, she entirely at her ease, I in a new-found 
heo: ven. Then suddenly her father's rumbling voice 
came !rom the hall, and the smile was wiped from 
her lips and a look of terror crossed her face. 

"It isj wrong !" she breathed. "He will be very 
angry." 

"No !f I protested sharply. "Tell me, when shall 
I see y >u again ? It must be soon." 

"It : s forbidden ! You mustn't even try. You 
he<' i' ?" And as his footsteps approached the door, she fled 
:nt .. nother room. 

1 7  
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saw her many time::; later on, while her father was gone 
1 111 a lecture tour. It was nut an easy matter to overcome 
her scruples, for Elise was hedged in by all the conventions 
itrtd proprieties of a respectable (;ennan family. But she 
wa> starving for companionship and the friendship of some 
one of her own age, for these things had been rigidly denied 
her by her father. 

S 0, for a while Elise was happy in the long walks we 
took in the Vienna parks. or the talks we had in the 

shade of the trees. She had the gaiety and playfulness of a 
iaun, and she reveled in her new-found feedom. But soon 
I saw that underneath this outward sparkle was some deep
seated trouble that descended upon her at times like a pall. 
It would cut short her words in the midst of a sentence, or 
check the laughter on her lips. I have seen the dancing 
sparkle die ou\ of her eyes. and the flushed cheeks blanch 
suddenly at some awful recollection. What sorrow had laid 
its hand on her so heavilv ? 

I knew the sort of life �he had led : for Thorwald Bender 
was a stern, severe parent. He would be a veritable marti
net in his own home, dominating, tyrannical, even cruel. 
B u t  w o u l d  
t h a t account 

means to yuestion Eli:-,e about her 1i fe at lu.:me. Lut nothing 
that she had said had led me to believe that her father was 
abusive. In fact, there was little enough that she did tell. 
Her reticence about her fatl1er was one of the things that 
roused disturbing suspicions within me. She could not help 
!rut know of the reputation he had won, and the re>pect 
which was his due ; I had often commented myself on 
the high position he enjoyed. And Elise would listen, 
silent and brooding, to it all. Not a word could I get out 
of her. 

Then, one day in the park she told me with a sob, after 
we had been silent for a long time : "This is the last time, 
Walter ! I could not tell you before-but this is  the last 
time we are to meet." 

I stared at her, astounded. "What is it, Elise ? Why are 
you sending me away ?" 

"HE is con�ing back tonight." I thought a shudder shook 
her frail young body. "I cannot see you any more." 

Her words came in a whisper a•1d tears were in her eyes. 
I took her boldlv in mv arms. 

'·What is it you fe�r, Elise ? It is time you told me. 
Otherwise, I 
s h a l l  go to 

for the terror 
t h a t clouded 
Elise's eyes 
when his name 
'vas even men
! i o n  e d ? It 
puzzled me at 
first, and then 
I b e c a m e  
really anxious 
as I discov
ered how un
alterable w a s 
her dread. She 
never spoke of 
him but that 
h e r  v o i c e  
shook and her 

"The q1ostly visitant was Elise-but w1at torture 
had come over that beautiful face? Her features 
were drawn and twisted, her e-yes upraised and 
protruding . . _ 

your father to
morrow--" 

"No, no !" 
s h e  c r i e d  
wildly, " Father 
must n e v e r  
know. Prom-
ise--" 

"All at once another spectral imaqe appeared. 
An arm, with talon.-like flnqers, clutched at the 
wraith of the qirl. A spasm of indescribable 
aqon-y racked her slender bodq. The arm, the 
writhing flnjers, drew closer. And then-.-

hl'm not go
ing to giVe 
you up/' I in� 
terrupted ruth
! e s s I y. " I f  
there is any 
reason-some� 
thing he has 
done-'' 

hudv trembled. and at 
tion

-
alarmed me. In 

her. 

the thought of his return her agita
vain I tried to pry the secret from 

,;h is nothing, \Vaher," she would say when I pressed 
her for an explanation. "Only-that this happiness must 
end so suon." 

''But Elise. are we not engaged ? You know it cannot end." 

S H J<; shook her head broodingly. .. He will never pennlt ; 
he will never let us see each other." 

I tried to speak confidently. Don't he afraid of that. 
Elise. There's nothing he can say against me, and when he 
comes back I'll see him at once and tell him." 

The girl turned upon me in a panic. I must not see 
Doctor Bender ; I must tell him nothing. it would be dan
gerous. She would even try to meet me sometimes surrep
titiously if only I said nothing to him. Her eyes were wide 
with a nameless fear that shook her like a leaf. 

It was always the same. Some moments of peace and 
'luiet we would have together, and then the thought of her 
father would strike Elise dumb with morbid terror. What 
was it that lay at the bottom of it all ? I could not believe 
that it was mereiy the outburst of her father's temper that 
,he feared. Surely it was no great crime for her to have 
>pert! a few happy hours with me. True, I was an impe
cunious student in a foreign land, and she the daughter oi 
one of the leading specialists in Europe. But would this 
account for the frantic terror that assailed her whenever 
>he thought of his return ? 

I turned it over in mv own mind. hut could come to no 
;olution. If he had bee"n actuallv cruel to the girl, I felt 
;ure that I would have found it �ut. I had tried by subtle 

She pressed 
ht:r hands to my mouth frantically and stopped my words. 
"Yuu will promise. Walter ! You will not go to him !" 
she panted. " Swear to me yuu'll say nothing--" 

Her breath was coming in gasps and her eyes were star
ing ; I could only sense the depths of her terror. But t() 
question her further in this mood would be hopeless. I 
made some evasive answer, determining in my own mind 
to see Doctor Thorwald Bender and have it out with him 
at the earliest possible moment. I tried my best to be con
soling, but was full of morbid thoughts myself. All that 
day I spent in a gloomy state of mind, trying to reason out 
the best thing to do, and when I went to my own room that 
night the problem was still unsolved. 

If Doctor Bender objected to my seeing his daughter, 
what recourse would I have ? \Vhat influence could I bring 
to lead him to accept me as a friend ? I had visited Elise 
in his absence : he might easily believe that I had influenced 
her unduly in seeing her without his perniission. My 
thoughts became vague. and a ' 111 pressure seemed to be 
oppressing my brain. The lights grew dim, there was a 
dinning sound in my ears, and I must have fallen asleep in 
my chair. Shall I be rational, and call what followed o 
nightmare ? 

FOR suddenly I became aware of a figure that loomed 
mistily before me-a figure with bowed head. slowly 

g.athering shape in the darkness. My flesh was creep ing : my 
hair rose on end. I made a wild effort to rise. to fl 'e from 
the room. But I was numb with horror ; my lim! s were 
trembling and would not bear my weight. 

With eyes glued on the shadowy figure I watched it sud· 
denly lift its head as if in supplication. And at the si ·ht 
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of the features that were revealed to me, every drop of 
blood in my veins turned to ice. The ghostly visitant was 
Elise-but what torture had come over that beautiful face ? 
Her features were drawn and twisted, her eyes . upraised 
and protruding. It was such a look of horror as I hope I 
shall never see again. 

Ages seemed to pass while I sat there stunned, my breath 
coming in loud gasps. All at once another spectral image 
appeared. 'An arm, with talon-like fingers, clutched at the 
wraith of the girl. A spasm of .indescribable agony racked 
her slender body. The arm, the writhing fingers, drew 
closer. And then she beckoned wildly to me for aid. 

The man in me stilled the numbness of fear. I would go 
to her aid, but as I tri<:d to rise and cry out, my voice stuck 
in my throat. Not a muscle could I move ; tt was as if I had 
been chained to my chair. I strained my limbs in' despera
tion ; my head felt as if tight bands encircled it. I made 
a final spasmodic effort to break the bonds that held me ; 
there was a loud crash, and I fell for
ward on the floor. 

I arose faint and dizzy and sick 
with nausea, but awake. What-
ever the phantom was that had 
haunted me, it was gone. The 
lights were b u r n i n g  
brightly, everything in the 
room was in its place and 
undisturbed. Except the 
chair-the · arm of it had 
broken. There had been 
nothing imaginary about 
my struggle, at least ; I 
was bathed in perspira
tion, my breath still com
ing in gasps. And the 
cbair-I had broken it in 
my frenzy. What was the 
meaning of this thing that 
had afflicted me ? 

Frantic, my thoughts 
turned to Elise. Could 
she actually be in danger ? 
But no ; such agony as I 
had w i t n e s s e d in mv 
dream could never beset 
Elise. It was a hideous 
hallucination - the 
position of my 
head when I had 
fallen asleep had 
brought it on. 

Yet I could find 
no rest until I was 
certain. I must be 
sure that all was 
well with her. I 

he muttered, and Fraulein Elise was ill ; she could see no 
one. When I protested, he slammed the door in my face. 

I walked away not a little uneasy. Ii the Doctor had 
given orders that I was not to be admitted, as seemed 
evident from Alex' manner, it could only mean that he was 
already informed of everything. I decided to visit him at 

. his office in the hospital, but there, too, I was brusquely 
received. Doctor Bender .could on no account be disturbed ; 
it was idle to wait except on the most urgent business. I 
left, feeling more gloomy and depressed than ever. 

My cases at the hospital that afternoon suffered from my 
absent-mindedness. I could not keep my thoughts from 
Elise and the household in which she was virtually a 
prisoner. Had there been any connection between reality 
and the strange experience I had had the night before ? The 
tales I had heard of Doctor Bender and his queer experi
ments suddenly gripped my mind. Was there truth in those 
wild rumors, and did Elise know of them ? I had my till 

of ugly thoughts that day. 
But later on I reasoned myself out 

of superstitious dread. I was a doctor 
in a school of science, surrounded 
everywhere by our modern civiliza

tion. Such things as 
young girls imprisoned 
in the midst of diabolic 
surroundings were to be 
f o u n d o n  I y in the 
Arabian Nights. I had 
nothing more serious to 
deal with than an overly 
cautious parent, and a 
letter to Doctor Bender 
would doubtless clear the 
matter up. I would 
write to him, and also to 
Elise. . 

I posted both letters in 
time for delivery before 
nightfall, and I went 
back to my room, flat
tered that I had found a 
solution of my problem. 
I had dinner with some 
friends, and spent a few 
hours in excellent spirits. 

I even had a glass of 
wine with Ludwig 
Weber, a chum of 
mine, before going 
to bed. I turned in 
rather early and sank 
into slumber with a 
sense of profound 
tranquillity and peace 
with the world. 

fairly ran to the narrow lane where 
Doctor Bender lived. What I planned 

I woke suddenly 
1 felt a touch on with a start that 
my arm-a hi!nt/ , 

to do, I do not know ; I was. still, perhaps, a little 
out of my head. But at the sight of the tiny 
house dark and silent as the night itself my fears 

with atron• lin- brought me upright in my bed. I was con-
•er• wae •uitlin• scious of some presence in the room, some-

left me. I had come on a fool's errand, indeed. This ca!Ql 
and peaceful house, where all was slumber within, knew 
nothing of my weird visitation. 

·I walked home slowly, letting the night breeze cool the 
fever within me. I would visit Dr. Bender the next day, 
and tell him in a straightforward manner that I loved his 
daughter. Strict martinet that he was, I knew that he 
could find nothing against my character. As for the other 
things, fortune and fame would come, if I had Elise. 

· But when I presented myself at the house next day, I 
found that my task would not be so simple. The servant 
Alex, who had become familiar enough with me during the 
past month, only scowled. Doctor Bender was not at home, 

me thing that was trying to make itsel f felt. As 
yet unseen, it was still there, urging itself upon my senses. 
I say I was awake ; there could be no doubt of it. My fists 
were clenched tight ; I could feel the nails biting into the 
palms of my hands. Faint light from the moon filtered 
through the lowered blinds, and I could make out every 
object in my room.. I heard the far-off song of some stu
dents making their way home. These things registered curi
ously on my taut and strained senses. I knew that there 
was more to come. , 

Even while these thoughts flitted feverishly through my 
mind, there came the realizjltion of my fears. At the oppo· 
site end of the room. near the door, a figure was taking 
shape. Slowly it took form, dis- ( C ontitwted on page 59) ' . 
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The S P E C T E R  
Suppose 1JOU had planned to avenqe lJOUrself 
·WalJ lo the crime, 1JOU found l}ourself trailed 

T ORMENTED by suspicion, I looked up from 
the bag I was packing, and shot a glance 
throu�h the partly .drawn portieres into Jean's 
boudotr. I was jealous as well as suspicious. 

She stood before a long mirror, studying her 
reflection critically. A clinging gown of black emphasized 
the slender beauty of her figure and the creamy softness of 

loould hur 
almwt ev
ery word 
th� •poke, 
t h o u ' /1  
their tonea 

were ktrr 

her skin. Thl! snaded light above her head made a 
glory of her burnished brown hair. 

And, as I glanced at her, I wondered at .the result of my 
carefully-laid plan. Tonight I would learn the truth-and if 
it confirmed the gossip which for weeks had tormented me, 
would I be able to fulfill my purpose ? 

I drew a deep long breath, but slowly, so as to give no 
. sound. For a flush of hate suddenly welled so strongly 
within me that it was a full minute, with hands clenched 

. so that the nails cut into my palms, before I could crush 
. ,; down the urge to rush upon her and try �o force the truth 

' fr�m her. 
20 

81} Stinson HosetJ 

. As. � bent �nd snapped. the catches of my suit-case, my 
mdecJSion vamshed. Agam I felt the cold calm which had 
carried me through desperate situations in the past. When 
the time came, I would not hesitate to kill-if Randolph had 

betrayed my friendship, if Jean had broken her pledge. 
When I walked slowly into the other room, Jean was 

leaning over a vase, breathing the faint perfume from 
the .bouquet of orchids she would wear that evening. 

At my approach she turned suddenly, just a hint of 
startled surprise showing in her purple-black, petulant 

eyes, while the palms of her hands went 
fiat upon the table before her, as i f  to 
steady her. But she recovered her com
posure instantly. She gave a shrug of 

her alert shoulders, and her 
eyes met mine with the im

personal directness of 
a child. 

"So, m o n  c h e ,. ,  
packed so soon ?" 

"I shall require so lit
tle," I replied lightly. 
"Only two days in 
W a s h i n g t o n  -one 
change will · be suffi
cient. But let us for
get the trip, Jean ; it ·is 
a bore. I am more in
terested in you. You 
are positively glorious 
tonight, my own. Yes, 
while I continue to age 
and add to my stock of 
gray hairs, you actually 
mock at Father Time 
and become younger 
with the years." 

She laughed subtly 
and, for effect, lighted 
a cigarette. Though I 
did not betray the 
anger which seethed 
within me, by so much 
as the flicker of a lash, 
I was acutely cons<:ious 
that she was nervous

and anxious I should be on my way. 
"I suppose I am to ride as far as the 

Forresters with you ?" I queried. "I shall - 
have time. Even then I shall hate to leave you. Tonight 
you are so bewitching you are positively dangerous." 

"What-not jealous, mon che,.f" Her eyes opened wide 
in mock wonderment. 

"Perhaps. Business has called me away quite frequently 
of late. But very soon, there will be no · more partings . 
You are too young, too fond of thrills of life, to be left to 
your own devices for amusement. Have you telephoned 
for the car, or shall we use a cab ?" 

"Shame on your jealousy, Stinson. And you are not roing 

J . ·· 



Cu ts A C E  
for a woman's infi.delillJ-and, suddenllJ, on lJOUr 
bl} lJOUr own double1 W hal would ljOU do? 

as told lo Edwin A. qoewe-q 
with me tonight. Jim and Mimi are going to stop for me 
and drive me to the Forresters. They will not be here until 
nine, and that will be too late for you." 

"So there is-some one else ?" 
I smiled, and tried to speak banteringly. But there must 

have been the hint of a false note in my tone. For Jean's 
cheeks paled, and her brows drew together. 

"You have no right to say that, Stinson." 
"I'm sorry-I was joking. But my train does leave at 

eight-thirty, and so I'd be�'er be starting--" 
"Listen a moment, Stinson. You and I have seen 

too much of life to 
mistake jealousy for 
humor. A c t u a l l y, 
neither of us has a 
claim upon the other. 
Our bargain was, you 
remember, that we 
would live together 
for five years--" 

"I remember. And 
if either learned to 
love another, you or I 
should be free to go 
to that other. But
there was a n o t h e r  
stipulation, you'll re
call. Our relations 
were to be severed 
only by a fair and 
open declaration of 
the fact." 

"Exactly," she said, 
in a half-tired, mat
ter-of-fact tone. "And 
that pledge shall be 
carried out-if ever 
-- But we are talk
ing nonsense. Y o u 
will be late for you• 
train. If you will 
wire me, I shall meet 
you at the station 
when you return." 

I forced a laugh, 
raised her fingers to 
my lips, and kissed 
them. 

''I'll keep you posted," 1 said. I hurried to my room a�d 
snatched up my bag and hat. From the door I called to 
her : "Have a good time at the Forresters. Au revoir." 

Her answering goqd-by echoed in my ears all the way 
down in the elevator and until I reached the vestibule. 
There I paused and from the doorway surveyed the street 
before me. I was too experienced a campaigner--both in 
actual warfare and in conflicts with and over women-not 
to give my opponents credit for adroitness. For some time, 
I had believed that I was followed each time I left the city 
-at least as far as the railway station. 

Across the roadway, parked in the shadow of a great 
tree at the edge of the park, was a taxicab with only 
its dimmest lights burning. I suspected it contained the 

one who was to trail me ; who would make certain I had 
left the city. Reaching the curb, I signaled an "empty" 
which came along almost upon the instant. 

"Pennsylvania Station," I shouted, tossed my grip in 
ahead of me, and we were off with the clang of the door. 

Through the rear window I tried to see if the cab across 
the street had taken up the chase. But I could not be sure. 
There were too many cars scurrying through the driveway. 

As we swung in and out through the glut of traffic, I 

was pulled by the 
wild horses of con
flicting emotions. 

R a n dolph 
ur�ed]ean 
t o  make 
aome ex• 
CUM for 
leavi� the 
ni,ht club 
and ha•t· 
ani� their 
elopement 

Jean Riviere had been mine for three years. And, pledge 
or no pledge, I intended to keep her as long as I chose. I 
did not love her ; I had never expected her to love me. To 
her I was simply a middle-aged protector-and a source of 
money, gowns, and jewels. Her pledge, I believed, was 
merely an effort to salve a passing qualm of conscience. 
But she could not trick me. My hands clenched at the 
thought. I would not be made a laughing-stock. No man 
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-·11t1l eveu one a� han(hume and as young as .Reed Ran
dolph- -\\ a� guing to take a woman irom me--and l ive. And 
Jean ? Sh� had forfeited all right to continue cheating. 

A !\ E\\' thought came ami arlded to my anger. She had 
,,,[unteere<l to meet me if I would telegraph her the 

t i llle l would return. I laughed maliciously as I recalled 
her words. l i l did as she suggested, she and her lover 
would know exactly how long they could remain together 
without danger of encountering me. 

But, clever a, she was, I believed I had outplayed her. 
Fur, following the first whispers which had reached me, I 
had absented mysel f frequently from the city for just one 
purpose--that she and Ram•.>;ph would become emboldened, 
would lessen their precautions. And· they had. They met 
l>ften anll openly-but at places where they thought I never 
carne. At the corner of Broadway and Thirty- iourth street, 
l called to the chauffeur to stop. It was important for me 
tt• discover if I were being trailed. I le ft the cab and 
w·alked along the south side of the street, toward the station. 
I had a purpose in taking that part icular side. It was lined 
with �hvps, and many of the show-windows contained large 
mirrors. 

Pausing Oca>re one such, I pretenderl to louk at the articles 
di,playe<l. But l really was watching what was reflected 
behind me. Pass-
ers--Ly were not nu-

He did nut attemiJt tu follow me down the sttps. 'The other 
man-the one who resembled mt!-haU di:-ap(Je .. ueJ utterly . 
If matters had nut been approaching a cri3is, I surely would 
have liked to search out this second man and lt!arn ::tOlllt!thing 
more about him. It was positively uncanny to be trailed by 
one who, at least in a hal f-light, might have p"ssed for me. 
lt was a bit like being spied upon by one's own shadow. 

With the same lazy stride I had been affecting, I walked 
almtg the platform in the di rection of the Pullmans at the 
front end of the train. If mv trailer still watched frum the 
upper level. I would supply h.im with every indication I had 
left the city. I followed the porter, watched him tuck my 
grip beneath my berth, and smiled as he rlid so. For I 
never expected to see it again. From its contents I had 
removed all marks which would enable any one to trace them 
to me. A dollar tip insured me the attention of the porter. 
In forming him I was going into the club car to write many 
letters, l told him not to come for me no matter how long 
I remained away. 

BY the time I reached the designated car, I felt certain 
my man had retired irom his lookout post. But I waited 

unti l the final "All aboard" echoed, and then j umped to the 
platform just as the train gainerl motion. "-I •hurried along 
it to the far end of the station. This W'l' part of my plan. 

r h� been over the 
ground thoroughly, 

merous. :\ man 
whom I had no 
recullection of ever 
having seen before. 
l>ut whose at pear
anee and manner 
>Uggested a private 
cletective, glanced 
s h a r p l y  at m e ,  
walked a iew steps. 
t h e n  h a l t e d  a n d  
lighted a cigarette. 
T h en l l o o k e d  
again, but more 
closely. There ap
peared to be a sec-

"As l droppeJ mq cards upon the pack and 
straightened. the edges, the phantom cut and ex.
posed the ten of clubs, the card of success. 

and I knew there 
was ·an exit stair
way leading to a 
portion of the sta
tion given over to 
waiting-rooms for 
commuters. "(3ritting mq teeth. l again rea.ched out with 

fingers that twitched. l was determined to best 
Fate in spite of herself. But l failed-that time. 
l cut the three of hearts, the card indicating 
disappointment caused b\1 one's own impru.-

None questiuned 
me. In a fe.w min
ute$ I was again in 
the street, but in 
tbe rear of the 
building in Eighth 
avenue. Absolutelv 
c e r t a i n  I h a d dence. Then--" J 

ond man watching 
me ; he was standing '' 1th in a fe\\o' feet uf the urher. But 
the secund ''shadow'' did not :;eem a stranger. Something 
in his appearan�e wa� familiar. Then, suddenly, the truth 
flashed upon me. I didn't know this >econd man, but in 
many ways he resembled me--only he was older, more 
>tooped, and rather shabby. 

After the first shuck of suq.orise, l >mi led grimly. Surely 
... ome dttective agency, in fulfilling an order from either 
Jean or Randolph, had blundered " oefully in assigning a 
man wh1)se features so resembletl mine that I was certain to 
'P"t him. l wondered the shadow had not noted the sim'i
larity and kept himself out of sight. 

Paying them no outward heed, I luoked at my watch. 
There sti l l  remained a half hour to train-time. su I strolled 
.dong. pau:-;ing be fore additional windows where there were 
mirrors. A nti almost eYerv time I noted the same two men 
at the wrb. though they pretend�d to be unaware of each 
uth�r's presence. 

LEST they :-,u:-<pect me of !'>ome trickery, I fin:dly entered 
a haberdashery, purchased some shirts, and placed them 

in t i iV suit-case. Once. when I stole a furtive glance toward 
lhe d()orway, I detected one of my tra ilers looking- at me. 

:\t the statimt I took up the ticket and resen·ation for 
" hich I had telephoned, then moved leisurely towarrl the 
>teep stairway !earling down to the train. Purposely I 
.tallied so that another passenJ<er and I reached the gate 
at the same moment. I swung aside to give the other right 
, , f  way, at the same time looki11g about. 1\fy shadow was 
but a few feet distant, pretending to be studying a time-table. 

t h r o w n o f f m y  
trailers, I headed 

westward alld turned into a quiet .side-:-,lreet. After a time, 
I paused before one of a row of down-at-the-heels, brown
stone houses. In it I had retlted a room some weeks pre
viou�. under an assumed name. · :\nd there, in a securely 
locked trunk, was everyth ing ! . required for my night's ad-
venture. 

l SLIPPED into the hou,e and locked myself in my room. 
· From the trunk I took a complete outfit of nening 

clothes, a revolver. a box of cartridges, and a si lencer which 
fitted the weapon perfectly. For the last time until I should 
put them on, I looked over a col lection of shabby articles, 
from a battered hat and broken shoes tu ragged under
wear and a well-worn suit. In these, following the taking 
of my vengeance, l would 111ake my escape. I would not 
try to make my get-away on a boat or passenger-train. It 
would be safer to take to the roads for a few days as a 
hobo-perhaps catch a freight to some distant point-before 
obtaining respectable habiliments and trying to leave the 
couhtry as a legitimate traveler. [ felt certain that I woulu 
be far on my way before the p<.olice learned that I was not 
in \Vashin;.'lon. 

1 stripped off the clothing l lwd been weari ng , and IO>sed 
it into the trunk. I made certain of the fastenings of the 
monev-belt about mv waist. I ha<l drawn mv last dollars. 
amou�ting in all to

' 
,everal thousands, from .the bank that 

afternoon, and carried them in a strip of chamois. Next, 
I dresserl carefully in the e\'ening clothes. I loaded the re
volver carefully and put it and the silencer into my pockets. 

Locking the trunk, I glanced around to make certain I 
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had left nothing which would excite the suspicion of my 
landlady if she should enter the room. Switching off the 
light and locking the dvor, I drew my hat low over my eyes, 
turned up the collar of my outer coat to hide the fact I 
was in evening dre», slipped from the house and slunk 
toward the avenue. 

l KI\'EW all too wel l where I would find Jean and Ran -

dolph. The Forrester> served merely as a blind, taking her 
to places where she could meet Randolph clandestinely. 
Tonight they would go to the Golden Peacock, one of the 
most blatant and expensive of the night-clubs. Two days 
before I had found the letter appointing the rendezvous
for "the evening Stinson goes away." It was that letter 
which caused me to complete my plans for a show-down. 

I did not want to reach the night-dub before the crowds 
from the theaters had begun to swarm into the dance re
sorts-which would not be for another half-hour-and so 
I strolled toward my destination instead of taking a cab. 
I had no fear of encountering acquaintances in that neigh
borhood. In the theatrical and cabaret area, however, I 
would be compelled to exert greater caution. If I met 
anyone who recognized and spoke to me, I could easily 
"et away from them. of course, but such a chance encounter 
!llight result in putting the authorities on my trail more 

speedily than I had figured-might create a handicap which 
would increase my danger. 

As I moved along slowly. 1 was grateful for the bit o f  
chill in the night air. It  cooled the fever in m y  body and 
soothed my nerves. For, somehow, as the hour for my 
vengeance flrew nearer, I began to realize I '"•as not the 
man of steel 1 had belie•·ed mysel f. In the past I had 
faced all danger with my nerves under perfect control. 
Tonight they were positively getting jumpy. Either age 
was beginning to take its toll or 1 was learning to experience 
the sensation of personal fear. More than once the sudden 
rasping of an automobile siren caused me to start. When 
I encountered policemen. I fancied they stared at me, and 
I stared back. But immediately after, I would curse myself 
for this super-sensitive feeling. Actually the men had not 
stared. Why should they ? No one could guess what was 

in IllY mind or that I carried a deadly, concealed \ve l j 'on. 
Finally I swung to the right into the theatrical district . 

In a few seconds l fuund myself in one of the brilliantly 
l ighted vo.lleys of the quarter-incred;bly cruwded and rum
bling with a babel oi sounds. There were no concealing 
shadows there-only lights, lights. and more lights. , They 
shone from the bulb-flecked foyers, the dazzling shop-win
dows, and the myriad signs overhead. Drawing the brim 
of my hat still further down, I put my trust in Lady Luck. 

The dense crowd forced me to move slowly. I tried not 
to chafe at the delay, but soon the press of rubbing shoulders, 
the raucous cries, and jangling laughter got to me until I 
was mentally nauseated. 

FINALLY, however. I reached the brilliantly l ighted en
trance of the Golden Peacock Sidling behind a pillar, 

I drew a long sigh oi relief. There was a conoiderable 
crush at the door. and I hung back for a moment while I 
studied intently the faces of those about me. There was 
no one I knew. 

Falling into line, I worked my way along the garish 
corridor to the cloak-room. surrendered my hat and coat. 
then continued on toward the great hal l ;  the rumble oi 
music. laughter, and conversation growing steadily louder. 
But I had no intention oi intruding among the dancers . 

..  You win!'' 
I muttered 
hoarsely. ��I 
shall keep 

my word.'' 

To do so might mean that I would walk straight into )<''"' 
and Randolph. And. above everything else on earth, t 
didn't want to meet them face to fa�e-then. 

I had explored the ground the day before, and so now 
I turned off into a hallway lined with palms, and mounted 
the '!airway leading to the mezzanine. 

I had to take a chance of meeting my quarry on the " ay 
up, but fortune favored me. I met none who knew me. 
At the entrance to the balcony. I slipped a five dollar bill 
into the hand of one of the l iveried attendants and di rected 
him to take me to a private alcove that o•·erlooked the dance 
floor. In a few seconds I was in seclusion and had drawn 
the curtains behind me. Then, edging to the railing, I 
pushed aside a bit of the frinpe of palms, >O that I could 
look below but at the same time be concealed from all 
observers. (Continued on page 7S) 



Haple1J could not forgive his brother scien"list 
bring their zestful feud to an 

811 H. UJells 

PROBABLY you have 
heard of Hapley-not 
W. T. Hapley, the son, 
but the celebrated Hap
ley, the Hapley of Peri

planeta Hapliia, Hapley the en-

an "irresponsible meddler"
Hapley was not a professor at 
that time. 

Author of " The Outline of History," 
" The World of William Clissold," etc. 

Hapley, in his retort, spoke of 
"blundering collectors," and de
scribed, as if inadverently, Pawkin's r�v1s10n as a ''miracle of ineptitude." It was war to the knt

_
fe. However, it would scarcely interest the reader to 

_
detatl how these two e-reat men quarreled, and how the spltt between them widened until from the Microlepidoptera, they were at war upon every open question in entomology. 

tomologist. If so, you know at least of the great feud be
tween Hapley and Professor Pawkins, though certain of its 
consequences may be new to you. For those who have not, 
a word or two oi. explanation is necessary, which the idle 
reader may go over with a glancing eye, if his indolence so 
incline him. 

It is amazing how very 
widely diffused is the ignor
ance of such really important 
mlltters as this Hapley
Pawkins feud. Those 
epoch-making contro
versies, again, that have 
convulsed the Geologi
cal Society, are, I ver
ily believe, almost en
tirely unknown outside 
the fellowship of that 
body. I have heard men 
of fair general educa
tion even refer to the 
great scenes at these 
meetings as vestry
meeting squabbles. Yet 
the great Hate of the 
English and Scotch 
geologists has lasted 
now half a centurv, 
and has "left deep a�d 
abundant marks upon 
the body of science." 
And this Hapley
Pawkins b u s i n e s s ,  
though perhaps a more 
personal affair, stirred 
passions as profound, 
if not pro founder. 

Your common man has no conception 
of the zeal that animates a scientific in-
vestigator, the fury of contradiction you can arouse in 
him. It is the odiutn theologicutn in a new form. There 
are men, for instance, who would gladly burn Professor 
Ray Lankester at Smithfield for his treatment of the Mol
lusca in the Encyclopedia. That fantastic extension of the 
Cephalopods to cover the Pterpodos-- But I wander 
from Hapley arld Pawkin•. 

It began years and years ago, with a revision of the M icro
lepidoptera (whatever these may be) by Pawkins, in which 
he extinguished a new species created by Hapley. Hapley, 
who has always been quarrelsome, replied by a stinging im
peachment of the entire classification of Pawkins. Pawkins, 
in bis "Rejoinder." suggested that Hapley's microscope was 
as defective as . his powers of observation, and called him 

There were memorable occasions. At times 
the Royal Entomological Society meetings 
resembled nothing so much as the Cham
ber of Deputies. 

The very dread he had 
of ��eeinf the moth, 

made him aee it 

On the whole, I fancy Pawkins was nearer to the truth 
than Hapley. But Hapley was skilful with his rhetoric, 
had a turn for ridicule rare in a scientific man, was en
dowed with vast energy, and had a fine sense of injury in 
the matter of extinguished species ; while Pawkins was a 
man of dull presence, prosy of speech, in shape not unlike 
a water·barrel, over-conscientious with testimonials, and sus
pected of jobbing museum appointments. So the young 
men gathered round Hapley and applauded him. It was a 
long struggle, vicious from the beginning, and growing at 
last to pitiless antagonism. The successive turns of fortune, 



(3enus Unknown 
Pawbins /or dlJinq . .  He thought that this must 
end.....-but he was WROnG 

now an advantage to one 
· side and now to another-
now Hapley tormented by 
some success of Pawkins, 
and now Pawkins outshone 
by Hapley-be long 
rather to the history of 
entomology than to this 
story. 

But in 1891 Pawkins, 
whose health had been 
bad for some time, pub
lished some work upon 
the "mesoblast" of the 
Death's Head Moth. 
What the mesoblast of 
the Death's Head Moth 
may be, does not matter 
a rap in this story. But 
the work was far below 
his usual standard, and 
gave Rapley an opening 
he had coveted for 
years. He must have 
worked night and day 
to make the most of his advan
tage. 

peared on the day before the 
funeral. I don't think Hapley 
exerted himself to stop it. 
People remembered how Hap
ley had hounded down his ri-

val, and forgot that rival's 
defects. Scathing satire 
reads ill over fresh mold. 
The thing provoked com
ment in the daily papers. 
This it was that made me 
think that you had prob
ably heard of Hapley and 
this controversy. But, as 
I have already remarked, 
scientific workers live very 
much in a world of their 
own ; half the people, I 
dare say, who go along 
Piccadilly to the Academy 
every year, could not tell 
you where the learned so
cieties abide. Many even 
think that Research is a 
kind of happy-family cage 
in which all kinds of men 

lie down together in peaco:. 
In an elaborate critique he 

rent Pa wkins to · tatters--one 
can fancy the man's disordered 

Hapley sayo the moth ia the flhoat 
of Pawkina 

In his private thoughts Hapley 
could not forgive Pawkins for dying. 

hair, and his queer dark eyes flashing as he went for his 
antagonist,-and Pawkins made a reply, halting, ineffectual, 
with painful gaps of silence, and yet malignant. There was 
no mistaking his will to wound Rapley, nor his incapacity 
to do it. But few of those who heard him-! was absent 
from that meeting-realized how ill the man was. 

Hapley had got his . opponent down, and meant to finish 
him. He followed with a simply brutal attack upon Pawkios, 
in the form of a paper upon the development of moths in 
general, a paper showiqg evidence of a most extraordinary 
amount of mental labor, and yet couched in a violently con
troversial tone. Violent as it was, an editorial note witnesses 
that it was modified. It must have covered Pawkins with 
shame and confusion of face. It left no loophole ; it was 
murderous in argument, and utterly contemptuous in tone ; 
an awful thing for the declining years of a man's career. 

The world of entomologists waited breathlessly for the 
rejoinder from Pawkins. He would try one, for Pawkins 
had always been game. But when it came it surprised them. For the rejoinder of Pawkins was to catch the influenza, to 
proceed to pneumonia, and to die. 

It was perhaps as effectual a reply as he could make under 
the circumstances, and largely turned the current of feel
ing against Hapley. The very people who had most glee
fully cheered on those gladiators became serious at the con
sequence. There could be no reasonable doubt the fret of 
the defeat had contributed to the death of Pawkins. There 
was a limit even to scientific controversy, said serious people. 
Another crushing attack was already in the press and ap-

In the first place, it was a mean 
dodge to escape the absolute pulverization Rapley had in 
hand for him; and in the second, it left Rapley's mind with 
a queer gap in it. For twenty years he had worked hard, 
sometimes far into the night, and seven nights a week, with 
microscope, scalpel, collecting-net, and pen, and almost en
tirely with reference to Pawkins. The European reputation 
he had won had come as an incident in that great antipathy. 
He had gradually worked up to a climax in this last con
troversy. It had killed Pawkins, but it had also thrown 
Rapley out of gear, so to speak, and his doctor advised him 
to give up work for a time, and rest. So Rapley went down 
into a quiet village in Kent, and thought day and night of 
Pawkins, and good things it was now impossible to say about 
him. 

At last Hapley began to realize in what direction the pre
occupation tended. He determined to make a fight for it, 
and started by trying to read nove!.. But he could not get 
his mind off Pawkins, white in the face, and making his last 
speech--every sentence a beauti ful opening for Rapley. He 
turned to fiction-and found it had no grip on him. He 
read the Island Nights' Entertainments until his "sense of 
causation" was shocked beyond endurance by the Bottle Imp. 
Then he went to Kipling, and found he "proved nothing," 
besides being irreverent and vulgar. These scientific people 
have their limitations. Then, unhappily, he tried Besant's 
Inner H a�tse, and the opening chapter set his mind upon 
learned societies and Pawkins at once. 

So Hapley turned to chess, and found it a little more sooth· 
ing. He soon mastered the moves and the chief gambits 
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and commoner closing positions, and began to beat the Vicar. 
But then the cylindrical contours of the opposite king be
gan to resemhle Pawkins standing up and ga!'ping ineffect
ually against checkmate, and Rapley decickd to give up 
chess. 

Perhaps the study of some new branch of science would 
after all be · better diversion. The best rest is change of 
occupation. Rapley determined to plunge at diatoms, and 
had one of his �mal1er micro�copes and Halibut's mono
graph sent down from London. He thought that perhaps 
if he could get up a vigorous quarrel with Halibut, he might 
he ahle to hegin l i fe afre>h and forget Pawkins. And very 
soon he was hard at work. in his habitual strenuous fashion. 
at these microscopic rlenizen� nf the wayside pnol. 

IT was on the third day of the diatoms that Rapley became 
aware of a novel addition to the local fauna. He was 

working late at the microscope, and the only light in the 
room was the brilliant little lamp with the special form of 
green shade. Like all experienced microscopists, he kept 
both eyes open. It is the only way to avoid excessive fatigue. 
One eye was over the instrument, and bright and distinct 
before that was the circular field of the microscope. across 
which a brown rliatom was slowly mm·ing. \\'ith the other 
eye Ilapley saw, as it were. without seeinR". He was only 
dimlv conscious of 
the .brass side of 

the whole room was illuminated. The thing had disappearen. 
but soon his practised eye detected it upon the wall-paper 
near the donr. He went towards it. poising the lamp-shade 
for capture. Before he was within striking distance, how
ever. it had risen and was fluttering round the room. After 
the fashion of its kind. it flew with sudden starts and turns. 
seeming to vanish here and reappear there. Once Rapley 
struck. and missed ; then again. 

The third time he hit his m icroscope. The instrument 
swayed, struck and overturned the lamp, and fell noisily 
upon the floor. The lamp turned over on the table aml. 
very luckily, went out. Rapley was left in the dark. With 
a "'tart he felt the strange moth blunder into his face. 

It was maddening. He had no lights. If he opened the 
door of the room the thing would get away. In the darkness 
he saw Pawkins quite clistinctly laughinJ:( at him. Pawkins 
harl ever an oily laugh. He swore furiomly and stamper! 
his foot on the floor. 

There was a timid rapping at the door. 
Then it opened. perhaps a foot. and very slowly. The 

alarmed face of the landlady appeared hehind a pink candle 
flame ; she wore a night-cap over her grey hair and had 
s0me purple garment over her shoulders. 

' '\\'hat 1i.'t1S that fearful sma�h �·· �he said. 11Has any
thing---" 

T h e  s t r a n g e  
moth appearerl flut

the instrument, the 
illuminated part of 
the table-cloth, a 
sheet of note-paper. 
the foot of lamp. 
ami the darkened 
rnom heyonrl. 

Suddenly his at
tention dri ite<l from 
one eve to the other. 
The table-cloth was 
of the material 
called tapestry by 
shopmen, and rath· 
er brightly colored. 
The pattern was in 

"Half.-waq over the down, bq the chalk.-pits, 
the moth came upon Hapleq again. He went 
on, trqing to keep his mind upon chess problems, 
but it  wa.s no good. The thing fluttered into his 
face, and he struck at it with his hat in self.
defense . . . . 

"Suddenlq he trod on nothing, and fell head.-

tering about the 
chink of the door. 

" S h u t t h a t  
noor ' "  said Hap
ley, and suddenly 
rushen at her. 

T h e  d o o r  
slammed ha�tilv. 
Rapley was left 
alone in the dark. 
Then in the pause 
he heard his land
lady scuttle up-lon1." 

gold, with a small 
amount of crimson 
and pale-blue upon a greyish ground. At one point the pat
tern seemed displaced anrl there was a vibrating movement 
of the colors at this point. 

1-hpley suddenly moved' his head back and looked with 
hoth eyes. His mouth fell open with astonishment. 

It was a large moth or butterfly ;  its wings sprea<l in hut
terRy fashion ! 

rr was strange it should be in the room at all, for the 
windows were clmed. Strange that it should not have 

attracted his attention when fluttering to its present posi
tion. Strange that it should match the tahle-cloth. Stranger 
far to him. Rapley, th� great entomologist. i t  was altogether 
unkmnvn. There was no rlelu�ion. It wa� crawling slowly 
towards the foot of the lamp. 

"Gctw.f unknm.Pn , hy heaYens ! Aml in England !" saifl 
flapley. staring. 

Then he sudrlenlv thought oi Pawkins. Kothing woulcl 
have maddened ·Pa �vkins more-and Pawkins was dead ! 

Something about the- head and body of the imect became 
•ing-ularly suggestive of Pawkins, just as the cheGS king 
1.lafl heen. 

''Confound Pawkins !" said Rapley. "But I must catch 
this." 

An<!, looking round him for some means of capturing the 
moth, he rose slowly out of his chair. Suddenly. the insect 
rose. struck the edge of the lamp-sharle-Hapley heard the 
"ping'"-and vanished into the shadow. 

In a moment Rapley had whipped off the shade. so that 

stairs, lock her 
door, and drag 
·something heavy 
across the room and 
put against it. 

It became evident to Rapley that his conduct and appear
ance had been strange and alarming. Con found the moth ! 
and Pawkins ! However, it was a pity to lose the moth 
now. He felt his way into the hall and found some matches. 
With the lighted candle he returned to the sitting-room. No 
moth was to be seen. Yet once for a moment it  seemed 
that the thing was fluttering round his head. Haplev verv 
st•ddenly decided to give up the moth and go to bed� B,;t 
he was excited. All night long his sleep was broken by 
dreams of the moth. Pawkins. and his landlady. Twice in 
the night he turned out and soused his head in cold water. 

QNE thing was very clear to him. His landlady could not 
possibly understand about the strange moth . especially as 

he had failerl to catch it. No one hut an entomologist would 
understand quite how he felt. She was prohably frightened 
at his  hehavior. and vet he failed to see how he could ex
plain it. He decided to say nothing further about the events 
of last night. After hreakfast he saw her in her garden, 
and decided to J::'O out to talk to her to reassure her. He 
talked to her ahout beans and potatoes, bees. caterpillar<. 
and the price of fruit. She replied in her usual manner. hut 
she looked at him a little suspiciously, and kept walking as 
he talked, so that there was alwavs a bed of flowers. or a 
row nf beans. or something of . the sort. hetween them. 
After a while he began to feel singularly i rritated at this, 
and to conceal his vexation went indoors an<l presently went 
out for a walk. 

The moth--or hutterfly. trailing ( Cnn.tin11rd on page !-12 ) 



Jcauflht her 
11rm and the 
atranle,old
fa ah ion e d  
niflht flown 
a h e  w o r e  
and draflfled 

her back 

8l} 
HarvelJ S. 

Cottrell 

The 
P1antom Torturer 

How long the 
b o t t l e  had 
been in the 
pool, I do 
not dare say. 

When at last I suc
ceeded in snaring it 
wlth my water�soaked 
h a n d k e rch i e f ,  i t  
proved to be a squat, 

If Coflrell had known the secret of the old 
Slave House, he would never have permilled 
his sweetheart to enter the place. Within, an 
a p e ; l i k e  s e rv i t o r  c a r r i ed out hideou s 

it with her shapely 
hands. 

,Look !" she cried. 
"I told you ! There is 
a paper in it. Some 
m e s s a g e  f 1·om t h e  
deep !" 

commands Her delight knew 
no bounds. She handed 

round, brown affair, with a long neck--such a bottle as is  
seen· nowadays only in the antique shops at a good price. 
Seaweed festoons clung to its stopper, which had been 
driven in and sealed with red wax. 

Carefully I made my way back up the rocks and, with all 
the pride of a pup retrieving a ball, I handed it to Sheila. 
Her great, brown eyes danced with anticipation. 

She held the bottle to the sky, stripping the seaweed from 

it to me quickly, wait
ing with cllild!ike curiosity while with my knife I picked 
a way the wax and tried to pry out the stopper. But the 
stopper w.as in too tight ; and besides, the neck of the bottle 
was so long I doubted if I could reach the paper. 

"111 have to smash it," I cried at last. 
Sheila's face clouded. 
"It's a shame," she said. "I'd like to keep it as a souvenir 

· of our hike ; ifs so old ·and funny. But if you're sure you 
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can not get the paper out in any other way--" 
She'd not need any souvenir of this hike ! The memory 

of it would be lasting enough. 
I broke the bottle on a rock. It was tough glass and 

needed a hard blow. We were like children, with our heads 
together, in our eagerness to see what lhe message con
tained. 

It was a yellow scrap of paper evidently torn from an 
ancient account-book. Upon one side was wnttng in a 
feminine hand that would have been daintv and fine if the 
proper writing materials had been used. But this message 
had been written under difficulties, with some clumsy in
strument-perhaps a sliver of wood. The characters were 
barely decipherable : and though I did not tell Sheila, I had 
a suspicion that the fluid in which they were written was 
human blood. 

"Hold it to the sun-this way," Sheila commanded. 
I glanced up to get my bearing. The late afternoon sun 

was passing behind a dark cloud now. The breeze was 
coming in gusts. I frowned, for the sky was threatening 

one of those quick 
summer storms 

Nobody seemed to know who owned the place now. Oc
casionally there were visitors to it who told cf meeting- an 
ancient negro-a giant of a man-who showed them through 
some of the rooms but was taciturn and uncommunicat ivr. 
Moreover, he was careful where he took them and he denieu 
that there were passages behind the walls. 

Sheila still was meditative. 
"Just think," she said. "This bottle has been floating here 

in this pool for years, going round and round and never 
getting anywhere. It's like some lives, isn't it ? I wonder 
what became of Annette Ballou, who she was, and why she 
was imprisoned. Do you suppose she ever escaped ?" 

HUndoubtedly/' I said. ur can't believe 'a woman was al
lowed to die in the old house behind walls like that. It 
would be too horrible.'' 

"I wish we could go up there and look through the house.'' 
"You've got a chance," I said hurriedly. 
The sky was darkening fast. High up were mare's-tails 

-those ci rrus clouds switched into fantastic shapes by the 
wind. Lower down was a stratum of small, puffy, black 

clouds scudding 
along in another 

t h a t sweep up 
suddenly on the 
Maine coast, with 
a tearing, wrench
ing wind and a 
b r i e f ,  h e a v y  
downpour of rain. 

"The hlack was walking backwards, as though 
he led Sheila with a strange, hlJpnotic power. 

d i r e c t i o n .  B u t  
close t o  the earth 
t h e  b r e e z e  h a d  
suddenly d i e d 
away. A mist 
had settled over 
the ocean a n <I 
t h e r e was an 
ominous h u s h 
that seemed to 
p o r t e n d some 
cataclysmic hap
pening. I t o o k 
one look down 
the bleak, d.so
late beach, and 

But we were 
too intent on our 
f i n d  to w o r r y  
about the weather 
-then. Heads to
g e t h e r  s t i l l, 
Sheila's shoulder 
agai n s t  m i n e ,  
word bv word we 
made out the mes-

".And belJond them both, out there on the 
bosom of the cove, and in the path of the rising 
moon, was a small boat with a single sail. .At 
its stern was the figure of an old man . . .  glow
ing, illuminated blJ a radiance of its own 
.As l looked. l suddenllJ perceived that the 
figure was intangible-as transparent as a thin 
cloud of mist.-" thought-too late 

--of the storm, 
t h e short t w o 

sage : 

Save me. I am in the Slave House, a captive there. Imprisoned in the walls. The master threatens me with death. Help me. 
ANNETTE BALLOU. 

The Slave House ! Why. that was the old mansion close 
to the high cliff, farther along the shore. We could see 
its roof just over the rocks. It had a history, that house 
did. It was built before the Civil War, and its owner, John 
Richards, an eccentric old merchant, had been an abolitionist. 
In the days of the "underground railroad," by which slaves 
from the Southern plantations were helped to escape. this 
old house was used as a way-station for the fugitives. 
According to popular belief, there were underground pas
sages leading to- the cove where ships from the South had 
once anchored, and a great room in the third story where 
the slaves waited until they could be smuggled across the 
border to Canada. 

Sheila knew the storv as well as I. It was a popular 
legend at the Bleecker House. 

"What do you suppose the message means ?" she asked. 
seating herself on a rock and gazing . thoughtfully out to 
sea. 

· • r can only guess," I replied. "Of course. Richards had 
a bad name in this community. He was supposed to charge 
the negroes a stiff price for his help. And there were manv 
whispered tales about him and his feminine 'guests.' H� 
died, you remember, under mysterious ci rcumstances in the 
old house. They said he was frightened to death by the 
ghost· of a woman who had been killed there." 

"How terrible ! "  Sheila exclaimed. 
"Oh, that's bunk, I suppose," I said. "Probably he had 

heart trouble and kicked out naturally enough.'' 
44Hm-rn-m," Sheila mused. HI wonder." 

hoars before dark, and the four miles between us and the 
Bleecker House. "Run, Sheila." I cried. "We've just got 
time to make the old house before the rain comes. Hurry !" 

Hand in hand, we sped along over the rocks, j umping, 
leaping, in danger of slipping. We were breathless as we 
gained the summit of the higher ground, and paused a 
moment to look back at the racing storm. Then we hurried 
on. Suddenly the wind caught us in a great rush, almost 
sweeping us from our feet. Sheila clung to me for support. 

Hfsn't it terrible !'' she screamed in mv ear. 
"Hold fast !" I cried. "We'll make it.;' 
Instantly behind the fury of the wind came the rain in 

a great cloudburst, wetting us through and through. 
Fortunately the rain was warmer than the chill breath 

of the wind and I was glad for Sheila's sake. for her wet 
clothes were wrapped about her graceful form in a dis· 
heartening and hampering way. 

Clinging to each other for support, we fought our way to 
the old house. It loomed above us in the half darkness 
that came with the storm, foreboding and grim. As we 
neared it, I could see that the rooms were high studded, in 
accordance with an old-time custom of house-building, and 
its second story was high above us, while its third was hid
den among the tops of the great elms that surrounded it. 

It was built of wood, square and unyielding. Long ago 
it had been painted a dark color but in the years this had 
worn away and the broad clapboards had become weathered 
and gray as an ancient skull. A square, glass-enclosed 
cupola was on the top, like a sailor's lookout station. And 
I imagined that, many a time, crazy old Richards had 
watched there with a spyglass for the vessels that would 
bring slaves to his home and wealth to his pocketbook. 

The wind almost blew us up the broad steps and onto 
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the d�p porch with its great col�nial columns. On any 
other occasion it would have been a delight to visif the 
place and explore it as far as we would be permitted. But 
with the wind howling at us and the rain coming in tor
rents, we had only a mind to gain its shelter and get back 
our breath. 

' 

Hardly had we stepped on the porch before the massive 
door swung open before us. It was dark within, and I 
could not s� by what device the door worked. Then I per
ceived there w;1s a human figure in the darkness and a voice, 
d�p and unearthly, was bidding us enter. 

We did not hesitate-not with that storm outside. We 
almost ran through the portal, and quickly the door closed 
behind us. 

"Just a moment, master, ·and I'll get a light," came the 
weird voice again . .  It startled us. 

Quickly there was the scratching of a match, followed by 
the sputtering of a candle set in a bracket at the end of the 
hall. As the candle's light became steady and my eyes 
grew accustomed to its glow, I was seized with a shock 
that nearly unnerved me. 

Before us stood a negro. But what a negro ! He would 
have been nearly seven feet tall if he had drawn his stooped 
fr.ame to its full height. His shoulders were nearly a yard 
across, and his arms were long, like a gorilla's. His face 
was wrinkled and mummy-like. He was old-terribly old. 
Yet he seemed lithe and active-a wonderful specimen 
of strength. 

With all his extreme politeness,, there was something 
sinister about him that I could not explain. I shivered. 

Sheila had a similar reaction. 
She gasped when she saw him, 
and I could see a look of fear on 
her face. The negro saw it, 
too. 

"Do not be afraid, lady." he 
said humbly enough, though I 
thought I caught a leer in his 
glance. "Dooman is your ser
vant. He will care for 
you. Perhaps· the lady 
would like to retire to 
a chamber and dry her 
clothes." 

He did not wait for 
her to acquiesce. With 
grave dignity he led us 
up the broad staircase to 
the second floor. The 
massiveness of the in
t e r i  o r w a s akin to 
Dooman h i m -
self. There was 
nothing partic
ularly o r n a t e  
about the place ; 
but great tim
bers, that might 
have served for 
the ribs of a 
whaling vessel, 
were exposed in the 
ceilings, and the floor 
boards, carpeted with 
wonderful old rag rugs, 
were fourteen to eighteen inches 
across--the heart lumber of virgin 
forests. Though the wind outside 
blew a perfect hurricane there was 
neither give nor creak to the 
house. It was built to stand for 
ages. 

Dooman led us to a chamber as 
massive as the rest of the house. 

In it was a great four-poster mahogany .bed that would de
light the heart of an antique collector. In keeping with this 
was other furniture quite as old and beautiful. The neatly 
made-up bed, like the rQ.Om itself, was clean to the point of 
immaculateness. More rag rugs were on the floor and at 
one side was a great open fireplace. 

It was in front of this that Dooman crouched, and in a 
few moments a cheerful blaze was crackling up its pon
de11.ous throat. Rising, Dooman waited. It was apparent 
he expected me to retire with him. 

I hesitated. That look of fear still lingered in Sheila's 
face. Sl,Jddenly she turned to me and whispered. 

"Don't leave me," she pleaded. • "Oh, sweetheart, don't 
leave me here. There's something terrible about this 
house." 

"But Shelia, you ought to dry your clothes," I said. 
"They're wet and you11 catch cold. Take them off and dry 
them before the fire, and I'll come back when you're ready." 

"Oh, no," she whispered. "I'm afraid--afraid of him, 
afraid of the shadows. It's--it's gruesome." 

Dooman had been fumbling in a chest as we talked, but 
now he stood watching us. He seemed to understand what 
we whispered. 

"The master can wait near by," he said consolingly ; "just 
in the next room." 

Again Sheila started to protest, but at that instant Dooman 

A newp, ... 
ence borer· 
e d  e b o v e  
me . . Some
thin� Ii�ht 
and oool ae 
eUktouclted 

me 
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stepped forward. extending to her the �rticle he had t�ken 
from the chest. 

' ' Dooman is sorrv, lady. that there is not something bet
ter," he explained. · 

I DID not know much about women's things then-that was 
before I married Sheila. But her fear suddeuly left her 

and she gave a gasp of delight. The article was � feminine 
night-robe-a lovely thing of soft linen. It had an old
fashioned high neck. and Sheila told me afterward it was 
so exquisitely sewed by hand that her woman's heart mar
Yeled at it and for a moment she was quite lost in admira
tion. 

As she examinee! it. the giant negro smiled patronizingly 
and motioned for me to leave. He waited humbly for me to 
pa" out ahe"d of him. I did. and he shut the rloor behinrl 
us. Opening- another door close hy, he waited again for me. 
l passed in. As he was ahout to close the door after me. 
he remarked : 

''Dooman will call the master when the ladv is read\'." 
There was something ominous about the sh.utting o( that 

door. It seemed so final. I lookerl at its stout brearlth anrl 
an uncomfortable feeling assailed me. I felt as though T 
were in .a prison. The room was a twin of that in which 
I had left Sheila-with its great four-posted bed. its can
dle burning in a bracket. its heavy furniture. its fireplace. 
But the very weightiness of the place oppressed me. 

Though my clothes were as wet as Sheila 's. the negro 
h"d not waited tn put coals in the fireplace. There "''" 
something strange ahout that, tno. Vaguely I noticed that 
the fi replace wa-. not hl:tckened with �nnt. I sturlie(l it. Tt 
was ton clean. 

THE silence wa' depressing. It was as still as though I 
hacl heen miles from anvwhere and even the winrl, hlow

ing a gale outside. could b� heard only fain.tly. 
Sitting there on the bed. T had about decided to quit this 

rnom and stand guard at Sheila's rloor when there came a 
soft scraping sound as thou!(tl somebody were brushing alon� 
the wall behind me. \Vith it came the sounrl of footsteps. 
measurer! and slow-the footsteps of an elderly man. 

