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MYSHKIN, by David V. Reed
Since it became known that I was mixed up in what Time called, “The Mad Myshkin Affair,” I’ve been bothered so much I decided to put it down, get it printed, and the hell with it. My life has become too complicated. Day and night, my telephone’s at the mercy of jerks, ghouls, crackpots and people with out-of-town accents. My mail’s so heavy, by the time I find the bills, they’re overdue. And nobody believes it anyway, so the hell with it.
But one thing I’d like understood from the start: I don’t expect to be believed. By now I’m just a little weary of telling people I mean it, even if I can’t explain it. Aren’t scientists working on it? They had me down at the Institute again last week, and there were dozens of them in white coats, waving pince-nez at me. It may take them a long time to figure it out but when it happens—and it’ll happen!—everybody’ll realize I meant it. Remember, I wasn’t alone in this. Meanwhile I’m reconciled. I know it’s wild. I knew it all the time it was happening, but that was no reason not to believe it….




I wasn’t back from overseas one day when I discovered I was the only one who had an idea that Myshkin was losing his mind. That’s something I wouldn’t say about my worst enemy—not often, anyway—and Andrey Myshkin was my best friend.
Take the way he didn’t meet me at the station. I’d re-enlisted and been overseas with the Air Force as a meteorological officer for twenty-two months, and I’d written Myshkin almost every week, but the last few months he’d hardly ever answered. When he did knock off a few lines, half the time I couldn’t understand his scribbling. All I could gather was that he was working on an invention and I figured he had plenty to do without sending me greetings. But then, when they flew me home and I telephoned him from Washington the night before I was discharged, things started being a little different from what I’d expected.
Not that I caught it right off. When the operator told me Myshkin’s number had been changed, I didn’t think anything of it. And when I spoke to Myshkin, he sounded confused—but outside of asking how he was and how things were, and saying I was glad to be back, I was hard up for conversation myself. I told Myshkin what train I’d make and he said he’d meet it. My train pulled in on time at 12:38, and by two o’clock—after I’d kept phoning and got no answer—I figured there must be a good reason for his not showing up.
So I put my stuff in a cab and went up to East 52nd, where Myshkin and I had shared an apartment before the draft snatched me. All the way there I kept wondering if he’d left my name on the row of bells in the foyer downstairs, and I knew it would give me a bang if it was still there.
It wasn’t, and neither was Myshkin’s. The card in the slide for apartment 4D said: Miss Harriet Hopper.
I talked to the elevator boy. He was new, but he didn’t remember any Mr. Andrey Myshkin living in the house in the three months he’d been there. The porter might’ve known, but this was a Saturday and he’d quit at noon. The superintendent lived two houses away, but he’d gone uptown to the Columbia game. Yes, there was a photographer in the house—Miss Hopper, in 4D. He thought she was in, and for half a buck he went up to tell her I wanted to see her and what about. It was all right and he took me up.
The door to 4D was open, and Miss Harriet Hopper was standing in the doorway, waiting for me. It was sunshine and spring flowers, the way she stood there and smiled at me.
I wanted to bite her, but instead I shook hands with her and she asked me in. Right off, I saw that a lot of our furniture was gone, and what was left had been moved, but I could have followed her blindfolded just by inhaling the delicate perfume that trailed after her.




My story didn’t take long. When I finished, she offered me a smoke and didn’t say anything until we’d both had a few drags, and meanwhile we traded onceovers until she quit.
“Didn’t you write him, lieutenant?” she asked.
“Certainly,” I said. “He never wrote he was moving, and he was getting my letters or they’d have come back.”
She rose from her chair and I followed her legs as she crossed the room to a desk. “You mind if I ask how long you’ve been living here, Miss Hopper?”
“Almost four months.” She opened the desk and brought back a folded legal-looking paper. “I sub-let the apartment from Mr. Myshkin. This is my lease.”
“I don’t have to look at it,” I said. “I believe you.”
“It doesn’t mention you at all, lieutenant.”
“Why should it?” I said. “Myshkin has my power of attorney, and anything he does, I approve. The important thing is that you know him. Can you tell me where he moved?”
“The important thing, lieutenant,” she said politely, “is that I don’t know you.”
I almost swallowed the cigarette.
“I’m sorry,” she said. “That wasn’t very nice of me, was it? Frankly, Mr. Myshkin hasn’t told me where he lives, but he has asked me not to give out any information about him.”
“What?” I said. She knew I didn’t believe her and wasn’t trying to hide it. “They gave me his new number when I called,” I said.
“Then why don’t you try him again? The phone’s been moved—it’s just inside the darkroom there. Please, won’t you?” She led the way to the room Myshkin had used as his darkroom, opened the door for me and walked away. “Possibly,” she threw over her shoulder, “the chief operator would give you his address if you explained.”
I dialed the old number, got the new one and tried it. There was no answer. I talked to the chief operator and the supervisor and struck out. I put the phone back, told Miss Hopper I’d be right back, and went out and rang for the elevator. I’d left my stuff downstairs with the boy. I got it and brought it up. Then, without really knowing why, but partly because something went bzzzz! in my head, instead of ringing the doorbell, I tried my old key in the lock. Of course it didn’t fit, and while I was still monkeying with it, Miss Hopper opened the door.
“I changed the lock some time ago,” she said.
“Please don’t leap to any conclusions,” I said.
“I’d crawl away from the conclusions I’ve made!” she said, her eyes stabbing me. “A fine soldier you are! If you’re a soldier! No wonder you looked familiar—I’ve probably seen your picture on post office bulletins!”
“Please, Miss Hopper!” I said. “After all…” Then I walked right in past her, put my stuff down in the center of the living room, and began taking out some of the dross I’d collected in my official travels.
Miss Hopper followed me in. “What are you doing there?” she demanded. “If you don’t get out right now—”
“You’ll call the police,” I said. “The police, do you hear?”
“You won’t stop me!” she cried. “You wouldn’t dare!”
“Miss Hopper, you’re so darned pretty!” I said.
“You’re after him! I knew it the moment I saw you!” she cried. “Poor Mr. Myshkin. But it won’t do any good! I swear it! You can torture me and I won’t say a single word!”
“You’re a brave girl!” I said, getting up. I’d found half a few letters from Myshkin and some group snapshots that included both of us. I got out the folder with my discharge and my last orders and tried to give it to Miss Hopper.
She ducked around a chair and stayed there, waltzing around nervously. “Put it down!” she said, brushing back her very light blonde hair. “Just put it down on this chair.”
I put it down and backed off. “Read it,” I said. “Do me that favor.”
“Promise—”
“Promised, Miss Hopper. Before you asked.”
She went through it thoroughly, comparing me to every one of the snapshots, comparing various signatures, serial numbers and dates, and even held some of the stuff against the light. Then she looked up at me and the corners of her mouth curved a little, as if she wanted to smile but wondered how I’d take it.
“Miss Hopper, must beautiful women be stupid?” I said.
“Thank you,” she murmured. “Then you’re not angry?”
“Henry Bannerman angry with you? Not even annoyed—just mixed up. All I want to know is where is Myshkin. Do you know?”
“Yes,” she nodded.
“You’ll tell me?”
“I—I think so. No, please don’t say anything—not until I explain. You see, Mr. Myshkin doesn’t know that I know, and I think he’d be terribly upset if he did. I found out by accident—he dropped a postcard addressed to him when he was here one night. It was just an ad from a radio supply house. He didn’t seem to miss it and I didn’t mention it because it was just about then, oh, maybe two months ago, that he began acting so mysteriously.”
“Myshkin?” I said. “Mysteriously?”
“Well,” she hesitated, “he seemed so… so furtive and… and troubled…” She gave it up with a little shrug. “Oh, you know how he is, even ordinarily.”
“Let’s not take anything for granted,” I said. “How is he?”
“Wouldn’t you agree he’s—well, eccentric?”
“Eccentric?”
She smiled politely. “You know, people disagree about those things. I really don’t know him very well.”
I shook my head. “I don’t get it. You’d have to know him pretty well to think he’s eccentric. Of course, he drinks Slivovitz and beer, and he makes surrealist movies, and he likes to play with color wheels—but that’s not what you mean,” I said, “is it?”
“I’m really not sure what I mean,” she said.
“You said he comes here?” I said.