T sprang up anrl turnecl to the wall. The snun<l ceaserl. 
"What the rte,-il !" I exclaimerl. This place. with its trick 

stairway� and black giant<.; and what-not. i� getting on my 
nerves." 

I started for the rloor, determine<! to he out of it. In
stantly I "oppe<l still in my tracks. Somehody was staring 
at me. I coul<l not see anyone : but I had that feeling of 
heing watched. Tt  was a creepy sensation. and sh ivers 
course<! down my spine. I turned anrl facerl the wall. It 
was a gn':at panel of some dark wood. unbroken hy e,·en a 
scratch. �·ho was there-what "·as it that looked out of 
that wall ? 

The footsteps sounded again. They were de<cenrling a 
;tairwav-hehind the wal l ! 

Slipplng arounrl the heel. I appliecl an ear to the panel. 
I could hear noth ing. I slappecl it with my hand. It lacked 
the hollow s�und I expected. It was as solid as stone ! 
Again came that feel ing that I was being watched hy an 
invisible eve. I swung around and �trtrerl ahout me. The 
rnom was .unchanged. 

"Damn this place !'' I crierl. ''I'll get Sheila, ancl storm 
or no storm, we'11 get out.'' 

l THOUGHT I heard a chuckle of amusement somewhere. 
I ,  l istened. For �<orne moments I had been a\\·are of a 

musty odor that I had attributed to the room's lack of airing. 
It plagued me-a sickish sweet smell that made my nostrils 
cringe. The odor persisted, stronger now. It •!tade me 
rlrowsv. Standing- by the hed. list'ening again for that 
chuckle. there swept oYer me a great desir� to lie there for 
a mnment--onlv for a moment. and then I woulti return to 
�heila. I squ;re<l my shoulders trying t0 throw off the 

de.;:ire. I \\'<\!' �0 drow�y. Juc.t to lie there a 1nnment woulrl 

be the greatest com fort I could imagine in this l i fe. 
Suddenly the room seemerl closing in upon me. My head 

dropped. My body swayed. Ref ore I could prevent myself 
I pitched over upon the bed, sinking miles deep into the 
most glorious, restful slumher I had experience<! in many a 
day. I did not dream. I was conscious only of a great 
fatigue and blissful comfort on that broad bed. My eyes 
were as heavy as lead, my body relaxerl. I could not have 
fought off that feeling for the world. I did not want to. 

How long I stayed there. I cannot imagine. It "emed 
only a moment. Suddenly I gave a start. Yet so profoun<l 
was my sleep that I did not immediatelY know or care where 
I was. I was drunk with it. immersed- in it. 

But as I lay there. my suhconscious mine! persistecl. 
must get up. I could not stay. I must ! 

1 N an instant. without any reasoning. T was bolt upright. 
l i stening. Somebody had called me. The rnom was as 

still as death, but somewhere. somebody hac! spoken m�· 
name. It was as thnugh the last whisper of it still rang in 
mv ears . 

. I thought I heard a door close softly. I struggled to my 
feet. tottering. stupid. Through my dull senses I hecame 
aware of that soft, scraping sound somewher:e in the wall. 
There were footsteps again, but this time they were light 
and quick-the footsteps of a woman ! 

And then I hecame deathly sick. My head was aching as 
though a thousand devils beat upon it with hammers. 
Nausea swept over me and I put out my hancl to a bed
post to ste,.dy myself. The room whirled ahout me. 

And then I knew. That .. ·as not the odor of must. Tt 
was ether ! Some sort of g:ts wa� in that room-and the 
win<iows were closed ! 

I sfaggered to open them. I triecl nne a fter another. 
They were as securely holterl as the "ill  in \\ hich thev 
were set. The candle was a hlue A"me. I staggered hack 
in amazement as T saw it wac:. hal f gone. Tt had heen new 
when I came into that room. \\"as it possible I hac! been 
a�leep an hour-two hours ? 

But that cry ! The recollection of it was clearer in my 
mind no\v. 

"Harv' l "  it had heen. "Oh, Harv' !" It was the loYine
diminutive bv which Sheila-and �he alone-adrlres�ert m�. 
But it had ;ot heen Sheila's \·nice ! Then who--and what 
were they doing with Sheila ? 

I STAGGERED to the door. my hancl stretche<l out to 
the knob to throw it open. Tottering. I ga,·e the knoh 

a wrench. My effort and the shakine>< nf my leg< threw 
me against it. 

I l ooked at the door. uncomprehencling-. Again I reacherl 
for the knob, turned it carefully. an<l pulled. The dnor 
would not open. I tried to shake it. It was as firmly 
fastened as the windows. 

Once more I tried. It woul<l not open. And then it 
dawned upon my stupicl brain. It was locked on the out · 
side ! 

:\foreO\·er. as I glanced rlownward T saw a stain upon 
the floor-a st,.in of some liquicl that harl been poured 
under the donr. No neerl to tell me what it wac:.. I knew 
it for the ether that had cau!'>.ell me to �;Jeep and now made 
me ill.  

I was insane with fear and alarm. I did not think r.f 
mysel f. lily thoughts were "nly nf Sheila ancl her ,afety. 
I pounded upon the door. Ag-ain and aga in I strai11ed at 
the knob. 

"Sheila !" I called. "Dooman ! "  
Then� was n n  re�ponse. 
How my head ached ! :\:fy tongue wa� thick. my throat 

drY. 
·Air ' I wanted air for my constricted lungs. my aching 

head. I staggered to the windows and trierl again to open 
them. .'\t last. in desperation, T droYe my elbow through 
a pane and with a rush there (Continued O!l tag<" !'i 4 1  
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Mildred Stew .. 
art mocked al 
the perils of the 
haunted castle. 
But when she 
reached the in.
ner chamber, 
where the ter.-
ror lurked-

"Don't take •hoota 
.., lau.hable now, 
Miaa Stewart," the 
old darky stammered 

CAPTIVE SOULS 
URING my childhood 81/ Cassie H. ffiacLa.ury 

D I lived iri terror of 
I decided that there was some
thing worth investigating here. 

an old mansion across the valley from our home. 
It was a gray, sinister house built to resemble a 
castle and surrounded by dismal evergreen trees. 

I had been told that a ghost went up in the tower every 
night and placed a lighted lantern there. 

In later years I became familiar with the place--it was 
the home of my fiance, Donald Harrison-but I never en· 
tirely lost my fear of it. 

Shortly after the death of Donald's father and a few days 
before our wedding was to take place, Donald disappeared. 
He left no word of explanation. I was told by one of his 
servants--a tall mulatto--that "Mr. Harrison had gone 
away and left no address." 

It was the bitterest and most humiliating experience of my 
life. I could not bear to face any one. I spent my time 
watching the castle and waiting for my lover to come 
back. 

Four years passed. One night I had stayed awake until 
nearly twelve and, as I got into bed, I saw a light and a 
floating white object in the tower of the castle. The ghost ? 
When I was a child. the sight would have thrown me 
into hysteria: but now I was not so easily scared-or con
vinced. 

A few nights later I kept my light on again until nearly 
twelve, and then turned it off. The ghost appeared punc
tually. I began to believe that it was appearing solely for me. 

One night I slipped out of the house, sadcUed my chestnut 
mare and set out to visit the castle. 

As I neared the tower, I proceeded cautiously. I stopped 
the chestnut in the shadow of some trees, and stared hard 
and long at the windows of the castle. But there was noth· 
ing to see. The place was as quiet and deserted as though 
it wete uninhabited. 

I was about to urge my horse forward when I thought I 
saw something move in the window of Donald's old room. 
I held the reins tight-my eyes riveted on the black surface 
of the glass. Then something did move. A slit of light 
appeared in that window from the top to the window-sill : 
it broadened for a fraction of a second, and revealed a pass
ing figure. 

I sat rigid with amazement. On the other side of that 
window was a drape so dark and heavy that the light from 
within could not penetrate it. The room might be lighted 
every night in the week, and no one on the outside would 
ever know it ! 

I watched the place fifteen or twenty minutes longer hut 
saw nothing else. With a creepy feeling up my spine, I 
gave the chestnut the signal and we started home. 

No one at the breakfast table next morning suspect�d I 
had been on a successful Paul Revere ride. I did not feel the 
worse for it-aud what is more, I had learned something 
of importance. 

31 
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I decided not to i get too familiar with the ghost-besides 
it needed a rest. I kept the old castle under observa
tion, but without seeming to. Mother and Dad thought 
I had given up all thought of Donald ; but oh, if they had 
known how eager I was to do the daring thing I had 
planned ! I was waiting only for the courage and strength 
to do it. · 

It was late summer now, and the nights were becoming · 
chilly. Once or twice I saw"'smoke coming from the big 
chimney which served for the fireplace in Donald's room. 
But it also served for two other fireplaces on the first and 
second floors ; and so that meant nothing. 

One day I was in the village shopping. I .had just come 
out of the drug store, when across the · street an old negro 
stumbled on the rough sidewalk, and fell. He had a number 
of bundles and they were scattered in every direction. Being 
the nearest to him, I hastened to collect them for him as he 
pulled himself painfully to his feet. And then I recognized 
Adolphus, Donald's butler. He was a negro of the old 
school, descended from slaves, and he inherited from them 
the loyalty that characterized and added to the value of the 
old type _of negro. 

RIGHT here I gave the entire village fresh material for 
gossip that kept it busy for a month-! stopped and talked 

for half an hour with a full-blooded negro servant right on 
the main street. 

He assured me 
he had no broken 
b o n e s but "it 

I heard 'bout dem steps, but I ain't nebber see dem. Me?" 
I kept on eagerly with my questioning. "When do you 

hear the noises?" 
"Mostly at night. Dey ain't nobody ebber goes up dah 

after dark." 
"Would you let me try to rout the ghost, Uncle?" 
"You, Miss Stewart ? Do you reckon Mister Donald 

would let you fool wi f ghosts?" 
"Could you get the key to the front door for me some

time?" 
"What you got in min'?" he said, rolling his eyes. 

"�E ghost !" I replied, smiling. "I've always wanted to 
see a ghost. You know, if you aren't afraid of them 

they can't hurt you. Ghosts go after whoever fears them. 
They would never touch me--I'd laugh at them." 

The negro looked at me astounded. Evidently he had 
never heard such a statement. He stood motionless, his 
eyes bulging, his face drawn, not a muscle of it moving for 
fully a minute. I had started something. This was food 
for a vast amount of thought and study. 

"Dat so?" he said breathlessly, stroking his chin. 
"Why, yes. That ghost knows you're afraid of him," 

I answered, with a laugh. 
"And you calc'late you could drive dat ghost outer dab, 

Miss Stewart?" he asked in awe-struck tones. 
"I wouldn't be 

a bit surprised. I'd 
have to see the 
ghost first." 

d.i d n ' t  d o  h i s 
r h e u m a t i z  no 
good." 

"You are still 
over at the castle, 
Uncle ?" I asked. 

"l flxJ mq eqes on the panels near t1e bed, 
and l saw one of them morel lt was being 
slowlq pushed back1 

"An' you ain't 
a f e a r e d  o f  
ghosts?" 

"No. I'd just 
like to have a lit
tle fun with one." 

T h e  n e g r o  
couldn't grasp it 
-the idea of any 
one wanting to 
play with a ghost. 
There would be 

"Yes, mam, I 
is. But I wish I 
nebber done put 
mah foot in dat 
house." 

"Why ?" I said. 
He looked at 

"IDhen it had disappeared into the wall, a 
small flgure appeared in the opening. A girl 
stepped into the room, and--" 

me with wide, 
rolling eyes, and 
shook his head. "Dem ghosts !" he exclaimed solemnly. 

"Ghosts?" I said, and laughed. "Why · you don't believe 
in ghosts, do you ? Besides, you know. there was supp<ised 
to be only one ghost over there." 

"Don't take ghosts so laughable now, Miss Stewart," the 
old darky stammered. "Serious business ober dab. 'Tain't 
lak it was when ole Mister Harrison was alive and young 
Mister Donald was dah." 

"Well, what do you mean ?" 
"Miss Stewart, don' you reckon you could get me job 

'mongst some ob dem rich folks vou knows?" 
"Because of the ghosts ? Tell �e about them." 
"I don' lak to talk ·about ghosts, but I tell you dere's deep 

noises and awful queer goings-on." He motioned with his 
hand above and also raised his eyebrows. 

"Up-stairs?" I asked. 
He nodded very slowly and ponderously. "Round young 

Mister Donald's room what vuster be. And dat tower ! Dat 
tower been damned by de Angel Gabriel and Holy Moses 
himself I I can't stay dah no longer." 

"How do you get to the top of the tower ?" 

"DEY'S narrer stone steps dat's covered wif wet and ain't 
got no banisters. Dey winds round from de bottom to 

de top and nobody but a ghost could ebber climb dem. Dey 
was de idea of de debbil. Nobody but de debbil would ebber 
have thought ob dem stairs." 

"Have you ever been up to the top of the tQwer ?" 
"Me?" he almost shouted. "I ain't "nebber been near it. 

more fun play
ing with a keg of 
dynamite and a 

torch, from his African point of view. . 
"Well, den I'll see. Mebbe I kin get dat key. I some

how feels if we can get rid uv dat ghost, young . Mister 
Donald would come back. What time--when--" 

"You leave that time me. If you can get it, meet me at the 
post-office. I'm there every morning about · ten. Mind I 
Don't say on" word about it to any one." 

"I won't. But you sure you ain't a feared of ghosts?" 
"Well, you get the key for m" if you can, and I'll shO'N 

you." I slipped a dollar into his hand. 
Half-way down the block he turned slowly and loOked 

back at m<O, and then over at the tower, which could be seen 
above the tree tops. Evidently he was filled with forebod
ing, but was willing to risk anything to defeat the ghost. 

EVERY day I was down at the post-office at ten. Each day 
for a week I went home disappointed after having waited 

and waited for the old negro. He was so painfully ignorant 
I doubted very much whether he could secure the key with
out arousing suspicion. But perhaps he was finding oppor
tunity difficult, and I would rather wait than have him bun
gle things by hurrying. And then I wondered if he were 
.really trying or if he had changed his mind about giving 
me the chance to rout the ghost. But one day I was de
lighted to find him waiting for me. 

"I done got dat key, Miss Stewart," he said under his 
breath. "I'll jes slip it into yo' hand careless-like when you 
pass . .  Don' ack like you goin' to talk to me--jes walk right 
on ahead. I mus' have it back by tomorrer morn in', though." 
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I did as he bid me and I felt the big brass key slide into 

my hand. Shivers went up and down my back but I was 
determined more than ever. I would have liked to have 
known just how he managed to get it-if he had made any 
bargain or had just taken it. However, that was not strictly 
essential, I had the key. 

I kept it in my sweater pocket during the day, my hand 
over it most of the time. I looked at it once or twice, turn
ing it about and wondering just what it was going to do for 
me. Would it help solve this mystery or would it land me 
under the spell of the curse ? 

Evening passed. The night was dark. The wind swept 
through the branches of the trees, but it was not cold. At 
ten I started up to my room and met Belinda the maid on 
the stairs. I had been trying all day to get a chance to talk 
to her without being overheard. 

"I am going out in a little while. Hush ! Don't mention 

uoet baclr, 1 aq," Donald repeated, his 
'lfOioe ae wild ao that 

of a maniac 

· it to any one. I will leave my light on and at five minutes 
to twelve I want you to turn it off and raise my shades. 
There will be a two-pound box of chocolate maraschinos for 
you if you do just that and nothing more. But not a word 
to any · one and not a sound !" 

Mention of chocolate-coated cherries would always bring 
Belinda to terms. At a quarter to eleven all was still in 
the house except the ticking of the cuckoo clock in the hall. 
I threw my black cape over my shoulders, pulled a velvet 
tam over my head, and tiptoed down-stairs. A light from 
Belinda's room told me she was waiting and ready to earn 
that two-pound box of candy. 

The wind caught my cape as I opened the door. I pulled 
it around me, closed the door quietly, and went out to the 

stable. The chestnut was saddled and bridled in two min· 
utes and we started away in the direction of the castle across 
the valley-that key safely tucked in the pocket of my silk 
sweater. 

I had plenty of time, and so I let the horse walk most of 
the way. The wind blew about us and rustled the trees 
overhead. Dried leaves scuttled ahead of us and banked 
against the stone walls on either side. The chestnut shied 
at every shadow along the road. We passed the bridge, 
went up the long hill, and came at last to the broad fields 
beyond which was the castle. 

When within a few hundred feet of it, I stopped to watch 
and listen. It was not yet twelve o'clock, and the light in 
my room across the valley shone brightly. In the castle 
there was a dim light in the hall on the second floor. For 
several minutes I waited. Then a face appeared in 'the 
window of that dimly lighted hall. I turned my eyes back 

to that light across the valley. Suddenly it went out. 
Faithful Belinda I 

I jumped from the back of the chestnut, tied her firmly 
to a tree, and ran like a deer toward the rear of the 

castle, hurdling the 
hedge and dodging 
shrub and tree. I 
reached the castle 

and squeezed 
myself in be· 
tween the tower 
and the walls 

of the house-one hand still tightly closed about that key in 
my pocket. 

I was just in time, for immediately I heard quick, short 
steps over the dried leaves. The stone door at the tower base .. 
scraped and opened. I saw a tall, slouching man carrying 
a white sheet and a lighted lantern. I heard the suction of 
the wind up 1!hat tower and smelt the mold. I saw the tall 
figure disappear within and the heavy door pushed after 
him. Then the sound of quick feet on those steps within. 
I reached out and pulled that door toward me, and shoved 
in place the great stone bolt that held it fast-quietly, noise
lessly-and I knew he had not heard. The trap was sprung. 

I rushed round to the front of the castle, up the steps, 
and fitted \he key in the door. (Continued on page 86) 



The CUR S E  of the 
..lln.d now a deadllJ adder draws its trail 
home. Is this the murderer? Can a 

posse 

81J Laurence Mdrtinson 
fls told to Lyon Medrson 

no desire to test the curse. As a collector of precious 
stones, I was much 
interested in the great 
ruby of Bhangapore, 
but I did not have the �lightest idea that I would 

ever be so fortunate as to possess it. For it was a stone 
sacred to the Hindus, and was set in the forehead of Buddha. 
But it was offered to me secretly. Rabindranath Kim 
brought it to my house in New York soon after I had re
turned from 'traveling abroad. I paid him $400,000 for it. 

A week later I gave a dinner 
for the purpose of displaying 
my new acquisition. The guests 

were Mr. and Mrs. Jessop, my Aunt Claire, Stephen Whit
ney, a rival collector, and my secretary, Sam Winship. Be
fore I showed the ruby, I told them of the curse. 

Sam deliberately picked the ruby up. As he did so, the 
lights went out and a fiendish scream rent . the air above 
our heads. When the lights came on again, Sam's body 
lay forward across the table-silent in death. There was 
a gold dagger in his back. 

When Kim gave me the ruby ill its little box, he warned 
me never to touch · it. Whoever touched it would dle, 
he said. I laughed at his superstitious fears, but I had 

"There are too many 
horrid noiaea in this 

houae" · 

Whitney, in his rasping voice, cried out that the thing 
was impossible. To prove it, he picked the stone up. 
Again the room became dark, and the scream rang 
out. The lights came on a moment later, and we 
looked about with wild-eyed fear. 

The body of the murdered man had 
disappeared ! And the dagger that had 
protruded from his back was imbedded 

in the wall behind 
Aunt Claire ! 

Whitney sat un
harmed in his chair, 
but the ruby, too, 
was gone. He said 
that he had dropped 
it on the table, but 
we found no trace 
of it. 

I called the police. 
Detective Sergeant 
Moran arrived and 
listened i n c r e d -
ulously to our story. 

Leaving the guests 
in the care of a 
policeman, M o r a n 
took me as his com
panion and started 
to search my house 
from cellar to attic. 
We found nothing 
suspicious until we 
came to the un
lighted attic store
room that I cared 
least about entering. 
A great-uncle of 
mine had committed 
suicide there. When 
M o r a n  tried the 
door, it seemed to be 
fastened. but I kn�w 

there was no lock on it. We 
both pushed on the door, and 
then it opened much more easily 
than we expected. There was 
some heavy, soft object proppe<l 
against it. That was queer, 



One--Eyed BUDDHA 
across the mljster1J 
snahe, in the darh, 
ssed ? 

zn  lJOunq Martinson's 
scream lihe a Thing 

too. For the door opened inward, and the room had no 
other exit. 

It was only when the detective got out his flashlight and 
trained it on the object against the door that we realized 
what we had found. It was the body of my dead secretary. 

\Ve stood there in amazement, Dectective Sergeant Moran 
and I ;  and the flashlight. held loosely in his hand, cast a 
small circle of white light on the floor. 

Suddenly I saw something edging into this circle, and I 
felt powerless to scream or to move. It was like a dream 
where one experiences dreadful dangers but is unable to 
make any effort to get away from them. I stood there 
dreaming, though awake, watching with fascinated eyes a 
coiled adder that lay warily, hearl raised, ready to strike at 
the first move. I recognized the adder as one of an Indian 
variety for whose bite there is no antidote. A single drop 
of its poison c;luses an instant and terrible stiffening in 
death. 

And so in this room in the attic of my house in New 
York we were threatened with momentary and in
stant death by a serpent whose real horne was 
twelve thousand mites 
a w a y. I s i t a n y 
wonder that I felt as 
though I were in a 
dream ? 

What was this ser
pent d o i n g h e r e ? 
What fiendish hand 
had loosed him here ? 
The answer carne in
stantly. Some man, 
or some band, con
nected with the Tern· 
pie of Buddha at 
B h a n g a p o r e had 
traced the f a m o u s 
ruby to my house. I 
knew that the temple 
fanatics would stop 
at nothing to recover 
the eye of Buddha. 

But w11o were they ? 
How rnany of them 
w e r e there ? That 
they were in my house 
I was ready to be
lieve, although we 
had come across no 
trace of them In our search. 

All this and ten times as much passed through 
my mind in a flash. What was passing through the de
tective's mind I do not know ; but for an instant he was 
as paralyzed as I. He recovered from his stupor at just 
about the same time as I did. and there was a swift move· 
ment of his hand to his hip pocket. 

"Don't do that ! "  I hissed. "The slightest move means 
rleath." 

It was too late. His hand harl plunged into his pocket 
and jerked forth an au!omatic. But the serpent did not 

strike. Even as we looked, it disappeared from before our 
eyes as though it had never existed. 

I could not see the dete,tive's face, of course. but I 
imagine that it was at least as blank as my own. I know 
that an involuntary curse broke from his lips. 

He turned the light from side to side, and we examined 
the floor carefully. The snake was gone. 

��curious, isn't it ?" I said nervously. 
"\Vhat's curious ?" Moran asked. 
"Why, the way that snake disappeared," I said. 
I felt that he was staring at me as if I were crazy, or 

drunk. 
"What snake ? What kind of booze have you been drink

ing, anyway ? First you tell me you have a murdered man's 
body disappear, then you have a ruby worth as much as 
the French national debt disappear, and now you tell me 

"None of you can 
fa now, �• declared 
t h e  d e t e c t i v e  

sharply 

that a snake disappeared--" 
"Well, it did disappear-" I broke in. 
"Well, s�pose it did," said Moran. "Let him go if he 

did disappear. What do you want a snake here for, anyway ?  
Ain't you got enough trouble here without adding a snake 
to your collection ? I tell you I don't see no snake." 

"That's fine, Moran. perfect," I said. "Now perhaps you 
wilt he able to explain to me why, i f  you didn't see any 
snake, you have an automatic in your hand." 
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"Well, you see, it's this way," he said, "I just had my 
gun ready for emergencies.'' 

He looked carefully around. 
"I'd like to know where the darn little cuss crawled to," he 

said, training his flashlight in all the dark, dangerous corners, 
"Then you did see a snake ?" I said. 
usure." 
"Then why did you deny it ?" 

1 DIDN'T deny it," he said. "I just waited until I was 
sure that you had seen the same thing that I had. I wasn't 

going to take any chances of seeing things that ain't on 
the calendar unless some one else saw them, too." 

I laughed, although a little uneasily. I had a curious 
feeling around my ankles at that moment, and I was not 
at all sure where that snake was. I believed it was some
where in the room, but even of that I was not positivC.:... 
for the simple reason that, as I said previously, the snake 
had not crawled away ; it had vanished in the flash of an eye. 

It certainly 
looked like a real 

"That's an unused servant's bedroom," I replied, "You 
were in it." 

"And the other side ?" 
"You were in that, too," I returned. "It is also an un

used servant's bedroom. · There are eight or ten of them 
which are unused-owing to the fact that I do not care to 
keep up an establishment with its full quota ·of servants as 
in fanner years." 

"Well, these walls appear to be solid enough," he said 
finally. "I still don't know how your friend, Rabindranath 
Kim, got out of here." 

"Rabindranath Kim ?" I asked. "Who said he was in 
here ? Why do you suspect him ?" 

"Well, you have to suspect somebody, don't you ?" he 
asked. Why not suspect this Hindu who knows all about 
the stone and who's a foreigner, anyway ? I don't believe 
in ghosts, like you seem to do," he said significantly, and 
I reddened a little in the darkness, "and so I have to sus
pect some flesh-and-blood person. The coroner will be here 

in the morning 
and I will have to 

snake, but how 
could real snakes 
dissolve into air 
in this fashion ? 

Even Moran's 
stolid self-assur
ance had received 
a hard shock. He 
was accustomed 
to h a v i n g  all 
sorts of difficul
ties in locating 
criminals, but he 
w a s  n o t  a c 
customed to ha v
ing things ap
pear and disap
pear unaccount
ably before his 
eyes. 

"Suddenlq l felt a soft, clammq touch on mq 
neck . . . .  UJith a crq l faced about, and saw a 
phosphorescent outline against the black wall 
of the room . .  

make up some 
sort of a report. 
A n d  m a y b e  
you're willing to 
g o before h i s 
jury and say that 
a ghost murdered 
y o  u r secretary 
and ran away 

"The flgure had no definite shape, but l 
could see the vague outline of a bodq of 
some sort and a hand which, even <\5 mq hor.
rified gaze was fixed bq it, be1an to move, 

and . . . .  

with your ruby. 
But I have a wife 
and four kidS" to 
support, myself, 
and I ain't tak
ing a n y  s u c h  
chances." 

H e  l o o k e d  
around the room 
once more, exam
ining it inch by 
inch. ur am not wor

rying s o  much 
about the snake," he confessed, "but the thing that gets me 
is about this body." 

He motioned with his flashlight to the dead body of my 
ill-fated secretary. 

· 

"You mean, how he was killed?" I asked. 
"Not exactly. The question that bothers me is : how did 

the body come to be propped up against the inside of this 
door-when any one can see that the door opens inward 
into the room ? And not only that, how did the man who 
did it get out of this room which has no other exit but the 
door ?" 

AND not. only that," I said, "but how did his body come 
to be here at all-how was it removed from its chair 

next to all of us and, in the twinkling of an eye, spirited up
stairs and deposited here ?" . 

"We will find out about that all right-but it is funny," 
Moran said. 

He examined the room thoroughly. In one corner was 
a stack of three or four old trunks, of the variety that used 
to be in vogue forty . or fifty years ago. Moran took them 
down, one after the other and looked into them. But he 
found nothing that could help him in his search. There 
were also several small pieces of antique furniture in tlic · 

room, and a few piles of old books which had .outlived their 
usefulness in the library of my ancestors. 

When the search proved unavailing. Moran turned his at
tention to the walls of the room. He sounded each one 
carefully. 

"What's on that side of the room ?" he said, .motioning 
with his flashlight to the left. 

"Well I don't 
seem to be able to find nothing," he said at last. ' "And all 
I can say is that that there snake was probably one of them 
optical illusions." 

"Maybe," I assented. "But would you call the body an 
optical illusion ?" 

He was silent for a moment. 
"I don't know what to call that," he admitted finally. "It's 

beyond me. It is one of the funniest cases in all my ex
perience, and I have had lots of it." 

. Even while he was speaking, . I felt a strange sensation 
come over me. I stared into the dark that surrounded us, 
and sudden! v I felt a Presence in the room. There was 
something thick and unwholesome in the atmosphere. 

Struggling to control the panic that seized me, I said : 
uLet's go down-stairs." 

I turned toward the half-open door. 
Before Moran could answer, a slight puff of air went past 

us and sharply swung tl:c door closed. 

BOTH of us were petrified with astonishment, and the 
same thought must have crossed both our minds at that 

instant. There was no other opening to the room except this 
door. Whence, then, came this gust of air ? It was not 
like the ordinary breeze-there was something noisome, 
something fetid about it. 

The instant after the .door closed, Moran, with an oath. 
made a leap for it. His action was sudden and not well 
calcu1ated, because his foot caught on the soft, yielding body 
of the murdered man and he fell suddenly, striking his head 
against the door-knob. There was a crash and then I could 
hear the soft slithering of his body (Contin11ed. on page 82 ) 
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' 'On � b� Mortal Han , 
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When John Harcomb was hanged, his last 
thought was. of a hid�us plan to cheal lhe 

grave. His spirit must find a living victim1 

131} 
Henrq UJ. A. Fairfleld "ll OW that you've bought it, are you satisfied ?" 
queried the salesmap, waving his hand in a ges
ture that included all the old abandoned farm. · 

I wanted solitude. I wanted to get away and 
readjust my broken life, to forget those who had 

brought about the· crash of my business, to forget her whom 
I had loved-and whom I had found to be only 
their decoy. 

"Tramp the bins by yourself," the doctors had 
told me. "It's the only hope for your sanity." 

And here was solitude. Here was peace, the 
peace of summer, by the door of this deserted 
farm. Its old-fashioned garden was a riot of 
vines, rank grass, and the descendants of flowers 
planted long ago by some woman's hand. The 
ridge-pole of the house sagged like the spine of 
a sway-back horse. Window-panes were cracked, 
plaster was falling from the walls, and the door 
swung idle on creaking hinges. Old-fash
ioned furniture stood in the musty rooms ; 
nothing had been touched since the last tenant 
lived ·.there. We stood on the door-step and 
looked at the peaceful valley near-by and at 
the dim, round tops of the Berkshires in the 
distance. At our feet was a strange· rift in 
the earth and a quaint, covered bridge span
ning a brook. 

"Yes,'' I mused, answering the salesman, 
"I'm satisfied. And I like the · 

quaintness of that old bridge 
there. Is it ever used now ?�' 

«Bridge ?" he repeated, his 
brows contracting. 

"Why, yes, of course,'' I ex
plained, pointing : "that old 
bridge there, across the ravine." 

He turned and studied me. 
Then he coughed behind his 
hand, embarrassedly. 

"You mean those old ruined 
piers ?" he suggested. "Prob
ably was a bridge there once. 
Perhaps the road passed this 
very door. Lots of old ruins 
of grist-mills and bridges along 
streams in this part of the coun
try.'' 

" R u i n s 1 " I expostulated. 
"Why, man, that's as sound a 
bridge as ever you or I saw. It 

fls told lo 
Harold Standish Corbin 

may be old and wooden, but my dear chap, it's a solid and 
trustworthy affair. See--it's a covered bridge, with a slop
ing roof to let the snow slide into the stream below." 

He studied me again and across his face came that air 
of disquietude we all experience in the presence of the 
insane. 

Quickly he explained that 
.he . ·ust return to his office 
in town. He watched me 

covertly as we un
loaded the gro-

I aaw two e.YH 
wa to h. in• m e, 
unblinlcint, b«lelul, · INJlfwolent 
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ceries from his car, and after a hasty handshake he started 
the engine and rolled away. 

I was inclined to be angry with him as I watched the 
car disappear in a cloud of dust. What did he mean
piers ? There stood the bridge as plainly as the house I had 
bought. Substantially perched on high-built granite blocks 
pried from the hillside, it was ·strengthened with hand
hewed beams and covered ID make it durable against the 
storms. 

l TVRNED from the tiny cloud of dust far rlown the 
road and looked again at the bridge. 
I could not believe my senses. I rubbed my eyes and 

looked again. The place was exactly as he had said. Be
low me. on either side of the stream, was a pile of tumbled 
stones half hidden by vines and bushes. They might once 
have been bridge piers, hut were ruins now. And the bridge 
itself had disappeared ! 

My hand went to my forehead. My brow was wet with 
cold perspiration. I t-rembled all over, as if with ague. 

"�!erciful God ! "  
I cried. "Have I 

Slowly I turned from my book, hardly daring to face the 
thing, yet unable to resist. And then I saw. 

An ancient chest, not more than two feet high hut twice 
as long and quite as broad, stood there. I found my gaze 
riveted on it-spellbound. The lid was slightly raised, and 
from the opening I saw two eyes watching me, unblinking, 
baleful, malevolent. 

It may have been the result of my shattered nerves, or 
the agitation that followed the mirage of that phantom 
bridge, but I sat there in that half light, trembling and 
wanting to shriek. I was broken, cowanily, unstrung. 1ty 
voice rose-high-pitched, \\·eak, eerily unlike my own. T 
screamed : 

'"Tho are vou ? For· God's sake !" 
And still the eyes stared. 
Sometimes in moments of stress like that, there is a frenzv 

that drives the fear-stricken animal to atiack the monste"r 
that frightens him. It was that way with me. I sprang 
t.o my feet. \�iith wave after wave of chills coursing down 
my spine, I stahherl my fingers almost into those hateful 

eyes. I t h r e w 
open that lid. 

come to - madness 
already ? Are the 
hallucinations o f 
insanity a I r e a d y 
dosing upon me ?" 

I wanted to run 
t o someone f o r 
companionship, for 
comfort. I started 
to wave the sales .. 
man back. but he 
had gone. I looked 
about me. I was 

"God in heaven] Was l in the grip of some 
horrible vampire? Was l to be done to death 
in this ghasfllJ WalJ blJ soine perverted spirit 
of the nether world 7 

An odor of must. 
suffocating a n d 
evil, filled my nos
trils. I staggered 
back, gasping. 

I took the lamp 
from t' _ �. -�� lc : and 
holding it h i g h. 
shielding my face 
from shadows, I 
peered into the in
terior of the chest. 

"Now the Thing's breast was upon mlJ breast 
. . . .  lts face came Closer to mlJ face. Sud
denltJ its lips pressed against mine, and.-

a 1 o n e. T e r r o r 
shook me-frantic fear. Was I out of my wits already ? 

And then my better senses prevailed. The doctor had 
said solitude. This was solitude-here I would find health 
and quiet. \Vhat matter if  I were alone ? Here I could 
think things out. Here I would find myself. But that 
bridge I 

I looked again. There was no bridge, but only the broken 
foundations. I tried to dismiss it. I must not let things 
bother me like that. 

�!y nearest neig-hbor was a farmer far down the rqad. the 
last survivor of that eternal battle with earth and the 
elements-the last remaining straggler of that vast army of 
generations that had striven with the soil and had been 
beaten. Only the records of those generations could be 
read-there, in that wind-blown cemete-ry across the stream. 
From my door I could just see the cluster of stones, leaning 
precariously. The thought turned me morbid. I was alone 
with memories. I had come to a land of phantoms. Even 
the house itself was a crazy, creaking, decaying thing of 
the past. 

The mood was depressing. But night was approaching 
and I must prepare for it. I carried the groceries into the 
large, old-fashioned living room, and made a fire in the big 
fireplace. With a kettle singing on a nest of -coals and a 
bright blaze crackling on the hearth, I felt much better. I 
rather enjoyed the labor of cleaning the room and remov
ing the dirt and cobwebs. 

DARKNESS came early, and a dull sky and rising wind 
threatened a coming storm. I ate my supper of canned 

things hy the light of a handsome oil-lamp-the only lamp 
I could find in the house-and then sat down to read. 

Suddenly I felt a sensation of danger. My spine went 
cold with prickly chills. Despite an effort to control myself. 

·my scalp seemed filled with pins and needles. My breath 
was held suspended. 

Someone-or something-was looking at me ! I had heard 
no sound, but I knew that there were eyes staring at me. 

Dust. At the bot-
tom an a n c i e n t 

coat. discarded years ago. But the thing I looked for
the Thing with the eyes-was gone. 

Yet no one had left the room. Shadow, spirit, or hallu
cination-what was it ? I put the lamp back in its phce, 
and started to examine the coat. As I did so, an icy, ghost
like hand clutched at mv wrist. Something s�'"'d beside me. 
I could not hear it, I c�uld not see it. Only by instinct was 
I aware of it-and by the grip of that bony hand. Then. 
other icy fingers crept over my iace, lingeringly, caress
ingly. 

TERROR clutched at mv soul. The instinct to defend 
myself swept over me. • In fear--<leep, impelling fear

I struck frantically at that invisible Thing. The bony fingers 
released my wrist and then the lamp flickered and went out. 
To my ears came a rumbling as of buggy wheels and the 
hoof-beats of a horse crossing a covered bridge. 

But I had no time to speculate on that. The Thing hov
ered about me like a bat in the darkness. With a wild crv 
I darted across the room, and out of the door. The rush 
of cool wind against my face turned me deathly cold. On I 
dashed. The Thing was close behind me. I could not see it. 
but I knew it was there. And strangely, before me, gleam · 
ing white in the darkness, was a path. well beaten by plod
ding feet, stretching away I knew not where. Animated by 
its smoothness under mv feet, I flew along it. I had not 
been there before. I di;l not know where it led. I did not 
care. The Thing was behind me, gaining. 

In seconds I was at the end of the path. Ahead of me was 
the bridge. Phantom it  may have been at times, but it 
was substantial now. Into its gloom I darted. There wa' 
no time now to think. :\Iy running footsteps beat a tattoo 
upon its floor and set its cavernous interior reverberating 
with echoes. 

Quickly I crossed it. Again a path appeared. vaguely 
white in the darkness. Again I sought its smoothness. And 
then misfortune came upon me. 

It was a root, I suppose, that tripped me. I plunged 
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headlong, one ankle giving under me. A pain shot up my 
leg, encompassing my thigh, my hip. I rolled to one side� 
gasping, moaning, in terror and agony. 

Then I knew I had come-of all places, with that ghastly 
Thing behind me-to the cemetery. In desperation I had 
been blind to direction. And now, as my 'eyes became 
accustomed to the darkness, I ,saw that I was lying before 
the open doors of an ancient burial vault. The vault had 
been built into the side of a hill. The doors, in the process 
of. time, had been concealed by ivy and other creeping vines. 
But now the vines were torn away and the doors stood 
gaping, like the .entrance of the abode of the damned. 

l STRUGGLED to my knees, intent on fleeing from that 
house of the departed. But as I tried. the unseen, pur

suing Thing was upon me. My wrists were seized. I fought 
to free myself. I failM. Sick with fright, half fainting, 
I was dragged into that tomb. 

And then began the most fearful contest, the most un
canny fight for life, that a mortal ever experienced. 

To mv horror I could feel the Thing that had attacked 
me. · It

· 
had weight. It had a body. It had form. My 

gripping hands told me it had the shape of a man. But 
I knew that it was entirely invisible. 

Across the narrow width of that tomb I was hurled. 
tripped over wooden coffins tha� gave beneath my weight 
and �rumbled into dust. A musty odor rose 

Its lips were cold, ghastly. There was no living warmth 
in them at all. They chilled me to my very marrow. 

My lungs were like contracted bellows, flattened and 
agonized until it seemed they would be drawn from my 
body. Those repulsive. clamping lips were robbing me of 
life itself. My body was drawn upward by them, distot:ted 
and misshapen. 

I could not breathe. I could not even gasp. I was held 
as in a vise, mouth pressed against mouth, hideous lips en-
gaging mine. 

' 

I was losing consciousness. I felt myself slipping into a 
void. The hand of death was on me now. I could not 
escape. 

Then suddenly those ghastly lips left mine. For a space 
I still was held by that unseen Thing. And then, suddenly, • 

I was tossed aside as though that Thing, baffled for some 
unknown reason, had discarded me in disappointment. 
Slowly the pain in my lungs grew less. Slowly the oxygen 
that remained in that foul cavern, found its way to my 
tortu•ed body. Bit by bit I breathed again, now gasping, 
now wheezing like an old asthmatic man as the contracted 
tubes opened in my throat. An atom of strength returned 
to me. Dimly conscious, hardly knowing how I did it, ·I  
dragged myself to the mouth of the tomb and out into the 
night air. 

So much oxygen came with my (Continued on f>age 80) 

in strangling clouds. :The strange, unseen The rope felt ao/id 
Thing flung itself murclerously upon me. I under my lin�r• 

fought desperately to free myself. 
How long we struggle(:! there, I do not 

know. It may have been minutes or it may 
have been hours. Gradually I was worn to 
exhaustion. My strength was giving way. 
The blood surged in my temples. Pin
points of light darted before my eyes. 
My breath came in gasps. The monster 
was crushing me to 
death. 

God in heaven ! Was 
I in the grip of some 
horrible vampire ? _  Was 
I to be done to death in 
this ghastly way by 
some perverted spirit 
of the nether world ? 

N o w  t h e  Thing's 
breast was upon my 
breast. Now its body 
covered m i n e. B u t 
there' was no rise and 
fall of the lungs. and 
though its face was 
close to mine, no res
piralion came from its 
no�e or mouth. EYen 
in my state of semi
consciou!"ness, this rev
elation caused a new 
and sickening sensa
tion. 

The Tlting that held 
me, realized that I 
could resist no longer. 
Slowly it spread its 
body closer over min'e. 
Its face came closer to 
my face. Suddenly its 
lips pressed a g a i n s t  
mine and my body was con
vulsed in torture as the Thing 
attempted to draw hom my 
lungs the very breath it 

j · lacked itself. 

�����., 



MIND READER 
Buwalda's sinisler powers reach lheir hiqh .. 

waler mark-and, al a slrohe, all New 
ljorh seems lo have qone slarh, 

slarinj mad · 

BtJ 
Hugh Docre Purcell 

THE struggle between Daniel Buwalda, the medium 
on one side, and my brother Owen and myself on 
the other, began at a seance on Baltic Street, Brook
lyn. There, for the first time, I saw Buwalda per
form the mystery of "throughth." He passed one 

solid object through another, and by this act, it seemed, his 
mind was enabled to . reach the minds of other persons and 
to influence them to do' his will. · 

He led the banker James Griffin to believe that his· wife, 
Coralie, had been unfaithful to hjm. Griffin thereupon com
mitted suicide. It was murdc!r by suggestion. The medium 
made Coralie his slave. She was pre;;ent whenever · he ex
perimented with the forces of the unseen. 

Owen and I set out to learn the secrets of the sorcerer. 
We found that he had fled from the house on Baltic Street, 
but we discovered on the premises an opal and gold brooch 
belonging to Coralie. In an Armenian restaurant, I met 
Peter Kanarjian, her cousin, who was in love with her and 
who eagerly joined in the tight against Buwalda. 

Accompanied by Peter, I visited the Stock Exchange and 
learned that an unknown operator was cleaning up a vast 
fortune. I guessed that Bllwalda was reading the minds 
of the bankers, so as to "gamble" with perfect safety. But 
when I tracked him to the office where he lurked, he in
fluenced Peter into thinking that I was Buwalda ! I had a 
fight on my hands, and before I had corrected the illusion in 
my Armenian friend's mind, the other had escaped. 

That eveninl!', I held a private seance at my apartment,. 
with Peter present. The talking table said mysteriously that 
it would send a girl to see me. Who should walk through 
tile door, a few minutes later, but Anna Wagner, who had 
formerly been Buwalda's secretary ! She was in a state of 

· hypnosis. Speaking through her, the spirit of James Griffin 
instructed me to attend the funeral of his mortlj.l body. 

In the cemetery, Griffin's ghost materialized and guided 
me to where Buwalda was hiding behind a tomb. The ghost 
ordered me to kill the medium, but I hesitated to commit 
murder and my enemy escaped. 

I reported the facts to my brother Owen. We were 
striving to reach a solution of the problem when we were 
attacked by footpads and Coralie's opal and gold brooch 
was taken from us. 

The morning after our nerve-shaking battle in the fog, 
40 

As lold lo 
ID � Adolphe Roberts 

I awoke to find gay sunshine streaming through the windows. 
I lay flat on ·my back for several minutes, my eyelids blink' 
ing in the revivifying light, my mind toying vaguely with 
the happenings of the past five days. I felt rested, and en
joyed the luxurious indolence of a half-aroused sleeper 
whose health is good. 

Upon climbing out of bed, I followed my customary routine 
of lighting the gas under the coffee percolator, setting out 
my breakfast things and shaving. Then I fetched the news
paper from the landing and glanced over it while the coffee 
bubbled. 

The echoes of the sensational raid on Wall Street were 
still 'worth a front-page article. Danger of a money panic, 
however, seemed to have been averted. The mysterious 
unknown had gotten away with a billion dollars and the 
Stock Exchange was lickin� the considerable wound that 
that implied. But big bankers had come to the aid of the 
market. I knew as much myself, and did not read farther. 

A natural curiosity led me to search out the brief account 
of the Griffin funeral. It was phrased in conventional lan
guage, and consisted mostly of a list of prominent names. 
I also looked to see whether the attack upon Owen and 
myself had been mentioned in the notes on crime, but it 
had not appeared to the reporters to be worthy of a single 
line. 

The principal story of the day, however, was vastly in
teresting for its own sake. The Mayor of New York City 
had given rise to the fear that his mind was unbalanced; 

AT ·five o'clock the preceding afternoon, he had sum
moned the representatives of the press and handed 

them carbon copies of a letter in which he had summarily 
removed from office the Police Commissioner, Michael 
O'Hara. He had thereupon announced the appointment of 
a certain Henry W. Shaw to the vacant post. The act 
would in · any event have been startling, for Mayor Carter 
and O'Hara had been working in complete harmony, and 
the last-named was regarded as the best Police Commis
sioner in twenty years. So violent a political upset was not 
without precedent. The secret demands of a party boss 
can destroy the ties of personal friendship and trust. Any
thing can happen in politics. 

But there were points about the present coup which be-
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wildered the public and made Mayor Carter seem little short 
of a lunatic. The appointee, Shaw, was utterly unknown. 
He was a middle-aged lawyer from the Bronx, who had 
never succeeded in building up a practice that would more 
than pay his living expenses. My paper asserted that it had 
not been able to find that ·his name ha<l ever before been 
printed in a news story. Certainly, he had shown no capacity 
for executive work and was not an authority on police 

' problems. 

SHAW'S obscurity was bad enough, but the Mayor had 
added to the calamity by giving out a hysterical inter

view. Pounding on his desk and glaring at the reporters, 
he had shouted : 

The new Police Commissioner is going to prove the salva
tion of New York City. No, the appointment was not made 
as the result of pull. Henry W. Shaw came to see me this 
morning. It was the first time I had laid eyes on him, or even 
heard his name. But he sat down and in less than an hour 
he outlined to me the most marvelous programme (or combat
ting crime to which I had ever listened. He showed me wherein 
the old methods were wrong. He analyzed perfectly the psy
chology of the crook, and then did as much for that of the 
policeman. His is a colossal brain, a master will. 
He'll know how to stamp out the hold-up men and 
the gamblers. I count the ol'portunitf to place him 
in office the most fortunate event o my adminis-
tration. 

In another column, there was printed 
a statement by the acknowledged 
leader of Mayor Carter's party. "The 
organization repudiates 
all responsibility for the 
change at Police Head
quarters," this powerful 
i n d i v idual announced 
bluntly. 

I read all these 
details, because 
they were suffi
ciently bizarre to 
have human ap
peal. But politics 
ordinarily are no 
concern of mine. 
S h rugging m y

. 

s h o u l d e r s  help
lessly at the folly 
of the Mayor, I 
at last laid the 
paper aside and 
went to my break
fast. 

The day before, 
I had stayed away 
from my office on 
the excuse of hav
ing a sore throat. 
But I knew that if I 
wanted to hold my job, 
as well as do justice 
to the investigating of 
Buwalda, I would have 
to make some definite adjustment of 
my time. I reported for work at 
the regular hour, put in half a day 
and then applied to my chief for a 
week's leave. I was on the edge of a nervous break
down, I said with more truth than I perhaps realized, 
and on this plea the concession was granted. My immediate 
gain was freedom to attend the tea at the Kanarjians, where 
I expected to meet Coralie Griffin. 

I telephoned to Peter. He answered in his quietest man
ner that the way had been smoothed. The chief difficulty 
had been to convince his uncle that it was j ustifiable to 

present me under a false name. But the family horror of 
Buwalda's influence over Coralie had turned the scales. 

"I told Uncle Stefan that you were our only hope of get
ting the Turk behind prison bars, without causing a scandal 
that would involve our name," he said. "Expect me at four 
o'clock, to take you to the tea." 

"0. K.," I replied, and started for home, so as to have 
plenty of time to prepare myself. I should have liked to 
squeeze in an hour for a visit to Anna Wa�er, the medium's 
pathetic ex-secretary, but this was impossible. 

Standing before the mirror to figure out some manner 
of disguise, I perceived once more, as I had on several 
occasions of late, that the amateur has a hard time of it 
when he sets out to play the detective. Eventually, by dint 
of much fussing and experimenting, I succeeded in bring
ing about a slight change in my appearance. This was due 
chiefly to the trimming of my rather bushy eyebrows. A 
make-up pencil, sparingly used at the corners of my mouth 
and under my eyes, completed the illusion. It earned a smile 
of approval from Peter, when he arrived. 

He seemed more light�hearted than he had been, but it 
was necessary to let him know that Coralie's brooch had 

been taken by unknown robbers. 
I described the adventure of t:1e 

evening before, though I 
modified it to the extent 
of implying that I had 
been alone when as-

saulted. In a 
m o m e n t  his 
face darkened 
again, 

1 felt like a ri• 
diculoue, mod
ern Jooeph in 
the clutchea of 
l'otiphar'awile 

"Violence at every turn ! God !" he muttered. "I tell 
you, Hugh, this affair won't see its finish until the devil 
behind it all is killed." 

He drove me swiftly to the downtown section of Brook· 
lyn. On Pacific street, he pointed to a new apartment build
ing. 



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

"That's where I live," he remarked. "A bachelor's fiat." 
I ·realized then, with a start, that in the fantastic con. •.sion of events since I had met him, I had never asked 

.tim for his address, though he had given me his telephone 
number. It was a fine illustration of my inexperience as 
a sleuth. 

TWO blocks farther down, on Henry Street near Pacific, 
we stopped in 'front of a handsome brownstone house, 

typical of the residences of rich Armenians iit the neighbor
hood. A ·man servant of nondescript nationality answered 
the bell. He was probably a half-breed Turk from Asia 
Minor. Members of my ·host's race dearly love to employ 
a person with even a 'modicum of Turkish blood, in a 
menial position. Th� vengeance for the centuries of op
pression they have suffered may be trivial, but vengeance 
it is. 

Peter and I were shown into a front parlor too crowded 
with ornate iurniture and costly rugs. The patriarch of the 
Ararat coffee shop, his huge white mustache looking like 
tusks in the half 

I hated to let go of him. \Vanted him to meet you, too." 
"You did quite right, Peter. I am charmed to know Mr. 

Marshall," replied Coralie in honeved accents . 
She turned her gaze full upon m"e, and thereby caused me 

not a '  little trepidation. But her amiable smile, the general 
emptiness of her face, com·inced me that if she had ever 
looked at me before it had been with unseeing eyes. She ex
tended her hand graciously. The .palm was softer than 
satin, almost too soft, and I again found myself wondering 
what in heaven's name this "harem woman" was doing in 
the toils of a pr&ctitioner of black magic, like Daniel 
Buwalda. Her limp sensuality was precisely what one 
would not look for in a medium's assistant. And if the tie 
between them were solely one of the flesh, how incongruous 
a pair they made ! She was a spoiled daughter of wealth, 
and he as shoddy-appearing a figure as the barker outside a 

medicine show ! 
These thoughts were passing through my mind as Cora

lie removed her coat and hat. I then perceived with a quiver 
of amaze111ent that she was wearing on her left breast 

the opal and gold 
light, a r o s e to 
greet us. He ex
tended his hand 
to me with a 
flowery gesture. 
HWelcome, sir.'' 
T h e n ,  without 
waiting for me 
to reply : "Your 
e n q u i r y  h a s  
shown you, has it 
not, that my niece 
is · guilty of no 
wrong, except the 
indiscretion o f 
k n o w i n g  Bu-

"l presseJ the spoon against the napkin. The 
latter offered no resistance whatsoever. l glanced 
down, thunderstruck, to see the bowl of the spoon 
emerging from the far side of the tightlq crushed 
ball of linen. 

brooch which had 
been filched in 
s u c h  u n c e r e ·  
monious fashion 
from O w e n ' s  
waistcoat pocket. 
The jewel, to be 
sure, w a s h e  r 
property, and I 
had assumed that 
the attack upon 
us had been for 
the purpose of 
restoring it to 
her. But there 

"Simultaneouslq, l experienced a painless iolt 
in mq brain, and a swift series of pictures in action 
flashed across m� inner vi'sion. l saw Buwalda..-" 

walrt� ?'' 
"Why, of course, l\lr. Kanarjian. That is all it amounts 

to," I answered with a bow, though I smiled inwardly. 
"Good. I now give myself the honor of having you meet 

my granddaughters. Mrs. Griffin has not yet come, but we 
await her at any moment," 

He dapped his hands, and in response to the old-world 
signal the connecting doors between the front and back par
lors were thrown open by the servant. Four young girls 
whose ages varied between sixteen and twenty-one advanced 
with a fluttering and blurred cooing, as of doves. They 
were the girls I had seen on my first visit to the coffee shop. 
And they were very beautiful, very charming girls, I have 
no doubt. It was my loss that I could not for the life of 
me give them the attention they deserved, though I ap
peared to do so. My ears were straining to note the earliest 
hint of Coralie's arrival. Perhaps I feared that she would 
not come at all. It would not be surprising if Buwalda 
penetrated my scheme and halted her at the last minute. 

When the door bell rang I repressed a jump, lighted one 
of Kanarjian's admirable Levantine cigarettes and stood up 
as Coralie Griffin rustled into the room. 

SHE was in black and white, and was cuddled in the folds 
of a fur coat of surpassing luxury. Her veil was pinned 

back from her face, the full contours of which were more 
soft and lovely than on the previous occasions when I had 
crossed her path. Grief had wholly disappeared from that 
voluptuous mouth and those melting but shallow eyes. 

She hesitated by the doorway and looked faintly aston
ished at seein·g a stranger. But Peter was already at her 
side and had taken her hand in his. 

"How are you, dear ?" he said, his love vibrating in the 
wistful tones of his voice. "I hope you won't mind my 
having brought an old .friend with me this afternoon. He's 
Frank Marshall, who was at Cornell with me. Haven't seen 
him for years. I ran into him on the street just now, and 

w a s  something 
weird about her displaying it so promptly to me of all peo
ple, I wished that I dared to question her about it. 

Peter came to my rescue. "Ah, the brooch ! You have 
got it back. I am glad," he said, with just the right touch 
of interest in his voice. It would have taken a cleverer per
son than Coralie to guess that he had heard anything about 
it from a third partr. 

SHE cupped her hand over the trinket with an acquisi' 
tive gesture. "A rough-looking man brought it to me 

this morning. He'd foond it on Court Street, and a Jeweler 
in the block told him I'd been enquiring for it. He wouldn't 
take more than five dollars as a reward. Haven't I been 
lucky ?" 

Mind reading may or may not have had anything to do 
with it, but I was · �ertain that Coralie lied. There could 
have been no need fo� a messenger and a rigmarole story ·' 

between herself and Buwalda. 
She was now giving all her attention to me. "Corne here, 

you nice man, and let's ·sit in this cozy corner," she purred. 
"You must tell me all about yourself. If you went to Cor
nell, you're probably an engineer. I'm sure you've had a 
wonderful, adventurous life in wild countries." 

I played up to her as best I could, romancing mightily 
about a career far removed from spiritualism. I hoped for 
no more than to gain her confidence, to be invited to visit 
her at the Griffin home in New York. In the meantime, the 
chance to study her personality was precious. But I was 
not prepared for the turn she gave to affairs before many 
minutes had slipped by. 

After accounting for Peter and her other relatives with 
a few airy nothings, she nestled in a deep armchair in the 
corner she had chosen and had· me shift my own seat until 
I had practically cut her off from the rest of th� room. 
When tea was served, she had our cups and cake plates put 
on a little tabouret which filled the space between her knees 
and mine, and over which her hands discovered a reason fo 
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hover whenever mine were outstretched. Our fingers 
touched more thah once. 

She talked ince;santly in her rich, low voice, and rarely 
expressed anything that could be called an idea. But her 
eyes were · eloquent-her large. moist eyes of an emotional 
animal-and her mouth gave the constant impression of 
wanting to be kissed. 

"What's the object of all this ?" I asked myself. "Why 
is she vaiuping me ? Is she more cunning than I thought ? 
Does she know perfectly well who I am, and is she trying 
t•> trap me i;rto making some dangerous admission ?" 

ft was 1;90n clear, however. that the woman had no motiv� 
heyond the primitive one of arousing my senses while cater
ing to her own. Her ankles touched mine, and failed to 
move aside. Thrilled, according to hersel f, by an inanity I 
had uttered, her hand fluttered to my arm, and stayed 
there. 

It seemed that Peter's jealous eyes must be boring into 
my back. This Coralie was obviously unbalanced on the 
.ubject of sex. She wanted to have love made to her by 
any man she found half-way attractive. But the scandal 
of her conduct on the very day a Iter she had buried a hus
band would rest equally upon my head, I feared, in the 
minds of her Armenian kin. 

I contemplated getting to my feet 
with an excuse of no matter what 

IlilttKI the hypno
tiaed A nna into 
the cab, ae the 
murmurint of 
the diatant 
mob reachtKI 
our eu• 

kind, and addressing myself to old Stefan Kauarjian. But 
she was talking so steadily, so softly, that it did not appear 
possible to move. I shut my ears, then, against the things 
she was saying. and fell to marveling afresh that a psychic 
could have found her useful. When Buwalda desired to 
pass tambourines through screens, this amorous babbler was 
the person who stood ready to receive them. Extraocdinary ! 

A terrible embarrassQJent took possession of me. I felt 
like a ridiculous modern Joseph in the clutches of Poti
phar's wife. 

Both my hands were at that moment in my lap, hidden by 
the tabouret. I held a teaspoon in one and a napkin 
crumpled into a ball in the other. Obeying a vague impulse, 
and for wa!lt of something better to do, I pressed the spoon 
against the napkin. The latter offere� no resistance what
soever. I glanced down, thunder-struck, -\o see the bowl 
of the spoon emerging from the far side of the tightly 
crusl_ted ball of linen. Simultaneously, I experienced a pain
less j olt in my brain, and a swift series of pictures in motion 
flaShed across my inner vision. I saw Buwalda prowling 
about a vast unfurnished room, in the midst of which were 
piled tables, chairs and divans, their legs still in the straw 
wrappings employed by dealers. He was considering the 

furniture in leisurely fashion, but suddenly he stif
fened, swung around on his heel and seemed to be 
staring directly at me. 

I had whipped my hands apart. The act was involuntary 
and deplorable, for I had everything to gain by testing the 
phenomenon. The latter ceased the instant the spoon was 
drawn free of the napkin. I had had an adventure which 
closely paralleled my intro<luction (Continued on page ll2) 
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Doyle dec/azea 
that thia ia the 
mold of a v>ir· 

it' a hand 

SIR ARTHUR CONAN DOYLE calls the psychic 
museum he conducts in London, "The World's 
Happiest Museum.?' Why the "happiest" museum ? 
Perhaps the answer will · be plain when you have 
read about its contents. 

To reach this room of "miracles" you enter the Psychic 
Book Shop and Library, facing Westminster Abbey. Sir 
Arthur is proprietor of this shop, and ·beneath it is the 
long room in -which . he has arranged hundreds of objects, 
photographs, pictures-a thought-provoking record of cer-

PSlJCHlC 
Do these exhibits-spirit 
prints, examples of auto 
prove bel}ond the shadow 
thelJ do, the reality of a 

tain phases of Spiritualist 
activities,. and of the results of 

81} Leondrd 
psychic research (between the two is an important dif
ference) , for the past 6 fty years or so. 

"My museum may be the smallest in London," Sir.Arthur 
said, "but it is as large ,as any museum ever need be, for the 
visitor will have to give seve�al hours to its exhibits if he 
wishes really to examine them all thoroughly. It is, also, 
unique. We can give· the history of every single thing in 
it, and I do not think the most hardened sceptic could go 

Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, creator of SherlocJc Holmes, aunounded 
b;y the record• of his pqchio inveatilation• 



Museum of 
_ _  :UJONDERS 

p hotographs, fi nq e r  .. 
malic painlinqs, etc.
of a doubt, as Dol}le sal}s 
life bel}ond the 1rave? 

Crocombe over the exhibits and re-
tain any doubt as to the 

continuity of our 1i fe after physical death. That is 
surely the core of every religion, and my little museum 
must be doing good work if it proves our survival of 
bodily death. What is there even in our big brother, 
the British Museum, which is so important as that ?" 

It should, perhaps, be explained that the exhibits may 
be divided into two sections : first, those with a definite 
evidential value ; second, those which although non
�videntlal, are of interest for the stories attaching to 
them or-as In the case of a number of paintings-be
cause they illustrate vividly certain dramatic aspects of 
psychic phenomena; the scientific accuracy of which can be 
tested elsewhere by aU who care to seek advice in the library 
above the museum. 

Let us, then, examine first some of the things which can 
be labeled evidential. To me, the most dramatic exhibit of 
this class is the enlargement of the actual photograph of Sir 
William Crookes, F.R.S., arm in arm with the materialized 
spirit of Katie King. 

Sir Arthur's comments 'on this picture were : "This photo
rraph is an enlarged copy of the one taken by Sir William 
Crookes in his own laboratory more than fifty years ago. 
It is one of the forty-four which Crookes took. Here is 
another one In which Katie.is seen entering the room, and 
here is a letter of . Crookes' in which he shows that Katie 
·and the medium, Florence Cook, were two separate and dis
tinct people. When one considers that Crookes' observations 
of Miss Cook extended for nearly three YC!lrs and were 
conducted in his own house, I cannot imagine how any 
reasonable being can doubt the truth of them." 

Dipping for a moment into Crookes' Researches, we find 
the following paragraphs regarding the particular photo
graph hanging on the museum walls : 

. One of the most interesting of the pictures is one in 
which I am standing by the side of Katie. . . . Afterwards 
I dressed Min Cook like Katie, placed her and myself 
in exactly the same position, and we were photographed 
by the aame cameras, placed exactly as in the other experi
ment,. aod illuminated by the same light. When these two 
pictures are placed over each other, the two photographs 
of myself coincide exactly as regards stature, et cetera, 
but Katie is half a head taller than Miss Cook, and looks 
a big woman in comparison with her. In the breadth of 
her face, in many of the pictures, she differs essentially in 
size from her medium, and the photographs show several 
other poinU of difference . . . . 

· � · I have the most absolpte certainty that Miss Cook and 
Katie are-1two separate individuals so far as their bodies 
are c"rtoerned: Several little marks on Miss Cook's face 
are absent on Katie's. Miu Cook's hair ia ao dark a 

A photo�t�q>h ol Sir William Crookea, arm 
in vm with a matetiali•ed epitit form. The 
unconocioua medium wao /yin� on the floor 

behind tM two li�ure1 in the picture 

brown as almost to appear black ; a lock of Katie's which 
is now before me, and which abe allowed me to cut from 
her luxuriant tresses, having first traced it up to the scalp 
and satisfied myself that it actually grew there, is a rich 

·golden auburn. 
On one evening I timed Katie's pulse. It beat steadily 

at seventy-five, whilst Miss Cook's pulse a little time after 
was going at its usual rate of ninety. On applying my 
ear to Katie's chest I could hear a heart beating rhythmi
cally inside, and pulsating even more steadily than did 
Miss Cook's heart when she allowed me to try a similar 
experiment after the seance. Tested in the same way, 
Katie's lungs were found to be sounder than her medium's, 
for at the time I tried my experiment Miss Cook was 
under medical treatment for a severe cough. 
The stientist concludes the chapter with the words : 

To imagine I say, the Katie King of the last three 
years to be the result of imposture does more violence 
to one's reason and common-sense than to believe her 
to be wltat she herself affir�s. 

Nex.t in dramatic as well as evidential value I place the 
now famous wax molds or "gloves" of spirit handS. 

"You will see," Sir Arthur explained, "that the wrists 
are smaller than the breadth of the bands, so that the hands 
could not have been extricated from the molds save by 
dematerialization. I defy anyone to suggest any other way. 
Houdini, the conjurer, and Sir Arthur Keith, a great 
anatomist, have both tried their skill, and the results, Ia� 
boriously produced, have only served to accentuate the 
unique character of that which they tried to copy. And, 
of course, it must be remembered that men of scientific 
repute--Richet, Geley, and the Count de Gramont-super
intended the whole experiment. On the wall there is a pic
ture illustrating the occasion on which these wax molds 
were obtained. The medium was an amateur, Franek 
Kluski, of Warsaw. When you have the palpable proof 
of the wax 'gloves' on the one side, and the evidence of such 
expert witnesses as Richet, Geley, (Continued on page 88) 

., 



OUT of e 
"For God's sake, open the boxl" the spectral voice cried

he tried to find out the 

I WAS visiting friends in Lon
don several years ago, anti 

BIJ Eleanor Carroll 
scribed the estate he had secured, 

became deeply interested in the seances which took 
place at the home of my hostess once a week. There 
was a medium at these affairs, and outside of the usual 

trumpery, such as ringing of bells, writing upon sealed 
slates, and other phenomena, the woman was really remark
able at times. 

I was skeptical, however. So long as a loophole for 
fraud existed, I could not believe that any of it was genuine, 
despite several staggering revelations of facts that, I 
thought, were known only to myself. 

It was at one of these gatherings that I noticed an 
elderly man of striking personality. He had a quiet, 
thoughtful manner, deep, earnest eyes, and a face 
that seldom smiled-yet one that held a peace which 
few men possess. 

I asked my hostess who he was, and a thrill passed 
through me at her reply. 

"I'm sure you've read of Arnold Symington; the 
great chemist of this country," she said with a smile. 

"Doctor Arnold Symington !" I exclaimed. "Indeed, 
I do know of him, and nothing would give me more 
pleasure than to meet him. Does a man with such a 
brain as his believe in all this?" And I swept the 
room with my hand, not realizing how uncomplimen· 
tary my words sounded. 

But my friend only laughed. "Suppose you let him 
tell you what he thinks," she answered. And then 
she led me across the room and introduced me to the 
Doctor. 

After a few moments' conversation, I repeated my 
question to him. 

"Do you truly believe in psychic phenomena, Doc
tor ?" I asked. 

and added that the house was a 
dilapidated old manor-house, which had been in a certain 
family for hundreds of years. It was ten miles distant 
from the nearest neighbor, and was still habitable. He 
explained thoroughly the ominous reputation of the place, 
saying that not one of the remaining members of the family 

He looked at me with a sad smile, passing his hand 
over his brow. 

uy don't always believe in these seances." he 
answered slowly. ''But perhaps it is because I've 
•een and heard things far more convincing. Yes, 

I Juped out or 0«1 
}u!lt in titne to aee the 
white-robed liture of 

dear lady, I know such things are quite possible, and i f  
you'd like t o  hear a story-a terrible story-! should he 
glad to tell it to you." 

I eagerly begged hint to relate it. He beckoned for me to 
follow him, and led me into a quiet little room some dis
tance from the one in which our friends were gathered. 
Drawing a chair for me before the fire. he sank into one 
j ust opposite, and fixed his eyes upon the smoldering coals. 

"SOME years ago, I became engrosse<l in my work to 
such an extent that I yearned for solitude," he began 

slowly. I requested my solicitor to secure for me the most 
isolated spot in the kingdom, where I might work undis
turbed, with only my 'assistant as companion. I had other 
reasons for desiring to be alone, but that has nothing to do 
with the story. 

"When my solicitor returned from his search, he de-
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a wontan 

would dare enter it. Of course, 
I scoffed at the statement. 
did not believe in the super
natural in those days. 

"It was a cool night when I ar
rived at the little station, some two 
miles from my property. Philip, my as
sistant, had reached the place the day be
fore, and had already carried out enough 
supplies to last us for several weeks. He 
met me at the station, and we walked slowly toward the 
estate. I enjoyed the wild and rugged aspect oi the sur
roundings. Now and then a nightbird piped mournfully, 
and several fleet-footed animals crossed our path. 

"About a mile down the road, we turned into a lane, nar
row and overgrown with weeds and neglected shrubbery, 
and Philip informed me I was now upon my newly acquired 



Sp it UJALL 
but it was an evil da1J for poctor S1Jminqton when 
meanznq of that cr1J 

property, but that it was yet a mile to the house. This was 
soon reached, and I could scarcely suppress an exclamation 
oi delight when the old manor-house loomed before us. 

''It was a low, rambling structure, built of gray stone, 
completely covered with moss and ivy. The ancient door 
had no protecting shelter above it, and we entered directly 
into a spacious hall, at the end of which was an enormous 
fireplace, blackened with age and the smokes of many fires. 
A time-worn staircase led directly to the room that Philip 
had prepared for me, and I went there at once to refresh 
myself before exploring further. 

"I entered a large room with four windows and several 
doors. Beyond I could see a smaller room which might 
easily be converted into a laboratory. 

''My room was completely furnished in a period of several 
centuries past. The large bed was of solid mahogany. 
Directly opposite it, and built into the wall 
like a shrine, was a massive box, which ap
peared to me, in the wavering 
light of several candles, to be 
made of pewter. I afterwards 
discovered it was solid silver, 
tarnished with age, and I was 
amazed that it had not been 
taken away by its former 
owners--or stolen. Alas, I was 
yet to learn its secret. 

"I crossed to the peculiar box 
and examined it with interest. 
The carving upon it was curious 
and seemed to form hiero
glyphics of a language I had 
never seen, although I am quite 
a linguist. There was no lock 
upon it, although the entire 
front looked as if it had been 
made to let down, and there was 
a highly ornate handle at the 
top. I pulled at this, but it did 
not move. I had to smother my 
curiosity temporarily, but I de
cided that I would inspect the 
hox carefully the next day. 

" !  t o o k  a s p o n ge - b a t h ,  
changed m y  · clothes, then went 
down to inspect the lower 
rooms. Philip met me and 
threw open the door of the din
ing salon. I call it a salon be
cause it was ·more than an onli
nary room ; it was very large and 
wainscoted with oak to the ceiling, and upon the walls hung 
many curious implements of warfare of an age long past, 
Above the mantel hung a picture which attracted my at
tention. It was a woman's head and had evidently been 
the work of a famous master. The eyes were what 
fascinated me most ; they were (Continued on page 16) 

The next instant, 
ahe had diaap
peared into the 

split wall 
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Because Their Bones UJere 
UN BURIED 

ll.l11Xl1Js it has been 
believed that the 
dead resent the 
desecration of their 
qraves. But the story 
of their sorrow has 
never been told so 
poiqnanll'IJ as in this 
Zeller /rom mexico 

T

HE twelfth of December is 
the Virgin's Day and a sol
emn church fiesta. On that 
day the Mendizabels (the 
former owners <>f Mrs. 

Evans' ranch, San Pedro Coxto
can) insisted on a commission to 
remove the remains of Dona Fer
nando and Dona Monica, their 
grandparents, from the chapel on 
San Pedro. I have resisted for some 'time, as I feared dis
respectful handling of the bodies. Whatever I do or say 
is judged by the Indians according to the standard of Dona 
Monica-"Mama Monica" as they call her. She is as alive 
to them as the day she died. 

I gave the order to my administrator, and three of her 
grandsons, between twenty-five and thirty, drove over in an 
automobile. I told Iago (the superintendent of the ranch) 
to witness it-that all was done properly-but he couldn't 
do much, as they were the grandchildren. The bodies were 
buried twenty-six years ago, but were perfect in form, 
though mummified in part. The grandsons had brought 
two little boxes for ashes and bones. When they found 
the bodies entire, they tore the flesh off with their hands 
-parchment-like of course--made my men deathly sick
and broke the. bones to the size of their boxes I The cook 
told me Dona Monica had a little cap on, and her shoes 
stuck to her feet. I must stop I All this they scattered 
about the chapel, leaving Iago and my men to pick it up 

48 

It tilled me 
with an in .. 
ten•• pity 
. . .  l uid 
to the •irl, ''II it would 
o n ly b e  

quiet!'' 

and throw it back into the graves. Then they went to the 
kitchen, ate their dinner, drank beer and drove rollicking 
off to Puebla, waving my order when any one tried to inter
fere. 

I reached the hacienda the next day and found a ghastly 
crew. I could hardly listen to the story, but was pleased 
to hear them all say that had I been there I should have 
hurled them out. I won't repeat the awful curses I heard 
put on the impious grandsons. I cannot account for their 
brutality. The four peons who had been forced to help 
them were all ill in bed. One had lost his sight and begged 
for herbs from her garden to restore it ! I gave them-and 
it did. Now all this I am repeating just as I heard it and 
repeating only half. I asked if the grave had been properly 
cemented again over the poor remnants of mummified flesh 
and faded cloths. They said, only earth. I gave orders to 
restore all as before, but had such a horror of my desecrated 
chapel-it is just back of my room-that I did not enter to 
see, and decided to banish it from (Continrted on page 75 ) 
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$10,000 for Ghosts 
WE believe we are on the brink of amazing discoveries in the field popularly known 

as "Psychic Phenomena"-discoveries that can be established and passed to 
posterity as scientific fact. To this end the publishers of GHOST STORIES Magazine 
are offering $10,000 in awards, as follows : 

clairvoyance, telepathy, automatic 
writing or any other mental manifes
tation of an unknown force, most con
vincing to the Commission. 

$8000 award will be paid to the person 
who produces a visible, disembodied 
apparition, which can be identified to 
the satisfaction of the Commission 
judging the award, as the apparition 
of a deceased person. 4 $500 shall be given to the person who 

satisfies the Commission that a house 
is haunted. 2 $500 shall be given for that physical 

demonstration, such as spirit photog
raphy, levitation, or any other physical 5 
manifestation of an unknown force, 
most convincing to the Commission. 

3 $500 shall be given for that mental 
demonstration such as clairaudience, 

$500 shall be paid to that person demon
strating phenomena in the field known 
popularly as "psychic phenomena" 
most convincing to the Commission, 
not covered in the first four classi
fications. 

Investigation and payments of awards are entrusted to THE UNBIASED COM
MISSION FOR PSYCHIC RESEARCH, consisting of a group of men, each an outstand
ing figure in his chosen profession, including: the Reverend Ralph Welles Keeler, 
D.D., Chairman ; Bemarr Macfadden, noted physical culturist and publisher; Arthur 
Garfield Hays, distinguished counsellor at law; Howard Thurston, magician ; Fulton 
Oursler, novelist and playwright; Emanuel de Mamar Baruch, M.D.; George Sylvester 
Viereck, poet and· novelist; Harold IIersey, editor and author ; H. A. Keller, editor 
and author ; Joseph Schultz, attorney ; W. Adolphe Roberts, editor, GHOST STORIES 

Magazine, Executive Secretary for the (jpmmission. 

These awards are open to all-Medinm, Psrchic Healer, Spiritualint, non-believer 
and layman. 

THE UNBIASED COMMISSION FOR PSYCHIC RESEARCH is sincerely, honestly 
endeavoring to establish proof of certain so-called psychic phenomena ; the Commission 
is ambitiously trying in a sober, serious, scientific manner to establish new facts and 
gather first-hand information in the field of Psrchic Research. 

This offer expires September 30tb, 1927. 
The Commission reserves_the right to extend itself as to membership. 

Have you ever seen a ghost? Are you in co�unication with the dead? Have you 
any justification for your claim that you can materialize a being from another world? 
Write-THE UNBIASED COMMISSION FOR PSYCHIC RESEARCH, 1926 Broadway, 
New York, N. Y., W. A. Roberts, Executive Secretary, and due consideration will be 
given your claim. You have your opportunity through 

: : : : : ; 

! ! GHOST STORIES Magazine 1 
! . 
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The HOUSE of FEAR 
EverlJ moment of her tortured childhood flmlJ 
Bruns had cringed under the brutal hand of 
Old Gabe Bruns--and after his death, she 
found that he was more the tljrant than ever 

BlJ Leigh Hunter 

I WAS a lad of ten when 
I first met Gabe Bruns 
face to face. My father 
and I were returning 

as told to Maybel Sherman 
"Father, i s t h a t  h o u s e  

haunted ?" 
"Sho, sho !" he replied. 

from a trip to Wickersham. Our empty wagon rat
tled and j olted over the rough road, making conversation 
impossible. It was the time of evening that is more lonely 
than midnight. The sun had set, and the sky lowered. The 
dried leaves rustled and whispered, and the trees rubbed 
their bare limbs together and waved them with a swish. 

When we were passing the old B runs place, I moved 
closer to my :iather on the big wagon-seat and whispered : 

"Let me go!" 
the little flirl 
cried. urve 
got to save 
Aunt Emma 
from Uncle 
Gabe. He's 
terrible this 

tlme" 

so 

"There ain't no such thing. 
The only spirit that lives there, is the ugly spirit of old 
Gabe Bruns ; l)e won't let no one have a soul separate from 
his." 

"But they say--" 
At that moment a woman's cry, shrill, terror-stricken, 

quickly stifled, sounded across the marsh. With a quick jerk 
on the lines, Father stopped the team. I clutched his arm 
tightly. He shook me off, laid the lines down carefully, and · 

jumped to the ground. 
He bounded to the iron gate, 

and his boots went cll<mp, 
clump on the broken ]>rick 
walk. He leaped up the · steps 
to the open door of the house, 
and went in-without knocking. 

I sat and shivered as I looked 
at the gloomy brick house ; it 
was so squat and old, so mis
shapen and ugly. The center 
of the structure was long and 
low, but there were high, two
story gables at either end. The 
heavy green shutters hung zig
zag. The brick walk that led to 
the sagging steps of the rotten
pillared porch was cracked and 
broken, and dog-fennel poked 

its lacy leaves between the crevices. 
An old crab-apple tree with blighted 
limbs stood on one side of the walk, 
while nearer the house a clump of 
evergreen shrubs seemed to have 
been planted for no other purpose 
than to resemble gravestones when the 
winter snows covered them. 

The croak of a bullfrog, surpris
ingly near, frightened me so that I 
leaped to the ground, pushed my way 
through the gate, and, with throbbing 
heart, sped toward the door. But be
fore I reached it, it opened. Some
thing hurled itself at me, and the im
pact was so violent that I saw mil
lions of stars. Blindly I turned and 
fled, and that something pursued me. 
I reached the clump of evergreens and 
dropped. The something that fol
lowed me, dropped also. I looked up 
into the wide, frightened eyes of a 
little girl. She had the whitest face 
I had ever seen. She gnve me no 
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attention, but lay on her small stomach and gluec her eyes 
to the house. 

"What-what is it?" I \vhispered. 
"He's after Aunt Emma." 
"\Vho's after her?" 
"Sh ! There ! She's going now !" 
The little girl scrambled to her feet, but I caught her hy 

the arm. 
"Let me go !" the little girl cried. "I\·e got to saye Aunt 

Emma from Uncle Gabe. He's terrible this time. She'll 
have to hide out a long time. I have to take her something 
to eat. Let go ! I haYe to see where she goes." 

She jerked away, and darted like a little wild rabbit across 
the yard. 

In a streak of light, apparently issuing from an open 
doonvay, a woman stood for a moment. She glanced o\·er 
her shoulder, threw her arms aboYe her head, and disap
peared in the shadows. An instant later, a tiny figure 
scuttled after her, and all was silent. 

\Vhat was taking place in the house ' 
Had the terrible old man killed IllY 
father ? I darted toward the door f r01;, 
which the light tame, and flat-
tened my small self against the 
side of the house, the blood 
pounding in my ears like a 
great drum. My father's ,·oice, 
calm, deliberate, as a!, 
ways, finally penetrated 
my consciousness. But 
the words ! I had neYer 
heard him use profane 
language before. Now, 
there fell from his lips 
a string of oaths of 
whose existence I hac! 
never dreamed. Sheer 
astonishment made me 
put my head into the 
open doorway. 

It was the kitchen, 
lighted only by rays of 
a candle in the 
r o o m beyond. I 
stepped inside and 
tiptoed toward the 
inner room. 0 n 
the farther side of 
this, I could see 
old Gabe Bruns on 
h i s k n e e s. :\I y 
father's great lefi 
hand held him by 
the throat, causing
his little beady eyes 
to come farther out 
into the world than 
thev had ever done 
before. His face 
was livid i n  

larly strong epithet. Gabe was far too craven to resist. 
''Father ! "  I cried out in my relief. With a swift glance 

at me, he flung the old man from him, and, stooping, 
picked up a long-handled carving knife. He looked at it 
and then at Gabe. The old man picked himself up, glower
ing under his bushy eyebrows. 

' ' Don't ! Don't, neighbor !" He eyed my father, who was 
running his finger up and down the keen edge of the knife. 

"You're the skulkin'est coward I ever see, to use such a 
weapon on a woman ! "  

"I never hurt h e r  none," defended Gabe sulkily. 
''Yes, you do. You're murderin' her, that's all ;  mur

derin' her in a \Yay the law can't touch you for. You're 
scarin' her into her grave !" 

"I got to keep her in hand." Gabe began twitching his 
much-worn alpaca coat into shape . 

. .  Try loYin' her a little ; it'll work better." Tossing the 
knife onto a table, my father took my hand and we went 

],ack to the wagon. 

AFTER that night, it was years before a 
member of our family entered the yard 

of the Bruns place. 
\\"hen I was sixteen, 1\Irs. Bruns died, and 

mother went over to do what she could. 
I had just donned long trousers 
and insisted on going with her. It 
\vas on that visit that I took serious 

note of Amy Bruns. 
She had grown tall-

very tall and slender. She 
wore her long, brown hair 
in coils over her ears. Her 
eyes were violet blue, quick 
and restless. The white-
ness of her skin reminded 

me of the marAow
ers that grew 

.
in the 

shadow of the leaf. 
Later, I found that 
T could cause a 
tinge of pink to run 
u n d e  r n e a t h that 
smooth. white cheek, 
and make her lovely 
with its glow. 

But that was the 
persistent effort o f  
three long years. 

After Mrs. Bruns 
was laid away, Amy 
assumed the cares 
of her u n c I e '  s 
household. She sel
dom went anvwhere. 
She never h�d visi-

the c a n  d I e 
light ; his lips 
m o v e d  a s  
t h o u g h h e  
w o u l d  pray 
f o r  m e r c v. 
Father sho�k 
him back ancl 
forth, f r o m  
side to side, 
now and then 
adding a blow 
to emphasize 
eome particu-

" They to=>k Uncle 
Gabe's body to 
the churchyard, 
b u t �j u s t  t h e  
s a m e - h e  still 
lives here '' said 

Am; 

tors. \Vhen I 
suggested one 
t i m e  that I 
might come of 
an e v e n i n g  
and sit with 
h e r  o n  t h e  
steps, a look 
of fear came 
into her eyes, 
and she beg
ged me in agi
tation not to 
come. 

But I had stolen 
moments with her. 
I knew when ( Con
tinued on page 93) 
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q'imellJ Topics of Current Interest 

THEY tell character now by the 
tongue. 

The glossomancist is going to 
. get you if you don't watch out. 

If you don't keep your mouth closed 
and your tongue behind your teeth he's 
going to be able to rattle every skeleton 
in your moral closet and expose to the 
world your dearest and most secret vices. 

The glossomancist is a tongue reader. 
He is the brother of the palm reader, the 
head reader and the physiognomist, and 
he is the very, very latest of the pseudo
scientists. What his colleagues cannot 
tell you as to your likes and dislikes, 
your sins and your virtues, what you are 
fitted for and what you are not, the 
glossomancist can. 

The glossomancist was born in Paris, 
full grown and full armed, with every 
ability to penetrate your ego by way of 
your tongue. Paris went crazy over 
him, very, very crazy. 

M. Henry Placque! was the first of 
the glossomancists. He set up an estab
lishment, studio, clinic, or whatever you 
wish to call it, in the very fashionable 
Avenue des Champs Elysees. Imme
diately his rooms were thronged by 
those who wished to undergo the novel 
sensation of sticking out their tongues 
to learn what they were. The rooms 
of the palmists, the cheiromancists, the 
physiognomists, the phrenologists, and 
the pilogists (those who read character 
by the hair) were deserted. 

Carriages and automobiles, many of 
them bearing coats of arms, were drawrt 
up in front of M. Placquet's place morn-'· 
ing, noon, and night. Fair ladies and 
dark ladies let their tongues hang far 
out over their lower lips while Mon
sieur Professor observed their con for
mations carefully, top-side and down
side, and pressed them lightly here and 
there with a miniature baton in order to 
make his examination the more com
plete. 

Wealthy women and titled women 
have from the first been M. Placquet's 
chief patrons. For those whose careful
ness kept pace with their inquisitiveness 

- M. Placque! arranged appointments by 
letter or telephone. For an extra charge 
these patrons could enter the studios 
by a rear door, proceed unobserved to 
a private room, and there, after mask
ing, could thrust their faces through 
heavy curtains and be told extremely 
deep secrets about themselves. 

The glossomancists take into consid
eration every feature and quality of the 
tongue, its length and breadth and thick-

. ness, its texture and its color. Through 
these things and their combinations they 
claim they are able to tell absolutely and 

accurately the character and propensities 
of any person who will stick out his 
or her tongue at them. 
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Generally speaking, a long tongue, ac
cording to the glossomancists, shows 
.frankness. A short tongue is a oign of 
dissimulation. A broad tongue shows 
unreservedness and a narrow tongue 
concentration. 

When the tongue is long and broad 
the owner is inclined to be gossipy. 
When the tongue is long and narrow 
the person is open and frank. Those 
who possess short and broad tongues 
are untruthful ; those whose tongues are 
short and narrow are sly as well as bad
tempered. 

But there is much more to glos
somancy than this. These statements 
form only the broad basis of this science 
of most minute points. Glossomancy 
can tell you with all the assurance and 
authority in the world about Associa
tiveness, Sentinelitiveness, Morivalor
osity, Autohegemony, Temporinatural
itiveness, Philomonotopicalness and 
Mnemoniconominality. 

Graspativeness or rapacity, accord
ing to the glossomancists, is shown by 
a tongue which is extremely rough. In 
animals the rough tongue is used largely 
as a means of drawing food into the 
mouth. Some of the larger animals, 
lions for instance, have a tongue so 
rough that if one of them were to lick 
a human hand the tongue would tear 
the skin completely off. 

According to the relative roughness 
of the tongue the degree of the preda
tory proclivities of the individual can be 
ascertained. This graspativeness is not 
confined to the matter of food alone, but 
comprises everything within the range 
of human experience on which the 
grasping faculty can be expended. And 
this outward sign lies in the tongue. 

Associativeness is signified by a 
tongue that is· rather thick and some
what rounded at the end. Associative
ness is a genial interchange of sympa
thetic thought and feeling, .a magnetism 
and a vital force that spring up in hu
man intercourse and warm up into full 
action before the extracting influence 
of appropriate and lovable companion
ship. To be capable of a full display of 
this genial effervescence the individual 
must be well and fully endowed in the 
matter of vital force. His living action 
must be in the enjoyment of the freest 
and fullest play, his animal juices must 
be abundant, and the whole machine 
must be throbbing with the exuberance 
of overflowing life and action. In such 
a subject the tongue is always of rather 
generous proportions. This trait is all 
the more pronounced when the lips are 
full and protruding and the cheeks 
plump. 

· 

. Retaliativeness is shown by a tongue 
that is hollow in the center. By the 
term retaliativeness the glossomancists 

mean principally the returning of evil 
for evil. It is in fact the reflection 
back, or reaction, of any set of feelings 
from one individual to another. It 
is quite as much to be regarded as the 
returning of good for good, as it is 
to be ascribed to any less worthy mo
tive or action. If there is a hollow in 
the center of the forehead and if the 
subject is a dark person retaliativeness 
is all the more pronounced. 

Sentinelitiveness, ot the precautious 
disposition that sets one on the watch, 
to keep a sharp lookout and to give 
warning of danger, is shown by a full
ness of the tongue toward the tip. Great 
fullness of the forehead immediately 
above the junction of a long nose with 
the forehead accentuates this disposition. 

Morivalorosity is shown by a long 
and narrow tongue. Morivalorosity 
may be described as the higher phase of 
mere animal courage and it exhibits 
itself normally in a dauntless reaching 
forward for what is good and pure and 
a capacity for overcoming obstacles 
which may bar the way on its onward 
progress. A long, prominent nose is an 
outward sign of this same quality. 

On the other hand, a long tongue that 
lies very thin and flat is the sign of 
inquisitiveness. The delight of the pos
sessor of such a tongue is to pry into 
and minutely investigate matters that, 
to others of a different form, would ap
pear trivial and childish. A person with 
this tongue makes a good detective. 

Ambitiousness is indicated by a 
tongue that is large-long, broad, and 
thick-provided the tongue is at the 
same time well formed. The subject 
with this tongue will seek assiduously 
after that for which by reason of the 
particularity of his structure he will 
have the strongest proclivity. Napoleon 
had such a tongue. 

Autohegemony is indicated by a 
tongue which is carried curled back 
somewhat into the mouth. A high ap
preciation of pneself is indicated by this 
sill'n. Beau B rummel, the fop in the 
re1gn of George IV., of England, was 
intensely egotistical and he carried his 
tongue in this manner. 

Philomonotopicalness is i1;1dicated by 
wrinkles on the tongue. This is the 
word for the affection for one place, 
or habit of becoming attached to one 
situation or locality. Locative habits 
have their origin in the protracted con
tinuance of a settled and uneventful 
1i fe, combined with the action of two 

. faculties. Consecutiveness renders the 
possessor adverse to changes of any 
kind and this form is always marked by 
wrinkles on the tongue . 

Concealativeness, or the inclination to 
hide or withhold the knowledge of 

(Co11tinued on page 75) 



G H O S T  S T O R I E S  53 

This Singular Book. Wields · ·a 
Strange Power Over Its Readers 
Gilltnglhem a MAGNETIC PERSONALITY almost instanlllJ/ 

Will You Read It 5 Days FREE--to Prove 

It Can Multiply Your Present Income? 
A STRANGE book! A book. that seems 

to cast a spell over every person who 
turns its pages ! 

A copy of this book was left lying on a 
hotel table for a few weeks. Nearly 400 
people saw the book-read a few pages
and then smt for a copy I 

sonality. He first applied his discoveries in 
his own circle of friends. Results were as
tonishing! His methods seemed to have the 
power of almost instantly transforming 
people into entirely new beings/ 

Quietly, almost secretly, Shaftesbury's 
fame spread. Great men came to him. His 
students and friends embraced such names 
as Gladstone, Queen Victoria, Edwin 
Booth, Henry Ward Beecher, Cardinal 
Gibbons, and others of equal fame. 

In another case a physician placed a copy 
on the table in his waiting room. More than 200 of his patients saw the book-read part 
of it-and then ordered copies for themselves/ 

Why are men and women so profoundly 
affected by this book?-so anxious to get a 
copy? The answer is simple. The book re
veals to them for the first time how any 
man or woman-old or young-can develop 
a Magnetic Personality instantly/ It ex
plains how to gain overnight the personal 
charm that attracts countless friends-the 
self.confidence that insures quick success 
in any business or profession. 

Until recently, Shaftesbury's teachings 
have been available only to people who 
could pay $25 or $50 each for instruction 
books. But now, through the efforts of a 
group of his students his wonderful teach
ings have been collected into a single 
volume, at a price within the reach of all/ 
And furthermore Shaftesbury has consented 
to reveal hundreds of new discoveries never 
before put into print. 

It tells how to draw people to you at 
once, irresistibly-how to be 

Strange Effect on Readers 

popular everywhere, in any 
society-how to overcome al
most at once any timidity 
or self-consciousness you may 
have-how to be a magnet 
of human attraction, popular 
and well-liked wherever you 
go! 

It not only tells exactly how 
to accomplish these things
it tells you how to accom
plish them without delay
instantaneously/ 

Whence Comes This 
Uncanny Volume ? 
Forty years ago, Edmund 

Shaftesbury, famous student 
of the human mind, set out 
to discover the secret of that 
rare quality-Magnetic Per-

Book Tells You 
How to develop a Magnetic 

Personality 
How to use certain Oriental 

Secrets 
How to gain perfect nerve 

control 
How to read people's feelings 

by watching their mouths 
How to read people's thoughts 

by watching their eyes 
How to develop a magnetic eye 
How to make your face aD

pear 20 years younger 
How to control others by a 

glance 
How to use Magnetic Healing 
How to end awkwardness and 

timidity 
How to attract the opposite 

sex 
How to get ahead in your 

business or profession 
How to make your subcon

scious mind work wonders 
And dozens of other vital topics 

Readers of this book quickly be
come masters of a singular power 
to attract others-to influence men 
and women around them. Not by 
force-not by loud argument. But 
rather by some subtle. insinuating 
power that sways men's minds and 
emotions. They are able to play 
on people's feelings just as a skilled 
violinist plays upon a violin. 

Folks are never the same after 
reading this book. Their manner 
changes. The tone of their voice, 
the expression in their eye-yes, 
even their actual features seem to 
change-seem to grow more cul
tured, more refined. 

The eyes-windows of the soul
become clear, beautiful, expressive, 
luminous as a crystal sphere. The 
voice grows rich, resonant-mellow 
as a golden bell. Folks listen spell
bound--charmed by the fine 
modulations-the cultured fluency 
of the tones. 

What Others Say 
What priceless bencfitsl So pro-

found! So far-reaching! Is it any wonder that thoU• 
sands of men and women say that they are over• 
joyed with the results they have received? One 
enthusiast said of this volume, "Things I have read 
there I would never have dreamed of." Another 
wrote, "Certainly wonderful; like walking up a stair• 
way to a higher life." Another wrote, "I would not 
give up what Shaftesbury has taught me for 
$100.0001'" 

In your everyday life-in social life-and especially 
in business, you will find what these people say to be 
true. You will find this book of immense value. You 
will quickly learn to fascinate people you meet-to 
attract new friends-to gain the speedy promotion 
and big pay which always come to men and women 
who have developed that most wonderful of all 
qualities-a MAGNETIC PERSONALITY! 

Read This Book 5 Days Free 
You must see this book for yourself-examine it

Jet it influence indelibly your own personality. 
Merely mail coupon below and this remarkable 
volume, with cover in handsome dark burgundy 
cloth. gold embossed, will be sent you by return 
mail for 5 days' free examination. If you aren't 
stirred and inspired in the 5-day free period, return 
it and it costs you nothing, Otherwise keep it as 
your own and remit Special Price of only $3 in full 
payment. This volume was originally published 
to sell at $5-but in order to reach as many readers 
as possible-it is being offered at this special re
duced price. This offer may never appear again, 
so you are urged to act at once before it is withdrawn. 
Remember-you do not pay unless you decide to 
keep the book. You risk nothing-so clip and mail 
this coupon NOW. Ralston University Press, 
Dept. 187-S, �Ieriden, Conn. 

RALSTON UNIVERSITY PRESS, 
Dept. 187-S, Meriden, Conn. 

All right-T'll be the judge. You may send me 
the volume . .  Instantaneous PersQDal Magnetism'' 
for S days' FREE Examination in my home. \Vith
in the .'i days I will either remit the special low 
price of only $3.00 in full payment, or return it 
without cost or obligation. 

Name. 

Address 

City . :  . .  . . . . . . . . . .  State . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 



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

The Phantom Torturer 

came that life-giving air, fresh with the 
tang of the sea and the cleanness of the 
rain. I drew it in in great lungfuls. 
It was like tonic to me. My head cleared ; 
my brain became more c;:ctive. 

But Sheila I I must get to her. With 
a pillow from the bed I beat out all the 
glass, and leaned from the window to look 
at the ground below. It was a good 
twenty-five feet to the uneven surface 
there. If I jumped, I was certain to 
break a leg. 

The rain had ceased, and the storm had 
passed almost as quickly as it came. To 
my amazement the sky was lighted by the 
gorgeous rising moon, although patches of 
clouds still scudded before the breeze. It 
was early evening, I knew-the time when 
guests at the hotel were gathering to dance 
under the soft glow of lights in the pavil
ion. The hotel seemed very far away 
now. 

I tried to find some way of getting down. 
I searched the wall. It was as bare as 
a precipice, the nearest tree-limb ten feet 
away. 

And then, as I looked down into the gar
den, the blood froze in my veins. 

Sheila was down there-Sheila, the girl 
I loved. She stood below my window. 
She was all filmy white in the moonlight, 
clad in that old-fashioned robe that reached 
to her ankles, her long hair flowing on 
her shoulders. 

. Slowly, as if walking in her sleep, she 
took step after step, feeling her way, yet 
not conscious. She was being drawn to
ward the sea by some power greater than 
her own. 

HSheita !" I cried, fear gripping me un
til I was cold. "Sheila !" 

She .did not heed me, but kept on and on, 
slowly, like an automaton, and always to
ward the sea. 

And as, instinctively, my eyes followed 
the direction she took, I saw two objects 
that made me ache with terror. 

A short distance ahead of her was that 
monstrous negro. The black was walk
ing backwards, as though he led Sheila 
with a strange, hypnotic power. 

And beyond them both, out there on the 
bosom of the cove, and in the path of the 
rising moon, was a small boat with a 
single sail. At its stern was the figure 
of an old man, tall, stately, commanding, 
his gaze directed at Sheila. He was 
waiting patiently for her to come to him. 

I thought at first that the figure was 
burnished by the moon's beams. But as 
I gazed again, I turned sick with the sight. 

The figure was glowing, illuminated by 
a radiance of its own. The radiance was 
a horrid, sickly, greenish cast against the 
silver of the moon. And as I looked. I 
suddenly perceived that the figure was in
tangible-as transparent as a thin cloud 
of mist. 

I screamed aloud. Cold sweat stood 
on my forehead. 

In God's name, what was it all ? Was 
that the spirit of I ohn Richards, that 
wicked old monster, that exploiter of wo
men, seeking to drag Sheila in death to 
some foul existence he had prepared for 
her soul ? 

Two hundred yards in front.of her was 

( Continued from page 30 ) 

the eli ff. If she kept on, led by the negro, 
she would plunge to her death. 

How could I get to her? I must I She 
could not hear nie under that devil's spell. 
I must save her. 

Again I thought of springing from the 
window. But if I were inj ured, I could 
be of no use to her. I must save myself 
to save her. 

Desperately I turned from the window 
back to the door. The door held fast. 
Like a madman I ran about that room, 
shouting, pounding on the walls. There 
was no way but the window. 

As I stumbled toward it I tripped on 
one of those rag rugs and in an instant I 
had fallen against the fireplace, my fist 
crashing upon its side, my head barely es
caping its brickwork. But something oc
curred that made me heedless of any hurt. 
A dull, hollow sound had followed .the im
pact of my fist. 

Quickly I sprang to my feet and pounded 
on the wall at the end of the fireplace. 
Again came that hollow sound. The wall 
was not solid. There was an opening be
hind it. The secret stairs I 

I did not wait to hunt for any concealed 
spring. I swung a chair above my head 
to send it crashing through a panel. 
Again I swung and the panel splintered 
further beneath my blow. Within was 
darkness, but I caught the candle from the 
wall and, shielding it with one hand, I 
crawled through the opening. Surely 
there must be some way out of the house 
at the end of this passage. 

The space in the wall was small. More
over, the passage turned quickly at right 
angles and I knew now why Dooman had 
built no fire. The fireplace was false. 

Hesitating, feeling my way, I squeezed 
myself around the corner and peered ahead 
of me. 

A CRY sprang to my lips. I fell 
back so quickly I struck my head 

against a beam, dropping the candle. For 
a moment I clung in terror to the wall 
beside me. 

For as I turned that corner I stumbled 
upon the bones of a human body. 

If the candle had gone out, I should 
have struggled out of that hole, back into 
the room. But it sputtered at my feet 
and gave a faint light. 

For a minute I was sick with horror. 
Gradually my courage returned, however, 
and the thought of getting to Sheila be
came uppermost again. Painfully I reached 
for the candle and picked it up. I held 
it carefully while I gazed at the skeleton. 
I knew enough about anatomy to see that 
it had been a woman. The broad pelvic 
bones told me that. Shreds of fabric 
still clung to it as though the clothes that 
once covered its body had long since wasted 
away. 

I hated to push it aside. I did not 
like to d�secrate the bones of the dead. 
But Sheila ! 

And then my blood went cold. Before 
my eyes a misty figure was forming. It 
was vague-as vague as that figure out 
there in the little vessel. It was the vis
ion of a young woman, dressed in the 
costume of three generations ago. I felt 

her strange eyes fixed upon me, and I 
heard the soft whisper of her voice. 

j'You did not come in time," she said. 
H11y message was so long in reaching you. · 
It was I, Annette Ballou, who sent it, 
prisoned here after the master had his 
way with me. It was here I died." 

"In here ?" I. cried, hoarsely. 
"Dooman did it-the master's black ser

vant," she said sadly "He got them all 
for the master-the women. For three 
quarters of a century now he has got 
them. But come. There is no time to 
lose." 

I followed because I could not help my
self. I was like a sleep-walker. She 
led me down a flight of narrow steps. 
I hardly could squeeze my way along. 
Dust rose about me in a cloud, blurring 
my sight. 

A GAIN we turned a sharp corner, al� 
most too narrow for me. Down an

other flight and into the cellar we went. 
Across a dirt floor she seemed to float 
rather than walk. Into another passage
way she led me and I knew we were pass
ing under the foundations of the house. 
We came, then, to a tiny vault. The 
ghost woman stood aside for me. She 
pointed to a small door half-\vay up the 
wall. With a gasp, I ran forward. 

I shot back the bolt and threw the door 
open. A litter of dried leaves and dirt 
rattled to my feet, but above I could see 
the stars. I dropped my candle and 
seized the sides of the doorway. Quickly 
I drew my body through the opening. 
Now I was in a circle of shrubbery in the 
garden, but for one bewildered moment 
I did not know which way to turn. Then 
I crashed through the shrubbery-and saw 
Sheila. 

She was within a few feet of the cliff
her form white in the moonlight, her steps 
quickening. In another moment she 
would go crashing down to the rocks. 
Out there on the water that strange 
figure waited-straight and commanding 
as a general. 

And from his spectral mouth issued a 
low crooning sound that came over the 
waters as enticingly as the plaint of a 
mother for its child. But the horror of 
it I The note of evil desire that was in 
that voice ! 

"Sheila I" I cried. "Sheila !" 
She was at the very brink of the rocks, 

but at the sound of my voice she hesitated, 
groping. 

Plunging, slipping, I raced across the 
uneven ground. 

HSheila !" I cried again. "Wait for 
me. It's Harv. t" 

She would have gone on-to her death 
-if some frantic note from my voice had 
not penetrated her reason. As it was, 
she hesitated. I was almost up to her 
now. Panting, straining every muscle, I 
threw myself toward her. 

She tottered. One step more and she 
would fall. My hands shot out. The 
moss-covered rocks were treacherous and 
I fell to my knees. But I caught her 
arm and the strange, old-fashioned night
gown she wore, and dragged her back from 
the edge of the cliff. 



Before I could struggle to my feet, I 
was entangled in a heavy rope-my arms 
clamped to my sides, my legs tied. The 
crafty Dooman had taken me by surprise 
and my chance of resistance was past. He 
dragged me toward the house. I caught a 
last glimpse of Sheila lying stunned on the 
rocks. 

I would not give up. I writhed and 
twisted with desperate strength. I kicked 
ond struggled. Dooman only laughed. 

Up the steps, into the hall, and up the 
broad stairs he dragged me. He did not 
stop at the room where I had been im
prisoned before, but carried me on toward 
the top of the house. 

\Vas he, then, going to throw me out of 
a window ? Or would he only lock me in 
as he had done on the other floor ? If 
he had wanted to kill me, he could have 
thrown me from the rocks. \:Vhat was his 
purpose ? 

He stopped at last and unlocked a door. 
\ Ve crossed a darkened room to a window 
lighted by the full rays of the moon. The 
window-sashes themselves had been re
moved so that the frames were open. 
Near the window \vas a wide, table-like 
board, tipped back at an angle of twenty 
degrees, and supported by old packing 
cases. 

�Iy heart failed me. I knew what he 
intended. I was to be exposed to the ele
ments. 

I had read of that. There were, in 
0ther days, harsh masters who thought it 
ill fortune for them to take the life of a 
refractory slave, much as they desired to 
do so. But to relieve themselves of any 
consciousness of murder. yet to produce 
the same result. they left slaves strapped 
to such a board, "to the will of the ele
ments." 

It was a cruel process. The victim was 
pinioned on his back, spread-eagle fash
ion, where sun and rain, wind and cold,· 
thirst and hunger, would cause him to suf
fer until such a time as he begged for 
mercy or was released by death. 

It was whispered that such a thing had 
been practiced in this evil house, and now 
I was to suffer it. It was like being hung 
on a cross, with my arms and legs held in 
place by chains. 

It was bad enough to be in that strained 
position long. But the mental torture was 
worse than the physical when I thought of 
Sheila. On the board, tipped as it was, I 
could see by craning my neck the phantom 
boat in the cove, but the ghostly figure 
no longer was there. What had become 
of him ? I wondered in agony. And what 
had become of Sheila? 

She was not where I had left her-a 
white figure motionless on the rocks. What 
had happened ? Had she at last gone over 
the cliff to her death, her soul to be swept 
up and carried away by that lustful phan
tom? 

1ly thoughts were enough to drive me 
mad. I cursed the black giant who had 
pinioned me there. 

''You think you get away now?
,
. he said, 

with a leer. "No, you stay till Doornan 
come for you. The lady we take to the '
master. After a while I make you a spirit, 
maybe, so you see how the master so loves 
his women." 

UGod !" I swart:. urd ki11 you first, you 
fiend." 

uoh, no." There was vanity in his tone. 
"You will not kill Dooman. Dooman can-
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not be killed. He has lived a hundred 
years, and he will Ji,·e as many more. The 
witch-doctor made him that way." 

He saw the incredulity in my face and 
I thought he would strike me. But sud
denly he became grave and communicative. 

"You do not believe me?" he cried, l ike 
a petulant child. "There is only one way 
to kill Dooman and that you cannot do. 
I die only by the hand of a woman's 
· host. She I killed. Some day she will 
come for me." 

A shudder ran through his great frame. 
?\fadman, savage, ghost, or what-not, at 
that moment he was terribly afraid-afraid 
of an unseen spirit that hovered somewhere 
in the shadows. A sudden thought sprang 
to my mind. Racked with pain though I 
was, the words crowded to my lips : 

"Annette Ballou !" 
He almost shrieked in fright at the men

tion of the name. He dropped to his knees, 
his eyes rolling, strange sounds falling 
from his thin Jips like the cries of a hunted 
animal. 

But quickly his fear changed. He was 
humble, obsequious. He bent low, his hands 
outstretched placatingly. Then a cold, dank 
gust of air came to me. And footsteps 
sounded-the footsteps, slow and measured, 
that I had heard behind the wa11 ! A com
manding YOice, deep, rescltlant, broke the 
silence. 

''Dooman, you devil, you linger. \Vhere 
is  the ,,·ench ? Bring her to me that I 
may haYe her soul-before I pluck out 
your eyes." 

I cried out in horror. The odor of a 
thing long-dead was in my nostrils. 
could think only of. dry bones and yellow 
skin as brittle as parchment. or of hideous, 
brittle creatures crawling about in a tomb. 

As I turned my head, I saw him there 
-the ghost of Richards. If ever there 
was passion and evil in a face, it was writ
ten there. It was only the face I could 
sec-a face hollow and eyeless, with 
shrunken hawk-like nose and horrible, dis
colored teeth between grinning, shrunken 
lips. The rest of him was · a ·dim out
line. 

''Yes, 1\faster," Dooman breathed, and in 
an instant he had turned and dashed out 
of the room, his great bulk fading in the 
darkness. 

I struggled frantically to free myself. 
Suddenly the stench was no longer with 
me. One moment the ghost was there ; 
the next he had disappeared. 

''Oh, God !" I cried in my helplessness. 
"Oh, God, give me strength." 

A new presence hovered above me. 
Something light and cool as silk touched 
me. Suddenly my hand was free. A faint 
rustling sounded. l\Iy other hand was free. 

Weary and aching, I dragged myself to 
a sitting posture. I was shaking with ter
ror, but I was determined to fight for 
Sheila with my last ounce of strength. I 
fumbled at the fetters of my legs and as 
I did so I became aware of how I had been 
freed. In the shadow, just out of the moon
light, was the ghost of Annette Ballou. 
Before I could cry out, she was direct
ing me in that soft, sibilant voice like a 
whisper in the trees. 

''Come.'' she said. "There is yet time 
and vou are brave. You would have saved 
me (f you had lived long ago. I have led 
her to the house. I will help you save her 
now. Come." 

Painfully I swung off that horribl e  
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board. Following her through the dark
ness as one might follow a vague shadow, 
I came upon an open panel under a window. 
The whisper of her voice urged me again 
to follow and so, bending, half crawling, 
I entered to find another narrow stairway 
leading downward. 

Gropingly I followed. Down a corridor 
no wider than a coffin itself , I was led by 
that ghost of a woman. \Ve passed down 
another stairway and another corridor. 
And now the ghost woman stood aside and 

'TlOinted. Before me was a narrow door 
with an ancient latch. I understood. 

I raised the latch and threw open the 
door. I sprang into the room-into 
Sheila's room. And just in time. 

The giant black had her in  his arms, 
about to pass out of the door. She was 
fully clothed in her dried garments, hut 
she lay insensible, white, her eyes closed 
in a swoon. 

"Drop her, damn you !" I cried, and 
made for him. 

He laughed at me. Obsessed with the 
faith that he could not die, he did not fear 
me. Stepping to the bed, he placed Sheila 
there and came crouching for me. His 
great paws opened and closed as though 
already they were at my throat. A horri
ble smile played over his face. 

Nearer and nearer he came. As quick 
as the strike of a snake he caught me by 
one wrist, t\\'isting me helplessly against 
him. Then with nne hand he held me fast, 
while with the other he began slowly to 
press upon my forehead. 

Lights danced before my eyes. Bells 
were ringing in my ears. Back, back went 
my head. The blood pounded in my tem
ples. I felt that my spine would snap and 
my throat be torn open from the strain. 

And then, with his face close to mine, 
his eyes suddenly became pictures, as 
though I looked into a stereopticon. and the 
scene was a million years ago, before his� 
tory, when the earth was hot and steam
ing and the waters of the sea were warm. 
It was upon the seashore that I looked, 
where a woman, lovely and graceful, her 
form wrapped in her flowing hair, stood 
looking into the water. But behind her, 
from the edge of the forest, came creep
ing a great black figure, half-human. half
animaL He was about to spring upon her 
when she turned and saw him. He cringed 
away. The animal was Dooman ; the 
woman was Annette Ballou. 

And just as death was upon me in Doo� 
man's grasp, suddenly the creature shrieked 
-that high-pitched, wailing note of fear. 
The pressure on my head was released. 
I was dropped to the floor as a boy might 
drop a toy. 

Dimly I saw the giant black cringing in  
a corner o f  the room, h i s  face ashen gray, 
his great eyes bulging. His monster body 
shook and trembled like a lea f. And in 
an instant he had leaped to the door and 
was out of it. 

Then something white and dim floated 
past me. faster than the wind, out of the 
door, after him. The ghost of Annette 
Ballou ! She it was, he had told me, who 
only could cause his death ! 

I heard him go crashing down the stairs. 
I hear him tear at the outer door and his 
running, sliding, stumbling footsteps on 
the uneven ground. I heard his wild cry 
a moment later and in fancy I could see 
his body go crashing over the cliff into 
that horrible whirlpool where lately he 



would have led my poor bewitched Sheila. 
I did not wait to investigate. I half

dragged, half-carried her out of that house 
and into the cool night air and under the 
light of the moon. I did not stop until 
she awoke and protested, and told me she 
had had a horrible dream in which a lovely 
woman at last had come to her. 

Then, suddenly nervous, tense, we clung 
to each other and watChed. For out over 
the sea, far away, barely discernible in the 
moon's path, was a phantom boat with a 
gray ghost in the stern and beside it �n· , 
other figure, none the more tangible be
cause of its blackness, but like its master 
as transparent as glass. And the boat and 
the ligures in it grew smaller and smaller 
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as it traveled into the path of the moon. 
They never found the negro's body in 

that horrible whirlpool. Nor did we ever 
hear or see the ghost of Annette Ballou 
again, or ever learn her story. 

But as we stood there watching, sud
denly a tongue of flame leaped from the 
old house. It may have been caused by 
that candle I dropped, or by some defect 
in the fireplace in Sheila's room-I do not 
know. In any event, the house was soon a 
great bonfire that attracted even the guests 
from our hotel four miles away. 

It did not take long for the house to be 
razed. The flames did their work neatly. 
No more slaves in the flesh, or ghosts in 
the spirit, would tramp its encased stair-

ways. Unnumbered tragedies had taken 
place within its walls. It was j ust as well 
that the house should be destroyed. 