“He’s been here several times. He comes for the rent and to copy some of the things he left on the walls in the darkroom. He asked me not paint the darkroom. He asked me not to paint over them until he’s through.”
“On the walls?” I asked.
“Please.”
I followed her to the darkroom. She opened the door and turned on an overhead light. Myshkin’s cabinets and shelves and work tables were still there, but the equipment was new to me. Two walls were freshly-painted ivory, but the other two, meeting in the corner where Myshkin’s enlarger had stood, were the same old seasick green. The green walls were just about covered with notes and figures and diagrams. I didn’t even try to work them out. They’d been put down with pencil, ink, crayon—as if the writer had grabbed anything handy.
“Miss Hopper, this really beats me,” I said. “Myshkin was no wall-writer when I lived with him, but that’s his handwriting. Is this what he comes to copy?”
“It’s the only logical conclusion,” she said. “He goes in here by himself and he closes the door. Sometimes he stays a minute or two, but once he stayed more than an hour. What else would he do in here? Siphon my hypo or something? Why doesn’t he want these two walls painted? There wasn’t anything on the others.”
“Now tell me he copies the stuff in the dark,” I said.
She laughed with me as we went back to the living room, but she said, “Maybe he does. I hear him switch on the light after he goes in and before he comes out, but maybe he unscrews the bulb,” and she laughed again.
“I have a feeling you half mean that,” I said.
“Well, ten per cent, anyway. Would you like a drink?”
“You talked me into it,” I said. “Some of this might make sense after a drink.”
So we had two or three drinks. She asked me about the army and I told her she was among the first half dozen pretty girls I’d seen since I got back, and she said the way I looked at her sometimes, she’d thought she was the very first. I tried Myshkin’s number again and did no better. When I got ready to leave, she showed me the postcard Myshkin had dropped. It was from a downtown radio supply house, and the address looked as if it had been stenciled by one of those machines that run off mailing lists of regular customers. I decided not to ask myself what Myshkin was doing with radio supplies and felt much better. The address was: 22 Force Tube Avenue, in Manhattan, and I had no idea where it was.
“It’s downtown, just outside the west border of the Village,” Miss Hopper said. “It’s near the waterfront, and the whole street’s a single block long, and nobody knows it exists or what its name means. Anyway, nobody I’ve asked.”
“What’s the place itself like?”
“I don’t know. I never went.”
“Then how—”
“Oh, I happened to be looking at a map of the city streets and I looked it up. Poor Mr. Myshkin, he’s so thin and haggard I sometimes feel like—”
“Wait a minute,” I said. “Who’s thin and haggard?”
“What a queer question!” she said.
“I got a feeling the answer’s even queerer,” I said. “Did you say Myshkin was thin and haggard?”
“You heard me say so,” she said. “What’s so odd about that?”
“You know,” I said, “I’ve had a feeling something was wrong ever since I got here.”
“Goodness,” she said. “You sound just like Batman.”
“I happen to be a junior G-man,” I said. “The last time I saw my friend Myshkin, he weighed a slow two hundred and fifty pounds.”
“Well, he must have been worrying since then,” she said. “The Mr. Andrey Myshkin I know is thin and haggard. And if you’re such a good friend of his, why don’t you ever refer to him by his first name?”
“Who, Myshkin?”
“Yes, Andrey.”
“You know him that well?”
“I said I didn’t!”
“Everybody calls him Myshkin,” I said. “That’s the kind he is. All right. What made you keep the card?”
“Look here, you! If—”
“Please,” I said, holding up a hand. “I am a troubled man. Why did you keep the card?”
She looked at me quizzically, then she said, “Because it seemed like a good idea to know where I could find my landlord if I needed him for anything important.”
“Am I important?”
“Important in what way?”
“Important to you, Miss Hopper,” I said. “Does my nearness thrill you? Think before you answer, but please say yes, Miss Hopper. I am madly in love with you and would carry you off now, if I weren’t sure that you are implicated in the murder of my friend Myshkin. Still, on the chance that you aren’t, will you have dinner with me one night soon?”
“What happens to girls who say no?”
“Their bodies are discovered in the river.”
“Then I’ll be one of the yesses,” she said.
“Good,” I said. “Those don’t even get discovered.”
“Call me and let me know what happens?”
“You bet,” I said.




I had some trouble with a cab driver because we couldn’t find Force Tube Avenue, but we found it. It was one block long. It has some big warehouses and loading platforms, a few lots with half their fences gone, a fruit line’s pier at the far end, and number 22. It had no number on it, but it was the only building on the block that might have had someone living in it—if, for some reason, anyone would want to.
It was a sad old red-brick house, one story high. Most of the ground floor was taken up by a large arch-shaped wooden door that had once been painted green. The sidewalk in front of it sloped to the gutter and was paved with small cobblestones, and from that and the large door, I guessed there had once been a small stable or maybe a blacksmith’s shop there. To its left there was a narrow wooden door with a brick step before it and grass growing around the brick. On one of the doorposts there was a rusty mailbox and an old-fashioned door-pull. There wasn’t any name on either of them.
I yanked the pull and stepped back. The street was empty and quiet, but I could hear voices and machinery from the pier. The sun was warm and there were gulls in the sky.
There were two big windows in the upper story, both completely covered with black shades. I yanked the pull again a few times and listened at the door.
Suddenly it opened and there stood Myshkin. Don’t ask me how I recognized him. He was unquestionably thin and haggard. He stood in his socks, wearing trousers much too big for him, and an undershirt. He hadn’t shaved in days and his thick black hair looked wild. He stared at me with bloodshot eyes that were full of sleep. Then all at once his worn-out face looked happy and he grabbed my hand. “It’s Henry! It’s really Henry!” he cried. “Come in! Come in! Damn it, what time is it? Don’t stand there!”
He was shivering and I went in quickly. When I closed the door behind me, everything was pitch dark inside, but Myshkin kept pumping my hand as he led me up a slanting flight of wooden stairs to a large room upstairs. “Three-thirty?” he kept saying. “What? How could that be? I set my clock. That’s terrible, not meeting you. Three-thirty? I can’t understand it, on my word.”
“It’s all right, Myshkin,” I said. “You look tired.”
“I’m not surprised,” said Myshkin. “Sit down. Smoke. Talk.”
We lit cigarettes and he went to let the window shades up halfway, still jabbering. I took a quick look around the place. It had a few beat-out pieces of furniture, a rusty sink, a grimy gas range, an open bathroom (the door hung askew on one hinge) with a tiny tub, and two rear windows that were covered with black tar-paper. Up front, most of the room was taken up by a huge, new-looking, unpainted wooden work table that ran around three walls. It was littered with electronic tubes and dials and odd delicate bits of machinery, as if somebody had been disemboweling cameras and radios and who knows what else just for the hell of it. Over the table there were three continuous stepped shelves that overflowed with vats, jars, cans, cartons and boxes. Near me there was an unmade studio bed with a torn sheet and naked pillow. More pillows were piled in a chair, half burying a telephone and an alarm clock.
I pointed to the pillows. “Maybe that’s why you didn’t hear the clock or the telephone,” I said. “Myshkin, I never saw you look so tired.”
“I just wanted a nap,” he said, coming back and tossing the pillows on the bed. “I’m ashamed, you waiting there, Henry. How many times did you ring? You rang this number, didn’t you? Sure, the operator would give—”
He broke off abruptly, let the last pillow drop back on the chair and looked at me. “How did you know I lived here?” he asked.
“Military intelligence,” I said.
“How did you know?” he asked again, and his voice dried out and caught in his throat. He sounded badly frightened and his eyes gleamed a dull smoky orange like a cat’s. He didn’t give me a chance to answer. “Who sent you?” he said in a crazy, croaking whisper.
“Myshkin, what the hell is the matter with you?” I said.
He started nodding and kept it up as be backed off until he came up against the nearest end of his work table. He sneaked a hand up behind him and kept it there as he came toward me again. All this time he was talking in a small, hurried voice. “It’s nothing, Henry, on my word. I’m a little jumpy these days, that’s all. Tired, that’s what it is, just as you said…” By then he was close enough to swing at me with the heavy flash-gun he’d hidden behind his back.
He started to swing. I swayed a little to one side and got a hand up to where it would catch his wrist, and his arm froze. We stood there like that for a couple of seconds with our eyes locked—Myshkin ready to brain me, one of my hands open and the other a fist. Maybe the first did it. He looked at it and his arm fell limply to his side. The flash-gun dropped out of his hand and banged to the floor.
“I’m tired, Henry,” he said. “Pooped…”
He was trembling. I led him to the bed, sat him down and threw a thin blanket over his shoulders. It hung on his shivering bones and shivered with him. Then his breathing began to calm, and after awhile his eyes closed and he fell back and slept.
“Welcome home,” I said.




But Myshkin had to explain. What he really wanted was to hit me over the head and bury me in the yard, but he would have been satisfied to pack his stuff and disappear. He couldn’t connect with my head, and he had too much stuff to pack—not to mention certain things that couldn’t be packed anymore—and if he’d known where to disappear, he couldn’t afford it. That was why he had to explain.
It wasn’t just that he had all my savings. I’d had clothes, books, records, some of my own furniture, and half an apartment. It wasn’t easy coming home to find everything gone.
“Hocked, sold, gone,” Myshkin told me. Tears were running down his face. “Every goddam thing. That painting Eagle gave you—I got a hundred and ten bucks for it from Siegman. The French prints, forty each. Hock shops, art dealers, hot goods specialists. Anywhere I could raise a dime. Furniture, the works. I kept an account.” He wiped his nose and went on wringing his hands. “Call the cops,” he wept.
“What about my bank balance?”
“You think I would sell your things if there was any money in your account?” he asked. The thought added enthusiasm to his weeping.
“The whole three thousand?” I asked.
“Gone, gone. The bonds too. Call the cops.”
“But where did it all go?”
“Experiments. My experiments.”
“What experiments?”
At that he took hold of himself. He looked away from me and dried his eyes. “I’m hungry,” he said. “Haven’t eaten all day. What time is it?”
“Almost seven.”
“I’ll make eggs,” he said. He got off the bed and wrapped the blanket around him. He’d slept three hours and wakened with a nightmarish yell that made me jump a foot out of the chair I’d sat in.
He turned on the big unshaded bulb that hung from the ceiling by a black wire. It threw his shadow around on the walls in grotesque masses.
“Eggs.” he wailed, as he went to the gas range.
He opened the oven compartment and took out a massive loaf of black bread, some lard, coffee grinds, a can of chili, a frying pan and a misshapen percolator.
He began feeling inside some of the cartons and boxes on the shelves over the work table, and presently he found an egg in one, two in another, and came away empty-handed from the rest.
“Three lousy eggs,” he wept, dragging the blanket back to the gas range. “New hideouts, for what? Three eggs!”
“Why don’t we go out to eat?” I said. “Nice clams?”
He shook his head. “Don’t worry, they’re fresh.” The tears cascaded down his sunken cheeks and the head-shaking scattered moisture over the dust that lay half an inch deep around his socks. “That’s one thing about the goddam eggs around here.”
Finally I asked: “What’s all this talk about eggs?”
He was crying so bitterly, maybe he didn’t hear me.




“I left my Washington job July 1st,” Myshkin told me while he smoked. “I couldn’t have gone on much longer anyway. Worked there all day and at home all night. You know what I was doing?”
“Aerial survey research, wasn’t it?”
“Close. We put together different shots and worked out three-dimensional layouts of terrain. Great stuff, but I was dead on my feet. Dizzy spells, nausea. And I had this thing on my mind all the time.”
“What thing? That’s the third time you said that.”
“Time and money, that was what it needed. What did it matter if I had to hock, sell or borrow? Of course, you realize you’re a partner?”
“How generous. A partner in what?”
“Is the coffee still warm? Pour me some.”
“When are you going to tell me?”
“At once. Where are my shoes? It’s absolutely filthy down there. Henry, I’m glad you’re back. I realize now what I’ve needed all along is someone to talk to. This way, it’s downstairs. Finding this place was a stroke of luck, on my word.”
He led the way down the sloping stairs, groped along an unlit narrow hall and unlocked a door that opened a single room of approximately the same dimensions as the one above. When he turned on a wall light, I saw that the place had indeed once been, as I’d guessed, a blacksmith’s shop. For that matter, it might still have been one. The recessed forge up front looked recently used, and there were two anvils and a bellows, some hammers and tongs in position near it. But that was a later impression. My first one was all color—green and yellow.
There were a great many things in the room: a lathe, a diemaker’s bench, innumerable small tools, a jeweler’s eye-piece, rolls of blueprints, sections of steel tubing, spindles of copper wire, and so on. All of these, and everything else in the room, including the walls, floor and ceiling—with a single exception—were covered with a thin layer of very fine, pale yellow powder that had an obviously adhesive property, as soft to the touch as cornstarch.
The exception was a large, mysterious object in the center of the room, completely draped with yards of green silk, like a strange monument. The green silk, even where it touched the floor, was the only thing free of the pale yellow powder.
Whatever it was, under the silk, it had a circular base perhaps ten feet in diameter, and tapered gradually to a height of about seven feet. Its apex was also a disc, a foot across. It looked, well, like an upended, blunt-nosed shell for some incredible mortar.
I let my breath out softly and caught Myshkin looking at me with the predatory expression he’d had five hours earlier, his eyes as luminous as a tiger’s.
“Now, Myshkin,” I said gently.
“I have suffered,” he said. “It leaves its mark on a man. I have never shown this to anyone. I keep thinking someone knows about it. It is possible someone knows.”
“I know someone who wants to know.” I said. “Me.”
“I keep forgetting,” Myshkin sighed. “Give me a cigarette.” He took a cigarette and a light. “You see this machine?”
“Is that what’s under the green silk?”
“The Myshkin Photosculpt. Of course, the fact that your name is not used does not affect your full partnership. Prepare yourself.”
Solemnly he walked the few steps to his creation. Gathering a fold of the green silk, in a voice of restrained emotion he announced: “The Myshkin Photosculpt,” and unveiled the machine.
I stared at it. It looked like nothing so much, all-in-all, as a large, queer bird cage. Its projectile-like form was given to it by its framework of steel ribs and tubing, but that was the least of it. I walked closer and began to see detail. Later on, when I had to answer questions about it, and it was a little fresher in my mind, they wrote down what I said. I’ll quote from it: “There was no bottom to the cage. It was mounted on three small wheels able to move in any direction. The vertical ribs were steel supports for the rest of the cage. The horizontal ribs were actually a continuous, slowly-ascending spiral made of steel tubing. The tubing had been cut open and parted, forming a rail. Three of these rails were side by side, spiraling up. They led to the apex of the cage, where the machine itself, you might say, hung suspended.
“This machine was more or less rectangular, a box-like affair about three feet long by two wide. It seemed to be made of sections of many metals besides steel, including aluminum, brass, lead, silver, and there were knobs of black hard rubber, and tiny cones that were gleaming gold spikes. On the long side that faced the inside of the cage, there were at least half a dozen lenses of different shapes and sizes, some with a great many minute facets. They were surrounded by jeweled dials, meters, gauges and silver switches.
“The back of the box had three sets of small flanged wheels to fit the spiral rails. The top of the box held a shallow steel funnel a foot in diameter. It emptied into a wide copper tube that plunged directly into the box, emerging from the two remaining long sides in a dozen or more intricate copper coils. The bottom of the box held a steel knob as wide as the upper funnel…”
There was probably a lot more I didn’t remember even then.
Anyway, after awhile Myshkin said, quietly: “Well, Henry?”
“Myshkin, what does it do?”
“What does the name sound like it does?”
“I don’t know. I’m overwhelmed.”
“You think this is something? You ought to see the works inside.” He shook his head dreamily from side to side, eyes half closed. “I consider this an absolute marvel,” he murmured. “In all modesty.” He dropped his butt and ground it out with a heel. A few grains of the yellow powder had caught briefly, giving off an acrid odor.
“Originally,” said Myshkin. “I began with a machine that was a camera capable of working in three dimensions.”
“Yes…”
“In its basic form, the machine will photograph a given subject from every angle, depending on the relative positions of the subject and the machine. For instance, I place a table inside the frame. On the table I put a box. The machine will now photograph the four sides of the box and its top—since this machine is, at the start, on a higher level than the box. If I suspend the box within the frame by a string, keeping it at the same height, the machine will now also photograph the under side. You understand?”