Friends who came to see the fire took us 
back to the hotel in their car. We did not 
tell them the story of that night, for we 
knew they would not believe us. 

Sheila, long afterward, took from among 
her keep-sakes the letter we had found in 
that strange old bottle. When she had read 
it, she looked dreamily into the distance, 
and I think there were tears in her eyes. 

But she did not speak, nor did she answer 
me when I spoke to Her. She did not tell 
me, but I think she was voicing a prayer 
for the repose of the soul of Annette 
Ballou. 

The Curse that Crossed the UJorld 

Arabic, rapidly, watching me with his 
glazed eyes. As he fell back, Yvette gave 
a little half-scream. 

"Well, he was dead. The boatm�n, 
busy at his oars, did not hear the splash. 
I saw the robe swirl in the water for a 
moment, then sink. No bubbles came to the 
surface. The boatman pulled up hard by 
the quay, and we boarded, Yvette and I, in 
silence. We spoke no word at all until 
we pulled alongside the rusty ship and 
our boatman hailed the deck watch. 

"I paid the boatman double his fare for 
silence, and we climbed to the rail. The 
old captain came from his cabin and 
seemed glad to see us. He remembered 
Yvette. He understood. He agreed to 
take us, and I trusted him instantly." 

R
OGAN stopped, and looked across at 

me inquiringly. "Am I boring you, 
Dick ? Are you getting the gist of (t? 
I'm-I'm not capable of making a tale of 
it. It's just as it happened." 

uGo on," I said. "I understand it-all 
of it." 

uYou do so far," he replied, "but from 
how on--" 

I waited for him to pick up the train of 
his thoughts. 

"We hauled anchor at dawn and sailed 
away from Algiers," he began again. 
"Yvette and I sat on the forward deck 
where we could watch the dawn and the 
lazy swells Ahead. We had no desire to 
look back to Algiers. That morning, the 
captain marri�d us. Yvette was desper
ately unhappy. That was natural enough. 
A woman .can't see murder done and still 
be calm. It was not until the ceremony 
was over that she told me the truth. 

" 'Jeem,' she called me, softening the 
letter 'J,' 'I have been afraid. You will 
laugh, I know. But it is not in your coun
try as it is on the desert. We sail now 
with a curse upon us, my lover-the curse 
of Ramacharaka, who had no fear of death. 
To you and to me, he wished the curse of 
grief and fear-<lo you understand ?' 

"I did laugh, as she said. All that day 
we were happy, because I fought away her 
superstitions. We came to the open sea ; 
and from there, I knew it would be simple 
to reach New York. After we boarded an 
English vessel bound for America, it 
seemed that Yvette had forgotten Rama-
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charaka and his cuY.se. But o n  the outward 
course her old fears returned. 

" 'I tell you, lover mine,' she would say, 
'I can sec Ramacharaka. He is here on 
the ship with us ; he walks on the deck 
when we walk ; he stands at the port-hole 
of our cabin when we sleep.' 

"I laughed at her, but now it did no 
good. She grew wan and lost the fire that 
was hers-wouldn't eat. When we would 
walk on the deck at night, she clung to 
me and was constantly looking over her 
shoulder, fearful of something that she 
thought was hovering in the blackness over 
the sea and around the ship." 

Rogan suddenly halted in his account 
and again buried his head in his hands. 
The memory of his torture was breaking 
him anew, but he regained control of him
self and went on with his narrative. 

"Three days before we were due in New 
York, Yvette took to her bed. The ship's 
doctor tried to give her medicines, but she 
waved them aside. 

" 'It is the• curse of Ramacharaka, my 
love,' she told me at night, and the pound
ing of her heart against mine was like the 
throb of the engines below. God knows, 
I did everything I could. She sat up sud
denly, wordlessly, pointing to the door of 
our cabin. It opened slowly and a gust of 
salt wind swept in--" 

He raised his eyes now and peered at 
me steadily. "I looked-and I saw-that 
damned Arab-Ramacharaka-the devil 
we just passed on the street." 

I was rigid with horror-like a bird 
that has been hypnotized by a snake. 

"You've seen the Hindus sitting on air," 
he resumed, his voice droning in a mono
tone. "You can pass a cane beneath them. 
How do they do it? You've seen them 
make a rose grow from a pot filled with 
dirt-in a few moments. Welt, the Arabs 
do strange things, too. They're old ; their 
ways are old-like the desert. I thought 
for a moment that my mind was under 
Yvette's control-it was an hallucination, 
an optical i!lusion--

"But Yvette, staring at the ghost, sud
denly fell back. Her body stiffened. Her 
eyes were hidden by lids that fluttered for 
a moment and were still. Dick, she was 
dead-there in my arms." 

Rogan choked and rose to his feet. He 
passed his hands over his forehead, then 

pressed palms to his eyes as though to 
shut out the vision of that little cabin. 

ID
HEN he resumed, his eyes were 

wild, and I noticed the deep seams 
in the yellowish skin of his face. 

"I looked up and saw Ramacharaka: He 
was staring straight into my eyes, and his 
face was stern. But there was no anger. 
He seemed calm, unemotional. He wore 
the same striped robe-and believe me or 
not, the ivory handle of my knife still 
showed. The blade was buried--! sat 
there with Yvette in my arms and saw it." 

I thought that Rogan· must go mad, if 
indeed he were not already so. But I 
schooled myself to reveal nothing, and he 
watched me with his bloodshot eyes. 

"I could not utter a sound. The cabin 
door was still open, and the salt breeze 
was blowing in. Suddenly, this thing
this Ramacharaka dissolved. It disap
peared, an� there was nothing. Then the 
door swung softly to . . . .  " 

Rogan looked out of the window again, 
then turned to me with an appealing ge.s
ture. 

"You see, old man, I know. That chap 
in the white suit is real enough. He's the 
servant of Ramacharaka. He forms the 
connection with earth. The other one, 
the robed Arab-that's Ramacharaka. I'd 
know him anywhere. This is the first time 
he's bothered me in_ more than a year. I 
thought perhaps he had quit. But this 
time-he'll get me . . . .  I'm not afraid of 
any man, Dick. But God-this thing's 
got me." 

I rose and took Rogan's shaking hand. 
"I've heard of these things, of course," I 
said. "But after all, why take it so 
seriously just yet ? We've run out of 
many a storm. Let us go an the street and 
look for these Arabs. It would be much 
better to have it out, if we can. At least, 
we can get at the truth of it. Shall we 
go?" 

Rogan nodded. "I suppose so. But 
you believe me, don't you ? You saw this 
-this thing? I can't be wrong this time. 
You saw it yoursel £-and you must know 
I'm telling the truth." 

"Certainly/' I told him. "But isn't there 
a chance that Ramacharaka is still alive ? 
I've been told that those devils die hard, 

(Continued on page 58) 
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The Fast Can Restore Health 
Where Everything Else Has Failed 

Once Understood, the Theory ol the Fast Appeals So Strongly to Your Common Sense 
That You Are Not Surprised at the Alm_ost Unbelievable Results It Has Accomplished 

WHEN food enters your stomach it must be digested. The process of digestion occupies, for several hours, the entire at
tention of a large part of your blood supply. 

Nature fights disease or weakness in your body through the medium of your blood. Blood is your army of protection. 
When not occupied otherwise it gives its time and attention to fighting disease, killing off obnoxious germs, expelling foreign 
matter, removing dead cells-in a word to freeing the body of everythi11g detrimental to perfect health. 

But if practically your entire fighting force is called away to lunch every six hours or so, leaving your front line trenches 
empty, your artillery without gunners, your aeroplanes without pilots, it is to be expected that the enemy will make marked 
progress during their aosence. .,.flfl . 

And don'l jorgel lhis-every time you fill your stomach with 
food you create exactly tbe situation described above. "Fasting for Health" 

As compared with human beings there is almost no chronic 
functional disease among animals in the natural state. 

When a horse is sick he "gets off his feed." Natural instinct 
tells him to fast and he obeys. Not another 

which we believe is unquestionably the most masterly, the 
most complete and far-reaching work on fasting that has ever 
been written. We do not know of another man in the entire 

mouthful does he eat until natural hunger re-
turns. And natural hunger returns only when 
health is restored. 

Man no longer recognizes instinct in matters 
affecting health. Instinct has been replaced by 
reason and reason is often wrong. Humanity 
has departed from the ways of nature and 1s 
paying a terrible price in sickness, misery, disease 
and death. 

Nature is inexorable to those who break her 
laws but she is not vindictive. Even in the 
eleventh hour vou can turn to Nature for help 
and get it and in no way can she help you more 
than through the fast. 

H lftldreds of cases of desperate functional 
diseases have been cured by a careful and skilled 
administration of the fast after every other 
means of treatment had failed. 

Thousands of other cases, not so far advanced, 
have responded quickly and easily to Nature's 
most powerful factor in driving out disease. 

There are millions of people today ailing, weak, 
diseased, discouraged, who could be in perfect 
health within three months-new men and 
women-if they knew the wonderful power of 
tbe fast to heal and how to administer it properly. 
If you have a health problem to solve it is very 
probable that you are one of them. 

For many years, Bernarr Macfadden, head 
of the nation-wide Physical Culture movement has known the tremendous value of the fast in 

IF intelligently administered 
in accotdance with the di· 

rections given in "FASTING 
FOR HEALTH." The following 
ailments should respond read
ily to the fast: 

Aathma 
Biliouaneaa 
Bladder Disease 
Bronchitis 
Catarrh 
Constipation 
Coughs and Colds 
Diabetes 
Dlaeaaea of the Prostate 

Cland 
Diaeaaea of the Rectum 
Diaeaaea of Women 
Dyspepsia 
Emaciation 

�:!1Tr?ubiM 
Eye Troubles 
Headache 
Heart Diaeaae 
Insomnia 
Impotency 
Kidney Dlaeaae 
Uver Dbeaae 
Neurasthenia 
Obesity 
Paralysis 
Rheumatbm 
Skin Dlaea ... 
Stomach Dta ... ea 
Vital Depletion 
Youthful Erro". 

world as able to deal with the subject of fasting 
as Bernarr Madadden. Into "FASTING FOR 

HEAL rn" he has put his heart and mind and 
soul-the very best that is in him. Nter going 
thoroughly into the general aspects of fasting 
he takes up case after case of the specific treat
ment of functional diseases so that, no matter 
what your trouble is, you will probably find 
the detailed description of the treatment of a 
similar case so minutely covered, step by step, 
to the point of complete recovery that your 
delight will know no bounds. 

Mr. Macfadden Wants You to 
Examine This Book at 

His Risk 
He knows that once you have had an oppor

tunity to go thru it, page by page, you would 
not think of parting with it. And so, he has 
instructed us to send copies of 11FASTING FOR 

HEALTH" to all persons wishing to see it, upon 
a five days' approval basis. 

Although the price of this priceless book has 
been made extremely low-only $2.00-you 
are not required to send one penny in advance. 
All that is necessary is to fill out the coupon 
provided below and mail to us. Immediately 
upon receipt a copy will be forwarded to you. curative practice. Regularly, several times each 

year, he has renewed and cleansed the tissues 
fasts of from three to fifteen days' duration. 

of his body by 

At the same time he has supervised and observed the results 
of the fast upon thousands of men and women afflicted with a 
long list of diseases, many of them seemingly beyond help and 
the astonishing results achieved long ago convinced him that if 
an authentic book on fasting could be placed in the · hands of 
every man and woman having a health problem to solve, there 
is no limit to the amount of good it could accomplish. 

When the postman delivers it pay him $2.00, plus postage, which 
will be looked upon simply as a deposit. If at any time within 5 
days after receipt you decide for any reason that you do not wish 
to keep it, return it to us and your $2.00 will be immediately 
returned. 

Out of that conviction came the determination to provide just 
such a book and so, from the wealth of specialized knowledge that 
is his he has created 

MAcFADDEN PuBLICATIONS, INc. 
Dept. C. S. 10, Macfadden Building 

1926 Broad�ay New York City 

r---------------------:1 
MACFADDEN PUBLICATIONS, Inc. 

Dapt.C.S. 10,, Madaddan Buildinc. UZ6 Broadway, New York City 1 
Entirely at your riak you may aend me a CODY of Bemarr Madadden'• 

new book. "FASnNG POt HBALTS." Upon receipt I will pay tbe: I postman $2.00. plua postage . 
It ia understood If after eumining it for five daya I decide for any rea8QP 

DOt to keep it you will immediately refund my $2.00 upon return of the boot. 
CaPJadian and [oreiJ" orders-Ca3h in adPanu 

I 

L-;��= ;-�������� �-= :�=�J 
"Tit- ;. a popular hut wltoUy erroneou• idea tltat one undergoing tlte ftul grow• gradually weaker. Tlti• i• far from 

tlte fact. In mCMI in.tancu for a time, tlte ftuler actually 6ecomu •tronger."-Bornarr Macfadden. 
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even though they're said to welcome 
death." 

"That blade went in to the hilt, Dick. 
There were no bubbles when he went 
down beside the quay." 

We took the elevator and went down 
to the lobby. The first sight that met our 
eyes was that of the two Arabs standing 
at the desk. The younger, half-breed one 
in civilized clothes was taking a key from 
the clerk. The robed Arab-the man from 
beyond the grave-stood at his elbow, silent. 
Rogan clutched my arm, and his eyes 
dilated. 

"Steady," I warned him. "Keep cool, 
man. Don't let them see anything. 

HE braced himself and we walked across 
the floor, passing the Arabs as they 

made for the elevator. They looked 
straight at Rogan, ignoring me. And I 
concede to Rogan that he returned their 
gaze without flinching. 

41We'll look over the register," I sug
gested. 

Casually, I turned the book around and 
studied the scrawled signatures of guests 
from far and near. Far down the page I 
came to the quaint, fine script-"Hatha 
Khabu, Algiers." The other Arab's name 
did not appear on the book. Rogan, lean
ing over the desk, trembled. 

"That's the slavey,'' he said. "Rama
charaka is with him. But he wouldn't 
register, of course. Look, Dick-great 
God, they've got 864, the room next to 
mine !" 

I squeezed Rogan's arm and smiled to 
the clerk. "That's an odd couple you've 
got here," I remarked. 

He looked at me inquiringly. "What 
did you say, 'Mr. Craig ?" 

"Those Arabs," I repeated-"they make 
an odd pair." 

"Oh," he said, with a smile, "you mean 
the fellow who just went up? Yes. Did 
he have another one with him? I didn't 
see the second one. He must have met a 
buddy, eh?" 

Rogan and I turned away, and I con
fess that I felt ill. It was so, then-I, too, 
was under this spell. Only Rogan and I 
were seeing this robed figure with the 
piercing eyes. Rogan sensed my uneasi
ness. 

"Now you believe," he said, almost 
exultantly. "You've been doubting me, 
Dick. You don't any more." 

We went out to the street. Rogan 
seemed to have regained his self-control
or perhaps it was the calm of desperation. 
They say that doomed men, when they arc 
very strong, experience a strange aloof
ness in regard to mundane things. I've 
seen men about to die who laughted with 
their guards and voiced weird jokes about 
death. Perhaps it was so with Rogan 
now. 

"In the desert," he said, when \Ve \vere 
strolling along Canal Street, "I used to 
study the fakirs and the prophets we"d run 
across. They did some remarkable things. 
I always believed they were sincere, how
ever much I doubted them myself. An 
old desert rat told me something about it, 
one night. He said that each of us is an 
ego-a fragment of the universal life, set 
apart as an individual to work out a share 
of the universal plan. You are independent 
of the body ; you use it only as an instru· 
ment. You are indestructible and have 
eternal life-you cannot be destroyed by 
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fire, water, or anything at all. No matter 
what becomes of your body, you survive. 
You are a soul and merely have a body. 
Do you follow me, Dick !'' 

"Yes, after a fashion. I've read consid
erable about it." 

"About like you read a novel, or a mys
tery story," he cut in. "You put the book 
aside and thought, 'How interesting.' 
Then you let it go at that. Never did 
much real thinking about it, did. you, 
Dick ?" 

I had to admit that the subject was one 
into which I had never delved with any de
gree of seriousness. 

"Well, neither did I until that night on 
shipboard." 

We walked on, each busy with his own 
thoughts. Presently, we came to the river. 
The levee was weighted beneath cotton 
bales, barrels of molasses, package freight. 
Tied up along the crescent for miles were 
ships of all shapes and sizes, from great 
sea-going liners to awkward, low-decked 
freighters. Negroes sang at their work, 
while white mates bawled curses from the 
rails. 

"It's an interesting city,'' said Rogan, 
quietly. "An interesting world. I don't 
1ike to quit it, Dick." 

I forced a laugh, but it rang false. 
''No. you're not laughing, really. You 

know now, as well as I do," he went on ; 
"but you're safe enough, I think. You 
better make your plans to go on alone." 

UJ E had come to New Orleans to take 
ship for South America. There was 

excitement down there, and money to be 
earned by those who knew the ropes. 

"Forget it, Rogan," I said sharply. 
H\Ve're going together." 

\Ve faced about and walked slowly back 
to the hotel. There seemed to be nothing 
to talk about ; and for my own part, I had 
a great desire to be quiet and to think. I 
went to my room adjoining Rogan's, con
necting through the bath. I left the door 
open and, presently, heard the scratching 
of his pen. 

At dinner he handed me the result of 
his writing. It was a singularly brief 
statement relating roughly what he had 
told me of his life. The concluding para
graph was in the nature of a will in which 
he left his personal belongings to me. 

uy ou're letting this thing get too deep,'' 
I said, and handed the papers back to him. 

"Just the same, old man. you'll do me a 
favor by keeping it," he said, steadily. 

I thtust the pages into my pocket. All 
through the meal we watched the other 
diners, but saw neither of the Arabs. 

After dinner we walked once more, and 
saw the aged city in the shadows. Out 
Saint Charles Avenue, we went. \Ve 
walked a long way-passing many old 
Southern mansions half-hidden behind 
drooping Spanish moss. The soft night 
air was laden with the fr:· 6rance of mag-
nolia. 

. "' 

Back in the hotel, Rogan's nervousness 
returned. For a time the haggard lines 
in his face had been erased and he had been 
almost gay. Now he became morose, sul
len, restless. I remained with him in his 
room until a late hout � 

"I'm not going to go out easily," he said, 
just before I rose to go to my room. He 
opened his bag and removed a heavy ser
vice revolver. 

"If you come in here tonight, Dick, call 

out first. I'm going to shoot and ask 
questions afterwards." 

I grinned and patted his shoulder. 
"Pleasant dreams," I said. "It'll look dif
ferent in the morning." 

But in my own room, I, too, provided 
myself with a reliable automatic that had 
served me in other emergencies. And 
when I turned in, it was with a vague, 
yet certain premonition that my sleep was 
to be mightily disturbed. I lay awake for 
hours, listening to the noises of the city. 
Finally, voices became less frequent in the 
halls. The "owl" cars passed only occa
sionally. When the silence became op
pressive, I must have fallen asleep. 

I was awakened by the sound of Rogan's 
voice. 

"You brought it on yourself," he was 
saying in a du1I monotone. "Yvette was 
mine-mine, I tell you. She was white, and 
you were black. There was a whole world 
between you. That night on the quay you 
invited death-to spit in the face of a sol
dier of the Legion ! Oh, yes, I know-I 
was a deserter, but I was still a man. Go 
away, you black devil ! Oh, go--" 

I leaped to my feet, seized the gun, and 
moved swiftly across the floor without a 
sound. There was no light, either in the 
bath or in Rogan's room, and I had left 
my own in darkness. At the door I paused, 
shoving the gun in front of me. 

Through the gloom I could see Rogan 
sitting up in bed. His hair was disheveled, 
and his eyes were staring. His revolver, 
I was sure, lay on the table beside his bed, 
but he made no move to get it. He leaned 
back on one hand, and the other was rub
bing ceaselessly at his throat. He was 
babbling something in Arabic. 

A du11 sort of illumination came from 
the window, and I could see the various 
objects in the room distinctly. There was 
no one there except my friend. Then I 
saw that the door was ajar. I leaped across 
the room and ran out into the corridor. 
Twenty feet away, the smaller Arab was 
padding noiselessly down the hall. In two 
more steps he would be at his own door. 

"Come back here," I snarled. 
The half-breed turned, gazed at me in 

the dim light, and I saw his eyes travel to 
the blue gleam of my gun. Then he.moved 
quietly and unhurriedly in my direction. 
He halted just in front of me. 

"Come in here," I growled, keeping the 
barrel trained on him. 

He bowed a little stiffiy and preceded me 
into the room. Rogan had fallen back on 
the pillow. I closed the door and, still 
covering the Arab with mY pistol, walked 
over to the bed. At its head was the 
switch. I turned it, and the room was 
flooded with light. 

"Sit down in that chair," I ordered. The 
man obeyed without a word. I put my 

. left hand down and touched Rogan's face. 
It was hard-and cold. Startled, I looked 
down at him. His eyes were wide-open, 
staring up at the ceiling. His mouth was 
drawn as though he was in torture. His 
hands, outside the rumpled covers, were 
twisted and stiff. I knew that he was 
dead. 

I straightened and faced the man in the 
chair. "Where's your partner-Rarnachar� 
aka ?" I demanded. 

The fellow raised his eyebrows a trifle, 
but his voice was soft when he replied : 
"Ramacharaka is dead." 

"Why did you kill Rogan ?" I asked. 



He shrugged. "You are mistaken, Mon
sieur." He spoke in fairly good English. 
"Until this moment, I did not know he was 
dead." 

"What were you doing in this room-in 
the hall?" 

"I was passing the door-! had been out 
with friends-and I heard a man's voice," 
be answered readily. "It sounded as though 
be were in trouble--" 

uso you came in/' I interrupted. 
He shook his head. "No. I paused for 

a moment, but the voice stopped quickly, 
and so I started toward my room. Then 
Monsieur came out-with the gun." 

Was the fellow laughing at me ? I could 
have sworn there was a· curve on his thick 
lips, a leer in his beady eyes. 

"The door was open-you were slipping 
away-and Rogan has been murdered/' I 
told him. 14You will have a hard time con· 
vincing the police-" 

He shrugged. "There is nothing to fear 
but fear," he said. 

"Did you know this man ?" I jerked a 
finger towards Rogan. 

The Arab peered for a long moment at 
the body and shook his head. 

By way of reply, I picked up the tele
phone and called the desk, taking care to 
keep the Arab under my gun. 

usend up the house detective," I said 

tinguishable only in outline from the sur
rounding vagueness. It was pale, livid, to 
my straining gaze. 

I uttered a hoarse cry and tried to rise. 
I knew what it was, before the features 
were revealed. A mad impulse to escape 
came over me, but my muscles could not 
or would not obey. I turned my head to 
blot out the fearful sight, but I could feel 
it coming on. Then in panic I groveled 
in the pillows, but some power forced me 
to look up. The shadow of Elise stood at 
the edge of the bed. 

Some awful struggle was going on 
within · her : her face was contorted with 
loathing and horror at something pursuing 
her, and she gave me a wildly beseeching 
look as she beckoned to me as if for aid. 
Then she shrank back suddenly, and I saw 
what it was she feared. The same cruet. 
menacing arm that I had seen before, with 
its snake-like fingers, was reaching out 
towards her. 

I summoned all my strength and resolu
tion ; the mute appeal in her eyes could 
not go unanswered. I gave a cry that 
rang for long moments in my ears. The 
blood began to flow in my veins again ; in 
a moment I would be myself. But j ust 
as I was about to rise, that awful arm 
drew closer ; the figure of Elise made a 
last imploring motion towards me, crum
pled up as under some savage attack, and 
disappeared. I was staring into space. 
The moonlight still crept softly through 
the curtains which bellied slightly in the 
summer breeze. I was alone. 

Footsteps pattered in the hall ; there was 
a rap · at my door and an excited question. 
"Herr Fallon, did you cry out? Is any
thing wrong ?" It was Ludwig Weber who 
had heard my outcry. I threw open the 
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briefly, 41and a doctor-quic�as you can !" 
We waited in silence for perhaps ten 

minutes. It was early morning and in all 
likelihood the detective was enjoying a few 
minutes of sleep. He came presently, ac
companied by a clerk and a bellboy. 

"What's the trouble?" he asked, pushing 
in when I called. 

I told him in a few words. He bent over 
Rogan, listening for heart beats, then rose, 
shaking his head slowly. 

"He's out," he said. "Was it a knife, or 
--" Again he leaned over to examine 
Rogan's throat. uHe wasn't choked," he 
said, straightening. 

A knock sounded on the door and the 
house physician hurried in, partially 
dressed, obviously j ust from his slumbers. 

He went quickly to the bed and almost 
immediately confirmed what I already 
knew. 

"He's dead." 
In his business-like, professional manner 

the doctor bared Rogan's great chest and 
commenced a hurried examination. The 
detective stood by, watching him carefully. 
The Arab sat quietly in his chair, an inter
ested onlooker. The clerk and the bellboy 
stared with wide eyes, while I stood be
tween the Arab and the door, still holding 
the automatic. 

"Not a mark on him," said the physician, 

Arms 1n the Dark 
(Continued from page 19) 

door ; human companionship would be a 
blessing now. I must have presented a 
queer disheveled spectacle. 

"I dreamt I saw a ghost," I stammered ; 
"it scared me badly." 

Ludwig glanced at the clock on my 
table. "It is bad for the nerves to go to 
sleep so early. See, it is only half-past 
ten." 

So I had been asleep less than half an 
hour when this thing had happened. My 
mind had been at ease when I retired. 
How could such a. visitation follow so 
close upon a peaceful evening ? Surely 
it must bode some evil to Elise. Queer 
fantastic thoughts came to my mind, while 
Ludwig talked on aimlessly. I threw on 
my clothes with sudden decision. I niust 
solve this menace of the night at once. 
If not, I would go mad. Despite the pro
testations of Ludwig, who was certain I 
was ill, I dashed out on an errand that in 
my own mind was vague and unformed. 

I stood at last before the home of Doctor 
Thorwald Bender. As on the previous 
night all was shrouded in quiet and dark
ness. What evil could be hovering over 
this silent, peaceful abode ? Opposite the 
house I paused, hardly knowing my own 
mind. What ac · of folly was I about to 
commit ? Burst into this sleeping house
hold to trace a supernatural apparition to 
its lai r ?  Would I not be convicted of 
idiocy ? Would not this cut off the last 
hope of friendship with Doctor Bender? 
Would it not place Elise herself in a more 
difficult position? 

At the thought of the girl my wavering 
resolutioti returned. Somehow I must 
make sure that she was not suffering. I 
stole down -a narrow alley that led to the 
yard in the rear of the house. Trees grew 
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presently. ''Was he a sufferer from heart 
disease ?" 

"That man never had an ailment in his 
life,, I retorted. "He's been murdered." 

They looked at me curiously and the 
shadow of a smile passed across the sinister 
face of the man from the Sahara. 

"We'll make a closer examination, of 
course," said the physician, uneasily. "But 
from what I can find, death was due to 
natural causes." 

· 

I thought rapidly, Did I dare to tell 
Rogan's story to the western world ? Would 
the occidental mind grasp the strange 
theories and powers of the Orient ? Would 
I make myself forever ridiculous with a 
story that had no explanation ? They would 
call me a mad man. I determined to keep 
silent for the present. 

0 f course, the police were called in. 
They held Hatha Khabu for examination, 
and his alibi was plausible enough. As a 
matter of fact, he proved that he had been 
with friends in the Arab quarter that night, 
and had just returned to the hotel when I 
stopped him. A consultation of surgeons 
and physicians was the final act and their 
decision was accepted as official. Rogan 
had died, they agreed, from a sudden fail
ure of the heart valves. I told them noth
ing of the desert ghost. They could never 
have un�rstood. 

close to the wall of the building and shaded 
the windows with their foliage. A light 
was burning in a second-story window t 
Some one in the house was still awake I 

With my breath coming unevenly, I 
found a spot, half-hidden by a huge linden, 
where I could see the window plainly. A 
shadow was pacing back and forth ; its 
outline vaguely depicted on the· curtain. 
Back and· forth from wall to window it 
stalked, never coming close enough for me 
to identify the shape. That shadow threw 
me into a sort of frenzy. Who was it 
keeping this nocturnal vigil?  What mys
terious work was under way? 

Suddenly the shadow paused, its back to 
the window. The huge outline of Doctor 
Bender's bulky figure stood revealed 
against the light. So it was he who was 
pacing about, nervous and agitated, in the 
silent house 1 I felt an overmastering de
sire to look into that room. I could no 
longer rest with the unsolved fears that 
my imagination conjured up. I would risk 
any cost, any penalty, to free my mind. 

A low-branching tree grew near the wall, 
one of its highest limbs twisting and curl
ing towards the lighted window. If I 
could climb to that vantage-place I could 
gain a clear view of the room. I sum
moned all my gymnastic skill, which had 
never been very great, and swung myself 
to the lowest branch. The pitch to which 
my nerv�s were wrought lent me strength 
and skill. I had no fear of falling. Slowly 
I gained the branch that overhung the 
window, and cautiously I crept along it
If it creaked and strained beneath my 
weight I paid no heed. 

And suddenly into my angle of vision 
fell the interior of Doctor Bender's room. 
Well it was that I had made $loubly sur� 
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at every step of my precarious footing : 
otherwise I must have fallen at the shock 
of horror. In my wildest dreams I had 
never suspected this. 

Doctor Bender was leaning over a couch 
against the wan, his profile turned directly 
towards me. In his eyes was a grim, un
earthly light as of one who has seen weird 
things. One of his arms-an arm huge 
and bulky, with waving talons of fingers 
-\vas outstretched over a figure that lay 
recumbent on the couch, as if he were 
summoning something from an unknown 
void. It was the arm I had seen in my 
nightmare twice before ! 

I shivered and with difficulty restrained 
a cry. Then as I looked again, the doctor 
turned, and the figure on the couch was re
vealed. It was Elise, clad only in a night
robe-Elise with open but unseeing eyes, 
cheeks pale as death itself, her breath com
ing in short and feverish gasps. My brain 
reeled ; for minutes I held my eyes tight 
closed while I fought to keep hold of my 
shattered senses. 

Then reason rushed to my aid. This 
was no phantasm of my imagination that 
I beheld ; these were flesh and blood crea
tures that I could deal with. I need have 
no fear ; there were no ghostly apparitions 
here. And I opened my eyes to take in 
every detail of the scene. Doctor· Bender 
stood as before, the venomous fingers al
most touching the girl's brow. Her lips 
were moving slightly. Obedient to his 
command some secret was being torn from 
her bosom. I sickened at the sight of this 
human sacrifice. 

And now I understood the horror she 
had shown \Vhenever her father was men
tioned. This was the reason for the hys
teria and the nervous outbreaks that had 
puzzled me. Well might she ha�e dreaded 
this monster of a parent. The whole thing 
became clear to me. On the preYious night 
and this one, too, Elise had sought my aid 
to keep her from the clutches of this fiend
ish experiment. Before she had yielded 
her soul to him, her shade, her aura--call 
it what you will-had cried out to me for 
help. I had not understood. 

I was by this time in a frenzy of ex
citement. At whatever cost to myself I 
must stop this deviltry. The end of the 
limb on which I was perched almost grazed 
the shutter of the window ; the ledge was a 
wide one. With many a slip I crawled to 
the end ; then one precarious step and I 
stood firmly on the window-si11, clutching 
at the shutter for support. I paused a 
moment to catch my breath. 

Inside the scene was unchanged. Per
haps the breathing of Elise was a little 
heaYier ; the look on Thorwald Bender's 
face more grim. Quietly I reached for 
the \\·indow-sash, and as it slid easily in 
my grasp I felt a thrill of victory. Hurl
ing- it up, I swept aside the flimsy curtain 
and leaped into the room. 

The look of a wild beast that has been 
trapped was on the face of Doctor Bender 
as he whirled around at me. Fear, rage, 
defeat, madness-all lurked in the expres
s.il'n that t\\•isted his features. I was the 
first to speak. 

"She's dying ! Let her go ! You are 
killing her !" I cried. 

Doctor Bender recognized me at last. 
Whether he had thought I was an emis
sary of the police, or perhaps some ghostly 
figure summoned by his own fell practices, 
I do not know. ,But when he recognized 
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me his terror very promptly vanished. 
"Dunce ! I.ftot I" he bellowed, "do you 

know what you have done ? You may 
have killed the girl !"  

I shrank back aghast ; I had not been 
prepared for this. The stern eyes of the 
doctor held an accusing look. "Elise is 
sick ; out of her head. You find me in the 
midst of a cure. You want to murder 
her?" 

Was it true? Had my abrupt entrance 
really endangered the girl ? Yet I had 
seen the look on his face when he thought 
he was alone. It was not the look of a 
physician restoring a patient to health. 
And the arm that had twice haunted me, 
and that Elise had feared----could I forget 
that writhing menace ? 

"You are lying !" I exploded. "Wake 
her or I'll have the police !" 

A spasm of rage crossed the doctor's 
face. With an effort he stifled an out
burst, but that moment of uncertainty con
vinced me. Elise was not sick ; he did not 
dare to face an inquiry. His words came 
forth slowly. 

;'You are making a mistake, young man ; 
you are too young to know. And with you 
Americans there is no reasoning. Others 
are as ignorant as you ; they would not 
understand. I love my daughter ; I would 
not let her suffer." 

There was a queer solemnity in his words 
that I could not doubt. Somewhere in that 
vast, cruel mind was a tiny space reserved 
for Elise. He would sacrifice her will
ingly to his experiments, but he loved her, 
too. I was silent while he turned to the 
sti1l form on the couch. He waved his 
hand lightly and murmured a word or two 
that I could not hear. I watched, spell
bound by this revelation of his mastery 
0\·er her. She quivered as if she had re
ceived a slight shock ; then every tense 
muscle relaxed, her eyes slowly drew 
closed, and her heavy breathing became 
quiet. She seemed to have passed into a 
normal sleep. Doctor Bender turned to me. 

"She will sleep this way all night. You 
are satisfied ?" 

I could no longer remain in his house ; 
there was nothing further I could do. Yet 
I was still anxious for her safety. 

"You wiil answer for it if this happens 
again," I threatened. "Next time I will 
come with the police !" 

A cryptic smile curled the doctor's lips 
''Next time--" 

"I will know if there's a next time !" I 
thundered. "'Elise will let me know, and 
then watch out !" 

His eyelids fluttered ; a queer. startled 
look swept his face. ''That is impossible 
-Elise would tell you? No !"  His eyes 
were searching mine with a curious glitter. 

I was troubled ; should I tell him the 
whole truth ? Or did he already know of 
the visitations I received-the warnings 
Elise had given me ? Doctor Bender drew 
near. 

"You mean, Herr Fallon-you have seen 
her spirit ?" 

His words were almost a hiss. Before 
those glittering eyes, filled with a knowl
edge of hidden things, I could only nod 
my head. His was the mastery now. 

"It is unbelievable ! It is a miracle !" 
There \Vas exultation in his voice. ''It is 
proved, then ; it is true. Her so�l, Herr 
Fallon ! I have dissected a soul !" 

I shrank from this monster who was 
clutching at me with his hands, but I could 

not check his torrent of eager words. 
4'We must' go on, Herr Fallon, you and 

I. VVe cannot stop at this ; it is too new, 
too great ! You see? It is her love for 
you that makes it possible. We shall work 
together ; we shall continue hand in hand. 
You will be Doctor Bender's first aide
his associate, Mcin Herr ! You wilt know 
things that no one knows--" 

I must have gone mad with fury. This 
beast was proffering me friendship, fame, 
success, in return for Elise's soul ! 11y 
reason left me. I flung myself upon him, 
flaying him with my fists, reaching for his 
throat. He was a huge man, but I had 
more than human strength. Then sud
denly a hand like iron fell on me from be
hind and dragged me off. Alex had come 
into the room ; perhaps he had been watch
ing all the time. 

Doctor Bender's hand went to his face ; 
he brushed aside the perspiration and a thin 
trickle of blood from above his eye. Alex 
looked at him questioningly as he held me 
helpless in his grip. The doctor shook his 
head. 

··xa damage to him, Alex : that we can
not stand. But he has stayed too long ; 
show him out." A minute later I was in 
the street. 

I slept uneasily that night, and awoke 
much later than was my usual habit. A 
presentiment filled me that I had been fool
ish to leave Doctor Bender unwatched. 
\Vhat assurance had I that he would not 
continue his deviltry with Elise? Some 
way must be found to remove her from the 
power of this arch-fiend, and I determined 
to see the man at once to press my demands. 

It was noon when I arrived at Doctor 
Bender's house. There was no answer to 
my ring, and the house seemed deserted. 
.-\n inquiry among the neighbors confirmed 
my suspicion ; Doctor Bender, his daugh
ter, and his servant had left in a closed 
carriage that morning. 

I felt a boundless sense of defeat-Elise 
gone, her father able to work his will upon 
her, I bound by my poverty to Vienna. 
In a contest of this sort I could not cope 
with Thorwald Bender. Yet I could Jearn 
where they were bound. A figure of his 
importance could not simply disappear. 
And from Doctor Tannenbaum, who was 
guileless enough. I discovered that Doctor 
Bender had a summer home at Ellenbruk, 
twenty miles away, where he had gone for 
a brief stay. 

But what good would it be to follow ? 
If he was determined to be rid of me, 
could he not go to France, to England, to 
the ends of the earth, where I could not 
possibly follow ? Some time or other he 
must return to Vienna with Elise, and I 
forced my sci f to be content with that. 

I sat reading in my room that night, 
only half attentive to my text, wondering 
how it was with the girl I loved. Sud
denly I grew cold as the same sensation 
that I already knew so well swept over me. 
The lights seemed to flicker and go out. 
A pallid glow appeared that slowly took 
shape. This time I was in no doubt as to 
what it was. And how can I describe my 
feelings as again the face and form of 
Elise stood revealed, with the same im
ploring look and gesture that had haunted 
me before ? 

I sat there helpless, knowing what would 
happen. A writhing hand and arm would 
appear, stretching over her ; she would give 
a final despairing look of anguish, and the 



specter would fade. It would mean that 
her spirit had again succumbed to the 
compelling force of Doctor Bender ; that 
it had passed into his keeping until he 
added one more experiment to his awful 

- list. 
But this time the vision did not disap

ear I No threatening arm appeared as be
- ·e, but instead there was a faint glow 
which hung motionless above her head. It 
might or might not have been a hand. And 
the shade of Elise remained, sad-eyed, pite
QUS, unfading. How long could it last ? 
My blood was ice ; every nerve aquiver
flesh and blood could only stand so much. 
And then as I became frantic with this 
never-ending torture, I seemed to know 
what Doctor Bender was about. His full 
strength was not being exerted tonight ; he 
was permitting the shade of Elise to re
main with me ! 

For what fell purpose ?  Was he test
ing me, or her ? Or did he only wish to 
frighten me to death ? The answer came 
quickly. To my maddened over-burdened 
brain it seemed as if the figure drew 
nearer to me ; that it would actually 
touch me. I gave a groan and fainted dead 
away. 

When I came to, long after, my head 
was in a whirl. The lights were again 
shining brightly ; the specter was gone. 
But I knew that if this should continue 
my reason would topple. Somehow, some 
way, I must put an end to this phantom 
of the night. I must seek out Doctor 
Bender and free Elise from his dread
ful influence. I knew where to find him, 
and I must act at once. 

My preparations were soon made. A 
livery-stable much patronized by students 
furnished me a horse and buggy in spite 
of the late hour. It was about ten o'clock : 
in four hours I should be in Ellenbruk. 
I had in my pocket a good American six
shooter that I had brought from home. 
This time there would be no mistake ; I 
would return with Elise. 

What a drive it was, in the silence of 
the night on my fantastic errand ! Who 
would have believed me if I had said 
I was on my way to answer the call of a 
wraith ? Was I the crazy one, or Doctor 
Bender ? I turned grim at the thought 
of that man-better an insane person to 
deal with than a ruthless scientist. But 
I had no fear ; my goal was certain, and 
my plan was sure. 

It was two o'clock when I arrived in 
Ellenbruk, and at the single hostelry in the 
village I was directed to Doctor Bender's 
chalet, about two miles up the hillside. I 
changed horses here, for mine was spent. 
and I knew that a mountain horse would 
be better on the trail than my city animal. 
The path was steep and rocky, and my 
progress necessarily slow. When I finally 
approached the house, I saw lights in the 
windows, and hastened my horse's steps. 
What if something had gone wrong and 
I were too late? 

A long time I rapped on the door with
out response, and I was seeking another 
means of entrance when an old servant 
appeared. \Vith a waste of many precious 
minutes he stammered his story. Doctor 
Bender and Elise had departed in their 
carriage just a short time ago. Where 
they had gone the servant did not know, 
hut there was only one path they could 
have taken ; l had not passed them, and 
so they must have taken the trail in the 
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opposite direction. They were ahead of me. 

"Why did they leave ?" I demanded 
anxiously. 

The old man shrugged his shoulders. 
"Alex brought word you were coming. 
He was watching at the village." 

So the doctor had expected me ! How 
could one outwit a man like that ? "And 
is Alex with them?" I fingered my re� 
volver. 

"He is ahead, on horseback ; the doctor 
and the fraulein are in the carriage." 

I had heard enough. Springing back 
into my seat, I started in pursuit. l\Iy 
light rig would soon overtake the heavy 
brougham of Doctor Bender. The road 
became steeper and more difficult, but once 
I reached the crest, I gave the horse his 
head ; he could be trusted to follow the 
winding trail. The moon came out, but 
revealed only a bleak, deserted mountain
side. 

I traveled perhaps a mile down the steep 
declivity ; then at a sharp turn in the road, 
where my horse instinctively slowed down, 
I heard the sudden, shrill neigh of a horse 
in pain. From far down the embankment 
it seemed to come, and I stopped my horse. 
Taking the lantern from the rig, I stepped 
to the edge of the road. I had a terrible 
fear of what had happened. 

A huge gap appeared in the shrubbery, 
and there was a deep indentation of wheels 
in the loose dirt of the roadside. Some 
heavy vehicle had fallen down the hillside, 
and with my heart in my mouth I stum
hled down the slope. Half-way down I 
stopped, petrified with horror. There was 
the splintered brougham of Doctor Bender 
-it had crashed into a tree. One horse was 
quite still underneath the wreckage ; the 
other was thrashing away, entangled in 
his harness. With the dim aid of the lan
tern I searched frantically for the two 
occupants. 

Under the brougham where he had been 
pinned I found Thorwald Bender. His 
eyes opened as my lantern flung its rays 
into his face. The pallor of death was 
upon him ; his lips moved faintly and I 
strained to hear. 
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1'I tried too much !" he breathed. 111t 
is not given us to do too much. Be care
ful of Elise--" His expression in death 
was softer than I had ever seen it. 

Elise had been flung far from the wreck
age ; and when I found her at last, she 
was unconscious and breathing with great 
difficulty. I fell on my knees beside her, 
and uttered a groan as I discovered her 
injury. A fracture at the base of the 
skull ! Nothing I might do on the hillside 
would he of the least avail ; she must be 
hurried to the nearest doctor's office. And 
c,·en then--

Far below at the foot of the hill I could 
make out a cluster of lights-some village 
where there would be a doctor. With ut
most care I li fted the unconscious form 
and bore it up to my carriage. Doctor 
Bender-there was no room for him in 
my little rig. His body would ha,·e to lie 
there until Alec or some one else could be 
sent back for it. Before I left the scene I 
drew my pistol and put the injured horse 
out of his misery ; it \vas the only use I 
would find now for my weapon. 

\Vith my precious burden I drove as rap
idly as possible down the road, and at the 
outskirts of the village I located the local 
doctor's residence. A doddering old man 
answered my noisy summons, and at the 
sight of him my courage sank. How 
would I ever be able to sa,·e Elise-I with 
my lack of skill and knowledge, and this 
feeble man my only aid ? 

I knew what had to be done. An opera· 
tion, the most delicate in surgery, was the 
one chance to relieve the fatal pressure 
on the brain. No time to take her to a 
city hospital ; nothing but to work at once 
as best I might. I prayed God for guid
i1nce. for this was a crisis I had never met 
before. 

The aged doctor was in a nervous palsy : 
with trembling fingers he laid out his old 
and rusty instruments, brought me anti
septics. set out his drugs and bandages 
while I prepared Elise as best I might for 
the ordeal that was to come. Life or death 
it was, and I the only one to save her ! 

It was a dimly lighted room, with the 

lamplight concentrated on the narrow desk 
which I had to use as an operating table. 
Shadows hung on every side. In front of 
me the old man fumbled with the instru
ments I would require. \Vould my own 
nerves stand the strain ? Could I keep my 
hand steady, my wrist from faltering ? 

I stood there for a moment dreading to 
begin. Suddenly I felt a wave of strength 
pass through me, a sense of power I had 
never felt before. I knew that what I 
had to do I would do well and safelv. 
And as I firmly grasped the scalpel, I fe"!t 
a touch on my arm-a hand with strong 
fingers was guiding me. 

I never turned to look ; never for a 
moment was I in doubt. There was a 
presence there. an unseen shape, but had I 
turned I know I would have seen that arm 
that I had known before, and always as 
a menace. Now it aided me, quickening 
my movements, steadying my untaught 
hand. 

My own hand held the instrument, but 
every stroke, every incision, had the cer
tainty, the decisiveness, the infallible sure
ness that belonged only to Thorwald 
Bender. 

The greatest surgeon in Europe had re� 
turned for a brief space to repair a par· 
tion of the wrong he had committed. 

Many a year has passed since that im
possible night. Elise is in the next room 
even now, her hair a little gray, her figure 
a little bent, but sprightly as ever she was 
in the month when first I knew her. That 
fine young mind and healthy body survived 
the awful strain. and came out whole. 

Years passed before we could speak of 
her father : the pain of recollection was 
too keen for either of us. But his work 
has been explained by many who mourned 
his end, and we know now that this grim 
figure was an earnest though mistaken 
zealot in the cause of science. That he 
nearly killed his daughter is a thing for 
which his soul must have done penance, 
but surely some of that sin was obliterated 
on the night when his spirit helped me to 
bring her back from the valley of the 
shadow. 

The Mind Reader 

to "throughth" at the seance on Baltic 
Street. But it was merely the prologue to 
events of more sinister import. 

\Vhen I raised my eyes to those of 
Coralie Griffin, it was to find that she had 
gone deathly pale. Her mouth was droop
ing open and her whole body was tremb
ling She got to her feet unsteadily. 

"1-I fed ill," she stammered, address
ing the company at large. "I \vant to go 
upstairs-alone--please." 

Peter sprang to her side, but she waved 
him away and stepped into the hall. I 
was left without an excuse to attempt to 
halt her or to ask for an explanation. On 
the other hand, Stefan Kanarjian strode 
over to me. 

uy ou offended my niece-yes?" he de
manded. "What did you say to her?" 

'·Nothing that could have made her 
angry. Nothing, sir, I assure you." 

His thick white eyebrows were drawn 
together and his lips were stern under the 
flowing mustache. "We shall see about 

(Continued from page 43) 
that when she returns," he growled. 

The four granddaughters had crowded 
together by the mantel-piece like fright
ened birds. Peter's face was a tormented 
mask, and whether he held me to blame I 
could not guess. 

''Probably, Mrs. Griffin's heart-" I be
gan. 

I was interrupted by the heavy slamming 
of the front door. Instead of going up
stairs, she had left the house. It was a. 
case of precipitate flight-from what? I 
could not answer the question, but my in
stinct was to follow her and try to force 
matters to a crisis. 

11Petcr, will you come with me?" I 
cried. He fell into step loyally beside me, 
and together we dashed to the street. 

\Ve reached the sidewalk. to see Coralie 
already half way dmvn the block, scurry
in� along on foot. She had come in a car, 
of course, but the Kanarjian home stood 
opposite the Long Island College Hospi
tal and parking space in the street was 

limited. Her chauffeur had gone else
where, doubtless with orders to return for 
her at a later hour. 

Peter and I glanced at each other. "It's 
natural for me to ask her what's wrong," 
he panted. ''She can't resent that. Let1S 
catch up with her." 

We broke into a run, but the lead she 
had on us was enough to bring her to the 
Amity Street corner first. Then a curi
ous thing happened. A policeman who 
had been standing on the .curb thrust him
self between us and the fleeing woman. 
He was scmvling fiercely, and he fingered 
his nightstick. 

"Hey, there, you bums!" he snarled. 
"She don't want to talk to vou. This is 
a fine way for you to gei pinched, the 
both of vou." 

11\Ve're. within our rights, Officer," said 
Peter. 11She's my cousin." 

'�Your cousin ! Ha, ha ! That's a good 
one !" the cop roared. I realized to my 
dismay that it was logical for him to look 
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upon us as footpads or mashers, but there 
was a wild light in his eye, a sneer on his 
lips, which I could not account for. 
._Deter drew out a card. ''Here's my 

' and address. My uncle lives at 
.• rtber 600 Henry Street, in this block. 

,ve were all visiting at his house. My 
cousin left in a temper over nothing, and 
I wanted to make up with her, that's all." 

"Your're crazy as hell. That lady is 
the wife of the Governor of the State," 
declared the policeman angrily. 

On the heels of this astounding asser
tion, ht clutched Peter by the collar and 
shook him like .a pup. He grabbed at 
me, but I dodged successfully. 

"Beat it back where you belong, be
fore I run you in," he yelled. 

Coralie by this time was out of sight. 
We turned toward the Kanarj ian home, 
but the apparen':ly insane cop continued to 
shoo us along, jeering inarticulately. 

"Keep on going/' I said under my 
breath to Peter. "We mustn't drag your 
uncle into this/' 

Nothing further was said until we 
reached Atlantic Avenue. 

"The Governor's wife !" my companion 
muttered then, in dazed tones. "Coralie's 
actions with you, and now this I Is the 
world going mad?" 

l HAD ready a reply which would have 
given him much food for thought, but 

my attention was distracted by the signs of 
a growing confusion that prevailed on the 
avenue. The Armenian shops were more 
crowded than usual, and the customers 
were less concerned with making pur
chases than with arguing some burning 
question that led them to gesticulate in 
each other's faces. The passersby were in 
desperate haste. Many of them carried 
n wsoapers, which they read as they 
walked. From the direction of Court 
Street, the clamor of newsboys calling 
extras came to my ears in a persistent 
staccato. 

A premonition of new evils caused my 
heart to sink. ·as I took Pete1's arm and 
guided him to the center of excitement. 

We found the streets about Boro Hall 
Square jammed with citizens, whose state 
of hysteria could only be ascribed to the 
threat of a public calamity. The reason 
was not far to seek. Headlines blacker 
and more exclamatory than those which 
had recorded the recent financial coup on 
Wall Street, now told of grim happenings 
in the city that day. There had been two 
outstanding tragedies. I can still con
i ure up a mental picture of the first 
uscreamer" that caught my eye : 

MARINES SLAY AND LOOT ON 
BROADWAY 

snatched a paper from the nearest 
newsboy, and backed into the doorway of 
an office building, where I was partly 
sheltered from the j ostling mobs while 
I glanced over a report that was substan
tially as follows : 

A squad of United States marines from 
the Brooklyn Navy Yard, commanded by 
a lieutenant, had attended the unveiling 
of the bust of a naval hero on Riverside 
Drive. At three in the afternoon, the 
ceremony over, they had marched down 
86th Street to take the subway. Upon 
reaching Broadway, the men had suddenly 
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broken formation and attacked the nearest 
stores, smashing the windows and plun
dering the contents. They had shot their 
lieutenant and all their petty officers when 
the latter had tried to restore order. Ten 
civilians and two marines had been killed 
in the general fracas that followed. It 
had taken a riot call for the policemen 
from four station houses to subdue and 
arrest the survivors of the squad. 

"I don't know what got hold of us,'' 
a marine had declared later, in an 
amazing confession. "I guess I'll be 
set down as a hop�head or worse, but 
I swear to God that I was struck all 
of a heap with the idea we were on 
duty in some Central American town, 
and that the natives needed a lesson. 
I thought I'd heard an order to rough
house them, in retaliation for sniping. 
When the lieutenant and the non
corns started to yell at us, I saw them as Chinamen-. Don't ask me why I 
mixed up Chinks and Central America. 
I'm looney, I guess." 

Meticulously, but with trembling hands, 
folded the newspaper, turned it over and 

read the second story that was agitating 
New York. It was less obviously sensa
tional, yet the menace to the community 
was darker because more far-reaching. 

At exactly three forty-five P. M., the 
electricians at the main power houses of 
the Telephone Company had gone on 
strike. Improvised leaders had demanded 
double pay for all employees. They had 
made the grotesque statement that the 
President of the Company had promised 
them .this increase. Bruskly rebuffed, the 
leaders had ordered the men to wreck the 
system, and had been obeyed. It was a 
vicious case of sabotage. A few ex� 
changes were functioning with the new 
dial instruments, but generally speaking 
the city's telephone service had been cut 
off at a blow. 

"This is a fine opportunity for Mayor 
Carter's prize Police Commissioner, Shaw, 
to demonstrate his worth. We know of 
no other Masked Marvel who has been 
given . such a chance on his first day in 
office. Disorder is rampant in our midst. 
We look to Shaw to suppress it master
fully," the paper commented with savage 
irony. 

I passed my hand across my forehead. 
The connection between the :Mayor's 
strange appointment of Shaw and these 
later events, the massacre by the marines 
and the telephone strike, was at last clear 
to me. Even the behavior of the police
man who had taken Coralie for the Gov
ernor's wife must be counted as a minor 
manifestation of the plot. Daniel Bu
walda, the man who could control minds 
because he could read them, was respon
sible for everything. But why, why, I asked 
myself in desperation, should he have per
petrated a series of incoherent and seem· 
ingly useless crimes? It suggested a 
mania for cruelty, more ape-like than 

human. 
There were telephone booths in the lob

by of the building where I stood. Ori 
the slim hope of being able to reach Owen, 
I entered one of them and dropped a nickel 
in the slot. But the receiver I placed 
against my ear was soundless, dead. The 
local exchange was among those which 
had been put out of commission. 

I felt that I must see Owen without' 
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delay. I received a vague mental im
pression that he was calling to me to 
come. What to do with Peter, however, 
was a problem. I could not abandon 
him in this .crisis, when his life had prob
ably been declared forfeit by Buwalda . 
My brother would have to accept the ne
cessity of meeting him, sooner or later. It 
might as well be now, I decided. Yet 
Owen's incognito should be maintained. 

''Peter, I'm 'going to take you to the 
house of a very great spiritualist, but I 
cannot tell you his name. I've promised 
not to mention it to anyone," I said bluntly. 

"Why should we go there ? I'd rather 
we searched for Coralie. She may need 
protection." As he faced me, his eyes and 
mouth were moOOy. 

"Coralie has been snatched far out of 
our reach for the present. Don't you 
realize that, old fellow ?" I answered more 
gently, "She didn't go of her own free 
will. Buwalda summoned her. The 
magician is much too strong for you and 
me. So we'll ask help of a real psychic, 
and-well, I want you to promise to abide 
by whatever he says or doe�." 

Peter clasped my hand silently. Be-
hind the quick submissiveness he was al
ways ready to give me, I could sense a 
smouldering wrath which nothing could 
stop from bursting into flame, I knew, 
should he ever meet his arch enemy man 
to man. 

We plunged into the crowd and elbowed 
our way to the corner of Remsen Street, 
where we I urned west. Progress be
came easier. though the sidewalks of the 
ordinary tranquil Heights were thick with 
frightened people in the gathering dusk. 
The newsboys had started 'to shout a fresh 
crop of extras. 

"Judge Murdered in Court Room by 
Lunatic !" th"Y bawled. 

It was an indication of my state of mind 
that I would not pause to learn the de
tails of this latest horror. One judge 
more or less no longer appeared to be of 
consequence. 

A T Owen's house, I rang the bell, asked 
Peter to remain downstairs and hurried 

to the top floor. My brother was waiting 
for me on the landing. 

"You have brought the Armenian with 
you," he stated calmly. 

"Yes. It was the only thing to do. 
will explain. But how did you guess it?" 

"�I never guess. It was a probability, 
since you were together this afternoon 
when hell broke loose. Besides, I sent 
you a telepathic message to bring him." 

"You did, Owen ? I was not conscious 
of it." 

"Yet you obeyed. I repeated the warn
ing that my name must be kept from him." 

"It registered." 
"GoO<!. We have there an example of 

simple telepathy, such as has been observed 
for centuries but has never been controlled. 
I've tried to reach you a dozen times, 
and have never succeeded before today. 
Hm I It's scarcely important. Buwalda's 
method is the one worth knowing. Now 
tell me what happened at your tea. Make 
it brief. We can't hold the Armenian 
downstairs much longer." 

"I met Coralie Griffin, all right-" I be-
gan. In a few minutes I had recited my 
story. 

Owen's features had been growing hard
er as he listened to me. 
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"You passed one solid through another 

-.vou !" he exclaimed fiercely. "You had 
that chance, and failed to get an inkling 
of how it came about I God, I should 
have been there !" 

''Jibing at me won't get us anywhere," 
I said wearily. "Have you no answer 
to the riddle ? No theory ?" 

"1-have-none-as-yet," he replied, 
spacing out his words with bitter emphasis. 

"Could it be that Coralie's brooch is the 
source of power ?'' 

"Anything is possible. I've admitted 
to you that it might be a factor. But I 
shan't figure upon a one-hundred-per-cent 
magic brooch until its reality is forced 
upon me.11 

"Do you agree that Buwalda cut in on 
my session with Coralie, and ordered her 
away from me ?" 

''Certainly." 
'"And the public crimes of the past 

twenty-four hours ?" 
"Oh, all that stuff-of course l He is 

responsible," stated Owen, dismissing with 
an icy gesture the tragedies which had 
shaken New York. 

. .  He has been trying out his power. The 
man is evidently resolved to dominate the 
world. He has every reason to want his 
own Police Commissioner in office, as a 
starter. And seeing that he reads mindg 
and needs no telephones, he prefers that 
other people should be without the latter." 

My head sank. I could find no words with 
which to comment upon the awful vista 
my imagination saw opening in front of 
me. What hope could Owen and Peter 
and I have of prevailing over Buwalda? 
I regarded us as being already as good 
as dead men. 

"Come, brace up," said my brother. 
"We have a lot to do tonight. Get Kan
arj ian up here. Do you suppose he will 
obey instructions?" 

"I have prepared him for that. He 
will obey," I answered. 

I went to the head of the stairs and 
called. Peter was with us as fast as he 
could mount the four flights. I could not 
help admiring the cool, impressive manner 
in which Owen received him. 1fy brother 
stood in the middle of the room, his arms 
folded in the sleeves of his wine-colored 
dressing gown, his head slightly thrown 
back, his countenance as static as carved 
marble. He looked very much the man of 
mystery . 

.. You have confidence in me?" was his 
first question. 

"Because Hugh recommends you, yes," 
replied Peter. 

4'1 understand you are interested in 
!irs. Griffin's wel fare." 

.��Profoundly so." 
"You realize that the first essential is 

to control Buwalda, who controls her ?" 
(II do." 
"Know, then, that �frs. Griffin has been 

made practically a prisoner by Buwalda 
this afternoon. He will not let her out 
of his sight again." 

I started, for I had no idea where Owen 
had obtained his information, and he would 
not vouchsafe details in Peter's presence. 

"We cannot attack Buwalda-we cannot 
even locate him and Coralie Griffin-by 
ordinary means," he went on. "VVe our
selves are in desperate danger from Bu
walda, except in this flat of mine. Here 
we '!te safe. I can invoke supernatural 
proteCtion here." 
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The skin at the small of my back ting
ling, I remembered the weird female Pres
ence that had appeared to us both, and was 
willing to take Owen's pledge at its face 
value. 

Assertions of this stamp, however, were 
novel to Peter. I feared they would 
terrify him. Instead, they stiffened his 
resolve. "I am not afraid. Tell me 
what you wish me to do," he said, in a 
sharp, steady voice. 

"Very well. I desire you and Hugh to 
start out at once, to find the girl, Anna 
\Vagner, whom you once saw in a state 
of hypnosis, and bring her to me here. Try 
to persuade her to come quietly. Use 
force, if that should be necessary." 

''Can you really mean i t ?"  I demanded. 
"We are to go the lengths of kidnaping 
that girl ? For what purpose ? If you 
need her as a medium, the worst thing we 
can do is  to antagonize her." 

"Ordinarily, an unwilling medium is  
useless, I grant you," replied Owen. "But 
we have reached a crisis and must risk 
many things. \\�e shall isolate Anna 
\Vagner, as a counter stroke to what Bu
walda is doing with Coralie. We shall 
hold her indefinitely as a captive, and you 
will find that I can make her talk. How 
is  that for ruthlessness r·· 

"I accept your judgment," I said, and 
Peter supported me with a vigorous nod. 
''But don't you think you might come 
with us? We may have a hard j ob  of it." 

"I am sorry to seem to be shirking 
anything," answered Owen patient1y. "The 
fact is, if I were to leave the apartment 
now, it \voulcl no longer be immune to 
invasion. \Ve might lose our only re
fuge. I mean, we might discover upon 
our return that the protection we enjoy 
here has been neutralized. I cannot ex· 
plain it any more clearly than that." 

He was no physical coward. Though 
I like to think of myself as being a man 
of action in comparison with Owen, I am 
probably the less courageous of the two. 
At all events, I hesitated at the prospect 
of plunging again into the turbulent streets 
where every policeman might now be a 
deluded agent of Buwalda. 

''Go get Anna \Vagner," cried Owen 
sternly. 

"We might just as well pitch in and 
be done with it, Hugh," added Peter in 
odd, flat tones, in which I detected an 
undercurrent of ferocity. 

I brought my head up with a jerk. "All 
right," I said, addressing my brother. 
"\\ie'll be back as soon as it's humanly 
possible." 

Peter and I turned right-about-face 
to our task. As we reached the f rant 
door, the Armenian laid his hand on my 
arm. 

"You forgot to tell me his name," he 
remarked. 

"It's Doctor Proteus/' I replied, giving 
the first name that came into my head. 
"A pseudonym, of course, but it fits him 
cxce11ently well." 

SACKETT Street, where Anna Wagner 
lived, is eight blocks south of Atlantic 

Avenue. The last named is the dividing 
line between Brooklyn Heights proper and 
the district now known as Red Hook, for
merly South Brooklyn. The farther one 
gets away from the avenue the more rapid 
is the fall in the social scale. Even Bal
tic Street, where Daniel Buwalda had held 

his seances, has definitely gone shabby, 
Sackett Street, three blocks beyond, has 
seen its old brick mansions sink to the 
status of cheap rooming houses. Tlv> 
few flats there, were built under a primi 
tenement law which did not require h ... 
ing or hot water, and held it unnecessary 
that center rooms should be provided 
with windo\vs. 

A curious, provincial neighborhood is  Red -� 

Hook, remote from the rest of Brooklyn 
because it h?S never been tapped by sub
ways or elevated railroads. A single 
trunk street car line, which runs · down 
Court Street to Gowanus Bay, is its sole 
link \\·ith the heart of the borough. It is 
apt to be lawless and hard boiled. Its 
pleasure resorts are the only ones left in 
Greater New York which suggest the 
Bowery of the old days. The stranger is  
not particularly welcome. 

In other words, when one gets as far 
south as Sackett Street, it is  well to be on 
ones guard after dark. That being a 
fact at ordinary times1 I considered the 
peril at least doubled on a night when the 
nerves of the city had been shocked. 

But Peter and I had no sooner left the 
house on Columbia Heights than I knew 
we were to be targets for trouble, whether 
we invaded Red Hook at once or postponed 
our errand. 

A man stepped from behind a lamp post 
a few yards down the block, and com-
menced to trail us brazenly. At the next 
corner, I halted abruptly. The man also 
came to a stop. It seemed to be a matter 
of no importance to him how long I chose 
to hold up the procession. He merely 
lounged on the sidewalk and watched me 
from under a derby hat tilted forward to 
his eyebrows. I then swung in his direc
tion, with Peter following me. The man 
retreated at about the same rate of speed 
that I advanced. He twisted his head 
around on his shoulder so that he could 
keep me in view. His hands were plunged 
into his overcoat pockets, where it \vas 
safe to assume that he had weapons for 
an emergency. 

I felt that it would be madness to start 
a fight in the circumstances. Much bet
ter to figure on shaking off so obvious a 
spv. I concluded. So I signalled to Peter, 
an ·I we went on our way with redoubled 
haste. 

"The thing I can't understand is why 
we're allowed to live, by fellows of that 
sort," I said. "What's the object in shad
owing us, when we could be put out of 
the way so easily ?" 

"The man is one of Buwalda's agents, 
of course." muttered Peter. 

"We suppose that he is, consciously or 
unconsciously. The same applies to the 
cop who prevented us from talking to 
Coralie a few hours ago. Why did that 
cop not shoot us, or at least place us un-
der arrest ? It's beyond me." 

Peter shook his head helplessly, and I 
said no more for fear of adding to my 
own bewilderment as much as for any 
other reason. 

The sidewalks became crowded as we 
approached Atlantic Avenue, and from the 
Boro Hall section there was a rumble of 
innumerable voices. I had imagined that 
we would have to walk to Sackett Street. 
The distance made it hardly worth while 
to take the trolley, and cabs are alway• 
un(;ertain in times of confusion. 

On the avenue, however, we found three 



taxis drawn up by the curb. Two of them 
were without chauffeurs. Behind the 
wheel of the third, a young Irishman lolled, 
his cap on one ear and a cigarette dan
gling from his lips. 

''Can you take us a few blocks?" I de
manded. 

''Surest thing you know," he replied 
boisterously. ''I may run over a couple 
of boobs on the way, but anything goes 
tonight." 

''\Vhy do you say that ?" 
''The town's gone crazy, because o£ the 

murders and no telephones. Ain't you read 
the news ? People are running across the 
streets the way the chicken crossed the 
road, and the cops don't know who to 
pinch. Hell, what's the di ff ?" 

"Be as careful as you can. · I  don't 
want to land in a station house,'� I said 
anxiously. And I gave him Anna Wag
ner's address. 

Peter and I entered the cab and slammed 
the door. But the driver, in spite of his 
loud talk, was slow in starting. I could 
not see him clearly because the glass that 
separated us was filmed with mist. Im-
patiently, I rubbed it with my sleeve. A 
profile leaped up before my eyes. It was 
that of the chauffeur. He was looking 
toward the sidewalk, and his lips were 
moving. I then flung myself over to the 
side window of the cab. Standing very 
close to us was the "shadow" from Cotum· 
bia Heights. With his hand raised to the 
level of his face, he completed a message 
directed at the chauffeur in some kind o! 
sign language, turned on his heel and 
dashed away. At the same moment, the 
vehicle lurched forward. 

"Good Lord ! Did you get that ma
neuver?" I c:ried to Peter. 

He had been looking over my shoulder. 
uYes," he answered in a toneless voice. 
"There is conspiracy on all sides of us
mystery, doom I To think he should have 
known the driver !" 

"He may not have known him. Don't 
you understand? Buwalda controls his 
agents mentally, and no doubt can extend 
his sorcery to strangers the ao�nts meet.'" 

I HAMMERED on the glass and yelled 
to the chauffeur to stop and let us out. 

But he merely turned his head, grinned 
broadly, threw the clutch wide open and 
sent his car careening up the avenue at a 
speed that mocked at all regulations. He 
swept around the corner at Court Street 
like a fire engine, and ate up the long 
blocks to Sackett Street in less than a 
minute. Then, seeming to fear he had 
drawn official attention, he dodged down 
another street, completed a rough circle and 
landed up at the door of the house to 
which we were bound. 

Peter and I had been hanging on to each 
other, to minimize the formidable bump
ing of the cab. We now tumbled out to 
the sidewalk, and I at least was fighting 
mad. 

"\Vhat do you mean-" I began, thrust
ing my face towards that of the chauffeur. 

H
E threw up his hand and slashed it 

down again in a scornful gesture, 
the palm outward. 

"Keep your shirt on !" he said. "I 
done you a favor, if you only knew it. 
Instead of bawlin' me out, you should be 
5ingin' a 'Hail :Mary !' to rejoice that I 
hate the cops the way I hate them." 
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41You may think it revenge on the cops 
to break the speed limit, but I don't," I 
said angrily. 

HShoot ! I don't mean that," he chuck-
led. "I'm thinkin' of the big bull on 
Atlantic Avenue, and what he wanted me 
to do with you." 

"At the time we got into your cab ?'' 
I asked, as the connection clicked in my 
brain. 

11Sure. That hefty captain-" 
''\Vas he really a police captain ?'' 

insisted curiously. 
''Hell, yes ! Didn't you see his cap, and 

the gold lace and all ?  Well, he says 
to me : 'Drive those two bums over to 
the Poplar Street station and give 'em in 
charge. They're wanted for burglary. 
I can't go along with you, but if you pass 
an officer on the way tell him the facts 
and let him make the arrests.' That's 
what- he says to me, and he follows it up 
with a high sign the bulls use down here in 
Red Hook when thev mean business." 

'·He picked the wr�ng man for the job, 
eh?" 

"You said it. I acted as if  his wishes 
was 0. K. with me, but I was thinkin' : 
'I hope you choke, you big stiff I' And as 
for you bozos, you may be second-story 
workers for all I care §'long as you don't 
forget to slip me a good tip." 

I looked hard at his humorous, freckled 
Irish face and felt certain he was 
speaking the truth. He had been in con
tact with one of Buwalda's illusions, but 
at second hand it had not been powerful 
enough to dominate him. His own obses
sion against the police had been the strong
er, and thus a situation had been created 
that might be turned to our advantage. 

Pulling a ten dollar bill from my pocket, 
I pressed it into his hand. "That's just a 
starter," I said. "If you stick by us 
this evening, I'll give you twenty more." 

He winked. "Suits me." 
"\Vhat's your name ?" 
"Tim Nolan, of Pioneer Street, this sec

tion." 
01AII right, Nolan. We're looking for 

a girl in this house, and we expect to 
take her away with us." 

"Rough stuff, huh ?" 
"Not unless our plans go wrong. Any 

way, I want you to wait for us. Keep 
your eye open for anybody who seems to 
be on our trail, and warn us if there's 
real danger. Will you do that ?" 

"Surest thing you know. 'What am I 
to call you ?" 

"My name is Hugh Purcell," I answered 
quietly, for I saw no reason in the ex
traordinary circumstances to conceal my 
identity. 11My friend here is 11r. Peter 
Kanarj ian." 

Nolan nodded, slouched down on the 
small of hi• back and lit a cigarette. 
"Bring on the jane," he said flippantly. 
''I'm with you to the finish." 

P
ETER and I ran up the steps of the 
dingy brick house, and I rang the bell. 

A woman in a frow.!'v wrapper came to 
the door. She looked at us apathetically 
while I explained that we were friends of 
Anna Wagner and wished to see her. 

� �Second Hoar rear. I "guess she's 
home," she mumbled, and turned away. 

In Red Hook, the niceties of announcing 
visitors are seldom observed. 

VVe mounted the stairs and knocked. 
A light, dragging footstep approached the 

Astonish 
Your 

Friends---

65 

Gain that magnetic popularity that 
makes you the center of any crowd. 
Business and social success is assured 
the man who can perform mystifying 
tricks. You can earn big money either 
on the side or as a professional, as 
well as being the most popular per· 
son in your crowd. Why envy others' 
skill? You can learn Magic yourself, 
quick and easy. 

Eara $ZSO to 
s1ooo a Month 

TarbeU System. lac. 1828 S-lkle Ave.,Stadlo23o07 CldeaiO 
�--······················ 1 Tarbell System, Inc. : l9Z8 81UIDJIIde An., Studio 23.o7 Cbkago 

1 Tell me all about Dr. Tarbell's new and simple 1 system by which I can learn the secreta of 1 MAGIC. No obliaatioo oo IDl' part. 
I : N.,._ ______ _ 

I : Add•-----··- --·--------------------� 
I -·------- ---------- _ �A"' � 



66 
door from the other side. Then Anna 
opened to us. I had taken it for granted 
th� she would receive us sympathetically. 
\Ve had rescued her from the streets, or 
at least had appeared to do so, on the oc
casion of her arrival at my flat. She had 
invited us to go to see her. 

But Anna was now a very different girl 
from the victim of hypnosis on whom I 
had been banking. She was once more 
the mouse-like creature I had first ob
served taking tickets at the seance on 
Baltic Street. The color fled from her 
face when she saw us standing before 
her. She shook all over. Yet her lips 
tightened with a suggestion of that stub
bornness of which weak people are often 
capable. 

"May we come in and have a chat with 
you, :Miss \Vagner?" I asked. 

''I'm all alone. Wh-what do you 
want ?" she stammered. 

"I happened to meet some one who saw 
you near Prospect .Park when you were 
sleepwalking the other night/' I lied. 
"Thought you'd be interested. The man 
is a doctor and may be able to give you 
some good advice." 

'"I don't need advice. Nothing of that 
kind will ever happen to me again." 

"Won't i t?"  I said sternly, perceiving 
the necessity of overaweing her. "It's a 
mistake to be too confident. Your health 
is at stake." 

�ly words scared her beyond reason. 
She stepped backwards, wringing her 
hands, and we improved the opportunity 
to follow her into the room. I felt a deep 
pity for her, and not a little shame at my
self, as she scurried here and there seek
ing vainly for a way of escape. Finally, 
she sat on a rickety divan, and raised pale 
blue eyes to meet ours. Tears were 
trickling slowly down her cheeks. 

"You must not be frightened of us. 
We come here as your friends," I declared 
as convincingly as possible. 

"It-it is not true. You are enemies," 
she surprised me by retorting. 

I knew then that Buwalda had some
how re-established his influence over her. 
It would be useless to ask her whether 
she had seen him, for she would surely 
deny it. The reasonable assumption was, 
that he had not had the time to give to a 
physical interview. But if he had taken 
the trouble to reach out for her mentally, 
he \Vould not want her to fall into our 
hands. He would be aware of what was 
happening at the present moment, and he 
would act. Vl e were lost unless we ac
complished our mission with utmost speed. 

"Miss Wagner, the doctor I mentioned 
would like to treat you for sleepwalking,·· 
I said bluntly. "Will you go with us 
to his office?'' 

"No, no, no !'' she wailed. "I \von't go 
anywhere with you. I"ll let you kill me 
first." 

l MOVED my face closer to hers and 
gazed steadily into her eyes. My 

object was to beat down her will in a nor
mal, human way. But to my astonishment 
I saw all the muscles of her face start 
to relax. \vhile the luster faded from her 
eyes. I rememhered then that, in awak
ening her from her last trance, I had told 
her she would fore,·cr be subject to hyp
notism at my command. It is a scientific 
fact that an order issued to the subj ective 
mind under such conditions takes prece-
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dence over any other influence that may 
be brought to bear. 

"Anna \Vagncr, you will now pass into 
a trance similar to the one that possessed 
you two evenings ago," I intoned solemn-
ly. "You cannot choose but obey me." 

She offered no resistance. Her head 
S\vayed on her thin neck, then steadied to 
complete immobility. Her mouth softened, 
and her stare became fixed. Her state 
of hypnosis seemed actually to be a con
tinuation of her earlier experience, and I 
thought it likely that she had been placed 
instantly en 1·apport thereby with the spirit 
of · James Griffin. I longed to question 
her, but could not risk another minute's 
delay. 

I glanced at Peter. His broOOing mel
ancholy had grown stoical, as if nothing 
could startle him any more. He bit on 
his lower lip and shrugged one shoulder. 
•·y ou, too, are a magician/' he mutter-ed. 

•·come with us, Anna," I said, ignoring 
his remark. 

The girl arose without a word, put on 
her hat and coat, and walked between 
Peter and myself through the doorway 
and down the stairs to the street. 

\Ve found Tim Nolan pacing the side
walk, his hands hanging by the thumbs 
to his trouser pockets. 

''Locka here, boss, there's a gang col
lected at the Court Street end of the 
block, and they're not overlookin' what 
happens around this cab," he said, address
ing me. 

' "\\"e don't have to leave by way of 
Court Street, do we ?" 

"\Ve do not. But there's just as big 
a mob at the other end." he announced, 
in plain enjoyment of the dramatic sus
pense. 

"HO\V do rou know they're interested 
in us?''  I demanded, worried. 

f(Scouts from both sides have been 
down here given' me the once over. I 
can 'most always smell trouble, and I 
smell it now." 

"Nonsense. If they wanted us, they'd 
rush us at once. They wouldn't have to 
bottle up the street." 

Nolan ga,·e me a pitying look. He 
stepped on to the running board of the 
cab. 'Til be askin' you just one thing. 
Arc you dead set on makin' a getaway ?" 

•·certainly." 
''\Vell, leave it to me." 
I lifted the hypnotized Anna into the 

cab, as the murmuring of the distant mob 
reached our ears. Peter followed more 
slowly. Nolan moved into his seat. . .  Go easy, now. Slip through the crowd 
without any trouble, if you can," I said. 

N alan grimaced comically at me over 
his shoulder. S\vinging the taxi around 
until it was in the middle of the roadway 
and headed for Court Street. he sent It 
gliding smoothly forward for a few yards. 
But. as I might have guessed, the fight
ing Irish lunatic had no notion of manag
ing the situation with diplomacy. Suddenly 
he launched into a wild burst of speed 
that far outdid his . exploits of the out
bound trip. 

"\Vhoopee ! On to the Rhine ! Aml 
damn the c!sualtics !" he vclled. 

1 have never learned to -this day whether 
we killed any of the gang-sters who tried 
to stop us as we thundered around the 
turning. The car bumped over obstacles 
that almost capsized us. I prefer not to 

know whether they were the bodies of 
human beings. Shrieks and curses clam
ored in our ears. A dozen revolvers were 
fired. Bullets pierced the hood of the 
machine, and fragments of wood and 
leather were sprinkled up<m us. I caught 
vague glimpses in the darkness of twisted 
faces and hands that clutched at us in 
passing. But none of us were wounded, 
and the peril merely gave a new stimulus 
to Tim Nolan's reckless soul. Once clear 
of Sackett Street and speeding northward. 
he broke into peal after peal of laughter. 

Bizarre as was the chauffeur's conduct, 
hmvever, there was something even weirder 
in going through such an experience in 
the company of Anna Wagner. Sitting 
bolt upright and staring ah�ad of her, she 
had see1i1ed unaware of the tumult. This 
girl as timid as a hare, who ordinarily 
would have fainted if a gun had been 
fired in her direction, had maintained the 
poise of a visitor from another world to 
whom human strife was meaningless. It 
could not have been otherwise, since she 
was hypnotized. I shivered, nevertheless. 

When we reached Boro Hall, I leaned 
forward and gave N alan the number of 
the house on Columbia Heights. He 
doubled into :Montague Street, but halted 
of his own accord at the near corner of 
Owen's block. 

"There's that big bull again," ho 
growled. . 

On the sidewalk directly in front of 
the house stood the "shadow" whom Nolan 
saw as a captain of police. 

'·Never mind him," I said. 11\Ve'll fight 
our way by, if we have to." 

'"But I do mind, boss," drawled the 
young desperado. "Just watch me . learn 
him a lesson." 

He drove the taxi slowly down the 
street, skirted the sidewalk across the way 
from Owen's house, and proceeded several 
doors beyond the pam! where he should 
have stopped. Obviously surprised and 
curious, the spy started to cross the road
way, Then Nolan reversed his engine, 
and sent the car lurching backwards with 
a violence that strained its gears to the 
breaking point. He missed his man by 
inches. The spy reeled in his tracks, fell 
his full length on the asphalt, then scram
bled erect again and fled in the direction 
of Pierrepont Street. 

1\ alan was chuckling as he landed us at 
our door. 

J paid him the twenty dollars promised. 
"You"re a good scrapper, even if you 
are crazy," I said. "Do you wailt to 
work for us some more?" 

"You bet." 
''There are no telephones, so the best 

thing is for you to call here tomorrow 
at ten and ask for 'Purcell.' " 

He saluted and drove off. 
As Peter, Anna and I mounted the stairs 

to Owen's flat, the roaring of a distant 
explosion shook the city. 

Owen holds a second seance, of which 
Auua. lVagucr serves as the medium, aud 

rthosfs appear in ama�iugly dramatic fash
ioll. The Purcells learn essential facts 
about Buwalda and the source of his power. The bailie begins to seem less 
nncq1tal. But Ozc•cJI�s cmztrof, the ·weird 
.wrcuh11s Vufpia. 'lC!Izaf of her? Is she an 
all)• ? Or is she one 110 longerf Read 
u!hat happened in November GHOST 
SroRtES. On sale September 23rd. 



Were ljou Born zn September? 
Let the Stars l.]our Fate 

FROJ\I the full bloom of Summer 
we pass to the time of Harvest, 
when the Sun is in Virgo and the 
earth yields a rich harvest of mel

low ·beauty. Yellow goldenrod and pur
ple asters line the wayside, rosy-cheeked 
apples and dark clusters of luscious grapes 
hang before us invitingly, and acres of 
ripe grain repeat once more the promise 
that seedtime and harvest shall not fail. 

Each year, from August 22nd to Sep
tember 21st, the Sun passes through 
Virgo, the sign of harvest. And just 
as the fruits of the earth are now 
ready to be gathered, you who were 
born under the rule of Virgo are des
tined to glean knowledge from the 
varied experiences that life brings. 
You are intellectual, conscientious and 
hard-working, smarter in many ways 

B1J "Stella" 

THE CHART TO GUIDE YOU TO SUCCESS 

than most of your companions ; critical, 
v�ry fastidious, and gifted with an ex
traordinary power-which can be very 
irritating--of knowing j ust how any
thing done by anyone else can be im
proved upon. You are the doubt
ing Thomases, demanding constantly, 
"Why ?" and "\Vhat is the Use of it ?" 

Virgo being the healthiest of all the 
signs, this should be your slogan
"Health of Mind and of Body." Take 
it as your motto in life and you will 
achieve both Success and Happiness. 

Youthful Mercury watches over your 
destiny and, "·ith the help of Venus and 
the Sun, is doing all he can to give you 
a happy and prosperous time. He will 
help you in your studies and in your 
business and is always specially inter
ested in contracts or writings of any 

kind. The Sun increases your vitality 
and gives you hope, confidence and 
courage, and lovely Venus promises 
you lots of pleasure and success in social 
affairs, love and sympathy in your home, 
and financial success. 

Mars also is interesting himself in 
you just now ; he gives you energy and 
enthusiasm and if you are engaged in 
mechanical work of any description, it 
is Mars who urges you on to greater 
and greater achie,·ement. If your 
birthday comes between the 1 5th and 
22nd of September, this martial vibra
tion may be almost too much for you 
and in consequence you may be rather 
excitable and irritable--or you may be 
too adventurous and even reckless. 
\Vatch your temper and take sensible 
precautions against possible accident 
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during the first. two weeks of Sep
tember, and prove to yourself that 
you can control the more destructive 
side of the vibrations from fiery and 
aggressive Mars. 

Those born during the last ten days 
of August are now receiving powerful 
vibrations from Saturn and may find 
themselves face to face with annoy
ances and obstacles which preYent them 
from accomplishing what they wish to 
do. They may feel depressed and un
able to see things from a common
sense point of view. With some of 
them, tears will be very near the sur
face and the more they give way to de
pression the worse they will feel, for 
an ad,·erse Saturn is like a heavy cloud 
which will settle right down over us un
less we get away from it. 

Anything to do with writing. con
tracts, and travel will tend to turn out 
rather badly just now for the August 
Virginians, but if they will keep their 
minds fi rmly fixed on the brighter side 
of life-if they can-and will accept 
things as they come, realizing that this 
is only a temporary condition, the power 
of this Saturnian influence will be les
sened and they may e\·en be strong 
enough to dissipate it altogether. 

Thoughts being things, worry-which 
means thinking constantly about the 
worst features of the matter demand
ing our attention-naturally attracts 
the very thing we wish to avoid. Turn 
your thoughts deliberately towards the 
beneficent rays of Venus and the Sun, 
mix with your friends, do not think or 
talk of your worries, but when you have 
to face them, use all your common
sense and do the best you can, and you 
will find that your mountains will be
come mole-hills and your own self will 
be all the stronger for whateYer ex
perie':ce you have had to pass through. 

flashed. "It shall come back," she said, 
almost fiercely. ''Once again the world 
shall hear Nunda sing.u 

If I could have foreseen the future, I 
would have driven her from the room. and 
lima would have been saved weeks of tor
ture. For this woman had put her hand 
into eternity, and wanted to bring back to 
life a thing that had died. Only God can 
do that, and it is madness to try. 

Then lima brought me up with a start. 
uMy maid was taken ill a moment ago," 
she said hurriedly. "She's over behind 
that screen-lying on a couch. I think we 
had better call a doctor, or perhaps the 
ambulance.'' 

"The ambulance would be better," said 
Nuncia, slowly. uShe is very itt, I'm quite 
sure." 

The assurance in her tone made me look 
quickly at her. She met me with a slow 
look from her dead eyes, and stepped"'ftside 
to withdraw the screen. "You mav see 
for yourself, mnn ami. The girl is

· 
very, 

very ill." 

l WENT to the couch and bent over it. 
The little Hungarian maid was lying as 

if dead, her face white and still, her eyes 
closed, her hands limp and nervelc:s on 
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Extreme caution is advisable in all 
matters which concern real estate, ship
ping, mining or contracts because these 
come directly under the jurisdiction of 
Saturn and of Mercury, your ruler. 
Also, while under this Saturnian in
fluence, you should spend as much time 
as possible out of doors and thus build 
up your vitality. 

Geminians born about the 23rd of 
May and the Sagittarians whose birth
day comes during the last week of 
NO\·ember should be especially careful 
about taking cold. Elderly people born 
about the same time are advised to take 
every precaution against the possibility 
of falls or accidents which might result 
in broken bones. 

Piscarians born during the last week 
of February will also fxperience a good 
deal of annoyance and difficulty during 
the next few weeks. Depression and 
worry being their arch enemies, they 
should take to heart what has been said 
about the influence of Saturn and should 
cultivate a calm and philosophical point 
of view. Sorrow seems so much more 
definite than happiness and most of us 
are too much inclined to dwell on the 
sorrowful rather than grasp all the hap
piness that we can. The Stars point 
out our good times and, if we listen to 
their warnings, teach us how to make 
the best of our more difficult periods. 
\Ve are not ruled by our stars ; they are 
meant to guide us to success, but \\'e 
ourselves have to make a great enough 
effort to overcome the obstacles. 

The Taureans and the Capricornians 
are favorites of fortune just now, for 
the stars are with them. Like the Vir
ginians, they are receiving helpful rays 
from the Sun, Venus and 1\Iercury, and 
Mars also is kindly disposed towards 
them. If your birthday comes between 
April 2 1 st and May 1 6th or between 

Spirit Fingers 
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her breast. Plainly, she was unconscious. 
"I ean't imagine what's the matter," Said 

lima, anxiously. 11\Vhen I went on for 
my last scene, she seemed all  right." 

"She was laughing and talking/' inter
posed N unci a. 

''\Vere vou in here?" I asked quickly. 
''I had 

.
j ust introduced myself to llliss 

Berli. I wanted to tell her how lovely 
her voice was." 

"But I couldn't wait," Ilma spoke up. 
"r' had to go on for the last scene, an<\ it 
required a change of costume. \Ve chat
ted while I made my change. Then I 
begged 1\fadame N uncia to stay here until 
I came off, but when I got back, Kreska 
was lying on a couch complaining of a 
frightful headache that had come all at 
once.'' 

�<Fortunately had some headache 
powders with me." said the dead-eyed 
woman. "She will sleep now, but I'm 
afraid she is very ill." 

"Then please call an ambulance and 
have her taken to the hospital." lima asked 
me. "I wouldn't have her seriously ill for 
anything : she's such a dear." 

•·o f course,'' I replied. and went to the 
door. "You'll have to get another maid to 
help you temporarily, 1\liss Berli. Can I be 

December 21st and January 16th, there
fore, you may expect an enjoyable time 
for the next few weeks. Your health 
will be good and you will be filled with 
energy and enthusiasm, your business 
affairs will prosper, and from every 
point of view things will go \Yell with 
you. 

This is a good time for Capricorn to 
gratify its ambition and to consolidate 
its success and for Taurus, to overcome 
its fatal habit of procrastination and to 
find a proper outlet for some of its 
latent power. 

Venus is busy preparing all sorts of 
pleasant things for you and will see that 
Cupid does not pass you by. 

The Taureans born between May 1 6th 
and 2 1 st are still under Neptune's tan
talizing influence. Like the Scorpions 
born between the 18th and 21st of 
November, the Aquarians born about 
the 1 7th of February, and the Leos 
whose birthday comes about the 2 1 st 
of August, they are full of dreams and 
a vague unrest. Cupid does not pass 
them b y ;  he sends them a nasty, two
edged dart-then he laughs and runs 
away. 

The days when the planetary in
fluences are most generally fortunate 
during August and September are the 
1 1 th, 23rd and 3 1 st of August and the 
2nd, 7th and 27th of September. The 
12th, 1 4th and 30th of August and the 
4th, 1 4th and 18th of September are 
the least fortunate days in so far as the 
planetary vibrations are concerned. If 
there is anything in which you espe
cially wish to succeed, try to begin it on 
one of the good days. For the people 
of Virgo, the 6th. 8th, 12th, 13th. 1 5th, 
1 7th, 20th, 23rd. 25th. and 26th of Aug
ust and the 1st, 2nd, 6th, 7th, 1 6th, 17th, 
20th, and 23rd of September are also 
favorable days. 

of assistance in finding one ?" 
A peculiar,:,..throaty chuckle came from 

Nuncia. "Ah, mm� ami, it will not be nec
essary, for 1-fiss Berti may do me the 
honor. I should like so much to assist her 
-just to be near her-j ust to hear her 
wonderful ,·oice." She turned to the aston
ished llma. "You will allow me, Miss 
Berli ?" she asked. 

''Oh, no," expostulated Ilma. "Not you 
-not Lola Nunda as my maid." 

Lola N uncia laughed. "You must re
member that I am Yery poor. The place 
would be a godsend for me. Besides, it is 
only for a short time-until your · maid 
comes back, Miss Berli .  Until then, it 
will give me so much pleasure. Promise 
me-please." She held out both hands, 
and Ilma. after a moment's hesitation, 
grasped them. 

'·You're so kind, :Madame. It is such a 
favor." 

Lola N uncia threw back her head and 
laughed. "A favor I :My dear, you haven't 
anv idea ! "  

There was something dreadful t o  me i n  
her laugh. It caught m e  u p  like a sudden 
smash between the eyes. and from that 
moment Lola Nuncia changed for me. In
stead of a pathetic, disappointed woman, 



she became someone filled with a strange, 
impenetrable evil. It was cunning and sly. 
It hovered over her like the curse of a 
slanderous whisper. From the time I. closed 
the door of Ilma's room, Lola Nunda 
and I stood against each other-something 
told me she had seen my opposition and re
sented it. Heaven only knew how or when 
she would revenge it. 

There followed two weeks in which I 
used all the arts of the press agent in 
broadcasting the fame of the beautiful lit
tle Hungarian-American with the golden 
voice. The critics and artists raved over 
her. But Ilma took it all as might have 
been expected-she had known \vhat dire 
poverty was ; and now, while she stepped 
overnight into the fame of Broadway and 
the luxuries which success brings, she re
mained the wistful, appealing, tender little 
girl \vho had come home from Europe 
broken-hearted, wide-eyed, and frightened, 
bringing her mother in a gray coffin. 

I used to run in during the performance 
and worship her from the rear of the the
ater, but I found no chance to speak with 
her. Then, one night, I went back-stage, 
after the last curtain, and rapped at her 
door. The voice of Nunda, strangely 
hushed, bade me enter. 

lLMA was lying on the couch, her eyes 
closed as if sleeping. N uncia-in a maid's 

dress-hovered over her, and again I felt 
that spirit of evil which she seemed to em
body. Her dead eyes rested on the girl's 
face, and it seemed they held, deep in their 
brown depths, a strange power of fascina
tion, which even I, hard-boiled as theater
life had made me, could feel. 

The woman spoke-in her voice the 
power of command. ''lima, wake up l 
Someone wants to see you." 

The girl stirred, a quiver going over her 
body. Her eyelids fluttered. 

"\i\.' ake up, lima, wake up. You're are 
feeling much better now. All your weari
ness has gone. Come l \Vake up !" 

Slowly Ilma's eyes opened. She sighed 
deeply, and raised herself upright. Over 
her face went a wan smile, and she held 
out her hand to me. 

"I must have been sleeping. I didn't hear 
you come in." 

The dead-eyed woman• took the words 
from her mouth. "lima hasn't been feel
ing well, lately, and so I try to get her to 
take a little rest when she comes off. Just 
a moment or two of sleep-what you call 
'forty winks.' " She smiled, and turned to 
the girl. "How do you feel now, caris
sima! Well-and very happy ?" 

"Oh, I'm quite all right now," said Ilma, 
and raised her white face to the light. 
"Isn't it absurd-my growing tired ? I 
can't imagine what's happening to me. I've 
only been feeling like this the last few 
days." 

"Perhaps you'd better see a doctor," I 
suggested. 

But Nuncia put off the idea, with a posi
tive shake of her head. 

"Oh, you men I The first thing you 
want a woman to do, is to see a doctor. 
Doctors ! Pouff I \'!hat do they know of 
artists?" She touched the bronze hair of 
the - singer lightly-as if it were sacred. 
"ilion ami,', she went on, "lima is an artist. 
What she gives to the public, she must feel 
herself, and it is exhausting. She grows 
weary, giving-giving-gi\"ing. But that 
is her life. She must always gi\'e, and her 
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body will pay. But it is nothing, my friend, 
nothing. The true artist loves to pay, if 
she can keep giving. Is it not so, lima ?" 

lima smiled brightly. "Let's forget it," 
she said. "I'm all right now-perfectly 
wonderful." 

I told her what I wanted her to do for 
a little extra publicity, and graciously, as 
always, she agreed to my suggestion. Then 
I turned to N uncia. 

"I hope you wont let anything happen to 
her, 1\Iadame," I said, pointedly. "She is 
very precious, you know, and if  anything 
should happen, the public might hold you 
responsible." 

S HE regarded me for a long while 
through heavy, half-closed lids, then 

shrugged her shoulders. "You need not 
worry over Ilma," she replied, coldly. 
"Whatever will happen to her, wilt be for 
the best. Of that you may rest assured.'' 

I left them, but the words of Nunda 
stuck in my mind. They seemed to have 
a double meaning ; and the one which was 
not openly apparent, pointed to the fact 
that something was going to happen to the 
girl. Brooding over it, it seemed to me 
that it would be something horrible-that 
it might affect her career, perhaps her life. 

I didn't like the fact that lima was sleep
ing when I went to her room-sleeping in 
a kind of stupor, still as a corpse, her 
hands and face as white as death, her 
breath coming with an occasional deep 
sigh. Neither did I like the command in 
Nuncia's voice when she woke her, nor 
her suggestion that Ilma would be well 
and happy when again in her right senses. 
I had seen hypnotists wake their subjects 
with the same suggestion. 

The whole thing looked wrong to me. 
Around it was the dank atmosphere of a 
poisonous swamp, but there was nothing 
on which I could put my hand. Not long 
afterward, my suspicions were heightened 
by a talk with the musical director. I 
found him in the musician's room, just 
before the curtain went up. 

"I'm worried about Berti,'' he said, with 
a frown between his eyes. h\Vhen she 
opened, I thought she would be a great 
star. She had the voice, the looks, the 
temperament-everything. But the last two 
weeks, something is holding her back. I 
don't know what it is." 

"You mean she isn't singing as well as 
she ought?" 

"I don't mean she isn't singing as well, 
but-she's afraid. That's it-she's afraid. 
She doesn't grasp it as she used to. She 
trails along on her high notes, as if she's 
afraid she won't reach them." 

"But she can do it," I argued. 
"Of course she can, and that's why I 

can't understand her. Why should she be 
getting afraid now, I'd like to know ?" he 
demanded, with some heat. "For three 
weeks she was glorious, wonderful. Her 
voice rose like a golden arrow. Now, 
suddenly, she has started to go back. For 
the last two \Veeks, she's been nervous. 
Her eyes hardly leave me. There's a fear 
in her voice." 

"The last two weeks," I said musingly 
-"ever since :Madame N uncia has heen 
with her." 

He looked up quickly, his gray mus
tache jutting forward. "Nuncia ! what do 
you know about her ?" 

''Nothing, except that she used to be a 
great opera singer." 
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-�r know." He nodded, sagely. "I knew 

her years ago. She was a great singer, 
� marvelous contralto, and a very beauti
fUl woman." 

"It appears she went all to pieces," I be .. 
gan, but he took the words from my mouth. 

"l REMEMBER all about it. She was 
married to a physician, a despicable 

man, who became interested in psychical 
subjects. He was said to be quite a hyp
notist, but gradually lost his practice be
cause of the strange things he tried to do 
to his clients. 

•"He was insanely jealous of his wife, 
and used to hang around the theater, glar
ing at everyone who noticed her. And she 
had a lot of admirers, I tell you. But sud
denly, something happened to her voice ; it 
began io crack. The first time it hap
pened, the \Voman went almost crazy. She 
raved and ranted in her dressing-room like 
a wild thing, while her husband simply 
stood and stared at her, with his great 
black eyes like sparkling coals. of fire. But, 
after i. while, she quieted, and they left 
the theater together. 

"For a time, the man stayed away from 
the opera ; then suddenly he appeared again, 
sitting out front in the same seat at every 
performance, glaring at her. One night, 
iil -a big· song, she went suddenly smash on 
a note. She stood in the center of the 
stage, clutching her throat, her face terri
fied. Then she rushed from the stage to 
her dressing-room, and, after a while, her 
husband came back. The people on the 
stage told me they could hear them talk
ing in low, venomous words. Once, the 
man's voice rose to a shout. 

" 'You'll never sing again,' he screamed. 
'Never-never !  1'11 take your voice with 
me.' 

41Madame N uncia flung open her door 
and rushed out, her hair streaming, her 
gown torn open at the throat. Then there 
came a single shot from a pistol in the 
dressing-room, and the woman fainted. 
\ "They found him in the room, dead, with 
a singed blue mark in his tempje, from 
which the blood was flowing, and the pistol 
in his hand. When Lola came to, she 
stared at what had been her husband, then 
tried to sing. But the only sounds that 
came from her throat were coarse, raspy 
notes. Then she laughed, with a man's 
laugh, and grasping her coat she fled out 
the door and disappeared. They never 
heard from her after that.." 

I was on my feet, as the bell sounded 
for the overture. "She's back again now, 
Cardini, and she's brought the evil, horri
ble personality of her dead husband with 
her. I don't know what's happening to 
lima, but I'll find out, and i f  there's any
thing that woman is doing to ruin her, she 
shaH answer to me persona1ly." 

The director shook his head. "Better go 
slowly, young man. You're delving into 
something that you have no right to in
quire into.'' 

"I'm going to help lima Berli, no matter 
what it does to me," I said, emphatically. 

THE director looked at me quizzically,, 
then shrugged his shoulders. He must 

have seen in :.�lY eyes the love I bore her, 
but he said nothing until he reached the 
little door which led up to the orchestra 
pit. Then he stopped, and turned around. 

"If you need any help, you can call on 
me," he offered. Then, after a slight hesi-
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tation : "I mean, of course, if it's anything 
hu!llQn. I wouldn't like to deal with Nun
cia's husband." 

I gritted my teeth. "I will," I said. 
As I thought over the problem confront

ing me, I saw no way to prevent N uncia 
from going ahead with her evil designs. 
I had nothing to prove against her, and 
it was easy to see that she had ingratiated 
herself into the affections of the mother
less girl. A bare accusation against her, 
without proof, would bring forth only a 
smile of disbelief. But I felt that Nuncia's 
association with lima would prove her 
ruin in some way or other, and I was half
mad at my powerlessness. Then, all at 
once, I was brought into action, because I became convinced that delay would mean 
the destruction of lima Berti, that every 
moment would count. 

I had gone back to see her after a Mon
day's evening · performance. She had 
seemed terribly frightened while she sang. 
Leaning over the back rail, I had watched 
her, and I had seen that her eyes were 
wide with terror ; that she was trying, 
feeling, grasping for her high notes, as 
if fearful they would escape her. 

I approached her door quietly, and held 
my ear to the portal. Perhaps you will 
say this was not the proper thing to do. 
but it was no time to consider anything 
but lima's safety. Through the door, I 
heard the voice of the dead-eyed woman. 
Her words were tense with meaning-a 
dull, steady repetition of one idea. 

"ltma-you can hear no voice but mine. 
No sound can reach you but my voice. 
The time is approaching when my voice 
shall pass into you, lima. You will be
come what I was, the world's greatest con
tralto. He said he'd take my voice with 
him, but he can't keep it, lima. It will 
come back to you-to your throat. You 
will be Lola Nuncia again-young, beauti
ful, with the glorious voice that was mine. 
He cannot keep it from you, llma. He 
cannot." 

I pushed open the door and sprang 
within. There on the couch lay lima, her 
face white. She was sleeping, as be*>re, 
and over her leaned N uncia. 

The dead-eyed woman, drawing in her 
breath like a ,1snake's hiss, got to her feet 
and stepped across to me soundlessly. 

"Why are you here ? Why did you not 
knock?" 

"What are you doing to her?" I gasped, 
my eyes on lima, my hands clenched. 

Lola Nunda merely smiled. ''Oh, mon 
ami, you are so impulsive. Ilma is tak
ing her forty winks. Go-please. Do not 
interrupt her, she is very weary." 

On the couch lima was as still as death. 
"Ilma," I shouted, and louder : "lima." 

Nuncia shook her head. "She cannot 
hear ; she is too tired. Go-please-! ask 
you." 

I stared at her, trying to delve into her 
evil mind, but she met my gaze, a smile on 
her face, her finger on her lips. 

"I don't know what you are doing to 
Ilma, 1-fadame," I said, "but whatever it 
is. I shall find out. And if it is what I 
think. I shall have you taken away from 
here and kept out. Understand that, 
please." 

She shrugged her shoulders. "I think 
you must have been drinking. Go at once, 
and I shall not tell lima. Otherwise-" 
She raised her shoulders. suggestively. 

Angrily I went from the room, and she 

closed the door behind me. Then I heard 
her command, sharply, quickly given. 

"lima ! Wake up ! Quick, lima, wake 
up !" 

I dashed away. I wouldn't trust myself 
to go back just then. 

THE balance of that week was a torture 
to me. Night after night I stood in 

the rear of the theater and watched · some 
strange things happening to the woman I 
loved-with no possible way to find out 
what they \vere, or how to combat them. 
Something \Vas grasping at her golden 
throat, tearing at the angel's cords within 
it, trying to take from her her marvelous 
gift of song. And I was helpless. 

lima grew pale and lost weight. She 
seemed to be in a kind of hypnotic state, 
or \Vhat I thought was hypnosis. She 
came on the stage as if fearful, as if grasp
ing for the support of something-some
one outside her. Time after time she 
glanced tO\vard the entrance, where I knew 
Nuncia was standing. When she sang, her 
voice would falter. She was afraid of 
the high notes. She groped for them. She 
reached them trembling, her face tortured, 
her body shaking. 
- One night the producer came to the 

theater. He looked at my haggard face 
and circled eyes, which nights of sleep· 
lessness had given me, then called me into 
a private room behind the box-office, and 
asked what was troubling me. 

I was glad enough to tell him. I'd been 
anxious to talk over the matter with some
one for some time, but my love for Itma 
made me reticent. The producer, however, 
was a man of great experience and rare 
insight. He listened in silence until I fin
ished. 

"I knew something was wrong with 
Ilma," he agreed, \vhen I brought my 
story to its end. "You should have come 
to me before this. However--" He 
broke off, and scribbled an address on the 
back of one of his cards, which he handed 
me. ''Go to the party whose name I have 
written here, and perhaps he can tell us 
what to do. He is a psychiatrist, and one 
of my very good friends." 

�LADLY I took the card and arose. My Y work was finished for the night ; so 
I went at once to find the professor, whose 
name the producer had written. He wel
comed me to his study in his small apart
ment near the University on the Heights. 
\Vith his brow furrowed, his gray, keen 
eyes alight with interest, he listened 
eagerly to what I told him, and when I 
finished, he spoke with confidence. 

"I'm sure Ilma Berti is hypnotized," he 
said. "Everything you have said, points 
to that conclusion. The husband of Nun
cia. you say, was interested in Psychic 
subjects, and she must have learned some
thing about them from him. He died a 
suicide, swearing he would take N uncia's 
voice with him. Doubtless. because of his 
jealousy of her, he was trying to rob her 
of her voice through suggestion. If she 
\vas aware of this-and she must have been 
-the shock of his death may have thrown 
her off her balance and actually caused 
her to lose her voice. Such things have 
happened in moments of particularly great 
shock." 

"But how can a dead man affect lima?" 
asked. 
"The suggestion he left in Nuncia's mind 



might affect her,'' he replied, judiciously. 
"Nuncia had made a great success in her 
art. Suddenly her voice left her and did 
not return. Horrified at its loss, despond
ent, half-crazy, she eventually became ob
sessed with the idea that it would return 
to someone else. The idea dominated her 
so that she could not withstand it-did not 
want to ; so she began to look for some 
other singer, a young, beauti ful \Voman, 
from whom she would like to hear her 
wonderful voice again. She found this 
person in Ilma Berti, and wormed her way 
in by hypnotizing and sending the maid to 
the hospital." 

"You mean that she is hypnotizing 11m3. 
-suggesting to her that her voice is chang
ing to a contralto--to N uncia's own voice ?" 

4'Exactly that," replied Professor 1\fyron. 
"But-she is not only trying to supplant 
lima's voice by her own voice ; sbe is try
ing to force her spirit into lima's body. 
I believe she is driven to this by the evil 
spirit of her husband, which has passed 
into her own body. For such spirits only 
seek to sp'read discord and unhappiness and 
final ruin." 

"But such a thing can't be possible," I 
demurred, angrily. "How could the spirit 
of a dead man enter a live woman's body 
-and the spirit of that woman enter Ilma's 
body ?" 

"There are many things which we can
not now fully explain," said the psychia
trist, patiently ; "only. we know that they 
are done. For instance, there is the story 
in the New Testament, where the spirits 
of the demons entered the bodies of the 
swine. \Ve psychiatrists call it 'obsession.' 
The spiritualists call it 'possession.' " 

"But such a person would be insane ?" 
I objected. 

"The medical doctors might call it that," 
he agreed. He smiled, a little cynically. 
"However, I am convinced that the evil 
spirit of Nunda's husband is working in 
her, striving to do evil through her to 
lima. And he will succeed, unless some
thing is done to stop him." 

I was on my feet, my hands clenched. 
"What can be done, doctor ? I'd do any
thing for lima-anything." 

"You love her?" he asked. 
"More than anyone on earth," I rePlied, 

simply. 
"Good," said the doctor. "Does she love 

you ?" 
"I don't know. I never asked her." 
"Let us hope she does," he replied, "for 

love and faith are the greatest forces in 
the whole world. lima would have suc
cumbed to the evil forces of Nunda's hus
band before this, if he had not been pre
venfed by some other spirit who was fight
ing for lima." 

"Her mother," I suggested. 
"Exactly," said the doctor. "The beau

tiful, loving spirit of her mother must have 
been struggling against the evil spirit of 
Nunda's husband. Only lima can bring 
about the victory for her mother. She 
must fight with all her will against Nun
cia-hypnotism and suggestion can hav� 
no effect i f  she fights against them. We 
call it autosuggestion, and it is stronger 
than any outside suggestion. lima must 
pray for strength, and you must keep Nun
cia away from her. It is the fight of good 
against evil, and the good must win." 

I thanked him as well as I could. and 
went out, my brain whirling with the 
thoughts he had put in it. I vowed that 
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I would save lima, even if I had to use 
force to keep Nuncia away from her. 

I could hardly wait for the evening per
formance, but when the time came, I 
rushed through my work and went back 
on the stage. Once more I put my ear 
to the door and listened for the sound of 
Nuncia's voice. It came throbbing with 
intensity. 

"Tonight, lima, your voice will be mine. 
Understand ! Mine I You will sing as I 
used to sing. hfy voice will be yours ! 
Y au wilt be what I was. Do you under
stand ?" 

"I understand," said lima, so softly, I 
could hardly hear. 

"Good ! Then wake up, lima ! Wake 
up, and when you sing, you will remember." 

In another second I stood by their sides. 
lima slowly opened her eyes, and arose 
from the couch. She stood swaying a lit
tle, her hand to her throat, her eyes star
ing in front of her. 

"Ilma !" I cried. "Y au must not let this 
woman influence you. She wants to take 
your voice away from you. She wants to 
ruin you." 

Nuncia's voice hissed at me. "So ! You 
would stop me ?" She pointed toward the 
door, her face distorted angrily. "Go
quickly-before I kill you." 

With a bound, she was at the dressing
table, and faced me with a long narrow 
scissors flashing in her hand. But 1 paid 
no attention to her. I grasped Ilma by 
the shoulders and sl)ook her. 

"IIma ! Listen, dear. I've been worried 
about you. There has been something 
troubling you, and it's showing in your 
work. It's driving me nearly frantic, I 
love you so. I didn't know what to do 
until last night, when I went to see Profes
sor Myron." 

I TURNED and pointed an accusing fin
ger at N uncia. "That womlm is ruled by 

the evil spirit of her husband, lima. He 
committed suicide. and told her he would 
take her voice with him, so that she would 
never sing again. She has let this obses
sion work on her, but now she believes 
by hypnotizing some other woman she can 
bring back her own voice. She has been 
trying to do that, Ilma-trying · to take 
away your marvelous voice, to supplant 
it with what she believes is her own. But 
ifs a horrible thing. lima. You can't 
undo the things God has done, and He 
gave you your voice. Y au alone can stop 
it, Ilrna-you've got to stop it." 

lima stared at me, her eyes wide with 
fright. "It has been so horrible," she mut
tered. "I thought I was losing my voice. 
I don't know what to do. Tell me, please 
-what can I do?" 

Outside, I heard the applause of the 
audience. A buzzer under lima's dresSing
table sounded the warning for her call. 
In a moment, she would have to face the 
crowd. 

"You must have faith, Ilma," I told 
her, tensely. "You must pray for strength. 
Your mother's spirit is fighting this evil 
spirit, and she needs you to help her. 
You'll do that, won't you, Ilma ?'' 

The discordant voice of Nuncia broke 
in. "You cannot, It rna. You must sing 
as I told you to sing." 

"No, no, lima," I implored. "For your 
mother's sake-you must not." 

Her blue eyes li fted to mine, and I saw 
the fight that was going on in her soul. 
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Timidly, she put out her hand and rested 
it on my arm. Once more the buzzer 
sounded. 

"I'll ask my mother for help," she said, 
softly. 'Til do it for mother-and for 
you." 

Quickly she stepped toward the door, 
but N uncia \\'as there before her. 

"lima ! It rna ! Listen to me !" 
I caught her arm. and swung her around. 

"You stay here," I demanded. She drew 
back her hand and lunged at me with the 
scissors. I stepped quickly aside, grasped 
her wrists, and forced her into a chair. 
"You stay here," I ordered, as Ilma passed 
through the doorway. "You've failed, 
Nuncia." 

She spat a horrible oath at me, but I 
swung through the door and locked it be
hind me. The next instant, I was standing 
in the \vings, j ust as lima stepped on the 
stage. 

The audience thundered its applause, but 
Ilma did not seem to hear it. 

For a moment she stood still, her head 
up. Then she turned slightly. and over 
her face went an expression I had never 
seen. It was ethereal. Her eyes opened 
wide, her hands raised a little, and I caught 
the word "Mother" on her lips. She be
gan to sing. Clear and beautiful her 
voice rose, S\Vinging aloft as it had done 
on her first night's appearance, . and the 
audience, hushed, leaned forward expec
tantly, while lima sang like an angel. 

I STOOD entranced, praying with all the 
fervor of my soul for her-not using 

any words that I can now recall, but j ust 
asking help against the edt \Vhich had 
threatened her. She finished on a cold, 
clear, high note, as faultless as a tone 
from a silver bell, and the crowd in the 
blackness of the auditorium burst into a 
din of applause. Then, from the direction 
of lima's dressing-room, I heard a horrible 
scream, like a man in torture, and rushed 
toward it. 

Inside I found N uncia lying on the floor, 
her body qui,·ering helplessly. Gently I 
raised her to her feet, but she backed away 
from me. Slowly she sank to her knees, 
and buried her face in her hands. When 
she raised it after a moment, she seemed 
different. No longer were her eyes dead. 
They seemed normal-human-the eyes of 
a live soul. 

"Ilma," she gasped-"what have I done 
to her? \Vhere is she ?" 

"She's out there singing, hfadame," 
replied. 

· 

"Singing-like I used to?" she asked, a 
tremor of fear in her voice. 

"Singing in her own glorious voice," 
said, happily, "singing as she has never 
sung before." 

Tears ran down Nunda's face. "Thank 
God for that,'' she said. "I don't know 
wi)y I did it. I think I must have been 
mad." 