“Yes.”
“Nothing,” said Myshkin, scornfully. “A box is simple. Its sides and surfaces are flat. But suppose I stand a champagne bottle on the table. Now the machine will photograph around the bottle. If I suspend it, it will also photograph the bottom of the bottle. Depending on how I set the machine, it will do this merely by dividing the roundness into so many flat sections. You understand?”
“I’m not sure.”
“Think of it this way,” said Myshkin. “We have a label encircling the bottle. On it we print numbers running from one to fifty. An ordinary photograph will take perhaps from one to ten. Eleven will be distorted, twelve beyond view. But the machine will take a continuous, undistorted exposure of all the numbers from one to fifty. Actually, it is taking a series of ordinary photographs joined to make one. It does this by moving around the bottle—just as it photographed the box by moving around it. Look here…”
Myshkin flung the green silk drape to me and turned to his machine. Reaching up to the box within the cage, he unfastened a cable and stepped back.
The large rectangular box began to roll slowly down the gentle spiral of the rails. The lenses remained trained on the interior of the cage. By the time it had lowered itself a foot, it was halfway through its third circuit. Myshkin stopped and anchored it there.
“You see?” he asked, and when I nodded, he said with a little smile, “You look disappointed.”
“It’s a clever gadget,” I said.
Myshkin’s smile turned into a sneer. “A clever gadget! Bah! I am talking about a product of genius. What do you see here? A lousy machine that circles a subject and takes a lot of little exposures on a continuous film. What does this do that a movie camera doesn’t do a hell of a lot better, with less trouble?”
“I’ll bite.”
“Thanks,” said Myshkin. “Now listen to me. I’ve told you what this machine would do in its basic form, as a camera. But it is not a camera. It is a machine that makes three-dimensional reproductions of what it sees. I am not talking about views of three dimensions. I mean solid matter.”
“Huh?”
“Good,” said Myshkin. “Jump again. I like it.”
“What kind of solid matter?” I said.
“Any kind. Whatever you feed it, as long as it’s malleable.”
“What do you mean?” I said.
“Jump,” said Myshkin. “They’ll all jump.” He waved a hand at the machine. “What is it to photograph around a bottle? Is a photograph three-dimensional? No. A million photographs. Bah! What I wanted was a duplicate of the box or bottle. A small one, perhaps, but an actual representation. If the bottle had rough glass, I wanted to feel it. If the box had a dent in it, how could I see it unless the dent managed to pick up a shadow? Remember, originally I was thinking of something to eliminate the camera, and to hell with all that juxtaposing hundreds of flat shots. I wanted a machine—well, let’s say something you could take up in a plane, focus on the terrain, and get—you know what? Ask me!”
“What?”
“A relief map, that’s what! The size depending on the machine and its focus! With lenses that would focus so automatically that infinity would start at a hundredth of an inch from the machine. No worries about depth! And with infrared, so even an absolute minimum of light would—”
“The machine actually works with solid matter?”
“Anything malleable. Anything that can turn solid. Even water, if I freeze it fast enough! Three-dimensional images of three-dimensional objects!”
“But how, Myshkin?”
“Give me a smoke,” said Myshkin. “Light it for me. You got me more excited than I’ve been since those early days, before…”
He broke off suddenly. His face, so flushed and animated a moment before, became the pallid, weary mask it had been when I’d watched him sleeping. His hands trembled so violently that he dropped the cigarette I gave him. Again there was a brief whiff of something sharp and choking before Myshkin stamped out the sparks burning in the yellow powder. I lit another cigarette for him and he smoked while he talked.
“I started with rags and paper.” His voice had lost its edge. “I learned how to compress the stuff, then I tried other materials—things like sawdust, then cheeses, gelatins, then plastics and plastic wood, then plaster of Paris, clay mixtures, and finally metals. Anything I could melt. I could put you in the cage and do a bronze bust of you up to thirty inches tall and fifteen deep. Or a full figure of the same size, depending on the focus. You begin to understand what I have here?”
I nodded, playing with the silk drape in my hands.
“You begin to see its commercial possibilities?” Myshkin went on, enthusiasm rekindling his eyes. “Not only maps in full, absolutely authentic relief; not only perfect duplicates of the greatest sculpture and statuary; not only three-dimensional portraits of heads, busts, the tape, fighters at the instant a punch is knocking down one of them; not only magnificent scale models of ships, buildings, whole cities… What’s the matter, Henry?”
“Nothing,” I said. “I’m just trying to think.”
“Henry, you don’t have to kid me. You don’t believe what I’m saying, do you? Don’t be polite; skepticism is healthy. Tell me, I’m just standing here talking to myself. Right?”
“Myshkin, if you were in my place—”
“Fine!” said Myshkin, clapping his hands together and rubbing them briskly. “We’ll try a little plaster of Paris. That always works quickly and I have some down here.”
He went to the diemaker’s bench and brought back a large can marked calcium sulphate. He blew off some of the yellow powder from its lid, opened it and gave it to me to hold.
“Put the drape down,” he said. “Anywhere. It won’t dirty.”
“This plaster of Paris is all solid,” I said.
“It could be concrete,” said Myshkin, turning to the machine. “Ever see those high-centigrade ovens mechanical dentists use to bake porcelain? Nothing, on my word.” From the back of the machine he began to uncoil a thin cable bound in green silk, until it reached a wall socket near the forge. “Sometimes it blows a fuse. Don’t be startled.” He slid apart a latch on one of the vertical ribs of the cage and one section swung open on hinges. “Get ready,” he said.
“For what?” I said.
Myshkin touched a switch on the machine. The light flickered, the machine hummed and began rolling up the rails to the top of the cage. On its way up, tiny bulbs in its dials and gauges began to come on in red and blue and amber and violet and the copper coils began to glow hot orange. When the machine reached the top, it stopped with a faint click. Myshkin took the silk drape I still held, threw it down on the diemaker’s bench and brought back a stool and a fruit box six inches high. He went into the cage, put the box down on the floor in its center, then came out and took the can from me. Using a pick and a sharp-edged chisel, he cracked and crumbled the solidified plaster of Paris, got up on the stool and shook the chunks into the steel funnel on top of the machine. It took him a few minutes to get as much as he wanted. Then he put the can down, got up on the stool again, turned to me and pointed to the cage.
“Step inside,” he said.
“Inside there?”
“On the box. We’ll have a pedestal for the figure.”
“What figure? You mean you’re going to make a figure of me?”
“Any pose, any expression—try to look skeptical. Fine!”
“Listen, Myshkin, if you don’t mind—”
“Henry, once and for all, get in there.”
“What if I don’t?”
“That’s the last you’ll ever hear about this,” he said evenly.
I entered the cage and got on the box. Myshkin stuck his hands in through the ribs and his fingers flickered over the dials. The machine’s lenses were no more than a foot away from my eyes. The little colored lights seemed very bright. Myshkin touched a final switch, pulled his hands out and closed the cage.
The machine was rolling down the rails. It moved slower under power than it had when gravity had pulled it. As it rolled past my eyes and approached my profile, one by one the lenses gleamed and turned opaque and were gone.
“It’s on low speed,” said Myshkin. “Don’t move much.”
The advice was superfluous; the machine had me rooted. The lenses came around from behind me, reversing the order in which they had disappeared, first flashing opaque beams and then absorbing the color all around them. The copper-orange coils held a touch of pink. The red bulbs winked on and off in pairs and groups. The air was filled with transparent globules of color after the machine had passed me again. Gradually the humming died away, and the sound of blood rushing past my eardrums filled in the silence. The pink copper had soft violet halations obscuring its coils. The topmost lenses had slid down past the level of my eyes, and as I grew calmer, sweat ran down my face and I felt my arms and legs again.
I don’t know how long it took. Probably two or three minutes, but there was an amazing interval between Myshkin’s first and last words when I heard him say, “All right, Henry, that’s it.” He had my hand and was leading me out of the cage.
I stood outside, holding one of the steel ribs. Myshkin went into the cage and squatted before the stationary machine. It had stopped a foot from the ground. He turned the steel knob at the bottom of the machine until he had it loose. Then, sliding the knob out from under an apparent opening there, he substituted his free hand, as if to catch something that would drop out of the machine.