I said no. more, because I felt that the 
evil that had been living in her soul had 
gone out in the horrible scream of the 
man's voice. Afterward, Professor :Myron 
told me that, in all probability, I had been 
right. At any rate, never again did Nun
cia speak to lima of the voice that died, 
even though they have since become the 
closest of friends-and never again did my 
wife fail. 

But I think I forgot to tell you that 
lima is my wife. 
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On the Frontier of the Unseen 

B11 UJilbert Wadleigh 

S Ol\IETHING like seven years 
ago, I w

. 

as discussing the ex
periences I am about to set 
down here with a group of men 
in the projection room of the 

old Paramount studio in Holl)'\vood. 
Among the members of the group was 
Harry Houdini, who was being featured 
in a serial at the time. 

Houdini, of course, though his 
forte in life was to deceive others by 
ingenious and elaborate tricks, believed 
only what he could see. photograph, 
and tabulate. Spirits ? Ridiculous ! 

"Spiritism is a refuge for the weak
minded," he remarked. "Grief-stricken 
people, the naive and credulous, are 
easy prey for the fakers who pose as 
mediums. It is all trickery. Your ex
perience at San Diego," he continued. 
referring to the manifestation I had 
witnessed, u\vas similar to thousands, 
and offers no salient facts. upon which 
to base any credence. Scientifica11y, it 
proves nothing." 

In vai·n did I point out that I had 
been an absolute stranger in San Diego 
at the time-that the facts disclosed at 
the seance were not known to any of 
my friends. 

"The old story. You were either 
duped by certain forms of trickery or 
coincidence, or your imagination ran 
awa-y with you. There is no such thing 
as communication with the dead." 

Thus the discussion came to a dead
lock. 

In mentioning the Houdini episode. 
I anticipate the skeptic who may glance 
over what fo11ows with a surly and 
cynical eye. If you, like Houdini, have 
already made up your mind that spirit 
manifestations are impossible, there is 
no use in your reading further. As for 
others-! will relate my experiences 
for what they may be worth. 

UJHILE delving into philosophy and 
psychology some years ago, I came 

across various hypotheses concerning 
the projection of thought. 

One evening I was playing cards with 
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a group of friends. and it occurred to 
me that the game presented an ideal 
opportunity for testing these theories. 
I would try to suggest to my partner 
through this medium that she play cards 
of certain suits ; ancl I would carefully 
note the result. 

I proceeded to concentrate on the 
suit I wanted her to lead. I formed 
the thought much as one would shout 
it-but without actually speaking. 
HSpade, spade, spade, spade-" 

).fy first attempt was a complete suc
cess-though, of course, you may call 
it a coincidence. 

Admitting. that there were certain 
difficulties-as, for example, the fact 
that my partner might not have any 
cards of the suit I wanted, or could 
play other cards to better advantage
nevertheless, at the c1o�e of the eve
ning. I \\�as satisfied that the thing had 
worked. On a surprising number of 
occasiom; during that game and the 
ones that followed, she had played the 
suit I wanted. 

A few days later, I tried the experi
ment in a game of "matching" coins. 
There was a negro janitor whom I had 
often seen matching coins with the 
boys, and he had a method of concealing 
his coin in the palm of his hand "·bile 
he reflected over \vhich side to have up 
when he placed the coin on the table. 
He never "trusted to luck," but always 
deliberated in this fashion. 

· 

I took him aside, and smilingly chal
lenged him to match coins against mine. 
He \Yas delighted-at first ! And I
I was amazed at the end of a half hour. 
I had beaten him on almost even· turn ! 

Here was what took place. f would 
place my coin down-with. say, the 
head up. \\"hile he was deliberating. 
I would mentallY shout : "Tail s. tails. 
tails." He would guess that I had tails 
up, and proceed to slap his own coin 
down. with the goddess of l iberty igno
miniously caressing the table-top. 

"Too bad. Zack." I would say, 
promptly putting another coin down 
and holc1ing my hand over it while he 

pursued his usual deliberative course. 
Again and a�ain, at one time something 
like twelve tunes in succession, he failed 
to "match" me. 

Then, Zack-much worried at the 
way the game was going-wanted to 
change the process. He· would "match" 
me. This meant, of course, that some
how I must pick his thought out of the 
et�er, and place the right side of my 
com up. 

At first the results were not promis
ing. But I realized that his thought 
might either apply to what side he had 
up, or the side he wanted me to dis
close. It was some time before I 
reached the conclusion that the latter 
was true. 

Accordingly, and striving to main
tain an open mind through it all, I pro
ceeded to match him. l\fy success, while 
not as pronounced in the_ negative state 
as in. the positive, was gratifying and 
startltng. 

Poor Zack was quite crestfallen when 
I had won his last penny, but he was 
amazed when I gave it all back to him. 

He went away thinking that I was 
both a trickster and a fool. But I was 
positively convinced that there was such 
a thing as thought-transference. 

I could relate a number of instances 
concerning what are termed premoni
tions, for my mother possesses definite 
clain·oyant powers. and is at times 
given to vivid mental images. Once, 
\vhen we were living in San Francisco, 
she had a strange vision that seemed 
to presage flames and ruin. A few 
days later. that whole city lay in · ruins. 
Mother had. partly hecatlse of her 
Yision, decided to go with me to Idaho, 
neYer realizing the terrible disaster that 
was actually to befall the bay city 
shortlv after our arrival in Boise. 

:\Tore recently, I was motoring 
through the country around Los An
geles. and came upon a bed of wild 
larkspur. I picked several. and when 
I reac.hed home that evening. I placed 
them 111 a vase. I never dreamed that 
these fluwers would. within a few 



hours, bring about an impressive 
psychic manifestation. 

I occupied myself for some time in 
my study, and at a late hour I passed 
through the living-room and noticed 
the larkspur. 

"I think that I shall take Dorothy 
some in the morning," I mused, think
ing of a young lady whom I was to 
visit, and who loved flowers. For a 
while, I stood regarding them-and re
calling the hills where I had picked 
them. ' 

But the next day I left home in a 
hurry, and forgot to take any of the 
blooms. Shortly before noon, I called 
upon the young lady mentioned. The 
moment I appeared, she greeted me with 
these words : 

"Good morning. I had a dream 
about you last night. Fancy !" 

"Is that so ?" I said with a smile. 
"Tell me about it." 

"\Veil," she said lightly, "there wasn't 
much to it, but it may amuse you. I 
dreamed that you were picking lark
spur. - Not thinking of getting mar
ried, are you ?" she finished laughingly. 

I did not laugh. I told her gravely · 
that I had been ·picking larkspur. We 
discussed the incident for a while, and 
marveled at it. Houdini would have 
termed it "another coincidence," but I 
solemnly believe that here was a clear 
case of thought-transference. While I 
had stood regarding those flowers the 
evening before, recalling how I had 
gathered them, thinking of the young 
lady, a fragment '\lf my thoughts had 
gone out and had \been picked up by 
Dorothy's subconscious mind, while she 
was asleep ! 

On an<>ther occasion I was driving in 
the district where a friend lived, and 
decided to pay him a visit. It was 
about nine o'clock at night. 

When I slowed down before the 
house. I noticed that there was another 
machine parked in front. From the 
cottage, which stood on the rear of the 
lot, I could hear voices, and conjectured 
that my friend had company. 

r turned the car around, drawing up 
to the curb on the opposite side of the 
street, where I stopped to consider 
whether or not I should see my friend, 
or return later in the evening. I was 
quite undecided on the point, and sat 
there thinking the matter over for sev
eral seconds. I had a number of things 
I wanted to talk over with him, but in 
private. I wished that it were possible 
for him to leave his company for a 
moment. As I thought of the business 
I wished to discuss with him, and of 
how much I'd like to see him for a 
moment or two, this \vish became in
tensified. 

Suddenly I heard someone walking 
across the street. It was quite dark ; a 
line of trees on both sides cast dense 
shadows, and I could not see anyone. 
The footsteps sounded in back of my 
car, and suddenly the face of my friend 
appeared at the window of the car ! 

Now, bear in mind the fact that the 
street was dark ; my machine could not 
be discerned from my friend's house, 
and only very dimly from the sidewalk 
opposite. I had not honked my horn : 
I was not expected by my friend until 
later in the week, and he was occupied 
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with company at the moment I arrived. 
"That's funny," \vere his first words ; 

"so you're here 1 I thought I heard you 
call, but I never dreamed that you wer� 
calling from such a distance. Why did 
you park on this side of the street ?" 

"I told him that I hadn't called, but 
had been debating whether to walk over 
and drop in on him. He was as sur
prised as I. He had been conversing 
"-ith his callers when he thought he 
heard my voic& calling _to him just out
side the door. Excusing himself, he 
had left his guests, opened the door, 
and found no one there. 

"But something seemed to draw me 
across the street," he said. 01 left the 
house, and reached the sidewalK. Your 
car was not there, but I saw the out
lines of a machine under the shadow of 
this tree. It might have been any car, 
of course, but something made me cross 
over." 

1l. UT my most amazing experience is U concerned with my father. It is the 
one that Houdini di sbelieved-because 
I could not tell him the name of the 
medium, and a few other details. 

lily mother and father separated 
shortly after I was born. He went to 
the Klondike, and my mother told me · 
later that she had heard a rumor to 
the effect that he had died there. 

However, on 'January tenth, 1 9 1 6, 
twelve American miners \vere robbed 
and killed by some of Villa's bandits 
just across the border in ).lexico, and 
my mother saw my father's name on 
the list of those murdered. 

She had married again, and kept the 
matter to herself. She thought it prob
able that my father had died years be
fore, anyway, and that this other name 
must be that of someone else. But 
se\·eral weeks later, she · mentioned the 
incident to me. While I had never 
known mv father, and while he had 
been more or less a closed topic bet\Veen 
us, the incident aroused a certain pity 
and morbid curiosity. I decided to visit 
the files of some newspaper and read 
the item-perhaps make an investiga
tion, with<>ut telling my mother. 

But events conspired to force the in
cident out of my mind. I was caught 
in the whirlpool of patriotism that fol
lowed the declaration of war, and left 
for a training camp near San •Diego 
with my artillery unit. 

One ' evening in May, 1 9 1 7, I was 
visiting San Dieg0, and while walking 
up E street with a friend, I saw a sign 
announcing a spiritualistic seance for 
that evening. 

We decided to attend-"to see what 
it  is all about," as my friend remarked. 

I have never had the opportunity to 
ascertain the name of the medium, but 
an investigation would disclose this. 
He was a man past midcUe age-small, . 
slight, anemic, and partly bald-and of 
course an utter stranger to us. As a 
matter of fact, we had been_ stationed 
near San Diego for only a few days. 

The seance started with the placing 
of personal effects on the medium's 
table. This, the man said. was neces
sary if we wished to communicate with 
spirits beyond the veil. . 

I left a ring on the table. and 1t was 
the first thing that the medium picked 
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up. He held it in the palm of his frail, 
womanish hand for a moment, and said : 

"There is a spirit of a man trying to 
convey a message to me. He-he 
seems to be calling from tliere." 

He pointed in my direction, and 
walked toward me, halting at my chair. 

"Yes, he is standing right here," he 
continued, looking at the space at my 
side. Then his eyes encountered mine. 

"You are quite psychic1 young man," 
he exclaimed ; . "I feel a strong sugges
tion of skepticism that seems to ema
nate from you." 

I smiled somewhat sheepishly. I was 
skeptical ; in fact, it was the first seance 
I had ever attended, and I had heard all 
sorts of stories about how mediums im
posed upon the public. 

"This man," he resumed, passing his 
hand o,·er his eyes, as if striving to sort 
his impressions, "says that he is your 
father. .1-I seem to get an appearance 
of wounds-terrible wounds." 

A S he paused, I felt a creepy sensa
tion that sent a chill through me. 

"He was murdered," the medium 
resumed ; "he says that it was in Mex
ico. I see wounds, but some of them 
are long like knife slashes, and others 
seemed to have been caused by bullets. 
He wants me to tell you that he--" 

The medium paused again, and I 
waited breathlessly for him to con
tinue. 

"He is going away," the medium ex
claimed suddenly. "Now-he is gone." 

It was over, as far as I was con
cerned. I sat through other "manifes
tations" of a similar nature, and at the 
close of the seance I accompanied my 
friend thoughtfully out of the place. 

"Rather amusing, was it not ?" he ex
claimed. "Funny, the way he picked 
upon you. But was your father killed 
in �1exico ?" 

"I don't really know," I replied 
gravely, "but I'm going to find out." 

I told him of the item that my mother 
had read. He was considerably im
pressed. 

In the hectic months that followed, 
it was not possible for me to obtain 
.access to newspaper files. vVhen I re
turned from abroad, however, I went 
to a newspaper office and searched for 
accounts of the murder. There, in that 
newspaper office, I learned for the first 
time the tragic details. 

I append brief excerpts from the 
news accounts of the outrage : 

"On January l Oth ( 1916) the 
following miners were taken from 
a special train of the Cusihuiria
chic Mine by Villa bandits headed 
by Rafael Castro and Pablo Lopez ; 
robbed, stripped of their clothing, 
and shot and bayoneted to 
death : . . . .  " 
Following was a list, and among the 

names was that of Charles Wadleigh. 
"And bayoneted !" The medium had 

mentioned knife-like slashes. The ac
count stated : 

"Charles vVadleigh was shot through 
the head at the left temple, �nd through 
the body, and bayoneted through the 
chest . . . . .  The bodies were examined 
by Doctor

, 
G. I. Clark of El 

Paso . . . . .  
Yes, I am certain that thought-trans-
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ference exi·ts-and if it exists beyond 
bodily limits, why not after the body 
ceases to function ?-and I know in the 
depths of my soul that, on that evening 
ten years ago, the spirit of my father 
tried to speak to me. 

\Ve are on the threshold of a vast, 
Jnseen wort(!, where the departed souls 
of all the ages, freed from mortal coils, 
walk the phantom streets of the infinite 
-where mind is all, and the rest is 
cosmic dust. 

THE MEETING PLACE 
"While attending to my books and 

finishing up the closing of the ledgers 
for the end of the month, I turned my 
head to see what opened the door. 
There standing in the open doorway 
was a little child dressed in white loose 
robes down to its feet. It looked at me 
so sad. I was just going to get down 
off my stool and take it in my arms. 
When iny foot reached the floor, the 
child had gone. I rubbed my eyes and 
looked again, but there was nothing 
there. 

"I tapped my pencil on the window 
of my office and called one of the clerks, 
asking him if he had seen any child 
around such as I described. He said. 

· no. I then told him what I had seen 
and that man told me some one belong
ing to me would die. 

"I went home and told my dear 
mother about what I had seen. Mother 
was cleaning the knives at the table 
when I told her, and she said : 'Sis, I 
guess that poor little woman next door, 
who has the consumption, will die.' 

"But mother was dead just three days 
after. I have often wondered, was that 
a warning to me. It happened in 1905. "I will write you some time and tell 
you about Dad and the woman in black. 
The woman in black was my own 
father's great-great-grandmother." 

F. E., Montreal, Que., Canada. 

"Is it possible to organize in New 
York City and vicinity a group of per
sons who wish to study-very seriously 
-the higher manifestations of the 
occul t ?' H. R. H., New York City. 

"This happened to me while on a 
visit to Roxbury, Mass., on Townsend 
Street. I was sleeping in a room, in 
the front of the house. The bedroom 
door was locked. I am a sound sleeper, 
also a healthy person. 

"In the night I was awakened by 
whizzing sounds right in my ear. I 
woke up at once and there standing 
right side of the bed close to my head 
was a white figure or phosphorescent 
effect, of a young lady in a flowing 
gown. I found that I was about to fall 
out of bed, as I was on the very edge of 
a high old-fashioned bed. The ghost 
slowly passed. across the rooni, and right 
through the wall. It did not go near the 
door. So, as soon as I got up in the 
morning, I told the friend I was visiting. 

"She was not surprised at all, as she 
said her daughter who died used to sleep 
in that room. She certainly saved me 
from a bad fall, which might have been 
my death blow. Who knows ?" 

A. vV., Edgewood, Rhode Island. 

"There are plenty of examples of 

demonism today. Take that monster in 
Germany who was executed for killing 
a lot of young men for no cause what- � 
ever. Listen to his words : 

" 'I do not know why I do it. There 
is no pleasure in it. I don't want to 
do it, but I believe if I was turned free 
again I would keep on doing it. I think 
it is better that I should die.' 

"Sounds rather pitiful. Just like a 
good, weak soul in the hands of an 
Evil Spirit." 

C. S., Parkside, ' Sask., Canada. 

"In New York City about thirty 
years ago, an old man roomed in a 
small hotel. It required a latch key to 
open the outside entrance door. This 
venerable gentleman habitually visited 
his niece every e\·ening. He would walk 
to his home at a precise time. Just as 
regularly he would leave for his room 
ing house to be there at 9 :30 p. m. 

"On the particular evening of this 
narrative his niece gave her uncle a 
piece of apple pie. 

"After partaking of it, he complained 
about pains in the stomach. In his dis
tress, he had to lie on the couch on 
which he soon expired, evidently from 
acute indigestion. 

"Now comes the mysterious part of 
the story. 

"At the precise time of his usual 
homecoming, the clerk in the office saw 
him going- by, then ascending the stair
case to the upper floor. 

"The old man's ways being very 
punctual and methodical, he would arise 
as regularly as he retired. 

"The nex't morning, he failed to ap
pear, and his room was found vacant. 
His latchkey was outside on the floor 
in front of the entrance door. 

"THE question was asked : How did 
the key get there ? A student of 

the occult knows that the etheric body is 
dense enough to be seen by many, 
especially clairvoyants. The etheric 
body evidently can carry material sub
stances. The persistency of habit, even 
when free from the physical body is 
demonstrated in this particular case. 

"Has anyone another explanation of 
how this happened ?" 

F. D., Pasadena, Calif. 

"It we have faith, the real friends on 
the other side can come easily into rap
port with us. I had a strange experi
ence abo'\lt a month ago. I went to 
my first trumpet seance at Mr. Britton's 
(he was highly praised by Conan 
Doyle) and was asked to assist him at 
the table. 

"A 'Harvey' came and was claimed 
by several people, but 'Harvey' began 
drumming on a trumpet, and I at once 
exclaimed, 'Why, that's the telegraph 
key he is imitating. I wish I could 
read it.' 

"All at once, it dawned on me that 
my brother used to talk about a 'Harvey' 
in the Radio Service . . . .  I asked if 
'Harvey' was my brother's telegrapher 
friend, and he answered through the 
trumpet, 'Yes, tell him I'm so glad to 
get a message through to him . . . .  Tell 
Peter I sent him my best.' 

"He had died of. tuberculosis, and 
had been my brother's closest friend." 

"Electra," Seattle, Wash. 



things or thoughts, is indicated by a thin 
tongue which is generally held close to 
the roof of the mouth or pressed against 
the front teeth. 

The inclination to frugal and eco
nomical management of affairs is found 
to be associated with a broad or a 
square-tipped tongue. Careful and ju
dicious behavior accompanies this form. 
Benjamin Franklin was one who pos
sessed such a tongue as this. 

Accumulativeness, or the desire of 
possession, is shown whenever the 
tongue is rather broad in the center. If 
at the same time the face is broad in 
the center and has a long prominent 
nose the tendency to accumulativeness is 
very great. 

Monoerocity, or the disposition to 
love one only, is shown by a tongue 
with a rounded end. A person with 
such a tongue rivets his attention upon 
one being and lavishes love and affec
tion upon that one. A round form of 
eye accentuates this sign greatly. 

Strength of will and power to exe
cute it are always present when the 
tongue is full and broad at the base. I f  
the subject has fullness a t  the posterior 
part of the neck near the point of junc
tion with the head he will be a typical 
Hpig-head." 

Philonepionality, the love of the 
young or the characteristic of feeling 
pleasure in the young, is shown by an 
unusually moist tongue which is some-
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Spirit Tales 
(Continued from page 52) 

what thick at the end, so it is said. 
Solicitireputativeness, or the desire 

for approval, is shown by a tongue that 
is very thin and very red. Decorative
ness is shown by a tongue that is very 
full and which is inclined to arch as the 
person talks. A tongue that is short and 
round shows soundness of j udgment and 
shrewdness. A wide tongue round at 
the end gi,•es its possessor ability to 
barter and trade well. Mechanical 
talent is shown by a square tongue. 

T
HEY are always accusing the scien

tists of being humbugged by clever 
mediums ; yet a patient study of the 
record will show that scientists have de
tected fraud more often than magicians. 

There is the classic example of Pas
quale Erto, to whom much attention has 
recently been directed because of his 
alleged phenomena. H e  is an Italian 
medium, a young man about 28 years of 
age, and has been under scrutiny at the 
International l\Ietapsychic Institute 
( Paris). The seances were conducted 
under the usual thorough precautions, 
the medium being completely stripped, 
re-clothed in garments provided by the 
Institute, a lead-sealed veil over his 
head, his hands being in some cases in
closed in laced and sealed boxing-gloves. 

The ostensible phenomena were of 
two kinds-luminous flashes quite dif
ferent from the phosphorescent lights 
that are not uncommon accompaniments 
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of physical mediumship, and finger
prints on photographic plates in sealed 
enclosures, resembling those used as 
identifications in criminology. It 
seemed inadvisable to publish a full ac
count of these, pending more complete 
information ; and this reticence is justi
fied by the event. The Director of the 
Institute, in view of the publicity al
ready given in some quarters, has sent 
the letter here translated, to a Paris 
journal : 

"It is my painful duty towards the 
readers of Le Mat in, and the friends in
terested in our studies, to furnish the 
following in formation. 

"The latest experiments at the Meta
psychic Institute show that the luminous 
phenomena produced by the medium 

.. Erto can be imitated ; and, moreover, 
serious presumption has been established 
against their authenticity. 

"Despite our precautions against 
fraud, I have had persistent doubts of 
the genuineness of these luminous mani
festations because I have never ob
served them when the medium's hands 
were held by me. I have therefore de
ferred publication till some revelation 
should be made by others than myself. 
For some time since, with the valuable 
collaboration of some eminent chemists 
and physicists, we have at the Institute 
sought to reproduce these luminous 
phenomena by artificial means. After 

(Continued on page 96) 

Because Their Bones UJere Unburied 

my mind. I did not think of the matter 
again that day. 

This was the thirteenth of Decembe• 
and I stayed ten days. That was my last 
happy week before the confiscation orders 
I got on my return. ( 11rs. Evans' ranch 
had been in dispute for years) My cook 
is very nice-looking, almost fair-1 suppose 
a Spanish father. Next morning she was 
pale. r asked what had happened. She 
said just as she was going to bed some
thing screamed in her ears. I asked 
what the sound was like. She looked 
troubled and told me : 

"As of some one who had gone mad. 
It slowly died away.11 I hope you remem
ber I told you that once the same thing 
happened to me at •San Pedro when Harry 
(Mrs. Evans' late husband) was ill. The 

most inhuman sound I ever heard. Now, 
she had never heard that story, but she 
used my very words in describing my 
experience years ago. 

I WAS very busy all day on horseback 
with the wood-cutters, and my own mind 

and conscience unusually still. Each day 
the watchmen and maids would say they 
could not sleep-the spirits sobbed so. I 
thought they were frightened by the cook's 
tale and did not heed them. I heard 
nothing myself, and had in the room next 
to me my maid from Mexico City. We 
both slept peacefully. On about the fifth 
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night I awoke in a horror, not thinking 
of anything until I remembered the spirits. 

The agony continued until, in my own 
mind. I addressed them, saying that "their 
grandchildren had done it, not I, and I 
had had their remains buried as best I 
could" and much more. That calmed me 
and I fell asleep, but according to the 
maid, I soon screamed. Poor maid I 

As if in a fog-one on either side of 
the bed- Don Fernando and Dona Moni
ca stood, while I revolved in my mind what 
they wanted. In despair I asked if perhaps 
my orders had not been ·carried out anl1 
their tombs repaired ? I woke up then 
and told the girl. The curiOJJs part, both 
of us were instantly calm and slept quietly 
until morning, when every one had a new 
story to tell of weeping and strange sounds 
-almost a rebellion. 

So I told my dream and f<,llnd they 
had not obeyed me. You should ha\·e 
seen Iago and the men bringing bricks and 
stones I The old frojcro (he who keeps 
the barns) said it would not do until a 
priest came and blessed the tombs and 
had a inass for their souls-but I heeded 
him not. Several days more passed and I 
slept quietly-out with the door well 
open into the maid's room-for the awful 
part is that not even Brunhilda (a dog) 
wakes in these uncanny scenes. 

The last night I was there, I had been 
in bed an hour perhaps and was growing 

drowsy when I heard some one crying at 
my window. The most gentle attenuated 
sobbing : the most pitiful sounds you ever 
heard. I never for a minute thought of 
the spirits, but called the girl to light 
the candle. She heard it too-but the 
strange part is, I said it was at the back 
window and she heard it at the front, 
and neither did she think of spirits. As 
she opened to see who was there, IT came 
in sobcin)l"-and we looked at each other 
and closed the windows. Perhaps you 
think we were frightened or horrified ? I 
can only answer for myself-it filled me 
with an intense pity. I only wanted to 
comfort it and I said to the girl : "If 
it would only be quiet !" I then promised 
to nave mass said and invite the people, 
and it left, sobbing. And we, of course, 
both went to our beds to sleep dreamlessly 
till morning. 

Now fill in this space with my two 
other letters for Christmas. \:Vhen I 
opened Obregon's ( former President of 
Mexico, who confiscated Mrs. Evans' 
ranch) orders, unsuspectingly, the first 
thing I thought of was the sobbing spirit. 

In 1\fexico City, even to me, the impress
ion grew dim and I smiled when on my 
return the old lrojcro said the spirits still 
wept and wandered. 

The very next day at table, where all 
were jesting, General Ryan said : "To 
make things perfect, do you keep an an-
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cestral ghost too?" It made even Ezio 
look pale. He then told us : 

"I will swear I was waked by a ghost 
dragging the chains of eternity up and 
down the room last night." That's all. 
Others heard it too. The next day was 
for the fiesta and races, but when at night 
around the fire I told the tale, even the 
scoffers firmly wanted a mass said. As . 
you sagely remarked, money could never 
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buy the things I gave them on the ranch ! 
Early next morning, before the priest 

came, I made Rosemary and Hope help 
me cover the graves with calla lilies, and 
Ezio, as penance for the bad grandchildren, 
put a big bunch of them on the tombs. 
The ceremony of blessing the graves was 
most touching. The old lrojero, who 
h.-new and loved them, kneeling with the 
priest and making the responses. Ezio, 

the general and I felt it most. No one 
has since heard them (the spirits of the 
Mendizabels). 

NOTE : About a year and seven months 
after this letter was written, August 2, 
1924, Rosalie Evans was shot to death by 
the agrarian Indians to whom she had re
fused to surrender her ranch-The Editor. 
( Repri11ted from "The Rosalie Eva11s Let
ters from Mexico," Boobs-Merrill Co.) 

Out of the Split UJall 

deep-set and of a vivid blue, and· so put 
upon that canvas that ·anywhere one stood, 
they seemed to be watching every move
in fact, there seemed to be a wavering 
twinkle in them. The furniture of this 
spacious room was meager, but in excel; 
lent taste ; in addition to a massive table, 
there were a heavy old sideboard 0nd high
backed chairs. 

"Philip served me with a splendid meal ; 
and greatly refreshed, I bade him good 
night, deciding to retire at once and inspect 
the rest of the house on the following day. 

"It must have been nearly daylight 
when I awoke suddenly. I fancied I had 
heard a footfall in the room. I sat up in 
bed, and gave a quick glance around the 
room. It was gray with the approach of 
dawn, but all was still. So I turned on 
my pillow and prepared for another nap. 

"r- RADUALLY I became aware of a � faint tapping, as if behind the wall 
someone was at work. I attributed the 
noise to rats, hoWever, closed my eyes, 
and fell asleep. I dro;amed a short, peculiar 
dream, such as one is likely to dream when 
it is nearly day-half-dream, half-reality. 
I thought that one portion of the wall op
posite me had opened and in the aperture 
stood a woman-the one whose painted 
face hung over the mantel below. She 
had a lighted candle in her hand. She ap
peared to float across the room until she 
stood directly before the silver box ; then 
suddenly she turned and looked directly 
into my eyes, her lovely face lined with 
despair. I distinctly heard her s�y : 'For 
God's sake, open the liox 1' 

"And then I was fully awake. I leaped 
out of bed just in time to see the white
robed figure of a woman. The next in
stant, she had disappeared into the split 
wall, which closed after her. 

"I arose with a troubled mind, but by the 
time I had had my breakfast, the events 
of early morning had passed away-j ust as 
all dreams dissolve in the bright light of 
day. Then I was ready to inspect my 
property. 

"The house was constructed as were 
many in the century in which it was built ; 
four large rooms below, and on either side 
of the main structure, a wing. On the east 
side the wing was filled with antiques, and 
the long windows were covered with dust 
and cobwebs. I did not tarry long there. 
Then I went across to the west wing and 
stood in the wide doorway, amazed at the 
size of the enormous, quite empty room. 
It had evidently been a ball room, and I 
almost fancied I could see the forms of the 
dancers of centuries past flitting across the 
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floor to the sound of faint, ghostly music. 
"I was entranced with the old house, and 

after going from cellar to attic as eagerly 
as a boy, I decided to have a look about 
the grounds. These were large, and cov
ered with dense shrubbery. There were 
summer-houses, now gone to decay, and 
broken and discolored fountains. I could 
weB imagine that here had been many 
happy gatherings of lovers and merry
makers who now were gone forever. 

"I strolled down an almost obliterated 
footpath until I reached a small grotto, 
built of stone. The composition holding 
these stones together, was of a peculiar gray 
substance, with flecks in it like gold. In
side was a seat of stone, and on it I de
tected some chiseled marks. Peering 
closely I made out the ietters : 'A.B. and 
].1. 1-3-58.' Evidently, lovers of the long 
ago were not . unlike those of the present 
day, I thought. 

"When I returned to the house, I found 
Philip in conversation with an aged man 
who had brought our luggage from the 
station. He called to me, saying : 'This 
man wishes to talk to you concerning the 
place, Doctor.' 

"I invited the old man into the dining 
salon. He gazed about him, then opened 
the interview by saying : 'It must be 
stout hearts ye both have to live here.' 

" 'Why do you say this?' I asked. 
" 'Why, there ain't been nobody able to 

live here for nigh a hundred years. They 
say 'tis ha'nted. That woman there' -he 
pointed to the portrait above the mantel
'traipses about the house and groWlds, 
moanin' all the time, or so my wife's sister 
told me. She heard it from her grand
mother, who was housekeeper here many 
many years ago. The Wellsfords lived 
here then, or tried to live here. They had 
to move out a week after they got here, 
and nobody's stayed in the house since.' 

"I asked him to tell me the story, think
ing I was humoring an ignorant, super
stitious old person. He hesitated before he 
spoke, then told me that the specter would 
float around the bedrooms of the Wells
fords, waiting one sentence, over and over : 
'For God's sake, open it !' 

"1 WAS astounded at this duplicate of 
my dream. It did not unnerve me, 

however. It was really a welcome diver
sion, and more than ever was I deter
mined to open that strange silver box. 
So, not long after the garrulous old man 
left, I went back to inspect it again, this 
time more closely. And I was surprised 
to see that it was cemented together with 
the same substance I had noticed in the 

stone grotto ; a substance so hard that the 
blows of a hammer upon a chisel did not 
even make a dent. 

"I spoke to Philip of my curiosity con
cerning · the box, and together we decided 
to compound a chemical later on, which 
would melt this cement. But for a time 
the box \vas forgotten. 

"A night came, in early December, when 
the forest around moaned in the cold blast 
and the grounds were covered with snow. 
\Ve were busily engaged in one of my new 
experiments, however, and worked until 
exhaustion sent both of us to bed. But I 
could not sleep. . The loud rush of wind 
and sleet against my windows kept me 
awake. 

"About the hour of two I became aware 
that I was not alone. I felt a chill in the 
room, a chill not caused by the cold air
an intangible something I could not de
fine. I sat up in bed, my eyes fixed upon 
a form that stood at the foot of my bed
the form of the woman of the portrait ! 
She was staring at me with hollow, be
seeching eyes, her hand extended implor
ingly. Again came the words : 'For God's 
sake, open it !' 

"I leaped from bed and went uP to her. 
She remained in the same position, her 

- eyes following my every move. My very 
marrow seemed freezing in my bones, but 
I forced myself to answer her. 

"I am going to open it, I told her, 
going still closer, reaching out my hand 
to touch her outstretched one. But just 
\hen I felt a terrific impact, and fell to 
the floor. 

"How long I lay there, stunned by my 
fall, I do not know. But when I regained 
my senses I was still on the floor ; the 
co1d, winter sun was shining into the 
room, and my muscles were as if paralyzed. 
The experience proved a disastrous one, 
for I spent ten days in bed with rheuma
tism. Philip knew nothing of the cause ; 
I could not bring my,.lf to the point to 
telling him. But he insisted upon my mov
ing across the halt to a small room that 
adjoined his. And from my new bed, I 
directed his work upon the chemical com
position to open that tantalizing box. I 
merely stated that, until it was opened, I 
could not devote myself to the more im
portant things then in progress. 

"QNE night I was awakened by Philip, 
whose ashen face and trembling 

hands bespoke terror. He was shaking me 
gently. 

" 'Do you think you can get up, Doctor ?' 
he whispered. 'There is something wrong 
going on in your chamber across the hall.' 



u 1What is it?' I asked quickly, r1stng 
with difficulty, and pulling on my bath
robe. 

<� 'The commotioq over there is dread
ful, sir. There is a hubbub as if the very 
walls were being torn down. Come with 
me, Doctor. I am armed, and will go 
ahead.' 

"\Ve crept across the corridor, each with 
a candle in hand, and paused before we 
opened the door. All was quiet within, so 
I pushed the door open, and we went in. 
A scene of destruction met my eyes. The 
huge bed was thrown over to one side, the 
mirror above the chest was shattered from 
one end to the other, and my books were 
thrown helter-skelter. Nothing was as 
it had been-except the silver box in the 
wall. 

"Philip and I looked at each other. 
" �Let us get away from here,' he cried. 

'I've heard tales of this old house, and 
laughed at them, Doctor, but human hands 
never moved that bed. Let us leave to· 
night !' 

" 'No, Philip,' I ariswered firmly. 'I am 
going to open that box before I leave this 
place, if it's the last deed of my life. To
morrow we will make the attempt. Surely 
you'll stand by me?' 

"He made no reply, but followed me 
back to our quarters. I went to bed again, 
but I could not sleep. 

"How it happened, I do not know ; but 
suddenly I was in that old ball room be
low, in the midst of a crowd of gaily 
drtssed men and women of several cen
turies past. There were festivities of 
some nature in progress. I saw the woman 
of the portrait who seemed to be the cen
ter of the assembly, and beside her stood a 
man whose face I did not like-an evil, 
leering face. He watched her closely,_ with 
a suspicious glance, and often she looked 
longingly toward the window. 

"SUDDENLY a face appeared at the case-
ment. It was a young man of perhap8 

twenty-five, I should say-a fair-haired 
youth with sunny curls, \vorn long and tied 
back with a riband. His eyes were those 
of a poet-soft, dark, and dreamy. 

11The woman saw him. I observed a 
signal pass between them, and with a 
hasty glance around the room, she slipped 
from the door into the court outside. It 
was not the gloomy, dilapidated court that 
I had become familiar with. The foun
tains were playing merrily, and gorgeous 
flowers were in bloom. She stole down 
the flagstone walk, holding her trailing 
garments with a small, jeweled hand. She 
hurried down to the grotto, I following 
closely. The youth was there, and I 
\vatched him take her in his arms-heard 
him say : 'My beloved, at last, at last !' 

"Her beautiful hands strayed to his 
hair. 'Oh, Arthur, the years have been 
so long, so long. See, there it is--our 
broken troth.' And she pointed to the let
ters carved on the stone seat. 'Arthur Beals
ley and Janice Inglehart,' she murmured. 

{{Then I heard a sound outside the grotto, 
and saw the evil-faced man peering in 
upon the lovers. 
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"And in a flash I knew I was looking at 
a scene in which I on'il' had taken a part I 
"THEN it all faded. I see,p1ed to be 

transported into the old manor-house 
once more. The halls were now deserted
silence everywhere. Now I was in a room 
which I recognized as my former bed
room. The beautiful Janice \vas there, 
and she evidently suffered under some 
mental strain, for she was wringing her 
lovely white hands together. When she 
crossed to the window and looked out, I 
followed her and stood by her side
though she did not seem to see me. Below 
us was a shadowy figure swiftly climbing 
the vines. It was the youth she had called 
Arthur. A moment later he was in the 
room, and had taken her in his arms. 

" 1Hasten, beloved,' I heard him implore ; 
but she delayed for a moment-her hand 
stroking his hair, her dreamy eyes upon 
his eager face. I was under some terrible 
tension, and kept watching the door. I 
saw it open softly, unobserved by the t\vo 
lovers ; and the evil dark-faced man came 
in stealthily. In his hand he held a ter
rific knife, wide of blade, sharp as a 
razor. 

"I tried to warn the lovers, but not a 
sound issued from my frozen lips. He 
was directly behind them. He raised his 
arm. With one stroke of that gleaming 
sword he had cut the youth's fair head 
from his shoulders-and with it, the white 
hand of the woman ! 

"The next instant, I lost consciousness. 
ui awoke with a start. The sun was 

high in the heavens now, and a mechanical 
glance at my watch shmved me the hour 
was ten o'clock My head ached and my 
limbs felt like lead. I called Philip, but 
there was no answer. I arose and dressed 
hastily, went out into the hall, and dis
covered that the door of the haunted room 
was open. I hurried inside. Philip, who 
had evidently been testing the chemical on 
the silver box, lay on the floor-uncon
scious. 

"The silver box was open. 
11I rushed over to it, gave one glance, 

and then shrieked aloud. God ! Was I 
going mad ? For inside, on a velvet 
cushion, reposed the fair head of the youth 
of my dreams. mummified, but still recog
nizable-and upon the golden curls rested 
lovingly a small white hand, covered with 
jewel s !" 

DR. SY!\1INGTON paused at the con-. 
elusion of his horrible story, his chin 

resting on his clasped hands, his deep gray 
eyes fastened on my startled countenance. 
For a tense moment neither of us spoke. 
I finally found my voice. 

"Y au-you said you had seen this Ar
thur Bcalsley somewhere, before your 
vision at the manor, Dr. Symington. Can 
you explain why you thought this?" I 
asked, waiting breathlessly for his reply. 

There was a long pause. Then came his 
answer, crisp and decided : 

11I do not think so now. I lmow ! I was 
Arthur Bealslcy, myself, and there is no 
doubt in my mind about it." 

Don ' t  miss in the next issue 
"How I Foretold the Fates of Great Men" 

By Cheiro, the world-famous seer 
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�HOST FORUffi 
Pro and Con of Spooks in Literature 

n 0 person interested in occult 
tale� or detective stories should 
miss the best of the spring 
thrillers Tlze Astounding Affair 
on Torrington Road. 

Its author is no less a celebrity than 
William Gillette, the noted actor. You 
may recall that Gillette created on the 
stage the character of Sherlock Holmes, 
made famous by the stories of Sir 
Arthur Conan Doyle. Also, he was the 
author of a dramatic sensation in which 
he starred-the famous old Secret Ser
'ilice. 

Now, after having achieved success 
in two most difficult fields, Mr. Gillette 
has triumphed in a third-the writing 
of a mystery novel. And, make no 
bones about it, this is a corking good 
story, and its background of spirit me
diums and their extraordinary revela-

tions is used cleverly and effectively. 
I shan't tell you a thing about this 

story ; it's too good to spoil in advance, 
but I close as I started, by advising 
everyone who gets a thrill out of a 
good mystery and detective story to read 
The Astounding Affair 011 Torringto11 
Road. 

T
HERE comes to us, from Portland, 
Ore., a new book on spiritualism, 

under the title Immortality Victorious. 
The author is a medium, J. R. Hermann, 
whose portrait adorns the frontispiece. 
One pauses to study the face of the man. 
Earnestness-that, we may be sure, 
gleams from his eyes. \Ve approach 
the book itself with some heightened 
interest because we have looked into 
the eyes of the author. 

We find that the book is practically 

the experience of one man as a medium. 
How much of it shall we accept ? \Ve 
read of one baffling seance . after 
another, of voices through trumpets, of 
prophecies fulfilled ; of all the reported 
phenomena of the occult. We may say 
and you may say that you reject it all, 
and remain well within your rights. 
But how can you explain that this 
book, and so many books like it, came 
to be ? 

In this there is a riddle greater than 
a trumpet voice, a spirit face, or a 
materialization. 

You may explain away some of the 
phenomena. but after you have ex
plained them away, the books keep on 
coming. 

For once, you may ask in a wholly 
scientific and inqu iring spirit. How 
come ? J. A. V. 

The Specter Cuts the Ace 

My vigil was not prolonged. First I 
noted Ned Forrester and his wife at a 
table at the very edge of the dance floor. 
Following their gaze, I saw Jean and Ran
dolph, swaying to the strains of a waltz. 
Slowly they came in my direction until 
almost below me. What I observed sent a 
hot flush of hate over me, and I muttered 
an oath. For if ever a woman looked into 
the face of a man with eyes of love, that 
was how Jean looked at the man who held 
her. • She never, even in the first few weeks 
of our infatuation, had looked at me like 
that . . 

Involuntarily my hand sought the pocket 
in which the revolver nestled. And my 
fingers closed involuntarily upon it when 
Randolph bent closer and whispered some
thing which caused her to smile happily. 

I
N the succeeding hour I was half-mad 

with hate. My outraged pride urged 
me to obtain open vengeance without fur
ther delay. But I managed to hold myself 
in check, though my fury grew with the 
minutes while I watched them laughing and 
love-making, even when at the table with 
the F arresters. 

Finally, with a laughing aside to their 
friends and a nod toward the balconY., they 
walked away, arm in arm. They, too, were 
coming to the mezzanine in search of pri-
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vacy. Upon the instant I seemed to regain 
my accustomed calm, and set myself coolly 
to counter their further moves with every 
atom of craft and cleverness I possessed. 
Watching through the curtains, I saw when 
they gained the balcony. Next they passed 
so close I could have reached out and 
touched them. Many others were passing 
to and fro. I fell in behind a group which 
screened me, and followed. 

J can and Randolph went to one of a 
series of tiny balconies which faced upon 
an inner courtyard. Below was a fountain 
upon ,which colored lights played. Screen
ing each of these miniature love-nests were 
great banks of palms and blooming plants. 
Slipping to the balcony next to the one 
where they had sought seclusion, I hid my
self behind the partition. I could see them, 
but. they did not see me. I could hear al
most every word they spoke, though their 
tones were low. And what I heard steeled 
me to my purpose. 

I cannot repeat their conversation, their 
plans to outwit me ; for the hate in my 
heart seemed partly to· blunt my under
standing, and their embraces and words of 
love drove me mad. But I understood their 
purpose. They had been planning fvr a 
long time to run away. Randolph had been 
waiting only for a considerable sum of 
money which he had directed his solicitors 

to forward. It had reached him that day. 
Already his possessions were packed for 
Right. But, though the Forresters had 
chaperoned them in their clandestine meet
ings, Jean and her lover had not dared con
fide their intention. 

Now, with me out of the way for two 
days-the report on me had been that I 
actually had left the city-they felt free 
to carry out their purpose and would be 
a long distance on their way to Japan, 
their goal, before I would return and learn 
the truth. Randolph urged Jean to make 
some excuse for leaving tht;, night-club and 
hastening their elopement. She demurred. 
To her, she said, it \\·as the one really 
happy night of her life-the one night when 
she felt absolutely free to do as she wished. 
She wanted to remember it, after they were 
married and had put the gay, careless life 
behind them for all time. They must 
dance, she insisted, until the early morn
ing at least. After that, in the gray period 
preceding dawn, they could pack and begin 
their journey. 

l..
A TER I recalled that nothing they had 
said or done, had so stung me as her 

statement that she and Randolph were to 
marry. I don't know why. A man of 
my type probably couldn't advance a good 
reason. But it just did. 



Finally it was agreed that they should 
remain at the Golden Peacock 1nd dance 
u>ntil two. That would give them ample 
time to reach my home-and Jean's-be
fore three. When I was absent from the 
city I frequently called her over long-dis
tance telephone at that hour-a time we 
had fixed upon when she would be in our 
apartment. She wanted to be home by 
then, in the event I called. She also in
sisted that Randolph accompany her and 
help her pack, an arrangement to which 
he readily agreed. 

I'm certain a sardonic smile twisted my 
lips when I heard this latter arrangement. 
It suited me, absolutely. I would wait 
for them-at home. It would be better 
than waylaying them in the vestibule when 
they were bidding each other good night. 
Also, it would be safer. \Vith the silencer, 
there would be no sound which would 
bring persons to investigate. And I was 
so sure of rriy markmanship I knew there 
would be no outcry. Then, too, no one 
would find them until morning. By that 
time, I would be far out along the road 
toward safety. 

Then came a new thought. I might rob 
them, making the killings appear the work 
of interrupted burglars. This would give 
me additional time before the authorities 
discovered that I had not been in Wash
ington and the finger of suspicion began 
to point toward me. 

Realizing that Jean and Randolph might 
return to the dance floor any moment, I 
slid from my place of concealment. But, 
instantly, I drew back. A cold sweat broke 
out all over me. In the hallway, leaning 
against a pillar and not ten feet from me, 
stood one of the watchers I had seen 'in 
Thirty-fourth street-the one who had re
sembled me. But he was not looking in 
my direction. I wondered if he had been 
watching me, if my elaborate efforts to 
lose my trailers had failed. I hoped not, 
wouldn't believe it. My final guess was 
that a portion of his duties was to keep 
close to Jean and her lover, to protect 
them should I suddenly appear. • 

Impatiently I again peered out through 
the palms. The man had disappeared. 

I slipped away in a flash, mingling with 
a party of laughing young people heading 
for a stairway. A few seconds later, with 
my hat and coat hiding much of me, I was 
in the street. A close scrutiny convinced 
me that the shadow was not hanging about. 
I entered a cab, gave directions, and 
slumped into the seat-truly more than a 
bit unnerved. All about me appeared to 
be a humid, yellow mist that was stifling. 
Only once in the journey up-town did I 
become fully aroused. Then I recalled 
why I was heading for home, and I felt 
to make certain the revolver and silencer 
still were in my pockets. 

ID. HEN I reached 'the apartment-house, I 
entered it through the tradesmen's en

trance. I raced up the -stairs and ·gained 
my rooms without meeting anyone. After 

' I had sealed all the windows so that no 
glimmer of light could be detected from 
without, I snapped on the electrics. Plac
ing my coat and hat where I could snatch 
them up quickly, I walked through the 
rooms-for the last time. Then I dropped 
into a chair, again examined my weapon 
to make certain it worked freely, adjusted 
the silencer, and placed it on the table be
fore me within easy reach. 
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But despite my efforts to keep a check 
on my nerves, my limbs actually trerhbled. 
And the silence all about me became abys
mal. In an effort to calm myself, I be
gan pacing the room. It was no use. The 
air had become stifling. I turned on the 
electric fan. Then I cut it off again. Its 
whirr fairly tortured my raw nerves. 

Again seating myself at the table, I took 
a pack of cards and began playing soli
taire. But luck was against me. Time 
after time I failed. I tossed the cards in 
a pile, dropped my chin upon my chest, and 
waited in an agony of uncertainty and sus· 
pense. 

Suddenly, though I detected no sound, 
I became conscious I was not alone. Each 
hair of my head appeared to be tugging at 
the roots. I looked up-and the blood 
seemed to freeze in my veins. For directly 
across the table, seated, his arms folded 
over his chest, was one of my shadows, the 
one who resembled me. 

Though my tongue was swollen and I 
felt as if I were choking, I managed to 
cry out. "How-how in God's name did 
you get in here ?" 

"As you did-through the doorway." 
Not a muscle of his face moved. But his 
piercing, deep·set eyes seemed to be bar· 
ing into me-searching my very soul. 

I tried to speak, but suddenly I became 
conscious of something I had not noted 
before, something which forced a terrified 
gasp, made me wonder if I had gone mad. 
For, though I could see the man plainly, 
his every feature, even a great red welt 
on his temple, I also was looking 
through him-at the back of the chair upon 
which he sat, at the hanging in the rear 
of him. I rubbed my eyes and looked 
again. He was still there. The occult
anything not to be explained by natural 
causes-had always seemed to me only a 
matter for ridicule. But this man, this 
thing before me, was not human. I knew 
it. 

"Why-have you followed me tonight ?" 
"I have been following you for years, 

but it was not until tonight that I permitted 
you to see me." 

"Permitted? In the name of Heaven. 
tell me-who and what are you?" 

He bent forward until his elbows rested 
upon the table, his eyes holding me as 
though I were hypnotized. Then he said, 
"I am your better self." 

"You-are what?" 
"You heard me ; your better self. You 

drove me from you when you were hardly 
sixteen-when you ran away from home, 
broke your mother's,..-and father's hearts, 
began your selfish c•reer of debauchery
and worse." 

"But-you followed me?" 
"Yes. I always hoped to rejoin you. 

However, my hopes were in vain. You 
became worse with the years. And I grew 
older, and more shabby : for each of your 
wilful, heartless acts robbed me of some
thing. You have taken from others as you 
pleased ; lied and deceived them. Do you 
see this scar ?" He touched the \Velt upon 
his temple. "You put that there when 
you deserted little Arline in London. Poor 
little Arline, the one woman who truly 
loved you. who would have followed you 
to the earth's end \vithout a thought of re
ward. But you left her, mercilessly." 

"I-I didn't think, didn't realize," I 
blurted. "I'm sorry now. Can we not 
come together again, as when I was a 
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boy ? Is it ttl� late ? Tell me I" I implored. 

He shook his head, and I read a fearful 
sorrow in his eyes. "Y au ask me that ; 
you, who sit there with murder in your 
heart-waiting to kill two persons in cold 
blood ?" 

His words snapped me back into my 
fury of  fever and hate. "So that's why 
you are here ?" I 'snarled. "You would 
stay my hand. You came to save them. 
Well, I won't listen. They lied, cheated and 
tricked me. Jean, whom I have cared for 
-as a wife." 

"But you didn't marry her." 
"No, but I might have. But it is Ran

dolph I hate most-Randolph, whose .life 
I saved once. He's double-crossed me." 

YYou always were a poor sport, Stinson. 
You are whining now, not because another 
has really learned to love Jean, but be
cause your pride is hurt, your rotten pride, 
fed only upon, selfishness. You would 
murder just to satisfy its demands, crush
ing down any thoughts of mercy or 
decency. Yes, you're a bad sport, always 
were, always tried to obtain a sure ad
vantage--" 

"That's a lie. As you've said, I've 
done a thousand things of which I should 
be ashamed. But I'm a sportsman. In 
every game I ever played, I played square." 

"You played square if the odds favored 
you. If they didn't, you wouldn't play. 
You never had the nerve to take a risk 
when the odds were even, when it was 
fifty-fifty you'd lose." 

"Again I say, you lie." 1 
The other-the specter-smiled wearily. 

Then he reached out, gathered up the 
cards and stacked them close together. 
"All right, I'll test you. But I don't be
lieve you're game. We'll cut these cards, 
alternately, until one or the other cuts an 
ace. If you show an ace first, I shall 
leave without another word, leave you to 
kill these two defenseless creatures whose 
only offense is that they have learned truly 
to love each other." 

"But why didn't they act fairly?" 
''Because they knew and feared you. 

Knew that you would do j ust what you 
have planned to do-kill them both rather 
than surrender anything which had come 
into your possession." 

"Never mind that," I snapped, drawing 
my chair closer to the table. "If you cut 
an ace first, what then?" 

"Y au are· not to molest them. You are 
not to see them again. You are to go 
from here immediately and leave the 
country, never to return. Is it a bargain ; 
or are you afraid?" 

"But you-you wi11 trick me. I am oil.ly 
mortal. I cannot match your skill." 

'T'HERE was something more than a L look of sorrow in his eyes as he held 
up a hand to check me. "You forget-that 
I am your better self. You are j udging 
me by what is left of you-the worst. The 
cuts shall be fair, absolutely. And you 
shall shuffie the cards." 

I kuew he spoke truthfully ; that I would 
have an equal chance. 

"All right. For once in my life at least 
I'll prove, even to you, that I am a real 
sportsman." 

\:Vith a calmness more forced than real, 
I took up the cards and shuffied them 
slowly, deliberately. Then I placed them 
on the table midway between us. 

"You first," he said. 
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Tensing myself, I grasped a portion of 

the deck with steady fingers, then turned 
my palm upward. I had cut the king of 
diamoitds. 

I thought I noted a twitching about his 
mouth as I looked up. For I had cut the 
card which fitted me best ; the card indi· 
eating a man cunning and dangerous, one 
to be feared. 

As I dropped my cards upon the pack 
and straightened the edges, the phantom 
cut and exposed the ten of clubs, the card 
of success. 

Gritting my teeth, I again reached out 
with fingers that twitched. I was deter
min�d to best Fate in spite of herself. 
But I failed-that time. I cut the three 
of hearts, the card indicating disappolftt
ment caused by one's own imprudence. 

Then, without a glance at my adversary 
I rearranged the cards, and bent over them 
with burning eyes, my every nerve pound
ing, to watch the cut. His fingers slipped 
down the sides until near the bottom of 
the deck. Then he turned his hand over. 
Jt exposed an ace ; the ace of spades, the 
black card of disappointment which meant 
complete defeat for me. 

"You win," I muttered hoarsely. 11I 
shall keep my word." 

He said nothing but picked up the re
volver and snapped it open, permitting the 
cartridges to drop into his hand. Next he 
placed it on the mantel, and then drew 
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aside the draperies, opened a window, and 
tossed' the shells into the shrubbery below. 
Closing the window and readjusting the 
hangings, he returned and resumed his 
chair, facing me. 

"I shall sit with you a while longer, un
til you ha,·e recovered your composure. 
Then we shall leave, but by different 
routes for the time being. Later, I hope, 
I shall be able to rei oin you and that then 
we will continue as inseparables-until the 
end--" 

I did not see him depart. I must have 
become unconscious. 

SUDDENLY I came to my senses, with 
a start. I couldn't tell whether I had 

dropped asleep or what. I looked across 
the table. The chair was there ; but it 
was empty. I passed trembling fingers 
over my throbbing temples. Had I 
dreamed? Had the specter-the cutting of 
the cards-my pledge-been only portions 
of a terrible nightmare? 

I looked at the table. The cards were 
there as they had been left after a cut. 
The ace of spades faced me. 

I couldn't hold back a cry. My eyes 
swept the room-looking for the other 
one, the phantom. He most certainly was 
not there. Surely I must have dreamed ; 
cut the cards in my sleep. But I would 
not be tricked. 

Then again I went cold. My revolver 

was missmg. I recalled. He-my other 
self-had emptied it, left it on the mantel. 
With shuffling steps I staggered across the 
room. The weapon was there, on the 
shelf. I snatched it down,and snapped it 
open. The chamber was-empty. 

DCLL Y I wondered how long I had been 
unconscious. I looked at my watch. 

Fifteen minutes after two. Jean and Ran
dolph might come at any moment. Then, 
suddenly, my brain seemed to clear. I had 
regained inastery of myself. I picked up 
a newspaper and spread it open at the 
page containing the ship sailings for Cen
tral and South American ports. There was 
a vessel leaving about daylight for Rio. 
I could make it. 

In a moment I had drawn on my coat 
and vest, buttoned an outer coat about me 
and jerked my hat down over my eyes. 
I had almost reached the door when I 
paused, then turned back to the table. 

Pulling paper and pencil toward me, 
scrawled : 

Reed Randolph :-
I am going on a long journey from 

which I shall not return. You will 
understand when -I tell you that for 
weeks I have known everything. Try 
to make Jean happy. She deserves it. 

Stinson. 
Then I switched off the lights, locked 

the door of the apartment, and hurried out 
into the night. 

Onl� b� Mortal Hands 

first full breath that it was like a million 
burning needles in my lungs. The tor
ture was almost unbearable. 

A splash of raindrops, like the cooling 
hand of a nurse, fell upon my face. The 
rain was clean. Gratefully I felt it wash 
away the foulness that was upon me. I 
lay there, reviving, thankful for its kindly 
careos. As it fell faster, my body drank 
1! m. My clothes became soaked and I 
was glad. 

Then it occurred to my returning senses 
that I must not stay there. The rain 
would chill me and take away the last bit 
of my strength. _ 

Wearily I struggled to my feet. That 
injured ankle would not bear my weight 
and I fell. I found the dead branch of a 
tree, and with this as a crutch I hobbled 
away. Where was the Thing ? I turned 
to peer through the rain. I no longer 
could feel it anywhere. The rain splashed 
me again. I could not loiter. 

THE path lay dimly before me. I fol
lowed its course to the bridge, and 

across the bridge I made my halting way, 
back to the dark house. I dragged myself 
in and toppled to the floor. And then I 
felt myself slipping, miles deep, into un
consciousness. The garish experience held 
me no longer. I had reached the limit of 
human endurance. I fainted. 

The warmth of a late afternoon sun was 
streaming through a window directly on 
my body when I awoke. I was stiff and 
cramped, with an ache in every bone. I 
gazed about me, hardly knowing where I 
was. Thert I saw the open chest by the 
window

' 
and realization came au too 

( Co11tinued from page 39) 

vividly ·as I thought of that awful fight. 
Slowly I dragged myself to my feet, 

forgetful of that injured ankle until it 
once more gave way under my weight. 
Examination showed it already discolored 
and I kuew there were weeks of limping 
ahead of me. 

The odor of must still lingered in my 
nostrils, and still I felt the impress of 
those horrible lips on mine. But I hob
bled outside ; and cool water from the 
welt dashed upon my face, gave me a sense 
of cleanness and new vigor. 

Peace lay upon the countryside basking 
in the sunlight. The rain of the night 
had served to scrub and scour it into fresh 
beauty. Bees droned among the blossoms, 
and haze lingered still in the direction of 
the Berkshires. The phantom bridge had 
,·anished, and only the ruins of its foun
dations remained, vine-clad and hidden. 

Had it not been for my sprained ankle, 
I might have thought that my hideous ex
perience was only a horrible nightmare. 
But the twitches and pains that shot up 
my leg, were real enough. 

As best I could, I put things to rights in 
the house. I thought of hobbling to my 
neighbor's, three or four miles away, to 
enlist his aid. The effort seemed too 
great to contemplate. I decided to stay 
and get what rest I could through the 
night, and go awa)• on the morrow, when 
more strength had returned to me. 

But what if that evil spirit returned in 
the night hours? How would I resist him? 
I could not. It would mean my death. I. 
was too weak to go thro�gh another such 
encounter. As the shadows lengthened, 
this thought troubled me more and more. 

again debated setting out for my 
neighbor's, but I could not face the pain 
and effort I knew it would involve. 
Dispirited, ill, I was reaching the point 
where I did not care any more. I would 
face whatever the night had in store and 
if death overtook me, at least it would be 
tlie peace for which I longed. Yet--

I did not want to die. A new thought 
occurred to me. I could fight that evil 
genius with fire ! I had heard that spirits 
were not imperyious to that. In the yard 
were plenty of broken limbs from the 
trees ; and laboriously, perseveringly, I set 
about gathernig a great pile of them in 
the kitchen, determined to keep that fire
place alight through the night and never 
once to close my eyes until daylight came. 
11oreover, I found several iron bars about 
the place and I prepared to heat them in 
the coals. Though my own strength was 
meager, I could aid it with red-hot irons ! 

By the time I had completed my slow 
and painful labors. the sun had gone be
hind the hill at the rear of the house and 
darkness once more was settling down. I 
prepared a frugal meal and ate it. It gave 
me additional strength and a tiew feeling 
of courage. 

SHADOWS crept across the floor to 
merge into the gloom of the corners. 

Night insects began their whirring, noisy 
chorus. The light of the lamp grew 
brighter as the blackness outside my win
dows increased. I took down an ancient 
book from a shelf above my head, and 
seated myself by the fireplace, the room 
fairly ablaze with light and my back to the 
wall. \Vithin quick and easy reach were 



the irons I had placed iri the coals. Now 
let the spirit come if he must. 

The book lay idly in my lap. I did not 
even know its title. I could not concen
trate upon it. The chest in which I had 
seen those peering, baleful eyes, sat 
against the opposite wall, its lid wide
open. I had assured myself that nothing 
but the folded coat was in it. 

As I waited, I felt my nerves growing 
taut again with suspense. The moments 
sped on. I could not keep my eyes off that 
chest. It fascinated me. I wished to high 
heaven the Thing would come. It was 
not so much the actuality of danger but 
the apprehensive waiting that tortured me. 

And then into my consciousness there 
came the rumbling sound I had heard on 
the previous night, as of buggy wheels and 
a horse's hoofs beating on the floor of that 
covered bridge. Fear of the unknown 
held me chained to my chair. I did not 
dare to look out I 

The rumbling ceased. The carriage had 
:rossed the bridge. I waited for the sound 
>f its wheels before my door. And still 

l waited. 
In that intense silence slight noises were 

exaggerated. The snapping of a burning 
branch was like a pistol shot. The whir
ring of crickets was the click of a gigantic 
telegraph. The turning of leaves in a 
i>ook--

But the book was closed on my lap I 
'�ad not turned the leaves. 

And then I saw him sitting there, beside 
the table ( 

He was an elderly man, dressed in the 
apparel of' possibly seventy-five years ago. 
He was portly, with an air of geniality 
about him. He appeared kindly, whimsi
cal, born to command. Could this be the 
phantom I had fought ? Were there 
others ? Was this a habitation of ghosts ? 

With the courage of desperation, I 
leaped from my chair and faced the 
specter. He raised his eyes, studying me 
intently, but he said no word. 

"For God's sake, speak I" I cried, reach
ing for one of my irons. 4'Let's see what 
your voice sounds like and I'll burn it 
back into your throat." 

Again he studied me intently. 
"Put it back," he commanded, nodding 

towards the glowing iron. 
I hesitated. There was authority in his 

tone. Strangely, I did as I was bidden. 
"I've come to help you," he said quietly, 

his tone soothing and deep. "Listen to 
me. I am a spirit, it is true, but not the 
spirit you think. I am Doctor Marshall. 
I spent my life in this countryside, going 
about with my horse and carriage to alle
viate paiti and suffering, to heal ills if I 
could, to comfort the sad ones when 
death came. Once error entered my life. 
It does not matter what. For that I am 
paying, condemned for a season to wander 
between the worlds. I cannot tell you 
more. Mortals would not understand, 

"THE evil spirit that attacked you last 
night will come again soon.. I, too, 

came last night, but I could not help you 
then. It was decreed that that other spirit 
must first meet with disappointment. But 
again he will try to regain the breath of 
mortal life that was strangled from him 
when he was hanged. The thought that 
prevailed in his mind at the last moment 
of living still lingers with him. It is the 
desire for breath-the will to breathe. 
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"I know his story. He was hung for a 
deed he did not commit. He loved a 
woman devotedly-his wife. He does not 
realize that years ago she passed on, to a 
greater glory. He wishes to return to her 
and it is his · fallacy that, by absorbing 
breath from the living, he again will live. 
Do not judge him too severely. His spirit 
mind was broken by his tragedy. He will 
come again tonight, but perhaps we can 
help him." 

When he finished, my gaze reverted to 
the chest. Above it, hovering, wavering 
in the half light-for the fire, neglected 
while the doctor spoke, had grown low
were those baleful, unwinking eyes, peer
ing at me, hypnotizing. 

But the doctor had seen them already. 
Rising, he stood for a moment gazing at 
them. He spoke : 

41] ohn Harcomb I" 
Slowly the eyes left mine and, search

ing, at last settled upon the doctor's face. 
There was tragedy, as the doctor had said, 
deep-rooted in those eyes. They were 
troubled, worried, haunted. 

For a time neither the eyes of the Thing 
nor those of the doctor wavered. A battle, 
silent, unseen, uncomprehended by me, was 
taking place. The eyes of the Thing 
blazed with hatred and rebellion. The 
doctor, who all his lifetime had been com· 
pelling, paternal, in his attitude towards 
others, did not flinch now. His was the 
stronger personality. 

The battle of wills reached a climax. 
Slowly it subsided. The eyes of the Thing 
wavered ; and though it is hard to judge 
emotions by the eyes alone, without the 
expression of the face, I felt there was 
disappointment, defeat, and sorrow in them 
now. 

"John Harcomb, stand forth I" The 
doctor's voice was even and low. 

From out of the air-out of nothing, a 
mist grew. Below and round about those 
eyes, a shadow appeared. At first there 
was only a face, indistinct and vague. 
Then the mist increased in volume and, 
congealing, merged into the semblance of 
a human form. 

The farm was that of a young man in 
glowing manhood. There was strength in 
his frame-ah, well I knew. The virility 
of life in the open lighted his face. He 
was finely formed, a wonderful specitpen 
of manly quality and resolution. He was 
of such sturdy stock as blazed a path in 
the wilderness and paved the way for 
civilization and progress. He was such a 
man as a woman would love. 

Slowly the doctor crossed the floor and 
took both hands of the young man in his 
own. 

"John Harcornb," he said, and sym
pathy was in his voice, "poor, unfortunate, 
troubled spirit, you cannot go back to life 
again. It is useless for you and me. Vlc 
have passed beyond the veil. 

"Nor is Martha here anymore. She has 
gone away. She is waiting for you in 
another world. Do not try any more. 
Life is behind us. We must attain to a 
more glorious existence than this. We must 
go on." 

l:'()R a moment, opposition again stirrrec.l L · in the young man's soul. But in the 
presence of the doctor's kindly look he 
seemed to gain new control of himself. 

The doctor turned to me, pointing to the 
young man's throat. And I saw the hang-
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man's noose still tight about his neck. The 
rope was worn and frayed, but the knot 
below the ear held its strands secure and 
taut, encirciing the throat. 

"It was put there by mortal hands," the 
doctor said to me, "and only by mortal 
hands can it be released. If you wish us 
well, take it off." 

The thought of our terrible battle in 
the tomb came to me again. I was hor
ribly afraid. I hardly could compel my
self to draw near that figure, much less 
to touch it. And a phantom knot ! How 
would it feel beneath my fingers ? Loath
some ? Horrid? .. 

With a desperate effort to control my
self, I stretched out my hands to the rope. 
I fully expected they would pass through it 
-or, if not, that I would find in my hands 
particles of hideous mold, like the scrap
ings from the wall of a tomb. 

But my tingling fingers encountered a 
real substance ! The rope was solid, as 
material as my own hands I The part I 
touched was almost as sound as when new 1 

How could that be-a substantial rope 
about the throat of a ghost ? I do not 
know. Though it was shadowy and im
material to the eye, the rope felt solid 
under my fingers, and it was with difficulty 

'I undid it from that strange being before 
me. . 

And then an amazing thing happened. 
As my trembling fingers loosened the 
hangman's noose, suddenly color mounted 
to the wraith's pale cheeks. Animation 
invigorated him. Before my eyes his 
breast heaved, and quickly began to rise 
and fall i'\ the rhythmic motion of breath
ing. The color surged deeper. New energy 
senea him. -He turned his gaze upon me. 
Hate no longer was there. Gladness and 
appreciation were mingled in his look. 

"Come," said the doctor ; 11WC must go 
on." 

He caught the young man's arm. To
gether they passed the length of the room. 
I watched them going, two shadows from 
the vale of phantoms. It was a strange 
scene. At the door the doctor turned 
finally to me. 

41You have done more than you know,., 
he said. "Many blessings will come upon 
you now." 

Still, uncomprehending, I waited. The 
fire was dying low. The shadows danced 
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in the corners but I was not afraid any 
more. Suddenly I heard again the rumble 
of buggy wheels and the hoof-beats of a 
horse on the bridge. They were retreat
ing this time-towards the cemetery. The 
doctor, ever bent on errands of mercy, 
was carrying a vagrant soul back to its 
grave. 

1 FOUND the graves later-that of Doc
tor Marshall and, set apart from the 

others, the one of John Harcomb. The 
dates were ancient, the letters indistinct on 
the stones, the stones themselves old and 
unseated by the elements. I found the 
tomb in the hillside, its doors still resisting 
the storms and covered by a mass of 
vines, that, growing and twisting, had 
farmed a network as strong as iron over 
them. They showed no signs of having 
been opened for generations. I grew faint 
with horror at the sight-for I knew that 
if those doors were opened, I would find 
the crumbling coffins desecrated in that 
hideous fight. 

More interesting than the graves, how
ever, was that faded coat in the old chest. 
Its fabric was rotted, and without careful 
handling it would have fallen to pieces. 
In the breast pocket I found a paper 
which, upon careful study and decipher
ing, proved to be a letter-the last, perh<ij>S, 
to John Harcomb. It read as follows : 

My Own Loving Husband :-
They have wronged you terribly. 

They are committing a most grave and 
unjust error. But I can do no more. 
All day I have pleaded with them. 
They will not believe me. Whether or 
not that man should have died, I leave 
to the judgment of a Power higher 
than I. But they will not believe 
y6u did not kill him. , 

Tonight they are going to take your 
life for the deed you did not do. I 
would have you in my arms and corn
fort you, but they will not let me. 
Hence, I can commend you only to 
that same Higher Power of which I 
have spoken. 

I have asked them to send me a 
memento of you, your coat, perhaps, 
against which I have lain so often in 
your arms. They have agreed. I will 
treasure it, dearest love. 

Wait for me, dear husband, on that 
other shore. I shall seek you there. 
And know that always my love shall 

be with you-riow and forevermore. 
Be strong. Be brave. I can write 

no more. Farewell. 
· 

Always, eternally, your loving wife, 
Martha. 

The letter's closing was blurred and 
dimmed as though the signature had been 
washed with tears. I thought of my own 
sad experience and wished that I, too, 
could have known the love of a woman 
as loyal as this. 

ID!THIN my hands lay the evidence of 
broken lives. It was as though I had 

stepped into a sacred precinct where the 
holiness of a woman's love pervaded all 
things. I returned the letter to the coat, 
and as carefully as I could, I refolded the 
garment into the form in which a woman's 
loving hands had placed it. And then, for 
fear that at some future time less under
standing ones might find it and desecrate 
it, I put the garment back beneath the lid 
and dragged the chest to the fireplace. 

And as the flames reduced it to ashes, I 
voiced the hope that in some fairer clime 
John Harcomb might already have found 
solace in the arms of Martha. 

I never have seen the phantom bridge 
since that strange night. Nor have spirits 
troubled me more. My ankle healed sur
prisingly fast, and in the pure air and 
among the blossoms of the countryside I 
have found quiet, strength, and peace. 

BUT as I recount this story, there lies, in 
my desk, a memento of a weird ex

perience. It is a hemp rope, and one end is 
coiled into the intricacies of a hangman's 
noose. That end, as though held in that 
position for years, always remains in a 
circle-about the circumference of a man's 
neck. The rope is stained and old, but it 
is very strong and substantial. 

Sometimes I take it from my desk to 
show to visitors. They test it by pulling 
l'nd tugging at it, and they marvel at its 
strength. 

Yes, it is the rope, which materialized to 
the eye as well as to the touch, the moment 
I took it from about the t4roat of the 
ghost-as strange a souvenir as mortal 
man ever possessed. That and my memory 
are vivid reminders of the strange events 
on that old, abandoned farm. 

The Curse of the One ... El]ed Buddha 

.down to the floor, and I did not have to 
approach him to know that he was un
conscious. I had heard also the clatter 
of his automatic and his flashlight on the 
floor. And now I was left in utter dark
ness in a haunted room with a murdered 
man and an unconscious one for com
pany-to say nothing of a poisonous snake. 

I groped my way to the recumbent bulk 
of Moran and bent over him. Suddenly 
I felt a soft, clammy touch on my neck, 
as of moist, cold, fluid fingers trying to 
attract my attentiop. 

I was wide-eyed with horror. Over my 
body appeared the goose-flesh that I had 
not experienced since I was a child, and I 
took a firm hold on myself in order not 
to let go of my overstrung nerves and 
lose my head completely. 

(Continued from page 36) 

At that moment I wished more than 
anything else physical companionship. I 
stood up from the body of Moran and 
reached for the handle of the door, to 
pull it open. I found the handle instantly 
and pulled. For a moment I could not 
breathe-something was happening which 
was quite beyond my reckoning. 

The door did not open. 
Now this was curious, for as I have 

taken pains to point out, there was no 
lock on this door, and it opened inward. 
How, then, could it be that it was locked? 
Was some one holding i t?  Or was I in 
the grip of an hallucination that was 
stronger than the flesh ? 

Again I felt the touch of ghastly fingers 
upon my neck. With a cry I faced about, 
and saw a phosphorescent Thing that moved 

slowly toward the black wall of the room . 
My hair almost literally stood on end 

and the blood turned sluggish within me. 
The figure was faint-and yet at the 

same time so distinct that I knew it was 
not a figment of my imagination. The 
figure had no definite shape, but I could 
see the vague outline of a body of some 
sort and a hand which, even, as my hor
rified gaze was fixed by it, began to move, 
and I saw that it pointed in a direction 
which my eye could not help but follow. 

Every nerve within me was taut and on 
edge, every sense was alert, and I do not 
mind telling you that the emotion upper
most in me at the time was fear. I was 
alone in a room-nay, worse than alone
for with me were an unconscious man 
and a dead one, and before me in the 



darkness was a figure that was not of 
this earth. It is no wonder, then, ami no 
shame to me, to say that for an instant I 
trembled like a lea f. 

I cursed myself for a CO\vard even as 
this emotion coursed through me, and I 
bullied myself into a frame of mind where 
I was able to see what was happening. 
The hand of the specter-with long, 
bony finger extended-was pointing up
wards at the junction of wall and ceiling. 
While I gazed at it, the figure faded 
slowly, and I was left alone in the dark
ness-a thick, impenetrable darkness such 
as one must live through in order to be 
able to imagine. 

I WAS roused by a groan near me, and 
was so startled that I jumped. It was a 

perfectly human groan, however, and came 
from the throat of Detective Moran, 
whose existence I had forgotten for an in
stant in the terror and wonder aroused by 
the ghastly sight I had just experienced. 
I turned to him, but he was already 
scrambling to his feet roughly. 

"Where's that flashlight of mine ?" he 
was saying, and he was groping on the 
floor for it. I heard his hand encounter 
the flashlight and the automatic, one after 
the other. 

"I must have been knocked cock-eyed 
for a minute, I guess," he said, rather 
sheepishly. "Who closed that door ?" 

ui don't lrnow,'' I said. "It is fastened 
tight." 

"Fastened?" he echoed. uHow can that 
be?" 

He was beside me in a moment. His 
hand shot out and pulled at the door-knob. 
The door stuck for an instant but opened. 

"That's funny," I said. • ·Jt was fastened 
a· moment ago." 

.. Fastened, my eye !" he said. uwho 
was there to fasten it ? It was just closed." 

"Well, what I'd like to know," I pur
sued, 11is, how did it close?'' 

"How did it close?" he echoed. "Why, 
you felt the draft that closed it as well 
as I did." 

"So I did," I admitted. 
could the draft come from ? 
as your examination proved, 
except the door." 

"But where 
The room, 

has no exit 

He was silent for a moment. 
"It's funny," he said at last. 
He was so puzzled and temporarily 

tractable that I was almost tempted to 
tell him about the apparition I had just 
witnessed. But his hard, matter-of-fact 
way held me off, for I h.-new he would 
scofi at what I said. I mentally marked 
the spot where the bony finger of the 
specter had pointed, and I planned to come 
back later and examine it. 

As we stood there in silence, we heard 
a light footfall in the next room. 

"\Vhat's that sound in--" I started to 
whisper, but was choked off by the bane! 
of Moran, which gripped my \vrist as i f  in  a vise. 

He turned to the door, silent as a cat, 
and was out in the hall immediately. I 
was through the door and after him in an 
instant, and in the dim reaches of the hall 
I saw him overtake and grapple with a 
vague, shadowy figure. 

I rushed to his assistance but he needed 
none. 

"Come out of there, you !" growled the 
voice of the detective and he half dragged, 
half forced the figure into the light. 
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Before my eyes I saw the distressed 
face of my butler, Sinton. 

"Oh, it's you !'' said the detective. ''What 
were you doing in that room ?" 

"VVhat room, sir?" replied Sinton, re
covering his composure and deferential 
bearing instantly. 

''You know very well what room,'' 
shouted the detective at him. "The one 
next to that one there." 

His finger pointed to the one we had 
j ust come out of. 

"Why, I was not in there, sir," replied 
Sinton calmly. 

"Don't lie to me," came back the de-
tecti\.·e gruffly. ''I heard you." 

"It wasn't me you heard, sir." 
"What were you doing up in this hall ?" 
"\Vhy, I was just going to my room, 

sir," replied Sinton. 
"\..Yhere is your room ?" 
The butler pointed down the hall in the 

direction he had been walking. 1loran 
turned to me. 

"That's right," I admitted. 11That's his 
room." 

"What were you going to do in your 
room ?" 

"Well, sir, I have been on duty for a 
long time," said Sinton frankly, "and I 
just wanted to have a little smoke. You 
know how it is, sir, when you haven't 
smoked for a long time ; you feel the 
craving for a puff or two." 

The detective gave him a hard look and 
then turned away. 

"AlJ right, Sinton, you may go," I said. 
(jThank you, sir," he said, and with 

dignity he took himself off to his room. 
·Moran turned to me. 
"I heard some one in the next room," 

he persisted. ''Let's take a look." 
We examined the room care! ully but 

could find nothing. It was just as it had 
been before. 

"Well," said Moran at last, "we don't 
seem to be able to dig up anything here. 
Though, that butler of yours--" He 
shook his head doubtfully. 

"Nonsense," I returned after a space. 
"He's no criminal." 

"M-m-m. Maybe," he assented. "Still, 
you never can tell. Did this butler of 
yours know about the ruby ?" 

"I DON'T know, really. Naturally I told 
him nothing about it. I keep my stones 

in a specially · constructed safe in my li
brary, and I allowed no one to handle them 
except myself. It's entirely possible, 
though, that he may have seen the ruby 
when I have had it out--although I am 
not certain that he would know its Yalue 
even if he saw it. He knows about my 
collection, of course, and--" 

''And he would know that any stone in 
which you were interested was likely to 
be worth a great deal of money, eh ?" put 
in the detective. 

"Exactly," I said. "But really, I hardly 
think you need be so concerned about 
him--" 

"You don't know anything about it," 
cut in :Moran. "And neither do I," he 
added, with a blunt honesty. "But I've 
been long enough in this business to know 
that no clue is too small to be of use. 
However, let's go down-stairs, and look 
over the ground once more. Maybe I can 
let your guests go home. I am sure they 
wilt want to." 

In the dining room we found all as we 

83 

True Stories 

'T:
RUE STORY MAGAZINE ia filled 
with stirring experiences in the lives 
of everyday people. Here is a chance 

to . look inaide the heart of the man who 
ridu alongside you in the street car: of the 
woman next door; of the girl at the typo
writer in your office: of your own mother or 
father; of you-r wife or your husband, and 
yes-an opportunity to explore your own 
soul. 

More than two million copia of TRUE 
STORY are eold each month. Why1 
Because it is uniquely your maaazine. 
It is the universal maa:azine. The-re is oo 
11pirit that it cannot fortify. There i• no 
mind that it cannot illuminate. 

You cannot afford to min readina TRUE 
STORY MAGAZINE. It is aa essenti&l 
to a full enjoyment and appreciation of life 
as good food, proper exercise and adequate 
f
re

o� ��ie a�
t �it '::J��d!'e;h�15th:f�;; 

month. 

.tl 
One Wild Girl 'THE atreeta of the great cities of the 

world are home and -.;hoot to 
thouNnft.a of children. The.e younasten 

know no law but their own deaires. They 
understand but two forces-FEAR and 
LOVE! 

Little Rosina was a gutter·sirl in tbe 
11lums of a great Italian port. She was 
alone, a ragaed bega:ar livinc by he-r quick 
wits. 

Then Captain Miller entered her life 
and little Rosina <waa thrown into an amaz· 
ing whirlpool of adventure. The wharves 
and cafes of her native city, the sluma and 
dancehalla of New York, th.e movina picture 
studios of Hollywood-all were to rina 
with the name of this maanetic airl who 
�-;;:,lLQVf�ne to school but who under· 

Read this story in TRUE RoMANCES 
MAGAZINE, on sa.le everywhere tho 23rd 
of each month. 

� 
Do You Want 

To Be 
T h ri l led? 

cA
SK for DREAM WORLD! Read 
atoriea of love and romance! Thrill 
to them! 

su�n
h
;y M:li�::r0ar::!�� 1f�!: �b;

th
c�io�t.:l 

ialanda of the South Seas to the stark 
Western plaina. 

Every one of these heart·searchina:, true-
to-life love stories presents a problem, 
something in life that has to be met and, 
if poasible. aurmountecl. And yet. at the 
same time, the glamor of romance is there. 

You will eit back in your chair while 
�i:ag

ar
lift�d

ad;i�tt 
th::· ofnd

t�e
ee!w��;�J:� 

humdrum to wander freely. joyously, 
throu1h the land of love and romance. 

� 
Life Stories That Will 
Thrill and Amaze You 

I
F you could wave a maa:ic wand and lift 
the veil that conceals the inner lives and 
hearts of people, even your nea.reat 

:::::�r:�l:h
u
ritied

u
�Y:�d

h
:il

t
de

d
:�i;tio� 

Your heart mi1ht be wrung with pity, or 
touched with the glow that happiness 
brina:•· 

Such a wand ia TRUE EXPERIENCES 
MAGAZINE. Open its pages-and you 
enter into another world-into the inner 
secret livea of real Aah and blood men and 
women. For TRUE EXPERIENCES 
MAGAZINE tells in sraphic, atirrina: 
words, talea of human experiences that 
will reveal to you the way• in which otbera 
-your friends, maybe-have met the a:reat 
adventure of life. 
m!�t-�nd

o
:eid 5\-d'LEN�T

w
EtJYlA;f�� 

It's one of the most gripping confeaaiona we 
have ever publi"'hed. 



84 
had left it. The occupants sat as we had 
left them an hour or more before, and 
talk among them seemed to have dwindled 
down until it had stopped completely. All 
seemed to tie in the grip of the horror of 
the situation. 

Whitney was the first to speak. 
"Well, did you find out anything ?" 
"Yes," I replied. "We found the body 

of poor Sam up-stairs." 
There was a swift gleam of interest in 

the eyes of all of them. It was my aunt 
who spoke first this time. 

"Is he-is he-- ?" she inquired, hesi
tating .at the word. 

Moran answered. '1Yes, he's dead, all 
right. There's no doubt about that." 

THEY settled into a silence again, a.. 
sigh escaping from the lips of all. 

Moran went to the knife that still re
mained in the wall, firmly imbedded. 

There was a knock on the door. 
"Come in," said Moran, and the door 

opened to admit Sinton, the cook, and the 
housemaid. The t\•o women seemed 
scared, but determined. I looked at them 
in inquiry. 

"Begging your pardon, sir, but we've 
come to give notice," said the butler. 
There are too many horrid noises in this 
house." 

"Give notice ?" I echoed. 
"Well, the ladies feel kind of nervous 

about staying here, sir, under the cir· 
cum stances, and so do I. You can un· 
derstand how I feel about the matter--" 

"None of you can go now," declared the 
detective sharply. "You'll have to wait 
until tomorrow, anyway. The coroner 
wiii want to see you in the morning. Take 
my advice and don't try any nonsense." 

"Yes, sir," said the butler. 
They went out, with somewhat fearful 

looks about them. I was .sorry for them, 
for I knew they were scared-the women, 
at all events-but I had too much on my 
mind to waste sympathy on them. After 
a11, it was only a matter of hours for them, 
and they would be well out of it. As for 
me, there was still the matter of my 
secretary's death to solve-and this strange, 
spectral house to live in until that was 
accomplished. 

My guests sat quiet, waiting for what
ever disposition the detective chose to make 
in this case. Aunt Claire sat a little 
apart from the others, her hands clasped 
in her lap, her head high, and a pallor like 
death on her face. She sat well away 
from the wall, as though not knowing at 
what moment the lightning might strike 
her, but her mouth was closed in a firm 
line and her breath came regularly. She 
was afraid, I knew, but she kept herself 
rigidly under control. 

The J essops sat close together and 
seemed to take comfort from their ncar
ness to each other. Whitney. grim and 
silent, had kept his place at the table ; in 
front of him his half-empty glass of wine 
glowed red against the white table-cloth. 
He alone seemed to be fully aware of the 
surroundings and of all that went on. He 
was self-possessed and calm. 

At the window stood the ,policeman, an 
image of stone, only his small eyes alive 
in his large and rather rough face. His 
gaze was fixed on his superior, hforan, 
and he waited for the next move with an 
Irish stolidity and a lack of fear that 
came from his lack of imagination just as 
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much as from courage, it seemed to me. 
I turned to Detective Sergeant Moran. 
"Do you think you'll need my guests any 

longer ?'' I queried. "You know, these 
ladies and gentlemen are all well-known 
in New York, and you'll have no difficulty 
in seeing them again whenever you wish. 
I'll answer for the appearance of every 
one of them." 

Moran gave me a straight look. "You'll 
answer ! I don't want to seem rough, but 
you know I'll probably have to hold you 
yourself, first of all." 

"Why ?" I questioned. "Do you think 
I would kill my secretary myself in order 
to rob myself of a famous ruby that be
longs to me, anYway ?" I put this ques· 
tion with a kind of heavy sarcasm, but he 
passed it unnoticed. 

"Don't know-never know, in a case 
like this." The detective nodded slowly, 
g1vmg every one present a long, lingering 
look-as though he suspected each and 
every one there. 

"Well, I .guess you can all go-for the 
present," he $aid finally. "But you'll have 
to be here, e\·ery one of you, for the cor
oner-tomorrow morning at eleven. Do 
you understand that, all of you ?" 

"Perfectly," said my Aunt Claire, and 
the others chimed in their assent. There 
was a general movement in which all rose 
and started to straggle to the door. 

In the hall outside, as they put their 
\vraps on, preparatory to descending to 
their automobiles, there was a little des· 
ultory conversation which kept strictly 
away from the subject uppermost in the 
minds of all of them. 

'Tm sorry, Aunt Claire," I whispered 
to her as I shook her hand in farewell. 
"But, you know--" 

"That's all right, Laurence, it was 
nothing that you could help." 

''Will you be all right, getting home?" I 
asked, and she nodded. 

"Of course :" She said quietly. "Why 
not ? My car is right outside the door, 
and I'll be home in ten minutes, thank the 
Lord." 

I could not repress a quiel smile at the 
heartfelt way in which she said this, nor 
could I blame her for her wish to be out 
of this place, either. 

Whitney shook my hand next. "Sorry, 
old boy," he said. ''See you tomorrow
you and the coroner. Good night." 

The J cssops were equally sympathetic, 
but they hurried away as quickly as they 
could. 

When I was left alone, my first impulse 
was to go up-stairs and investigate the 
small room where the body of Sam lay. 
I considered this for a moment. There 
was something for me to see there--of 
that I was sure. Else why the vision that 
had been vouchsafed me ? The skinny, 
pointing finger, which had appeared to me 
alone ? 

I would have taken my way immediately 
up to this room, if I had not thought of 
the detective. If he should happen to find 
me there, his suspicions would know no 
bounds. I decided to postpone my visit 
until a little later-when my investiga
tions stood · less chance of being inter· 
rupted. 

I went back to the dining room and 
found Moran inspecting the dagger min
utely. By the table sat the policeman, 
stolid and calm. Moran was taking great 
pains not to touch the dagger, for fear, 

evidently, of obliterating any possible 
finger marks. 

''That's pretty ftmny," said Moran, 
turning to the policeman. 

"What's funny ?" returned the stolid 
figure. 

"Why, don't you see, stupid ?  The slight
est touch on that handle would make a 
mark-and you'd think there'd be finger
prints of some kind on it. It must have 
been gripped pretty tight to drive it into 
the back of a man--" 

"Sure must have," interposed the po
liceman. 

"And still tighter to pull it out and 
shoot it over here, into the wall. And 
yet there's not the slightest mark on it.'' 

The policeman stood up and inspected 
the dagger with him. 

"That's right," he said. "Not a mark. 
That's funny." 

Moran turned to me in inquiry. "Are 
you dead-sure no one touched this dagger 
after you people saw it?" 

"Absolutely sure," I replied. "The 
people here wouldn't have touched it with 
a forty-foot pole. Why?" 

"I dunno," said Moran. "Only-it's so 
clean you would think some one had took 
a rag and wiped it that way." He re
garded me a little suspiciously. 

I flushed, though I had no reason to. 
This man had the faculty of making every 
one feel guilty, no matter how innocent he 
might be. 

He looked at me significantly. "May
be," he said at length, "maybe, I ought to 
have had them all searched--" 

"Who ? My guests?" I laughed shortly. 
"Don't be silly. I don't think you could 
get any one of them to touch the blamed 
thing if I gave it to him for nothing. 
After what they saw tonight--" 

"�1:aybe," he said again. "It wouldn't 
be so easy to do anything with a stone 
of that value, anyway, I guess." 

"It would be impossible. To cut it up 
would be to destroy the value. No col
lector would do it-and these people are 
all very rich and could have no interest 
in it except a collector's interest." 

"Well, then, it's damned funny where it 
went to-that's all I have to say." 

"Damned funny," echoed the policeman. 

THERE was a silence between us for a 
few moments, the while I could see 

l\{oran ponderously making up his mind what 
step to take next. I broke the silence myself. 

"About the-the body," I offered. "It 
seems to me that it ought to be taken down 
here, where the murder was committed, 
rather than--" 

'41 think you're right," put in Moran. 
"Let's go up and bring it down. The cor
oner will want to see it where the murder 
occurred, when he comes in the morning." 

We all arose and moved toward the door. 
Moran turned to me. 

4'You can Wait down here," he said. 
"We'll be able to handle him, all right : I 
guess he isn't so heavy." 

Relieved, I sank into a chair. In truth, 
it was a job I was not too anxious for. 
These men had no nerves about such a 
thing, but then it was just routine to them, 
whereas to me it was a hideous tragedy. 
the marks of which I would probably 
carry within me to my last day. 

They left the door open as they went 
up, and I could hear their heavy footsteps 
tramping up the stairs and getting fainter 



and fainter, as they receded from my 
hearing. I could picture them opening 

· the door of the small, dark room where 
Sam lay on the floor in the beginning of 
a last, long sleep. As though I were with 
them I could visualize them bending over 
the body, one of them at the head and the 
other at the feet, the arms and legs hang
ing grotesquely and stiffly, the pale face 
fallen back. 

I LOOKED around at the dagger, and a 
faint recollection awoke in me as I re

garded it. 
Where had I seen that dagger before? 

As I looked, the memory became inter
twined with the precious ruby that I had 
lost tonight-it seemed to me that the dag
ger and the ruby somehow went together. 

I thought on the matter, and wondered in 
what way the ruby was connected with 
the dagger in my past. Was it in this life, 
or was sotne race-memory awakening in 
my mind, _some memory of another life ? 
As I pondered on this, the explanation 
flashed through my mind and all suddenly 
became clear in a white, revealing streak. 
It was as though I stood again in the 
temple that overlooked Bhangapore and 
gazed at the ruby in the somber and 
brooding forehead of the one-eyed Buddha. 
That was it I I remembered now I 

I saw it all clearly. At the side of the 
Buddha was a thin, graceful spiral column 
of gold, or some other yellow metal, mar
velously worked by hand ; and an top of 
the column was a gold plate. 

On the gold plate lay two things. One 
was a small branch of olive-in gold
symbolizing the blessed peace that came 
from the all potent One. The other thing 
that lay on the plate was a steel-bladed 
dagger with a smooth gold handle, symbo
lizing swift and inevitable vengeance for 
any affront to the sacred memory. 

That dagger was the same one that was 
now before me-quivering in my wall 
like a live thing I 

So that was it I It was the dagger 
of the Buddha himself-the dagger that 
had been as much a part of the Buddha 
as the ruby. How had this been done, 
then ? Had the events of this night been 
caused by some supernatural force? Had 
my friend been struck down by a hand 
that was not human-by a hand that hov
ered between heaven and earth, between 
material and spiritual states? 

If I had never seen the stone, my friend 
would now be alive, instead of on his way 
to a premature grave. I groaned. The 
stone had been cursed with the wrath of 
a god, and well had they told me that 
evil fortune was the lot of whoever had· 
anything to do with it. I did not believe 
in the Buddha ; I could not believe in a 
pagan god-yet, how else could I explain 
what had happened ? 

I had been warned, and I had braved 
the wrath of a god where wiser men than 
I might have hesitated. Was there not a 
wisdom in the East that eluded us? I 
was tempted to believe that there was, 
when I subconsciously reviewed the things 
that had come to pass. We of the West are 
accustomed to thinking of ourselves as �
ing in the van of the civilization of the 
world, but the word "civilization" is sus
ceptible to more than one meaning. And 
while we go on in our loud way, talking 
of our deeds and conquering the world 
with our flags, the East lives calmly on, 
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as it lived before Egypt and before Rome 
and before Greece, and as, perhaps, it 
may live calmly on after we have passed 

�'\vith our new gods and our new locomo
tives. It lives on, quiet, changeless, per
haps slightly amused at us, if it notices 
us at all, and above all, seemingly fully 
aware of the inevitable futility of it all, 
and the inevitable end. 

And, I, a puny figure from the Western 
world, with a passion for precious stones 
and the ability to gratify that passion be
cause certain ancestors of mine had known 
how to gather up gold-!, new and shiny 
as the Western civilization, had braved the 
wrath of gods who were old when the 
world was young. As though one could 
take an eye from a god and, having thus 
blinded him, prevent him from finding his 
own again, and from visiting a terrible 
vengeance upon the poor fool who had 
been so fatuous. 

My mind swayed beneath the thought, 
and was brought back to itself gladly by 
the slow footsteps coming down the hall. 
For the moment I was glad not to be 
alone, even though I knew those who ap
proached bore a grisly burden in their arms. 

I arose and went to the door. Moran 
and the detective bore the body of Sam, 
as I had pictured them bearing it, Moran 
at the head and the policeman at the feet. 

The right arm of Sam stuck out, rigid 
in death, for rigor mortis had already 
taken possession of his mortal frame, and. 
the forefinger of the right hand was ex
tended as though answering some ques
tion not given to us to hear in this world. 

"Here, get a couple of those chairs to
gether," directed Moran, as he backed in 
through the door, "and we'll lay him on 
them. He's heavier than I figured." 

I hastened . to put three chairs together, 
but as they swung the body around to lay 
it straight on the seats of the chairs a 
curious incident occurred. The rigidly ex
tended arm of the dead man struck the 
glass of wine that was resting on the 
table in front of the place where Stephen 
\Vhitney had sat. The crimson fluid was 
spilled on the white cloth, and the fragile 
glass crashed to the floor and was shat
tered into countless splinters. 

"Here, be careful J" directed Moran. 
"Trying to break the furniture ?" 

THE policeman grunted in response, and 
they laid the body down care£ ully on the 

improvised couch. As we turned away, 
our eyes were drawn to the deep red mark 
on the white cloth, where the wine had 
spilled, and what we saw there held us 
transfixed for a moment, for we all saw 
it at the same time. 

There, in the middle of the deep crim
son, lay the ruby ! 

For a moment we were speechless. 
Moran finally found tongue. 

"There's your half-million-dollar 
stone I" he said at length. 

I nodded. It was plain where the ruby 
had been-and very simple, now that we 
had the explanation. 

It had fallen from Whitney's nerveless 
lingers-not on the table, as he had 
thought, but into his wineglass. The 
wine was as red and as glowing as the 
ruby, and in that setting it was invisible. 

"That's the kind of friends you have," 
remarked 1\Ioran. 

"Why, what do you mean ?" I returned, 
though I knew at once just what he 
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ut!eant. It was absurd to suspect Whitney. 
• ·He lmew I understood. "You know ,lry well what I mean. But if you in
sist on my making it plain, rn do so. 
Your friend, Mr. Stephen Whitney, dropped 
the stone into his wineglass, lmowing 
you'd never think of looking for it there. 
That's all." He sneered. 

"Nonsense.'' I insisted. "If he did 
that, why didn't he take it out later ? He 
had plenty of chance. The fact is, that 
he had no idea it was there. It fell from 
his fingers,-as he told me himself-when 
that strange light filled the room." 

"Maybe," said the detective non-com· 
mittalJy. "I think I'd better take charge 
of it now, however." And he stretched 
out his hand to the blood-red stone. 

I stopped him with a nervous gesture. 
"Wait," I said. ''Don't touch it-yet." 

I picked up the small hox that had con
tainM the gem, and with the cotton wad
ding I lifted the stone, wiped it clean, 
and put it into the box-without touching 
the ruby with my fingers. 

"There," I said, with a sigh of relief, 
as I snapped down the lid of the small 
jewel-box. I placed it on the table. 

"So you believe that rot, too." He 

I turned it slowly, carefully, and then 
opened the big door silently. All was 
still-painfully so, except the wind outside. 

I felt my way along the wall 
till I came to the stairs. The whole 
house was black, for the dim light in the 
upper hall had been turned out. A hoard 
creaked, but I put most of my weight on 
the banister and walked up one, two, three, 
four steps, my feet sinking in the heavy 
carpet. I stopped and listened, and then 
went on again. At last I reached the top. 
Not a sound, just blaclmess. 

AGAIN I felt my way along the wall 
and found the second stairway. Up 

this I ran noiselessly-my heart beating 
m�ly and breath coming hard-VIWlldering 
if I would ever come down again. And 
now I was on Donald's floor. I followed 
the wall until I touched the knob of the first 
door. Then I went on to the second and 
finally to the third. That was Donald's. 
Well I remembered. 

I stopped, my hand on the knob, my ear, 
to the key-hole, but I could hear nothing. 
Slowly I turned the knob. What if the 
door were locked I I had not thought of 
that. All my pains and plans would be 
for nothing I 

I kept turning and then pushed gently 
inward. It was not locked I With infinite 
care I · opened the door far enough to ad
mit my head. A clock ticked from within 
but there was no other sound. Gradually 
I drew myself in, while I held my breath 
and clenched my fists. I pushed · the door 
to noiselessly but not so as to make it 
catch. 

The only light was furnished by a few 
red embers in the fireplace. I stood for 
a moment looking about me and trying 
to make out the different objects. Black, 
black curtains of velvet hung from the top 
of the window down to the floor, the great 

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

smiled grimly, and looked ironically at me. 
"What rot ?" 
"Why, about touching the ruby with your 

fingers--" 
"Well, I don't say I do," I defended, red

dening a little. "But neither do I say I 
don't. If you had seen what we've seen 
tonight, perhaps--" 

He laughed. "What bunk I Here, Iemme 
show you about that." 

He stretched out his hand and picked 
up the box. I watched, saying nothing, 
for there was nothing I could say under 
such circumstances. He snapped the cover 
of the case open, and his eyes almost 
popped out of his head in astonishment. 

The ruby was not there I 
"What kind of black magic is this ?• 

burst"out from Moran's surprised lips, just 
as soon as he could speak, and the police-
man crossed himself hastily. 

· 

"It's gone I" was forced from my parched 
lips. 

And at that moment our blood was 
turned to water, for above our heads rang 
out a fiendish scream, the same scream 
that I had heard befor�nce at the 
temple at Bhangapore, and once tonight 
before the soul of Sam had been sent hur-

Captive Souls 
(Continued from page 33) 

fold covering completely both window and 
frame. A black scarf hung . from the 
mantel and fell to the floor at both ends. 
The floor was covered with black, heavy 
carpet. The woodwork was painted black, 
the furniture was black, and the panels of 
the wall, that had been green, were black. 
What gloomy, death-like surroundings l 

I tiptoed across the room till I was beside 
the fireplace ; I crouched in the corner 
where the light from the dying embers 
could not betray me. From that position 
I saw the dresser and upon it a photograph 
of myself, silver-framed, and beside it one 
of Donald. 

And I saw, too, a bed-Donald's bed. 
The faint flare from the fireplace played 
about it-and then under the covering I 
saw a long form. The back of the head 
was turned toward me, the face half 
buried in the pillow. In spite of the gray
streaked hair, I recognized Donald I 

In the darlmess of that comer I was 
unable to move. I was almost paralyzed 
but I wanted to scream. I felt stifled 
and I clenched my han<!s-till the nails 
cut into the skin. My heart seemed right 
in my throat, my lungs refused to func
tion, and my knees lmocked together. 

Minutes passed. The clock ticked in
cessantly. I could hear Donald's steady 
breathing and could see the rise and fall 
of his shoulders in the faint red light. 
How· different the appearance of that room 
from what it was the last time I had seen 
it-more than four years ago. I re
membered the deep green of the panels 
and the electric light button near the 
door. I could see it now-the white but
ton stood out against the black back
ground. I wondered what would happen 
if I pressed it. 

The curtains excluded even the sound 
of the wind. All was deathly silent save 
the voice of the clock. And Donald lay 

tling to it's Maker. It was tbe scream 
of a wo!l'an. 

Our heads went up in alarm. 
"In the name of God, what's that ?" 

cried Moran. 
"Look !" came a hoarse cry from the 

policeman, and we followed the direction 
in which he was pointing, behind us. Time 
seemed to stand still in the room for that 
instant. 

We were looking at the spot in the wall 
where _the dagger of the Buddha of 
Bhangapore had stuck, quivering. But 
the place was vacant. 

The dagger was no longer there I 
Detective Mora" is .sure that he will 

find a flesh-and-blood criminal. But is 
there any natural cause that would ac
count for the weird and brutal murder 
of Sam Witlship, the disappearance of the 
fatal ruby, and the horrible apparitio" 
that appeared to Lmtre1rce Martinson? 
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so many 1mexpiainable things have hap
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follo·w Martinson's visit to that room. On 
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unconscious of my presence. Tick-tock, 
steady, regular. Then a distinguishing 
sound ! A light scraping, then silence. 
Again that sound-but where did it come 
from ? I listened, holding my breath. Don
ald lay motionless. Again it came, that 
sound, like a light footstep, slow, hesitat
ing, cautious. But it sounded as though 
on bare wooden steps, and those in the 
halls were heavily carpeted. 

I listened again, my nerves tense, my 
eyes straining to pierce the darkness. 
Nearer the footsteps came-softly, slowly. 
They did not come from the direction of 
the hall, and yet there was no other 
door. Another step and silence for a mo
ment. Then a scraping, a low, rolling 
sound. I fixed my eyes on the panels near 
the bed, and I saw one of them move I 
It was being slowly pushed back I 

When it had disappeared into the wall, 
a small figure appeared in the opening. 
A girl stepped into the room and softly 
pushed the panel back in place.•· Was she 
also clothed in black ?. Had·· she a black 
veil about her head ? 

SLOWLY she advanced toward Donald's 
bed, hesitatingly, timidly. She was evi

dently acquainted with the room, for even 
in the dark she avoided the furniture. She 
was at the head of the bed when Donald, 
aroused by the slight sound of her move
ments, raised himself to a sitting position 
instantly. 

"Get back, get out-you black devil !" 
he cried in a voice that chilled me. She 
drew back as though struck by an adder. 

uz must· speak to you, sir,'' she said, in a 
low voice, but it sent shivers· up my spine. 

Donald had called her black and her 
tones, though not harsh or coarse, be
longed to a person of that color. 

"Get back, I say," Donald repeated, his 
voice wild as that of a maniac. The girl 



drew back further toward the panel whence 
she had come. She paused a moment, look
ing toward Donald and then turned slowly 
away. There was a hopeless resignation in 
her actions and voice ; and so, before she 
reached that panel, I leaped for the light 
button and pushed it. In another mo
ment I was between her and the panel. 

Donald started and drew back, his eyes 
fixed upon me. 

"Mildred," he began, "how did you--" 
But the girJ now took my attention

;She was a full-blooded negress of West 
Indian type I She was much more fright
ened than surprised. 

"Why are you here ?" I demanded, with
out raising my voice. To my surprise an 
expression of relief came over her fac�. 

''Lady," she said plaintively, "get me 
out of this-please, lady, help me." 

I turned to look at Donald, who was 
now standing beside the bed in dressing
gown and slippers. But he was still be
wildered, evidently unable to grasp the 
situation. 

"I haven't done anything, lady. I can't 
stand it any longer. I'll die if you don't 
help me." 

A glance to1d me the giil was sick, for 
she coughed frequently and seemed ex
hausted. 

"What do you mean-what help do you 
want ?" I asked. She kept her eyes on the 
door, and nervously clasped and unclasped 
her hands. 

"I'd tell you, rna'm, only--" 
4'Sit down here and tell me," I said, 

pushing a chair toward her. But she was 
apparently in terror of some one. I made 
her tell me who she feared, and I learned 
without surprise that it was the mulatto 
servant, named Derman. When I assured 
her that the object of her terror was 
safely and securely locked in the tower, 
she began to talk. 

"I am twenty-five years oJd." she said, 
"and was born in Porto Rico. I knew 
Derman from the time I was a baby and 
he a grown man, for he is very much older 
than I. He left Porto Rico and came to 
the United States, returning in a few 
years. We were married. He had a pe
culiar influence over me, but I never really 
cared for him. He then returned to the 
United States saying he would send for 
me later. I wrote to him frequently, but 
after a while he quit answering my let
ters. 

She paused sadly before going on : 
"After a few years I borrowed the 
money for my passage to the United 
States and came here to see him. He was 
furious wheri he saw me, demanded my 
reason for coming here, and even threat
ened me. He was different in Porto 
Rico. I guess he-he just got tired of 
me. and wanted to be rid of me. I came 
here nearly five years ago-just after 
the master died. Derman locked me in 
the laundry and the next time I saw him 
he unfolded his scheme." 

Here she paused and rested her head 
against the back of her chair. She spoke 
good English, though she talked slowly 
and hesitatingly. Her story was long
but was of absorbing interest to me. 

That night, in the laundry Derman told 
her he had purchased and drugged a bot
tle of rare wine and that he was going 
to offer it to Donald as a gift from his 
dead father. Donald's father seldom served 
wine in his house, but this was a bottle 
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of a brand that he did serve on rare oc
casions. Being very intimate with the 
senior Harrison, Derman knew more about 
him probably than members of his own 
family. 

A single glass of the wine would make 
Donald unconscious for hours, and would 
permit the mulatto to carry out his dia
bolical plan. The next day, when Donald 
should be in his right senses or nearly 
so, Derman was to convince him that he 
had drmik the whole bottle and had been 
in a violently drunken state. Under tl)e 
influence of the liquor he had made love 
to a little black girl, Derman's daughter, 
who had just arrived in this country on 
a visit to her father. Derman's just and 
righteous soul had been stirred to fury' by 
his daughter's tearful story, and he had 
forced Donald to marry her that night. 

To prove it the mulatto was to pro
duce a marriage certificate-spurious, of 
course-but sufficiently convincing in ap
pearance. The girl was to verify all that 
he said. Donald, of course, would refuse 
to accept her as his wife when he was in 
possession of his senses again, and for 
three or four hundred dollars a month 
she was to promise to keep silent about 
it. 

The plot seemed to be promoted not 
only by the mulatto's desire for money 
but also by a strong antipathy which he 
had always felt for Donald. He re
sented very deeply Donald's taking his 
father's place both as head of the house 
and in the church. That he was devoted 
and loyal to the elder Mr. Harrison 
cannot be disputed. 

The plan was carried out with fiendish 
ingenuity. While Donald sank into un- . 
consciousness, the mulatto talked persis
tently of the little black girl and stamped 
her picture indelibly upon his young mas
ter's mind. 

When Donald awoke from his stupor, 
he was stunned and horrified by Der
man's story. There was in his mind the 
hazy reco11ection of the girl, but nothing 
else. It might all be true. His father 
had always valued Derman highly ; Don
ald knew nothing against him and did 
not once suspect. him. He thought that 
any father would have done the same 
as Derman, under the circumstances. 
When he saw the girl and the marriage 
certificate, he was completely convinced. 

Knowing Donald's pride and sensitive 
nature, I understood how crushed, men
tally and physically, he must have been. 
To have such a marriage annulled would 
mean publicity and the admission of 
drinking and debauchery in his own 
home-he a minister expecting to take 
up an important pastorate in a few days. 
The strait-laced and puritancial inhabi
tants of a New England town would 
never accept an explanation. No one 
would ever believe, but that he was an 
habitual drunkard. It would mean, of 
course, the Joss of his clerical robes and 
the church that his father had really 
built. It would mean disgrace to him 
and to his dead parents. 

Whether the marriage were annulled 
or not, he would lose his fiancee, the 
girl whom he had known from the time 
they were both children. There was no 
use running away. It would not alter 
the fact that he had a negro wife, nor 
could it make him forget. There was 
no relief, no remedy-nothing to do but 
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see the horrible thing through to th� end. 

But he could face no one, for he 
could not explain. People would loa the 
and despise him. So morose and des
perate did he become that he could not 
bring himself to leave the house, and- was 
willing to tolerate anything that wou. i 
save him from exposure. He soon los'�. 
all desire to live and would have wel
comed death, as the only relief. This 
led to a mental state borderng on insan
ity in which he felt he was beipg pun
ished for imagined sins. In atonement 
for his crime, he imprisoned himself in  
his room and had furnished it entirely 
in black. All this added to Derman's 
feeling of personal security. 

The black girl was made to stay in a 
dark, unventilated, secret room below 
Donald's. This was part of Derman's 
scheme, and every threat on Donald's 
part to dispossess her was met with one 
to expose Donald, if he did. Her pres
ence there was to be continual reminder 
to him of the fact that she was his wife 
and that he must pay four hundred dol
lars a month for her silence. The girl 
herself was threatened with merciless 
treatment unless she followed the mulat
to's instructions. 

Donald loathed her so violently, as to 
make the girl mortally afraid of him. And 
so she was slowly dying in her prison 
room, one man hating her so as to make 
him blind to the condition of her health, 
the other lost in his lust for money, and 
not caring. It was a question as to 

whether the girl"s health or Donald's san
ity would have held out the lon�:er. Had 
the latter broken first, it would probably 
have placed Donald's entire possessions, 
including the castle, in the hands of 
Derman. _.., 

I could easily understand how the 
presence of the girl-and of Donald, too
was kept from the knowledge of every 
one. The other servants· were so fright
ened by Derman's tales of ghosts that 
they never came up-stairs except to bring 
food to the mulatto, who had taken quar
ters on the third floor in the front. Der
man himself brought food to Donald and 
the girl. 

At the conclusion of her story the black 
girl lay back in her chair-exhausted. 
Before daylight, I had her on the way t,p 
a hospital and I had relieved her mind 
of some of the ideas that Derman had 
given her. He had convinced her that 
the laws of this country make a wife the 
legal property of her husband and that 
rebellion on her part would mean impris
onment, banishment, or death, if not all 
three. 

Before telephoning for the constable, I 
ripped down the black curtains, flung up 
the shades, and opened the windows. The 
sunlight poured in, for it was now early 
morning, and a warm breeze blew through 
the room. A few late birds sang gaily. 

I shall not forget old Adolphus's face 
when . he saw Donald there. And it was 
wonderful, too, to witness the indignation 
of all the colored servants when they 
learned the truth. They felt, naturally, 
that Derman had not only done a terrible 
wrong to their beloved young master, but 
that he had also taken an unfair advantage 
of the weakness of his own race. For, 
of course, Derman had been well acquainted 
with the traditions of the old house, the 
curse, and the ghost, and he had used 
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·hem to further his own vicious ends. Ao 
ior me, my watching the castle from 
acro•.s the valley led him to believe I 
was .skeptical and he decided that a little 
jolt in the form of a ghost now and then 
mip-Ct{ dampen my desire for an investiga
ti' n. 

The colored help accompanied the con
stable to the tower where the mulatto was 
imprisoned. He was cowering at the foot 
of the stairs, thoroughly convinced that 
something was wrong when the officer 
opened the door, Derman ran up the 
stairs toward the top of the tower while 
the colored folk below looked up and 
shouted threats. The constable started 
up after him. 

The mulatto reached the top step, 
swung himself to the top of the wall, 
and stood waiting. But the constable con
tinued to climb, revolver pointed at him. 
And while Donald and I watched from 

G H O S T  ' S T O R I E S 

his window, Derman tried t" leap the dis
tance between the tower an. the roof of 
the house-fifteen feet or 1 ore-and he 
failed by more than a foot. We heard 
the terrible thud of his body three stories 
below. With him went the ghost in the 
tower. 

It was some time before I could men
tion the little black girl to Donald. But 
his feeling against her lessened with 
time. I induced him to pay her hospital 
bill and the expenses of her weeks of con
valescence in the mountains. Then she 
boarded a boat for Porto Rico and sailed 
home, the happiest and most grate£ ul pas
senger aboard. 

It was a number of weeks before the 
open air and sun began to affect Don
ald's health-and then what a different 
Donald ! He was again the young .man 
of five years ago except for the streaks 
of gray in his hair. And he was ready 

to take up his career as a minister at 
last. 

Mother and Dad did not mind the 
hours I spent with him, and they for
gave me the fright they experienced that 
night when they discovered my empty bed 
at home. 