The next instant his body went rigid. The slight, expectant smile he’d worn remained fixed, but it suggested an embalmer’s handiwork. Slowly, his hand—the most reluctant hand I ever saw—came out from under the machine, and we both looked at what lay in his palm.
It was an egg. An ordinary, medium-sized one.
A shudder swept through him. The egg rolled off his palm and dropped the few inches to the floor. It didn’t break. He looked down then and stared until the egg stopped rolling.
“ANOTHER ONE!” he roared, head thrown back, throat muscles swollen, shaking fists at the air. “ANOTHER ONE, DAMN THEM!”
Then he had burst out of the cage and was running around the room. He overturned everything that stood upright, flinging tools aside, kicking and flailing at everything in his way. He seized a huge, long-handled wrench and smashed cans and boxes, scattering the fragments, and the yellow powder rose in billowing clouds to fill the room before he rushed out.
I heard him go tearing up the stairs and the house shook with the sounds of his feet, and with scores of objects being flung about. A few minutes later he bounded downstairs again. The front door opened and crashed against a wall and his footsteps were gone.
I went down the hall to the front door and stepped outside. The street was silent and there was no sign of a tall, emaciated man in oversized pants and an undershirt. The wind that blew in from the river was cold and I went back in.
The dust was settling in the downstairs room. I pulled the cable out of the wall socket and covered the machine with the green silk drape. Then I turned out the light and closed the door behind me.
The upper story was a shambles. I righted a chair and sat in it and tried to think. After awhile I realized I wasn’t scared anymore. It was almost ten-thirty by Myshkin’s handsome alarm clock when I ran out of cigarettes. I found my cap and left the house. The street was still deserted and very quiet.




I didn’t know I was on 52nd Street until I began passing the swing joints. They were just beginning to come alive, but after a beer I kept walking east until I came to the house where I’d lived with Myshkin.
The fourth floor windows that had been ours were lit, so I went into the tiny lobby. The elevator boy was in a corner with a pretty brunette, but when he saw me he grinned. “Hi, soldier, back again?” and chucked the girl under the chin before he came to the elevator “Four D?”
“Well. I don’t know,” I said. “Kind of late, huh?”
“For one of Miss Hopper’s parties? Are you kiddin’?”
“Oh, is there a party up there?”
“Alla time, allla time. C’mon.”
“I wasn’t invited,” I said, stepping into the elevator.
“Who was?” he said.
As soon as I rang, a large man with a six-inch black beard and a plaid shirt and a tall drink in one hand opened the door. “Hallo!” he cried heartily. “You’re late! Everybody’s been asking for you, especially Gladys. Not Gladys? You look like one of hers. Well, come in, will you? Not frightened by this, are you?” He waggled a hand under his beard. “Don’t have to wear a tie, hah hah! Very clever of you! Keeps me warm in winter and cool in summer. Stop, you’re killing me!”
As I started to go in, I heard Harriet’s voice calling, “Was there someone at the door?” The beard turned and she saw me. I closed the door and waited for her.
“Hello, Henry,” she said, taking my hand and squeezing it and smiling a friendly but somehow special, somehow troubled smile. “I’m so glad you came. I was wondering if you would. I thought you might. Henry, this is Roscoe. Roscoe, be an angel and see about the ice cubes. The tray’s stuck again and no one seems!—”
“So he’s yours?” cried Roscoe. “Say no more; I understand, but will Gladys? He’s very witty, too. Hup! Not a word,”
Harriet watched him go swaying down the corridor.
“I’ll be so grateful when his play closes and he gets rid of that horrid beard. It does things to his character. He’s really very sweet, Roscoe Cramwell, didn’t you recognize him? Virtue, So What?—the psychiatrist, it’s driving him mad. Oh dear, listen to him, he’s destroying my poor refrigerator. You do want to talk, don’t you? It’s in your eyes. They’re so… so very…”
“Confused?”
“Silly. I mean it, Henry. Triste, that’s it.”
“You sound different. Been drinking, huh?”
“Goodness, just wee sips of this and that. I’m the barman. You’re the one who’s been drinking, haven’t you? Was it that bad? You knew he was here, didn’t you?”
“Knew who was here?”
“Why, Mr. Myshkin, of course.”
“You mean Myshkin’s here?”
“No dear. I mean he was here.”
“In his underwear?”
“Henry, you mustn’t say things like that. Would you like some black coffee? Nice hot black coffee?”
“Harriet—if I may call you Harriet?”
“Of course, dear.”
“Thank you. Harriet, I’ve had some beer but I don’t need or want any nice hot black coffee. I didn’t know anything about Myshkin’s being here. He ran out of his house earlier tonight, and the last I saw of him he was in an undershirt. He must have grabbed a coat or—”
“A sweater. A great big ugly green thing with a hood.”
“Whatever it was—”
“But if you didn’t know, what made you come here?”
“I don’t know. I started walking and here I was. The lights were on and I thought… I don’t know what I thought. I’m here, that’s all. Now please tell me about Myshkin. How long ago did he leave? What did he want?”
“He was very odd. Fortunately, there weren’t many people here when he burst in—”
“What time was that?”
“Nine-thirty or so. He was carrying that large wooden box—”
“What box?”
“Really, dear, you must be more polite.”
“I’m sorry. What about the box?”
“It’s more like a case, really. It has a handle, and some holes in the sides. Like the ones people use to transport pets, you know? He’s brought it here before. ‘Miss Hopper, I’ll be in the darkroom awhile,’ he said. ‘Don’t bother me and don’t snoop.’ Well, he stayed there until half an hour ago, except that he came out once shortly after he’d gone in. He said he wanted some pencils and paper, and before I could stop him he’d taken a handful of my best notepaper. You know, Henry, he rather frightened me.”
“That’s all, huh? He didn’t say anything when he left?”
“Not to me, dear; I was in the kitchen. But Roscoe says he startled some friends of his here who saw him leaving. You must know them… let me think—yes, and Roscoe says he made off with a quart of my Scotch, but that’s probably no more true than the noises he said he’d heard from the darkroom—”
“Darling, there you are!” a delighted feminine voice called.
A very pretty redhead came swinging down the corridor to us.
“What’s this about noises?” I asked.
“Oh, some barnyard thing,” said Harriet. “Now do be polite, dear. Gladys, darling, this is Henry. He’s just back from overseas.”
“A barnyard thing?” I said. “How do you do?”
“Darling, that’s a terrible thing to say to me,” said Gladys.
“Darling, he was talking to me,” said Harriet.
“Darling, that’s a terrible thing to say to you,” said Gladys.
“Darling, you don’t understand,” said Harriet. “Henry’s very sweet. He doesn’t say things like that. Now say you forgive him.”
“For what?” I said.
“Never mind, darling,” said Gladys, resting her head on my chest and putting my arm around her waist. “I forgive you.”
“Thanks,” I said. “What about the darkroom?”
“Heavens!” Gladys shrieked. “When did you get off the boat?”
“Darling! He’s talking to me!” said Harriet.
“Then why is he pinching me?” asked Gladys.
“Is he, darling?” said Harriet. “If you have any further questions, lieutenant, you can just mail them to me.”
“Harriet, wait a minute!” I called. “Gladys, let go!”
The last we heard from Harriet was a low, congealing laugh.
“Heavens, did you ever hear anything like that?” said Gladys. “Is it possible her voice is changing? How ghastly. Let’s get a drink, shall we, darling?”
“If you’re out of opium, darling,” I said.
“Darling, I’m so happy I found you!” she shrieked.
Well, that was Gladys—Gladys Gwendolyne De Winter, her full name was. I got to know it pretty well, the way things turned out. Gladys was a girl of rare and varied talents, but I might have lost her right then if it hadn’t been for a lucky circumstance. The lucky circumstance was my old friend Al Siegman.
Gladys hooked my arm and off we went to join the party. The living room was loaded with guests and the guests were loaded, and it was so noisy that I didn’t hear Siegman calling me until he gave my spine a resounding slap of greeting.
The last time I’d seen him, Al had been starting his first year of residency at New York Hospital. He was still there, and as sleepy and happy and bored as ever, and we shook hands for five minutes and talked.
It turned out he’d come to the party with Arnold Eagle, who knew Harriet Hopper, and he and Eagle were the friends Harriet hadn’t been able to remember—the ones Myshkin startled. I tried to get Al to talk about Myshkin, but he was badly distracted by Gladys, and he addressed his remarks to both of us.
“Sure he startled us,” he said. “He must’ve lost sixty pounds and his tongue. He didn’t say a word when he saw us, just started to run. Listen, baby, I have a uniform too—a nice clean white one. I just don’t wear my medals. So Eagle went after him. He lent Myshkin a Graflex last spring and hasn’t seen him since. Gladys, baby, are you neurotic? Then he came back and said Myshkin disappeared down the stairs, clucking at him like a hen—what’s the matter?”
I said: “You said clucking like a hen?”
“Eagle said that. What’s wrong?”
“Let’s find Eagle. Al, it’s important.” I tried to pry myself loose from Gladys. “Be nice and squat somewhere,” I begged.
“Darling, you’re not listening,” she said. “Is Eagle a chubby thing with red cheeks? He took me into the darkroom to analyze my handwriting, and now he’s in there with someone else. I’ll wait, darling. I barely escaped last time.”
We found the darkroom locked. Al pounded the door, then spoke into the keyhole, and Eagle’s voice came through the door angrily.
“Don’t bother me. Go find a girl named Gladys. She has a tremendous G loop. I’m busy.”
“Open up, Eagle,” I called. “It’s me—Henry.”
The door flew open, a girl flew out, and Eagle cried: “Henry!”
So it started all over again, the handshaking and the excited talking. I was glad to see him, and it took me a few minutes to get to Myshkin. But there it was. Myshkin had leaped down the stairs, lugging his box, and all Eagle had heard was a loud clucking.
“Cutt-cutt cutt-awk!” Eagle said. “What could it mean?”
I took him into the darkroom and asked him about the writing on the wall. Eagle is a first rate photographer himself, and I thought maybe he could understand some of the notes. Instead of that, he began to analyze the handwriting. Even then, I might have listened if he hadn’t started by saying that they had been written by several people. As soon as I could, I excused myself and went out to find Roscoe Cramwell.
I didn’t have far to go. Howling with pain, Cramwell was on all fours under the piano, trying to pull his beard loose from the grip Gladys had on it. I offered her my arm and she made the exchange with a delighted scream. Then I delivered her to Siegman—from whom only the police or sudden death could deliver her—and followed Cramwell’s retreat to the kitchen.
He was combing his beard and moaning.
“I misjudged you, Henry,” he sighed, surveying his reflection in a silver tray. “Look what she did to my splendid spade. Sheer orgiastic vandalism. Pay me close heed, my boy. Few realize it, but the truth is that she is as nutty as the flavorsome cashew. She likes you, therefore your course is clear—leave the country. I have spoken.”
“Before I go, tell me something,” I said. “Harriet said you heard strange noises in the darkroom while my friend Myshkin was there. What did you hear?”
“Was that a friend of yours? Henry, I give you my word he was carrying on a dialogue with a hen.”
“You don’t mean a dialogue? He was in there alone.”
“A dialogue, my boy. You forget my auditory sense is an instrument of extreme sensitivity. I heard two voices. One was a human imitation of a barnyard fowl, but the other was unquestionably the real thing. It must have been in that box he carried, but I’ve wondered about it off and on ever since.”
“Small wonder,” I said.
“Very strange,” Cramwell nodded. “Unless he’s something of a poultry fancier? No? Too bad. Hmmm.” He combed his beard thoughtfully. “There’s always—”
He broke off as Arnold Eagle walked into the kitchen.
“What’re you hiding here for?” Eagle demanded, waving a sheet of paper at me. “Harriet’s looking for you. Just a minute. What do you think of this?”
I took the paper he thrust at me and looked at it. It was a sheet of good stationary that obviously had been crumpled up and smoothened out again. On one side there was a monogram of two H‘s. Under it were several lines of writing, sprinkled with groups of numerals and symbols. It instantly brought to mind the writing on the darkroom walls. Some of it, in black lead pencil, looked like Myshkin’s handwriting, but the rest, in blue crayon, was utterly and very peculiarly different; it had uneven childlike letter formations and queerly shaped word groups, with little regard for symmetry or even legibility.
The first line in pencil, read: What about excess charges radiated by the coefficient of the enlarger?
The second line, in blue crayon appeared to answer: Harmless dissipation for most part. Rest absorbed by filter.
The third line, again in pencil: How permanent is this?
The fourth line, in crayon: Depends on charge, up to 1 hour.
There were a few more like that, just as meaningless, before the rest of the writing and apparent mathematical configurations became a solid mass of blue scrawls.
“Even you can tell there’re two different hands there,” said Eagle. “This is Myshkin’s right? And this? All right, but whatever it is, that’s the same hand that wrote among the things Myshkin wrote on the walls. I can prove it very—”
“But what is it?” I said. “This blue writing, I mean. It’s writing, I suppose, because I’m apparently able to read it, but somehow it really isn’t writing at all.”
“Good. I saw it immediately,” said Eagle. “Harriet says it’s one of a few sheets of stationary she gave Myshkin tonight. There’re others just like it in the wastebasket, all torn up, but they can be pieced together.”
“What for?” I said.
“It’s about Myshkin. You sounded pretty excited about—”
“To hell with Myshkin. I’m—”
“It’s more than Myshkin,” said Eagle. “Listen, to an expert analyst, a handwriting is better than a photograph. But I don’t get a thing from this blue writing, just strange ideas—I don’t know what myself. I looked at the walls again and found more like it. It’s… it’s something… ah, I’m all mixed up.”
“And I’m fed up,” I said. “Myshkin’s crazy. He lost his mind from overwork.”
“Really? How do you know?”
“I’m too tired to go into it now,” I said, and left the kitchen. Going down the corridor to the living room, I found Harriet.
“There’s a man outside who wants Mr. Myshkin,” she said.
“A man? What does he want Myshkin for?”
“He won’t say,” Harriet whispered, significantly. “He said Mr. Myshkin would understand if I just mentioned he was from Bellevue.”
“Huh?”
“Bellevue. You know—the hospital.”
“Where did you say he was?”
“Out in the hall. He’s…”
“He’s what? What about him?”
“He’s rather a surprise. Not what you’d expect. You’ll see.”
I nodded and went down the corridor, opened the front door and looked around the hall. There was no one there, and I opened the door that led to the stairway.
A fat little man was sitting on the stairs at the landing. He turned around and looked at me as the door opened. His face was round and rosy-cheeked, his sparse hair was carefully combed and plastered on his head, and his eyes were watery and disappointed. He wore an old blue overcoat and a red wool scarf supported his small jowls. On one knee he balanced a derby. His other leg was extended and revealed checked trousers, brown shoes and tan spats.
I said: “You want to see Mr. Myshkin?”
“I mean to say I do.”
“I understand you’re from Bellevue?”
“Shhhhh!” He jumped up, a finger to his lips. “Easy, willya? Am I hollering everything I know about you? Where’s Mr. Myshkin?”
“Would you mind telling me what it’s about?”
“If I didn’t mind, I’da told the dame, wouldn’t I? I told her too much already, I can see that. What about it?”
I said: “You’ll have to tell me what you want.”
“Wrong, brother. I don’t have to tell you anything. What organization do you represent anyway?” He sounded as if he would stalk away as soon as he’d finished telling me off, but he didn’t go. “It’s important. He knows what it is.” I didn’t say anything and he looked at me with mounting irritation. Suddenly his brows went up, as if a new thought had occurred to him. “Say, who are you?” he asked.
“I’m his partner. I live with him.”
“Oh,” he said, nodding encouragingly. “Then you know?”
“I might.”
“Okay, I get it. I’m no cop, brother.”
“No?”
“Okay, okay,” he said patiently. “I don’t mind. You get nervous in this line of business, you don’t last long. Tell Mr. Myshkin what I look like. Tell him it’s Suddsy, and I finally got good news.”
“Sure,” I said.
I went back to the apartment. Harriet was waiting just inside the door. I shook my head for her not to talk, and after I’d waited two or three minutes I returned to the stairway.
Suddsy frowned at me.
“Mr. Myshkin wants me to take care of it,” I said.