Donald and I moved into the rectory 
the following year. Adolphus and Lily 
went with us. Lily never forgot Donald's 
weakness for her hot rolls and corn-pone 
and waffies. 

The most beloved and respected of cler- . 
gymen is young Doctor Harrison, whose 
popularity and influence bid fair to rival 
if not to exceed his father's. The most 
enthusiastic and perhaps the most appre
ciative of his congregation is young Dr. 
Harrison's wife, whom Donald says is the 
ideal of everything that embraces sports
manship, backbone and womanliness-and 
he ought to know ! 

Conan Dol]le's ffiuseum of Psl]chic UJonders 

and de Gramont on the other, I think the 
case is proved." 

There is space to tell only very briefly 
and incompletely how these wax gloves, 
and others, were obtained. Dr. Ge)ey, oi 
the lnstitut Metapsychique, Paris, and 
Professor Richet had prepared a bucker 
of warm paraffin, and upon the appearance 
of a materialized figure-that of a smallish 
man-the request was made �hat the spirit 
should plunge his hand into the bucket. 
This, the sitters declared, was done. and the 
spirit's hand was thereby coated with par-

- '  -a·i�fr.- When the figure dematerialized, a 
cast of the hand was left on the table. 
As Sir Arthur said, the glove is of solidi
fied paraffin and is so narrow at the wrist 
that the hand could not have been with
drawn by normal means without breaking 
the mold. 

After showing that none of the sitters 
could have made the gloves, Doctor Geley 
concludes his comments on the seance with 
the following words : 

Finally, there is the hypothesis that 
the gloves were brought by the medium. 
'This is disproved by the fact that we 
secretly introduced chemicals into the 
melted wax, and that these were found 
in the gloves. The report of the ex
pert modelers on the point is categori
cal and final. 

While I was making my notes on the 
gloves, Sir Arthur fingered a large vase. 

"THIS room is futl of incredible things," 
he said, when I rej oined him-''things 

which, in the old days, would ha,-e been 
called miracles, or the results of miracles. 
A miracle.- now and always, is simply the 
intrusion of some natural force which we 
do not yet understand. We can show you 
results here, but we are not yet able to ex
plain their causes. But it is incorrect to 
use the words 'supernatural' or 'super
normal' in connection with the mani fes
tations of powers of whose methods we 
are as yet ignorant. Everything in Na
ture is 'natural' and 'normal,' whether we 
understand it or not." . 

"Now examine this big jug, or vase," 
Sir Arthur continued, handing it to me. 

I 
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"It came down suddenly, inexplicably, on 
a seance table. 

"This is what we call an apport-the 
French word for something brought. Ap
port phenomena include all manner of ob
jects-live birds and fish, fresh fruit, dew
laden flowers, coins-that are brought from 
a distance, through walls, closed windows, 
locked doors, and so on, into the midst 
of a grout> of sitters. Darkness is not al
ways essential : neither is a professional 
apport medium necessary. 

"No one could say that the medium had 
this large jug hidden upon her person," 
Sir Arthur said. "I happen to know a 
good deal about the medium. She was an 
amateur. From first to last she--or, rath
er, the spirits who used the psychic power 
she supplied-brought through about two 
thousand objects of various kinds-Chi
nese and Indian lamps, amulets, Thibetan 
pots, all manner of queer things-and 
among them all I do not think there was 
one that tould have been got in England. 
This jug, for example, is Syrian ware. 
She was quite a poor woman, but she 
would not sell her apports. She just left 
them with the sitters. Of course, it is all 
very fantastic, but it is true." 

Sir Arthur next called my attention to 
a number of smaller apports which had ap
peared in his own presence under test 
conditions. 

41Look at this pile of Turkish pennies/' 
he directed me. "There are about thirty 
of them. They all crashed down on the 
table during a test sitting I arranged in 
Melbourne. Now, you might hunt Aus
tralia from coast to coast and you would 
not find a Turkish penny. How, then, 
could the medium have got these? We 
asked the question of the medium's 'con· 
trol' and were told that they had been 
brought from a well in Asia Minor. They 
had been hidden behind some bricks and 
were part of the hoard of some poor peas· 
ant who had probably been murdered. Such 
was the story ; but, of course, there was 
no proof at all of their origin-except; 
perhaps, the very slight corroboration pro
vided by the fact that some of the coins 
are, as you see, green Fith rust, and this 

•seems to show that they had been left in a 

damp place for a considerable time. 
"The only thing that is perfectly cer

tain, is that tfiey were not on the mediurf'l's 
body, for I stripped and searched him ; also, 
such coins, as I have said, could not be 
got in Australia. 

"It is easy to make fun of such things, 
but facts are facts, and it is impossible 
to explain them. 

"THIS other exhibit-a Babylonian clay 
· tablet-fell upon the table during the 

same sitting. The ·inscription on it is, I 
think, correct. The control seemed to be 
a very wise spirit, who · discoursed in a 
most learned manner upon Assyrian and 
Roman antiquities and psychic science. 
When I asked him how an appod was 

· brought, his answer was : 
'' 'It involves some factors which are be

yond your human science and which could 
not be made clear to you. At the same 
time you may take as a rough analogy the 
case of water which is turned into steam. 
Then this steam, which is invisible, may 
he conducted elsewhere to be reassembled 
as visible water.' 

"I should add that I had the tablet tested 
at the British Museum and that it was pro
nounced to be a forgery. Upon further 
inquiry, it was ascertained that· these forged 
tablets are made by certain Jews in a 
suburb of Bagdad, and, so far as is known, 
only there. The matter is not much fur
ther advanced, therefore. To the trans
porting agency it is cit least possible that 
the forged tablet, steeped in recent human 
magnetism, is more easily handled as an apport than a genuine one taken from a 
mound. This same medium had. at one 
time or another, brought not less than a 
hundred of these imitation Babylonian 
tablets through. 

"But that is enough about appol'ls. 
uof course, one has to look out for 

frauds. ·  That applies to every form of 
mediumship--and to other human activities. 
Take your own profession ; we have had 
dishonest journalists. You are a journal
ist, but, so far as I know"-here Sir Ar
thur thoughtfully collected those Turkish 
coins and replaced them under lock and 
key-"you are an honest man. Still, the 



other day the Spiritualists caught an ap
Port 'medium' who had small stones stuck 
by plaster behind his ears. We've no use 
for that sort of 'apport' merchant ; the 
conjurers can have him I 
"Q NE must not be credulous. But one 

must not be too incredulous. The 
man who believes nothing, is just as fool
ish as the man who believes everything. 
Test and ponder each case for yourself, 
comparing it with the result of others. 
There are many rogues in psychic circles, 
as there are in more mundane c'ircles, but 
the true mediums, amateur and professional, 
far outnumber them. By the way, one of 
the best apport mediums in this country 
will never accept payment for a sitting. 
If he could do by trickery the marvelous 
things he does through his psychic power, 
he would be making a large income on 
the stage. Curious, isn't it? 

"But in these days the gifts of the Spirit 
are becoming more mental and less physi
cal. They are refining all the time. The 
coarser phenomena were mere signals to 
attract our attention. We have hardly a 
single good materialization medium in Eng
land now, while we have many excellent 
clairvoyants." 

We next turned our attention to some 
finger-prints recorded, by request, by spirits 
who rapped with materialized fingers on a 
piece of smoked glass. The finger-prints 
of all the persons present at the seance, 
have also been recorded, and can be exam
ined by any visitor to the Museum. None 
of them coincide with the spirit finger
prints. 

Sir Arthur next told me the facts con
cerning some of the most striking of the 
many spirit photographs in his collection. 
First, he showed me a picture of a group 
at a seance, and related the following in
cident : 

"Doctor Gustave Geley, who had prob
ably gone as deeply as anyone into psychic 
science-his great book, From the Uncon
scious to the Conscious, will probably 
stand the test of time-had arranged to 
sit with Mr. Hope, the photographic me
dium of Crewe, for a portrait on which 
he hoped to obtain what is called a spirit 
'extra.' 

"Immediately before the date fixed for 
the .sitting, Doctor Geley was killed in an 
aeroplane accident. That was on July 15th, 
1924. The seance with Mr. Hope was 
nevertheless held on the appointed day, and, 
as will be seen, Doctor Geley, too, kept 
his appointment, for his face can be very 
clearly seen above the sitters. In the top 
right-hand corner can be seen also part of 
the secret mark made by the manufacturers 
on the negatives before they were packed, 
in order to prove that the same negatives 
were used, and there is a certificate that the 
medium was never allowed to handle them. 
Readers desiring the full details will find 
them in Psychic Science of October, 1924, 
and in the Revue M etapsychiqt4e for the 
same month." 

Two large photographs which every vis
itor to tl;le Museum should inspect closely 
are of a Mr_ Walker of Derbyshire. One 
shows him as he was on earth and one as 
a spirit ; the features are identical. 

THIS Mr. Walker was a friend of W. T. 
Stead, and he went with the great jour

nalist to bid him good-by before J:tis voyage 
on the doomed Titanic. Stead's last words to 
Mr. Walker were : "I will try to keep you 
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posted." The message proved memorable. 
After the sinking of the Titanic, and 

the drowning of Stead, Mr. Walker went 
to be photographed by Mr. Hope of Crewe. 
In the portrait then taken can be seen, 
written round Mr. Walker's head, the last 
words he heard Stead utter : "I will try' 
to keep you posted," followed by the sig
nature "W. T. Stead." And the writ
ing is identical with Stead's. 

Sir Arthur called my attention to one 
of the many interesting documents framed 
on the walls. "Here is a letter from Oscar 
Wilde written to me in his lifetime. Be
low you see a written communication from 
him many years after his death. It came 
by automatic writing through the hand of 
Mrs. Hester Dowden, the psychic daugh
ter of the eminent Shakespearean scholar. 
Now look at the signature ; look at the 
fine points of resemblance in the two 
scripts. When, in addition, one learns that 
the complete manuscript, which your read
ers can get under the title of Psychic M es
sages of Oscar Wilde, is full of charac
teristic prose, and contains numerous little� 
known allusions to his own life, one surely 
must admit that it is difficult to explain the 
facts save by the hypothesis that it is ac
tually Wilde who is behind it. 

"Over there you can examine portions 
of the original automatic script given 
through the hand of the Reverend G. Vale 
Owen and published in his wonderful 
volume. The Life Beyond the Veil. 

"This slate, on the other hand, bears 
evidential testimony to the fact that there 
is such a phenomenon as direct spirit writ
ing. The passage is ancient Greek, and 
was produced on the slate in the presence 
of the medium Slade in 1876. Slade was 
not well-educated and knew no Greek. 
Authorities on Greek assert that only a 
great scholar could have placed the ac
cents correctly, as they are placed on this 
slate. 

"Now look at these complex flower de
signs." Sir Arthur pointed to a beauti
fully colored wreath. "This design is a 
specimen of yet another phase of psychic 
phenomena called 'precipitations.' 

"How long do you suppose this intricate 
design took to do? A matter of hours, 
certainly, one would say. Well, as a fact 
it was done completely in seventeep. sec
onds I Naturally, we cannot expect every
one to believe that I Still, when we look 
at the corner of the paper we see the 
names of all the witnesses-reputable peo
ple in their day. 

"By some power, which we can only 
vaguely call psychic, the whole picture 
was thrown in those few seconds upon the 
paper. Incredible, of course-but per
fectly true, none the less !" 

In the top left-hand corner of this "pre
cipitation" the following is written : 

We whose names are hereto ap
pended do certify that we were pres
ent and witnessed the production of 
the picture in seventeen seconds. 
Done on Saturday, April 13, 1861, 

through the mediumship of Mrs. E. 
]. French in New York. 

Among the five signatories was the late 
Judge Edmonds, of the Supreme Court of 
New York. 

"Now this," said Sir Arthur, pointing 
to a striking seascape, "is what I should 
call a specimen of the higher medium
ship. This water-color was done by a 
woman who had no knowledge of art, but 
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, was controlled or obsessed from time 
time, according to her own account, by 

e spirit of a Dutch water-color painter. 
came across her in Los Angeles. She is  

not allowed to sell the splendid results of  
her obsessions, but she gave me this pic
ture. Did you ever see such a sense of 
movement in a seascape ? And yet nor
mally she could hardly draw or paint at 
all." 

T HERE are several other good speci
mens in the museum of automatic paint

ing, stated to be far above the normal power 
of the painters. There is, for instance, a 
large picture or design, in wondrously del
icate colors. It was done in 1925 by a 
miner in France-a laboring. man with no 
art training whatever and no knowledge 
of Egyptology or Oriental design. He 
was in a state of semi-trance when he 
painted it. How, then, was it produced ? 
Telepathy ? Thought-transference? His 
own subconsdous mind? 

This account of the museum would not 
be complete without a reference to the 
iijustration of one of D. D. Home's 
miracles. The incident on which the pic
ture is based, is vouched for by the Earl 
of Dunraven in his book, Ex-periences in 
Spiritttalism u1ith D. D. Home. Home, 
while entranced, told his friends not to be 
afraid, and then went out of the room, 
which was on the third floor. He was 
heard to throw the window up in the next 
room, and presently he was seen to be 
floating in the air outside. He then opened 
the window and walked in quite coolly. 
A few moments later he repeated the mani
f8tation, going through the open window 
"head first, quite rapidly, his body being 
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nearly h'Orizontal and apparently rigid. He 
came in again feet foremost." 

These extraordinary happenings . took 
place at Ashley House, Victoria Street, on 
Sunday, ,December 13th, 1868. The wit· 
nesses were Lord Adare (afterwards Earl 
of Dunraven) ,  the Honorable the ?\faster 
of Lindsay, and Captain Charles Wynne. 

"All honorable men," Sir Arthur Conan 
Doyle remarked. "And," he added, "there 
are more than a hundred instances of 
Home's levitation. It is strange how a 
Christian can say such things are utterly 
impossible and yet easily accept the account 
of Saint Peter walking on the waves two 
thousand years ago. These psychic facts 
greatly reinforce the Biblical miracles, and 
some day the New Testament will be be
lieved in, not in spite of but on account of 
the miracles. Look at this photograph of 
a small table suspended in the air. If a 
table, why not a human being ?" 

I turned to look through one of the 
m a n y  photograph-albums which t h e 
museum contains, and I came upon en
larged prints of those fascinating and now 
world-famous photographs of fairies. 

"Fairies ?" - Sir Arthur echoed. "\Vell, 
we don't reckon them to be a part of 
Spiritualism, do we ? But they are a part 
of the Universe, although they have no 
connection with human evolution. These 
little creatures are separated from us only 
by a very slight difference of vibration, 
which can readily be pierced by the clair
voyant, and occasionally-as in the in
stances when these photographs were taken 
by those small girls-needs no piercing at 
all. 

"The Cottingley fairies have held their 
own entirely and there has never been 

any damaging criticism at all. The two 
girls were perfectly honest and the photo
graphs are unquestionably genuine. The 
negatives have stood every expert test. 

"Here you see another fairy photograph 
which came from an adult source. It was 
taken in Devonshire a couple of years ago. 
The queer little fellow seen leaning against 
the tree is a tree spirit. We have always 
been told that they draw their strength 
from trees while leaning against them, also 
that they preserve a semi-wooden appear
ance. You get both condi_tions in this 
photograph. 

"The fact is that we don't begin to real
ize the possibilities of the world in which 
we are living. A man discovers a new 
sort of insect and is hailed as · a genius. 
llfr. Gardner and I have helped to discover 
a race of sub-humans, and people smile, 
shrug, and say, 'Fake, of course !' I con
sider that the book, The Coming of the 
Fairies, may some day .be reckoned an 
epoch-making event-for it is, so far as 
I know, the first time fairies have been 
seriously dealt with and their existence 
proved with reliable photographs." 

We left the fairies, and returned to our 
talk of things spiritual and psychic. Sir 
Arthur Conan Doyle's last words to me 
were : 

"Fresh evidence for our survival of 
bodily death and for Spirit return, under 
certain conditions, is not needed. If only 
the existing evidence is examined, it will 
be found to be overwhelmingly on the side 
of the angels. Unlike every hypothesis put 
forward by those who have proved the 
phenomena but are in doubt as to their 
origin, Spiritualism alone covers all the 
facts satisfactorily." 

The Tiger UJoman of the Puniab 

concerning my mysterious charmer. She 
Was a real woman. I had not been nurs
ing an hallucination conjUred by my war
racked nerves. I remained in Paris two 
weeks longer than I had intended, but I 
failed to locate her. 

"Two years ago I was in London, mak
ing sketches of some of the old building• 
there. And agaln I encountered the tiger 
woman. It was a bit after dusk of a 
January night. There was some fog. I 
was making my way along the embank
ment, when suddenly_ I came face to face 
with her. She smiled-jeeringly, I thought 
-as my startled glance met hers. Before 
I could recover from my surprise, she had 
passed on. The next instant I turned and 
hurried in the direction she had been 
going. But she had disappeared. I ran 
through the fog, looking desperately on 
every side-and then I caught sight of her. 

"SHE was walking rapidly, apparently 
bent upon losing me. Her hat was 

blown away, but she had not stopped to 
recover it. Swiftly I sprinted toward her. 
When I was within a few feet of her, 
she turned and regarded me haughtily. A 
moment later, &he dashed down the steep 
embankment toward the river. I leaped 
_after her, missed my footing, and went 
hurtling-bringing up only as I reached 
the water's edge." 

"And your tiger woman had vanished 

(Continued from page 14) 

-into nothingness, eh, Noel ?" Larry said. 
"Exactly. The same as she did today

as on each occasion when I had encountered 
her. Tell me, Larry, am I half-mad? Is 
there a part of my brain which war has 
shattered-or have I actually seen some
thing ?" 

"I wish I possessed sufficient knowledge 
to speak definitely. \Vhen I was in India, 
there were friends who tried to teach me 
the secrets of the occult ; but I lacked the 
qualifications to go far in the study." 

"Then you can make nothing of my 
experiences ?" 

"Well-! feel certain that this woman 
you have seen1 is not of flesh and blood ; 
that she must be a phantom. The motive 
behind it all, I cannot even guess. But 
your common sense must make one fact 
stand out above all else-each time you 
ha--- seen this tiger woman, each time you 
have attempted to follow and overtake her, 
you have encountered disaster. Therefore, 
should you see her again, you must follow 
a different plan. You must walk away, 
strive deliberately to avoid her. In that 
course lies a measure of personal safety." 

"Perhaps you are right, that this-thing 
-which I have seen, intends evil to me. 
But I hate to give up, without learning 
something definite. It goes against me to 
turn my back upon-- Wait, Larry, I 
think my eyes have been opened. There 
is a certain hateful significance connected 

with this woman to which her beauty has 
blinded me." 

ui don't grasp your meaning." 
ult is the coat she always wears, a 

covering of tiger skins. And her turban, 
with the jewel in the center. Don't they 
suggest India to you?" 

"I am not sure that I understand w.hat 
you are driving at. Your father and 
grandfather both served in India as com
missioners representing the British Crown, 
did they not?" 

"Yes. But right here I must make a 
confession, an admission that smacks of 
cowardice-or inherited fear. My father 
and grandfather both were killed in India 
-by tigers. I know little of the circum
stances. The awfulness of their deaths 
cast such a spell of horror over others of 
our family that the tragedies seldom were 
discussed. About all that I know, is that 
my grandfather was killed when a com
parative1y young man ; when my father 
was but a boy. My father met a like 
fate when I was still an infant. My 
mother had brought me to England on a 
visit at the time, and she never returned 
to India. And, until she died, she always 
advi�t>d me against ever going there." 

"THAT is why you did not enter the 
Colonial service?" 

"Probably. No doubt her promptings 
had their influence. But-and here is a 



most significant point-the very sight of 
a tiger has always turned me numb with 
fear. Truthfully, I am no more afraid 
of death than the average man. However, 
my nerves simply go back on me at th• 
sight of one of these animals. I avoid 
the zoo-even circuses-as you would a 
plague. I have fought against the feeling, 
but have bern unable to overcome it. It  
must be an inherited fear." 

"And yet you followed this woman:, 
in spite of her tiger-skin covering." 

"I don't recollect that I thought about 
it. Perhaps it was part of her fascination 
for me. Isn't it possible that my subcon
scious mind governed me, that it kept 
urging me on, in an effort to overcome 
my fear ? But now-well, I don't knO\v 
what to do. Your advice to turn and 
run, is sound. But a sort of revulsion 
has taken place within me. I hate to be 
a quitter, even though I more than half
agree with you that I have been struggling 
against some force beyond my grasp-even 
though I know there is a special and sinis
ter significance in the fact this woman 
has worn tiger skins each time we have 
met." 

"And if this evil genius of yours again 
appears? Will you heed my warning, or 
will you follow her, though death may 
be at the end of the trail into which she 
leads you ?" 

"Larry, I don't believe I can turn tail 
until I know the truth. If she is a woman, 
I want to meet and know her. lf she is
something else-1 feel I must learn· what 
it all means." 

For some time, Larry sat watching me 
without speaking, obviously trying to read 
my innermost thoughts. Then : "You 
won't take my advice, N oe!. I know it. 
Your pride has been stung. You are 
writhing under your personal belief that 
you have acted in a cowardly way by 
avoiding the things you hated. Perhaps 
you are right, and I am wrong. But I 
intend to find out. I am going to seek 
assistance of one to whom the meaning 
of your experiences should be as an open 
book If he will speak, I shall take yoa 
to him. His words may carry weight 
where mine will not." 

"Who is this person?·" 
"No' doubt you will recollect my telling 

you of one of my experiences in India. 
As one of a caravan, I helped to fight 
off a Mussulmans' attack. In that strug
gle I saved the life of a Brahman, a 
holy man named Jammu Singh. He be
came my friend and adviser. He tried 
to mold me to his beliefs. But I could 
not remain with him. I was of too rest
less a nature. However, he taught me 
much. And, frequently in the succeeding 
years, I have seen him. 

"J UST before leaving the other side for 
New York, I learned that he had 

come here on some mission of which I 
am in ignorance. Thete are many wor
shippers of the God of the Brahmans in 
this city. Perhaps he has come with a 
message for them. I had little difficulty 
in locating him soon after my arrival. As 
Doctor Jammu he is living in seclusion, 
far down on the West Side, where there 
is a considerable settlement of people• 
from ail portions of the Orient, except 
China and Japan. 

"You require rest right now, more than 
anything else. I am going out for a 
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few hours-to give you opportunity to re
lax and sleep. Before I return, I shall 
see Doctor Jammu, ask him to hear your 
story, and advise you. If he consents, 
we shall see him tonight. I am anxious 
for your safety. Like you, I now want 
to know the truth. Then we can plan 
to combat any evils which the futur!! may 
bring." 

It was well along in the evening be
fore I awoke. Larry had returned some 
time before, but had refrained from wak
ing me. His mission had been successful. 
Jammu Singh would see and counsel me 
at any time we chose to visit him that 
night. Larry had told him that I was a 
dear friend and in trouble. My story 
he had left for me to relate. I was 
sufficiently familiar with both the Brahman 
and Buddhist ascetics of India to realize 
that this -was the best course-that they 
preferred to deal first-hand with those 
they would help. 

My desire to meet the holy man-to 
hear his explanation of the circumstances 
which long had plagued me-was such 
that I paid but scant heed to my hurts 
while preparing for the night's adventure. 
Nevertheless, I was so sore and stiff in 
every muscle that, after I had descended 
the steps from my quarters, I was glad 
for a little rest and settled back thank
fully into the dubious comfort of a taxi
cab. 

Neither of us spoke until we had 
reached the street where Jammu lived. It 
was a narrow thoroughfare, walled by 
shabby buildings, and was within a stone's 
throw of the river. Dismissing the cab, 
we covered a few blocks on foot, so that 
we might slip into Jammu's quarters with
out attracting undue attention. The neigh
borhood was strange to me. As I stumbled 
along over the rough pavements, leaning 
heavily upon Larry, I noted with some 
surprise that upon the steamed or frosted 
windows of the adjacent stores, most of 
the lettering was in Arabic, with a scatter
ing of Sanskrit characters. 

We entered a dingy hallway next to a 
coffee-house, and by such light as was 
supplied by an occasional wheezing gas 
jet, made our way up three flights of 
stairs. As we reached the top, a door 
was opened-as though we had signaled
and a gigantic brown boy, in white from 
his turban to his sandals, motioned for us 
to enter. A short walk down a narrow 
passageway, and we stood before Jammu 
Singh, in a brilliantly lighted room, warm 
and comfortably furnished. A striking 
touch of the Oriental was supplied by a 
great bronze statue of Brahma, with his 
four heads and four extended arms, stand
ing atop a small altar. 

THE Doctor came forward to greet us, 
touching each upon the forehead with 

his right hand, while his left rested over 
his heart. He was a man below medium 
height, dressed in a flowing robe of white. 
A scarlet cloth twisted about his head, em
phasized the parchment-like texture of his 
skin. It was impossible to guess his age. 
To judge by the wrinkles which cobwebbed 
his features, he might have been anywhere 
between eighty and a hundred years old. 
But, belying all the signs of advanced 
age, were his eyes, great, black, and shin
ing, alert and all alive. Behind them, It 
seemed, lay the knowledge of the ages. j 

"You are not unlike Major Ethridge," 
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he said, when we were seated by a table. 
'"The same height, blue eyes, fair hair--" 

uYou knew my father then ?" I asked 
eagerly. 

11Yes, intimately. I would be glad to 
help his son, even if my dear friend, Sahib 
Fleming, had not come to me. I am at 
your command. You are in trouble?" 

"Yes. And I'm at my wit's end to 
know what move to make next. Larry 
said you would understand and give me 
the advice I must heed. I am here." 

While I was speaking, his eyes held me 
with hypnotic intensity, as if they were 
looking into my very soul. Then, without 
shifting his gaze, Jammu clasp� the 
fingers of his right hand about my wrist. 
For a few moments we sat thus, neither 
speaking. Then he nodded his head. 

"So, she has appeared to you. It wa• 
to be expected." 

The Brahman's words so startled me that 
I jumped. In some manner Jammu had 
read the purpose . of my visit. He knew 
of the tiger woman. His fingers continued 
their hold. 

"Your people should have told you every
thing," he resumed-"not concealed most of 
the past. Then you would have been on 
your guard. Still, nature has endeavored 
to overcome their neglect." 

"I don't understand." 
"From infancy you have feared tigers. 

The sight of one of them turns you sick 
with dread." 

I nodded. 
"Besides, there are five red marks upon 

your chest upon the left side, near the 
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heart. Your father bore similar marks. 
And so did your grandfather." 

"Good God I How did you know I was 
marked ?" :My left hand unconsciously 
clutched at my shirt front. 

1'1 can see them. Those five livid spots 
are as though you once had been wounded 
by the claws of a tiger. They are the 
symbol of the curse of Sumahal." 

"Sumahal?" 
"Yes. That is a woman's name-a 

woman of India. It is the name of the 
woman of the tiger skins." 

"Then-she is a woman ?" The question 
came from me in a hoarse whisper. 

"She was-many years ago. For your 
understanding, I must define her as a 
phantom. To us, who know, she is more. 
She can assume human guise. At times 
she comes in the flesh ; she can breathe, 
smile, talk, and move at will. One can 
even touch and hold her." 

"And-for some reason-she has ap
peared to me-tried to harm me. And 
I thought I loved--" 

"UJAIT, my son. I shall explain· every-
thing in good time. But first, tell . 

me all you know. Not only of the time• 
when Sumahal has appeared to you, but 
what has been told you concerning those 
of your family who perished in India." 

He had released my wrist, · folded his 
arms, and leaned back in his chair. His 
gaze was fixed on some point over my 
head. 

I did as he requested, my sentences be
ing slow and stammered at first but more 

certain when I warmed to a recital of 
the efforts of this tiger woman to lure 
me to my death. 

For a time after I had concluded, Jammu 
sat silent, without the flicker of a muscle 
or the quiver of a lid. He was like a 
person in a trance. Finally his eyes again 
came level with mine. 

"You are in extreme danger, my son, 
a thousa•1d times greater than you have 
guessed. Sumahal has fastened upon you 
as she did upon those who came before 
you. And, sooner or later, she will lure 
you to your death-unless you take steps 
to save yourself. At this time she is 
aware that you know a portion of the 
truth, and never again will she be able to 
tempt you in her human guise. But she 
will try other means to destroy you-and 
your son after you, if you have a son 
before she strikes you down." 

"In heaven's name, tell me more I 
seem more in the dark than ever." 

"Listen, my son, and carefully. For 
you can be put on your guard for the 
future only if you understand the past. 
Afterward I shall advise you." 
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an odd flavor of Pawkins with it, kept 
coming into that walk, though he did his 
best to keep his mind off it. Once he 
saw it quite distinctly, with its wings flat
tened out, upon the old stone wall that 
runs along the west edge of the park, but 
going up to it he found it was only two 
lumps of grey and yellow lichen. 

"This," said Rapley, "is the reverse of 
mimicry. Instead of a butterfly looking 
like a stone, here is a stone looking like 
a butterfly !" 

Once something hovered and fluttered 
round his head, hut by an effort of will he 
drove that impression out of his mind 
again. 

In the afternoon Hapley called upon the 
Vicar, and argued with him upon theologi
cal questions. They sat in the little arbor 
covered with briar, and smoked as they 
wrangled. "Look at that moth !" said Hap
ley, suddenly, pointing to the edge of the 
wooden table. 

"Where ?" said the Vicar. 
"You don't see a moth on the edge of 

the table there ?" said Hap ley. 
"Certainly not," said the Vicar. 
Hapley was thunderstruck. He gasped. 

The Vicar was staring at him. Clearly 
the man saw nothing. "The eye of faith is 
no better than the eye of science," said 
Hapley, awkwardly. 

ui don't see your point," said the Vicar, · 
thinking it was part of the argument. 

(Continued from page 26) 

THAT night Hapley found the moth 
crawling over his counterpane. He sat 

on the �ge of the bed in his shirt-sleeves 
and reasoned with himself: Was it pure 
hallucination ? He knew he was slipping, 
and he battled for his sanity with the same 
silent energy he had formerly displayed 
against Pawkins. So persistent is mental 
habit, that he felt as if it were still a 
struggle with Pawkins. He was well 
versed in psychology. He knew that such 
visual illusions do come as a result of men· 
tal strain. But the point was, he did not 
only see the moth, he had heard it wben 
it touched the edge of the lamp-shade, and 
afterwards when it hit against the wall, 
and he had felt it strike his face in the 
dark. . 

He looked at it. It was not at all 
dream-like, but perfectly clear and solid
looking in the candle-light. He saw the 
hairy body, and the short, feathery an
tenn�, the jointed legs, even a place where 
the down was rubb� from the wing. He 
suddenly felt angry with himself for being 
afraid of a little insect. 

His landlady had got the servant to 
sleep with her that night, because she was 
afraid to be alone. In addition she had 
locked the door, and put the chest of 
drawers against it. They listened and 
talked in whispers after they had gone to 
bed, but nothing occurred to alarm them. 
About eleven they had ventured to put 

the candle out, and had both dozed off to 
sleep. They woke up with a start, and 
sat up in bed, listening in the darkness. 

Then they heard slippered feet going to 
and fro in Rapley's room. A chair was 
overturned, and there was a violent dab at 
the wall. Then a china mantel ornament 
smashed upon the fender. Suddenly the 
door of the room opened, and they heard 
him upon the landing. They clung to one 
another, listening. He seemed to be danc
ing upon the staircase. Now he would go 
down three or four steps quickly, then up 
again, then hurry down into the hall. They 
heard the umbrella-stand go over, and 
the fanlight break. Then the bolt shot 
and the chain rattled. He was opening 
the door. 

They hurried to the window. It was a 
dim gray night ; an almost unbroken 
sheet of watery cloud was sweeping across 
the moon, and the hedge and trees in front 
of the house were black against the pale 
roadway. They saw Hapley, looking like 
a ghost in his shirt and white trousers, 
running to and fro in the road, and beat
ing the air. Now he would stop, now he 
would dart rapidly at something invisible, 
now he would move upon it with stealthy 
strides. At last he went out of sight up 
the road towards the down. Then, while 
they argued who should go down and lock 
the door, he returned. He was walking 
very fast, and he came straight into the 



bouse, closed the door carefully, and went 
quietly up to his bedroom. Then every
thing was silent. 

"Mrs. Colville," said Rapley, catting 
down the staircase next morning, "I hope 
I did not alarm you last night." 

"You may well ask that !" said Mrs. 
Colville. 

"The fact is, I am a sleep-walker, and 
the last two nights I have been without 
my sleeping mixture. - There is nothing to 
be alarmed about, really. I am sorry I 
made such an ass of myself. I Will go over 
the down to Shoreham, and get some stuff 
to make me sleep soundly. I ought to 
have done that yesterday." 

BUT half-way over the down, by the 
chalk-pits, the moth came upon Hap

ley again. He went on, trying to keep his 
mind upon chess problems, but it was no 
good. The thing fluttered into his face, 
and he struck at it with his hat in self
defense. Then rage, the old rage-the 
rage he had so often felt against Pawkins 
-returned once more. He went on, leap
ing and striking at the eddying insect. 
Suddenly he trod on nothing, and fell 
headlong. 

There was a gap in his sensations, and 
Rapley found himself sitting on the heap 
of flints in front of the opening of the 
chalk-pits, with a leg twisted back under 
him. The strange moth was still fluttering 
round his head. He struck at it with his 
hand, and turning his head saw two men 
approaching him. One was the village doc
tor. It occurred to Rapley that this was 
lucky. Then it came into his mind, with 
extraordinary vividness, that no one would 
ever be able to see the strange moth ex
cept himself, and that it behooved him to 
keep silent about it. 

Late that night, however, after his 
broken leg was set, he was feverish and 
forgot his self-restraint. He was lying 
flat on his bed, and he began to run his 
eyes round the room to see if the moth 
was still about. He tried not to do this, 
but it was no good. He soon caught sight 
of the thing resting close to his hand, by 
the night-light, on the green table-cloth. 
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The wings quivered. With a sudden wave 
of anger he smote at it with his fist, and 
the nurse woke up with a shriek. He had 
missed it. 

''That moth !" he said · and then "It was 
fancy. Nothing !" ' ' 

All the time he could see quite clearly 
the insect going round the cornice and 
darting across the room, and he could also 
see that the nurse saw nothing of it and 
looked at him strangely. He must keep 
himself in hand. But as the night waned 
the fever grew upon him, and the very 
dread he had of seeing the moth made him 
see it. About five, j ust as the dawn was 
gray, he tried to get out of bed and catch 
it, though his leg was afire with pain. 
The nurse had to struggle with him. 

On account of this, they tied him down 
to the bed. At this the moth grew bolder, 
and once he felt it settle in his hair. Then, 
because he struck out violently with his 
arms, they tied these also. At this the 
moth came and crawled over his face, and 
Hapley wept, swore, screamed, prayed for 
them to take it off him, unavailingly. 

THE doctor was a blockhead, a half
qualified practitioner, and quite igno

rant of mental science. He simply said 
there was no moth. Had he possessed the 
wit, he might, still, perhaps, have saved 
Rapley from his fate by entering into his 
delusion and covering his face with gauze, 
as he prayed might be done. But, as I 
say, the doctor was a blockhead, and until 
the leg was healed Rapley was kept tied to 
his bed, and with the imaginary moth 
crawling over him. It never left him 
while he was awake and it grew to a mon
ster in his dreams. While he was awake 
he longed for sleep, and from sleep he 
awoke screaming. 

So now Rapley is spending the re
mainder of his days in a padded room, 
worried by a moth that no one else can 
see. The asylum doctor calls it halluci
nation ; but Rapley, when he is in his 
easier mood, and can talk, says the moth 
is the ghost of Pawkins, and consequently 
a unique specimen and well worth the 
trouble of catching. 

The House of Fear 
(Continued from page 5 I )  

she filled her pails at the windmill, and 
many times I stood behind the shocks of 
corn and talked with her. On rare occa
sions, when I had seen Gabe pass our place 
on his way to town, I spent brief moments 
with her under the crab-apple tree, and 
although I could not misread the welcome 
in the pink of her flushed cheeks, she 
never asked me to enter, and I had to 
acknowledge that my departure was a dis
tinct relief to her. 

Before I went to France, I wanted to tell 
her what was in my heart, but try as I 
would, I could find no opportunity. I 
told her I would write, but she begged me 
not to, saying her uncle would be sure to 
get the letter. It was evident that her fear 
of Gabe's anger outweighed any feeling 
she had for me. 

But after I had been across the water 
:ftmost a year, I received a brief note from 

her.- Her uncle had fallen dead in a fit 
of apoplexy, (which I interpreted as being 
a fit of rage) ,  and had been buried beside 
the wife he had sent to the churchyard five 
years before. 

r._ ABE BRUNS was dead ! As I thought '-:f of it I smiled, for it meant that Amy 
was free. I thought how I would swing 
the old iron gate 'and let it rattle and bang, 
as I had ached to do in my boyhood days. 
I would go boldly up the brick walk and 
knock loudly at the door. Amy would 
come out to meet me without fear. 

But when the time came and I reached 
the gate, I paused. The feeling of fear 
that had possessed me as a child, took hold 
of me. The house was a thing of utter 
gloom. The great basswoods at the rear 
of it seemed to be reaching out to gather 
its walls into their cold, dark embrace. 
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The black trunks stood like sentinels, lest 
something escape from the house. 

The desire to heave a rock up into the 
crab-apple tree had left me. The crunch 
of my boots seemed like the echo of my 
father's boots, clumping up the walk so 

-long ago. Before I had time to ascend 
the steps, the door opened. Th� look on 
the face "of the girl who stood there, made 
my heart stand still. 

Amy was only the shadow of the girl 
I had left. She was taller and whiter than 
ever. Her face was thinner and her eyes 
larger. As she stood there, framed in the 
blackness of the open door, she seemed 
like so.me specter emerging from an open 
vault. 

· 

"Amy ! You have been ill !" 
She moved toward me so softly that 

ht>r fnotstens made no sound on the rotten 
i>Oards of the steps. She held out her hand. 
Her voice expressed nothing of the joy 
I had hoped it might. 

"I'm not ill ; what makes you think so?'' 
"Nothing-only--" I had dreamed of 

taking a pink-cheeked girl in my arms and 
making her smile. I took her hand, but 
could find no words. 

"Wilt you-will you sit down?" She 
motioned toward the steps. She sat down 
-after a quick, frightened glance toward 
the door-and I sat beside her. 

Our conversation dragged with com
monplace questions, punctuated by long, 
conscious silences. This was probably my 
fault. So many thoughts were hurtling 
through my mind that I could not stop any 
of them long enough to put them into 
words. After all, what was the use ? I 
had known for a long time what I was 
going to say. Why not say it now ? I 
moved nearer to her. 

-... �y/' I began, "I've had my mind 
made tJll. for the last four years that I 
would ask you to marry me. The five 
acres of orchard next the river are mine. 
I'm going to build a little white house in 
it, a little house full of big windows, with 
sunshine in every room. And it's for you, 
Amy, for you and me. Will you come?" 

"Oh !" she cried softly, as I covered her 
hands. Her eyes looked into mine, won
dering, frightened. Suddenly she pushed 
me away and rose to her feet. 

"I can't !" 
"You shal l !" 
"But I can't I" She wrenched her hand 

away from me and sprang to her feet, as 
she gave a swift, frightened glance over 
her shoulder. 

"Please don't !" she pleaded. "Please 
go away and leave me!''  Again she 
glanced over her shoulder toward the 
door. 

"Who's in that house ?" I demanded. 
"No--no one," her eyes dropped. 
"Are you telling me the truth ? You"re 

not-not married, are. you?" The possi-
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hility struck me like a malignant blow. 
"No, no, not that I Not that I" She 

came nearer in an eagerness of denial. 
"Then what in the name of heaven is 

the matter? Why do you keep looking 
at that door ? \Vho's inside ?" 

l HAD unconsciously raised my voice. 
She laid a trembling finger on her 

lips. 
''Amy, I know how you felt about your 

uncle. But, he's dead, now. \Vhat else 
have you to fear ?'' 

''He's not-not so very dead," she 
whispered. 

uVVhat do you mean ?" I caught her 
by the arm and drew her down beside me. 
"ATe you crazy ? A man who's dead, is 
dead, and that's the end of him." 

"Oh, Leigh, you'll think I'm crazy if  I 
tell you . . . . .  But you'll think I'm crazy 
if I don't-so, I'll tell you." 

She moved a little nearer as though for 
protection. "They took Uncle Gabe's body 
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to the churchyard, but-j ust the same-he 
still lives here," said Amy. 

I looked into her eyes long and steadily. 
I gently pressed her hands, and prayed for 
wisdom. 

'"Will you tell me about it ?'' 
"There's nothing to telL" Her tone was 

one of utter resignation. ''He is here, and 
I must obey, as always." 

���'lay I see him?" I asked, falling in 
with her mood. 

"He hates strangers," she said posi
tively, but after an apprehensive glance 
backward, she leaned toward me and whis
pered. "He comes to his doorway when I 
go to my room at eleven ; he's always 
there." She pointed to Gabe's old bed-

room, which opened into the dining room. 
"Why don't you .lock the door ?" 
'"I tried it once, but he was terribly 

angry. I had to step over the threshold to 
shut it." She shivered at the memory. 

"I've never been into his room since
since they took his body away." 

•·y ou shall not stay in this house another 
night !" I rose and grasped her arm 
firmly. "\\'e shall go to my mother." 

"No, no, let go I I can't f I prom
ised--" 

''Promised what-who---?" 
"Promised Uncle Gabe. He made me 

swear-no one is to be here but me." 
''But he's gone, now, Amy ; he won't 

know !11 
•·y ou do not understand. He will 

know. He is here." 
"All right, if he's here, I'm going to 

see him. l'm coming in. I'm going to 
have it out with him." 

That seemed a very ridiculous statement. 
Then I began to wonder what I would say 
if I should see Gabe. I remembered what 
my father had said to him. I recalled, as 
though it had been but the day before, the 
look of the old man as my father's hand 
tightened on the thick neck, and I still heard 
his whining plea for pity, as he cowered 
under the fierce cursing. After that wilt
ing under my father's rough handling, the 
old man had never, in my eyes, regained 
his pedestal of fearful power. But Amy 
had not seen the tyrant wilt under another 
man's wrath. She had never seen the 
streak of cowardice. It was then hit 
upon my plan. 

A FULL moon began peeping over the 
edge of the distant wood. The katy

dids called to each other, and the bull
frogs croaked in the marsh. We sat 
silent. I consulted my watch from time to 
time, and when it was almoSt eleven, I 
rose. 

"Amy, remember you are not respon
sible. I'm going into the house without 
your consent. If Gabe Bruns finds out 
that I'm here, we'll settle the matter. You 
say it is in the doorway of his bedroom 
that he appears ?" 

She nodded. Her lips trembled. 
"Now go in, Amy, and do just as you 

always do." 
She passed into the house, not without 

many evidences of misgiving, and in a 
moment I fallowed. 

I went at once to the dining room. The 
moonlight came in at the window and left 
long streaks of light across the floor. 
There was an old hickory rocker which I 
pulled to a dark corner. Opposite me was 
the doorway in which my father had 
brought the old bully to his knees. Be
yond the door, it was dark, but I could 
make out the dim, black shapes of the 
furniture in the room. 
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I heard the sputter of a match in the 
kitchen, and caught a vision of Amy's 
thin, white face. Then, with candle before 
her, she came slowly into the dining room. 
As she reached the threshold, her eyes 
turned expectantly toward the doorway of 
Gabe's room. I felt. rather than saw her 
start and stiffen, and her candle fluttered. 
Her lips were firmly pressed together, and 
the big eyes grew rounder and rounder 
as she came nearer and nearer the door. 
She kept her eyes steadfastly and fearfully 
upon it until she was almost past ; then, 
with a swish, she ran to the foot of the 
stairs like a child running from the night 
shadows. 

''Amy !" I cried. "\Vait !" 
The candle dropped from her hand and 

the room was in darkness except for the 
streaks of moonlight across the floor. But 
I knew that she was standing rigid on the 
bottom step, and that she had turned to 
look at me. I rose from my chair and ad
vanced toward the doorway of that black, 
silent room. There was no sound except the 
clatter of my shoes on the wooden floor. 

41Gabe Bruns," I cried, and my voice 
echoed weirdly in the emptiness of the 
room, "you're a skulking coward I You 
ruled your wife body and soul while she 
lived, and you drove her to her grave as 
surely as though you had thrust a knife 
into her heart. Why didn't you fight my 
father when he choked you ? It's because 
:rou were a coward ! You were afraid, and 
you whined and cringed like a whipped cur. 
Your harsh words are driving Amy now. 
While you li1·ed you dominated her com
pletely, and she believes you have power 
over her still. You have stolen her youth, 
and now you are stealing her right to love. 
Love is greater than fear, and· it will con6 
quer. I'm going to show Amy you are a 
coward, and then she'll never be afraid of 
you again !" 

I tried with all my might to conjure up 
the vision of the man as I remembered him. 
I concentrated my mind steadfastly on the 
scene of long ago and tried to repeat it. 
My hand went out to clutch his throat ; I 
began to see his little beady eyes, and his 
straggly beard. I shook him up and down 
and back and forth ; I cursed him ; I called 
upon Amy to witness that he was cower
ing ; that he was begging for mercy. 

Then something happened-to this day I 
do not know exactly what it was. But 
suddenly I felt that the room was no longer 
empty, and my hair stood on end. 

For a moment I could neither move nor 
speak, and then every muscle in my body 
came into play as I tried to whirl about 
and leap back from the doorway. But my 
head went crashing against the doorpost, 
and I fell headlong over the threshold into 
the haunted room. 

The next I knew, I was lying on the 
porch in the moonlight. Amy was bending 
over me and chafing my hands, and-was 
that fancy ?-I felt her lips touch mine, and 
they were warm and moist and sweet and 
filled me with delight. 

Slowly I opened my eyes to see if it 
were true. 

'4Does it hurt very much, Leigh?" she 
asked. "I've had to patch your forehead ; 
you cut it against the door." 

"Bungled my first appearance," I mur
mured, trying to make light of what had 
happened. 

uYou'd better Jie down awhile. You're 
dizzy yet.'' 
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I got to my feet-and without warning 
I took her in my arms and kissed her. 

I wonder who suffered more that night 
frem mental aberration, Amy or I. Had 
I not cause ? For love of me she had ven
tured over the doorsill into the haunted 
room ; her love had given her the strength 
to drag my dead weight across the dining 
room out through the long hallway and on 
to the porch. 

I did not let her see how much I dreaded 
to leave her alone in that terrible house. 

As I walked slowly home in the moon
light, I tried to convince myself that my 
nerves had simply played a trick on me as 
I stood in the doorway of Gabe's room. 
But I slept very little that night. 

Next day as I worked down in the west 
field, I wondered how Amy fared. In the 
twilight I made my way toward the old 
brick house. Evidently she had been watch
ing for me, for she ran down to the gate, 
and there was a ring in her voice that made 
my heart glad. She did not resent my 
drawing her arm through mine as we 
walked toward the porch. 

"You slept well ?" 
"Wonderfully well ! You will come in 

again tonight, won't you ?-to make sure 
that he is gone ?" 

4'0 f course-if you wish me to." 
\V e sat on the steps again. Our con

versation was disconnected. There were 
long pauses when we said nothing. The 
occurrence of the night before filled our 
minds to the exclusion of everything else. 

· We became a little more cheerful after 
awhile. I told her stories of my adventures 
over seas and she even broke into a low 
laugh now and then. The moon came up 
and went overhead, and I forgot the time 
until I noticed Amy was replying in mono
syllables. 

"You're all right ?" I asked anxiously. 
44Yes, a11 right. But-you're coming in 

while I light my candle--?" 
I promised. She went inside. I fol

lowed in a few moments. I sat in the old 
hickory rocker, and listened to her foot
steps in the kitchen. Then she appeared in 
the doorway, with her lighted candle. 

"Amy," I called boldly, "don't look to
ward that door. He's not there. There's 
nothing there. You know I frightened him 
away last night. Don't recognize that he's 
there !" 

She tried to obey. Fixing her eyes upon 
me, she advanced slowly ; then, compelled 
by some force she seemed powerless to re
sist, she turned swiftly and faced the door. 

"Tell him to go I" she cried. "Tell him 
to go !" 

There was no resisting her appeal. 
strode to the door and again consigned the 
spirit of old Gabe to the nether regions. 
This time nothing happened. 

When I had finished, I turned to find my 
audience of one standing on the lower stair, 
her candle in her hand. The look on her 
face told me my performance had been all 
she had expected. She gave a sigh of re
lief and yielded herself to my embrace. 

Each night she came further down the 
road to meet me. Her improvement was 
so marked that I felt it was now only a 
matter of days until she would consent to 
let me take her home. There was a spring 
in her step ; the buoyancy of youth began 
to assert itself. And yet, when the time 
came each evening for me to take my leave, 
she would become silent and ill at ease. In 
spite of special gossip reserved for tlJiS 
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particular time, I could not arouse her in
terest. Apparently, I became as one ab
sent. Then would come the question : 

"Will you come in while I light my can
dle?" 

Each night I stood in the doorway and 
delivered my defiance to the dead man
and always I felt a tremor of fear though 
my words were bold enough. In the light 
of day I despised myself for my nervous
ness. 

I put the memory of that one terrifying 
moment far back in my mind, and made 
myself see that the whole thing was a ri
diculous farce. Here was I, a grown man, 
in the possession of my right mind, fight
ing with tongue and hands a shadow that 
existed only in the mind of an overwrought 
girl. And I began to realize that I was 
1101 helping Amy. The very fact that I 
spoke and acted as though conscious of 
Gabe's presence, confirmed in her mind the 
belief that the delusion was a reality. I 
made up my mind never to play that Don 
Quixote rOle again. And so it was that 
when she began, 44\VHI you--?" I inter
rupted her with : 

41NO, Amy, I will not go in with Y.JU 
while you light your candle. I have been. 
a fool. Instead of helping you, I have in
jured you by yielding to your foolish re
quest. There is no such thing as the spirit 
of Gabe Bruns in that house. I have pre
tended, because I wanted you to believe in 
my power to frighten him away. You do 
belie,·e that he is afraid of me; the thing 
to be done is, to make him afraid of york 
Amy, that thing is only a fantasy of your 
mind. Gabe ruled you while he lived, be
cause you turned your will-power over to 
him. That will-power must be broo,;ht 
back ; the price of it is courage-more 
courage than you have ever been able to 
summon in all your life. You yourself 
must overcome that fear that possesses 
you." 

uHow ?" she aSked faintly. 
I could not answer, so I parried. uThere 

is one thing greater than fear. It is love. 
Do you love me, Amy?" 

14Yes, yes !" she whispered. 
I had been waiting always for that word. 

Now that it came I must stand motionless. 
I knew if I touched her I could not remain 

- firm in my resolve. I dared not pity her. 
"Then if you love me, you tnust defy 

Gabe's will and come with me." 
"I can't ! I can't !" 
I steeled myself for what I knew must 

come. "Then you yourself must tell Gabe 
Bruns to go to the devil where he belongs. 
If you master your fear enough to tell 
him that. he will never bother you again. 
God knows I would help you if I could, 
but there are some things my love cannot 
do for you ; your love for me must do this. 
Good night !" 

"You're not going? Not-realty?" she 
cried in dismay. 

44Yes. You may come with me-but I 
wilt not stay." 

Summoning all the courage at my com
mand, I turned my feet in the direction of 
the gate and kept them moving. I walked 
as quickly as I could down the moonlight 
road ; I ran or stumbled my way across 
the broken fields, until I stood panting at 
the fence of the west field. Then I paused 
and looked back The Bruns place stood 
an inky splotch against the distant slcy. 
The trees that enfolded it, formed grotes
que figures with shaggy heads tilted back-
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ward as though in fiendish laughter; their 
far-flung branches mocked and beckoned 
like eerie arms. Again, their flaunting tops 
seemed like funeral plumes waving dol'e
fully over a bier. 

Cursing myself for a deserter, I turned 
and stumbled back over the rough-plowed 
fields, my utmost efforts at speed seeming 
like the slow clumsineSs of a snail ; mo
mentary harrowing visions that flitted 
across my mind were so real, so poignant, 
that they seemed like never-ending night
mares. I pictured Amy crumbled in a heap 
before the doorway, paralyzed with terror ; 
I saw her at the foot of the stairs, her 
face a death-mask of horror ; I imagined 
her lying cold and white upon her bed, a 
red stream flowing from her heart, dead by 
her own hand ; I glimpsed her wandering 
under the whispering old trees, her hair 
disheveled, her eyes wild, muttering and 
gibbering, bereft of reason. 

But worse than these, I saw her moving 
about in that settled, deadly calm of con
viction, accepting her self-imposed fate, her 
mind and soul turned over to the unseen 
powers of darkness, her body a thing of 
marble that moved mechanically to do the 
bidding of old Gabe Bruns. But through 
this brain confusion, two questions clam
ored for answer. Should I go in and fight 
the battle, not once more, b�t over and over 
again, .that the girl, through her belief in 
me, might have peace? Or should I take 
her away by force, trusting that 1ill would 
be well ? 

I had come to no conclusion when I stood 
panting under the basswoods, The place 
was completely wrapped in darkness. Had 
Amy lighted her candle ?  Had she made 
her way up-stairs and extinguished it?  Had 
she--? 

Suddenly I became aware of a flickering 

light in the north gable, It was so small, 
so uncertain. It advanced and retreated 
like a will-o'-the-wisp in the marsh, Tliert--
all at once it burst into a warm yellow 
flame, and as quickly became blotted out. 

I sprang up the walk, pushed open the 
door, and felt my way down the long black 
hall until I reached the dining room door, 
Then I stood transfixed by the sight of the 
figure which appeared in the kitchen door
way. 

Amy's long braids almost reached the 
hem of her white gown. Her face was 
paler than I had ever seen it. Her slender 
body was upright. She held her head high 
and there was a slight curl to her lips. Her 
eyes, which seemed to outshine the candle, 
looked straight toward the door of Gabe's 
room. She advanced, and holding the taper 
high above her head, searched every nook 
and corner of the haunted room. Then her 
voice, c1ear and resonant, thrilled me with 
its quality of command. 

"Gabe Bruns," she said, "Uncle Gabe
you ruled me while you lived, but that was 
because I did not know you had no right 
to take my mind and soul. I know now 
that you have no right to steal my life. 
You shall not steal my lover, who is more 
to me than life itself. He is mine 1 I take 
back the vow I made, I'm going to leave 
your house forever, and you can leave my 
life forever I Go!" 

"Amy !" I cried softly. 
Slowly she turned toward me, her big 

eyes questioning ; then a smile, the sweet
ness of which I had never seen before, 
trembled on her lips. In a moment my 
arms were about her, her head was lying 
on my breast, and her low voice said in 
my ears : 

"Leigh, dear Leigh ! Let us go!" 

Spirit Tales 
(Continued from page 75) 

having successively rejected electrical 
apparatus, radio-active and ph?sphores
cent substances, and explostves, we 
succeeded with ferro-ceritim handled 
under certain conditions. One of our 
colleagues has been able to construct a 
minute instrument with which Erto's 
lights have been reproduced to perfec
tion. 

"\Ve concentrated our investigations 
on this and established the following 
facts : "1. A small rectangular block of 
ferro-cerium one centimeter long was 
found· in the siphon of a sink in which 
Erto washed immediately after a seance 
and before the final X-ray examination 
which Erto was to undergo. "2. Analysis of the working of the 
medium revealed the presence of minute 
but unmistakable traces of ferro
cerium. "3. At the close of the last seance he 
refused to allow himself to be examined 
at the level of the pelvis by the doctors 
present. 

"4. A circular hole, large enough to 
enable a small pencil to be pushed 
through, was found in the tights he 
h:l'd worn, at this level. 

"Such are the facts. I give them 
without comment ; adding that the me
dium vehemently affirms his innocence 
and declares himself ready to submit to 
new tests. 

"As to the phenomenon I have pre
viously communicated to the readers of 
Le Malin-finger-prints on photo
graphic plates in closed and sealed 
slides-this remains unexplained. It 
will, however, be prudent to hold this in 
suspense for the present. 

( Signed ) G. Geley, Director of the 
Metapsychic Institute." 

I WAS amused to read in the quarterly 
transactions of the British Col

lege of Psychic Science a note regret
ting the passing of one of the biggest 
fakers of modern times. My' reference 
is to Professor Bert Reese-the old 
mind-reader whose tricks were com
pletely exposed in this magazine by 
Mr. Samri Frikell. Although this ex
posnre was given international prom
inence, we find the world's foremost 
journal devoted to psychic science, stat
ing, in its obituary notice, that Reese 
had "a remarkable gift." 

It is disheartening. 
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