“Then why can’t he come out and say so? I don’t like this, no sir, brother. What’s he so leery for? I had to get his address in the phone book, but every time I call his number the operator gives me a different one to call, and that never answers. And why ain’t his name downstairs or on the door? And why’d the elevator jockey say he don’t live here no more?” He’d been talking more to himself than to me, and he shook his head. “Brother, I’m the one don’t like it.”
I said, “Well, I’m no cop, either.”
He shot me a quick look and thought some more while he put on his derby and buttoned his coat, and then he turned to survey me with brimming, distressed eyes. “You got the money?”
“Yes.”
“All of it? Four yards?”
“Yes.”
He seemed unconvinced. “I don’t want no trouble with that, brother. This merchandise is strictly C.O.D.”
I took out my wallet and peeled four one-hundred dollar bills from the roll Army Finance had given me that morning. He looked at the money expectantly. “C.O.D.,” I said. “Let’s have it.”
“Where do you want it?”
“Right here,” I said.
“Are you kiddin’?” he said. “Here?”
“Why not?”
“Why not?” he repeated, looking at me dubiously. “How do you expect to get it up here? Just take it on the elevator or what? And how about somebody sees us in the street? I’m parked around the corner and that’s as close to this house as I come.”
“Let me worry about that,” I said.
“You don’t mind if I worry too, do you? There’s a house fulla people in there. What about that? Don’t bother givin’ me hard looks, brother. The way I understood, it was going to be some kind of side street where we could handle the deal fast.”
“That’s still the way it is,” I said.
“You mean you want to see it before you say where it goes?”
“That’s right.”
“Whyn’t you say so?” He blew out a breath and shook his head at me. “Brother, you got to trust somebody sometime. The world ain’t that crooked yet. No sir, brother.” He stuck his chin out forthrightly. “Okay, let’s go.”
We walked down the four flights to the lobby. The elevator boy was nowhere to be seen. In the street we walked east to the corner and turned south.
It was almost two and traffic was light and fast. Down on the next block there was an all night hamburger palace, but the other stores had long since closed and even the newsstand at the subway entrance was boarded up. There were two cars parked on our side of the street. One was a sedan, the other, closer to us, a small delivery truck. As we reached the truck, Suddsy stopped, then started walking again because a group of four people had come out of the hamburger joint and were walking toward us. We passed them at the corner and turned west, and when they crossed over and disappeared down the subway entrance, we turned around and went back to the truck.
Suddsy took out a bunch of keys and unlocked the cab door. He looked up and down the block casually and said, “Get in with me,” and slid along the seat to sit behind the wheel. I followed him in and closed the door at his motion. There was a partition between the cab and the body of the truck. It has a lock on it and Suddsy used his keys to turn the lock, then removed them to start the ignition. He put the car into gear and we started rolling south.
He turned to me. “Just push the door open. You can feel it from here. Then tell me where we’re going. Okay, brother?”
I nodded because I didn’t think I could make any sound, and I turned in my seat and pushed open the partition. I couldn’t see anything, and when I stuck an arm in I felt nothing but air. I lowered my hand, but in the instant it took to do it, I suddenly became aware of a hot, thick, sour odor and a faint sound of something bumping around on the truck floor.
I was holding a shoe. My hand went on to feel an ankle… a leg… a second leg, and came flying out of there so fast my elbow almost went through the windshield.
“Relax, brother, he can’t hurt you,” said Suddsy.
“Hurt me? That’s a stiff!”
“What’re you yellin’ for? Listen, brother, he’s in damn fine condition, considerin’—”
Just about then he took a look at me, and his eyes popped as round and white as golfballs. He shoved an arm past me, swung the door open and booted me out. It might have been a bad spill if he hadn’t taken his foot off the gas pedal to do it. As it was, the truck slowed a little while I flew out and landed on my can, then it picked up speed and was around the corner before I could think of anything like getting his number.
There were some people around who saw what had happened, but I didn’t stop to chat. I got a cab and started downtown to 22 Force Tube Avenue.




The door was locked and the black window-shades were down, so I knew Myshkin had been back since I’d left. But as I kept ringing and pounding the door, I wondered whether he hadn’t gone out again. Then I heard a high, distant shout come through the door, and the next moment the rather terrible sounds of someone rolling down a whole flight of stairs inside the house mingled with violent shouting and swearing.
The door flew open and Myshkin catapulted out of the hall in stocking-feet to whack me some good ones around the head before I swung him over my shoulder, kicked the door closed behind me and lugged him up the dark stairway to the lighted upper room.
As soon as I stood him on his feet he swung at me again, so I backed away and let him flop. He was still wearing the hooded green sweater Harriet had mentioned, and he lay on the floor panting like an old firehorse, his breath an essence of 86 proof, trying to get me in focus. I looked around and saw two quart-bottles of Scotch on the floor beside the deep chair. One was sealed, the other had an inch of whiskey left in it.
“I don’ li’ you,” Myshkin wailed. “I real-ly don’ li’ you an’ I’M gon’ beat YOU up. ‘Sss too musshh…”
I went to the bathroom and got a small brown bottle I’d seen that afternoon. The label said Benzedrine Sulphate and it was half full of tablets. I took two, got a glass of water and returned to Myshkin. By then he was blubbering and threatening to dissolve in a sea of tears.
“Take it before I knock your crazy head off,” I said.
“‘Ssss poison… gon’ steal th’ mssshh… the’ MACHINE!”
“The incubator?” I said.
“Ssss’ not ‘nncubbrr!” he wailed. “Go dow’ ‘n’ see whashoodid. Lef fron’ door open ‘n’ ‘ney came in ‘n’ stole brueprinss. Unnerstan’? Stole summa th’ brueprinsss…”
“They shoulda stole the brew,” I said, “whoever the hell they are. I left the door open because you haven’t got a spring lock on it and you had the key. Take these bennies before I rap you.”
“Bu’ they came ‘n’ stole my brueprinzzz!”
I clamped a hand on his nose until his mouth opened, then I dropped in the tablets and poured water down his throat. He wriggled and gurgled like a broken suction-pump but he swallowed the stuff. When I let go of him, his head bounced off the floor with a heartwarming thud and then he lay on his back with his arms and legs stretched out, making whistling noises.
I gave the room a more careful onceover. The large wooden box I’d heard described was standing under part of the work table. It could have been there before without my noticing it among the other boxes and crates, but now the holes in its sides meant something to me. I took it out and examined it. It was an unpainted carrier with a leather handle on one long side, large enough to hold an English setter, but the inside was upholstered with quilted green velvet.
Nothing else in the room seemed changed, but Myshkin’s paraphernalia was so scattered that every small object in the room could have been re-arranged without my being aware of it.
On my way downstairs I turned on a light, then I locked the door and went to the room with the machine in it. I turned on another light and saw that the green silk covering I’d put on the machine was lying on the floor in the yellow dust, still strangely clean. The egg was gone from the floor inside the cage, and the box on which I’d stood was outside. The machine itself had been moved up its rails halfway to the top of the cage. That was all I could put my finger on.
When I got back upstairs, Myshkin was sitting up, with his back propped against the deep chair. He shook his head at me.
“As soon as you can talk,” I said, “I’m going to find out if there’s any rational excuse for what’s going on here. As soon I decide there isn’t, I’m telephoning Bellevue to send a wagon down here for you. No more experiments. Do you a world of good.”
Myshkin stuck his tongue out and said, “Nnnyyahhh…”
“Still, you might like Bellevue,” I said. “Got an old friend there, haven’t you? Gentleman named Suddsy?”
“Ppipprriffizzz,” said Myshkin lackadaisically.
“Think hard. Even you can’t know many body-snatchers.”
Myshkin squinted at me. “Him? Pfff! Some frien’…”
“Am I presuming? Excuse me,” I said. “Naturally, when I discovered he was bringing you a corpse, I thought… absurd, wasn’t it? I should have realized no friend would expect money for a little favor. Or does one have to kill the guy for you before you’ll consider him a friend?”
“Nnnyyahhh,” said Myshkin.
There wasn’t much use talking to him yet, so I waited for the Benzedrine to hit him. Twenty minutes later he got up and walked uncertainly to the bathroom. When he came out he gathered the coffee things and put water up to boil. “Feel better?” I asked.
“Gettin’ cold sweat.” He took the blanket from the bed and wrapped it around himself. “Where dijou come ‘cross Suddsy, huh?” he asked.
“I went up to our old apartment tonight, after you’d left. He came there looking for you—got the address in the phone book—and downstairs he had a truck with a stiff in it.”
“Pffff!” said Myshkin disgustedly. “Now he comes. Now.”
“Who is he?”
“Nobody. Works inna morgue. Bellevue morgue.”
“Is that where he got the stiff?”
“S’pose. Said he’d steal one. Where else?”
“Then it wasn’t anyone in particular?”
“Nyahh, jus’ a body. Dijou see what condition it was in?”
“A dead condition. Why did you want it?”
“Tha’ was weeks ago,” he said with infinite weariness. “Weeks ago… too late now… ‘s much too late…”
“Why did you want it weeks ago?”
“…‘Speriments,” Myshkin said faintly. He was trying to pour coffee but his hands trembled badly and the coffee spilled on the range and the floor.
Finally he got a cupful to his lips. He sipped it, staring at the floor and talking half to himself. “Shouldn’t be drink’ coffee now. C’n feel my skin ‘spanding an’ c’ntracting. Too much Benzedrine.” He looked at me over the rim of the cup with bloodshot, dilated eyes, and shook his head. “Too much…”
“You had too much Scotch. Stolen Scotch, isn’t it?”
“I’ll pay her. Needed it. Need ‘nother little one now.”
“No,” I said. “Tell me about the stiff and the experiments. Begin at the beginning and include everything—what happened downstairs tonight, the business with the eggs, why you went the apartment and—” I waited until I had his eyes again, “—what those chicken noises meant. Start talking.”
He closed his eyes and remained silent.
I picked up the telephone, got Information and asked for the number of the nearest precinct headquarters. When I began to dial once more, Myshkin spoke up softly.
“…You miserable fool… d’ you know wha’ you’re asking?”
I hung up. “No. Myshkin. That’s why I’m asking.”
He came shuffling toward me and picked up the bottle he’d almost finished. “I give you fair warning,” he said very quietly, making each word distinct. “Stay out of this. I don’t know how far it’s gone…” His body was moving with little jerks and starts, and I made no protest when he raised the bottle and drained it.
He put it down and took the full bottle to hold in his lap as he sank into the deep chair. After awhile he leaned far back, lit a new cigarette and talked.
He talked for perhaps twenty minutes, but he could have told me what he did in five. There were pauses and breaks in his continuity, and as he went on his speech kept deteriorating, until toward the end he was barely intelligible He didn’t really drink much, but after what he’d already had, and with his accumulated exhaustion, the whiskey pounded him with sledgehammers. Eventually it knocked him out—that and the terrible effort it took for him to go on.
Fear stared at me through his eyes when he turned his head toward me. It became almost audible itself, and the room seemed to vibrate with the stillness. It was during such a silence—coming after Myshkin’s first stupefying reference to his experiments with live tissue—that I began to drink with him.
Because that was what Myshkin talked about—experiments with live tissue. Everything else, apparently, had happened as a result of those experiments. The idea—the really big one—had hit him just as he seemed to have reached the end of his inventive labors. Not that it was much of an idea when it first short-circuited Myshkin’s conscious deliberations. But something kept bringing it back. It certainly was a hell of a thought, but in a way it was playful and simple enough to have occurred to a bright adolescent…
Here he was, said Myshkin, with a completely successful model of his Photosculpt. He’d resolved a million problems getting there. He’d come up with new compression methods during the sawdust phase, learned to speed up the solidification of plaster of Paris, to melt and cool metals swiftly within the machine and they were just incidental.
He kept playing with the commercial possibilities, and they seemed endless. With a larger Photosculpt he could provide a milk company with huge statues of cows made of cheese. For medical students he could make perfect reproductions of the human skeleton in transparent plastic. Cheaper, he said. Sanitary. Decorative instead of gruesome. For a political campaign he could produce bas-relief heads of the candidates in lightweight metals, small enough to be worn on one’s lapel instead of old-fashioned buttons. Or entire little figures. Or big ones. Or maybe a full-size statue of an opposition candidate—made of salami! Things like that…
“Why not?” Myshkin had asked Myshkin.
“Elementary logic,” Myshkin had responded. “Feed wood to the Photosculpt and you get a little wooden figure of a man. Use clay, you get a clay man. Lead; a man made of lead—”
“And if you tried living flesh and blood?”
“—A little, living MAN!”
I said it was a hell of a thought, didn’t I?
First he needed a body. A dead one would suffice for awhile. He hadn’t thought much about how he’d get himself a live body when he felt ready for it, but meanwhile that’s where Suddsy came in. Myshkin had hung around the Bellevue morgue, struck up an acquaintance with Suddsy, and they’d got together on the deal.
But nothing happened for weeks and Myshkin stopped coming to the morgue. He couldn’t wait. Moreover, it had occurred to him that he didn’t necessarily need human flesh and blood. He experimented with a variety of small animals and got nowhere. Then he started a little earlier in the genesis of life, working down through fetal specimens until he switched over to oviparous possibilities. That brought him, finally, to chicken eggs.
So there was Myshkin with the eggs again.
By then I wasn’t listening anymore, which wasn’t hard because Myshkin was silent more often than not. That wild fear of his had him by the throat, but he fought it to babble on about the final fantastic success of his experiments with the eggs.
Then everything was swept along, as if in a murmured stream of recollections… of the strange new life he had created… of its developing antagonisms… the revolt… the secret hideouts… the inexplicable manifestations in the machine’s behavior… the current plot against him… the ominous portent of the missing blueprints…
He passed out in the chair.




The sound that woke me had stopped before I knew what it was, and the ghastly dream stopped with it. Whatever light there was in the room came slanting in from the hallway bulb, at the head of the stairs, as it had when the door opened in my dream. It was open now.
Myshkin stirred in the deep chair and moaned. When I closed my eyes the room dissolved in a bright sea of gold, but if I opened them to bring back the darkness, the dream came with it. I reached for the bottle and fire blazed in my throat and roared in my ears. I held out the empty bottle at arm’s length and opened my hand. It dropped without a sound. I didn’t know whether it had landed ever so gently on the floor, or whether it stayed in mid-air as I’d thought it would, but I smiled because I liked the silence in my dream, and let it continue. All but that thin, raucous voice.
The little chicken-man said, “Absolutely! He’s guilty!”
“Of those murders, you mean?” I said.
“Exactly. This I find unforgivable. You agree?”
I couldn’t help laughing. It was all I could do to keep from applauding. He was so perfectly a one-foot miniature of Myshkin, that when he spoke in Myshkin’s rather special idiom with Myshkin’s incisive gestures, he became a really wonderful parody, a superb illusion by a gifted, satirical conjurer. His little head was long and cadaverous, his hair an unruly black mop, his nose a distinguished blade, and even his clothes—tiny ragamuffin blue jeans, a gray flannel sweatshirt, and canvas infant’s shoe—were not only much too large for him but managed to duplicate the latter-day-Myshkin’s seedy, disreputable aura.
“Nonsense,” I laughed. “Matter of fact, the opposite is true. Far from murdering them, Myshkin is solely responsible for the creation of your kind.”
“Bah!” cried the chicken-man, instantly ducking under the table as he realized how loud he’d been. Myshkin issued a feeble groan and slumbered on. The chicken-man came out and regarded Myshkin with frank hatred. He wasn’t facing me but I’d already discovered what an amazing radius there was to his vision, so when he turned to look at me I knew it was for my benefit, and that the point was the lavish expression of disgust on his face.
“My friend,” he said, “if we are going to get along, let us dispense with all further propaganda. Don’t misunderstand me. I accept you as an honest man. Probably you are an innocent dupe of the master fiend. Still, all this fantastic talk about Myshkin having created us gets tiresome. On my word.”
He moved a little more into the light and I saw, as I’d thought I’d seen earlier, that his hair seemed feathery, and the suggestion of hair on his face was, literally, down. And there was something odd about his bloodshot eyes, but what?
“But just look at him,” I said.
“Why?”
“Haven’t you ever seen what you look like?”
“Absolutely.”
“Don’t you think there’s, well, a strong resemblance?”
“What?” he cried in quiet horror. He turned slowly to look at Myshkin, and shaking his head, turned back to me. “I assure you I would have done away with myself long ago. No, my friend, if you have arrived at a stage where you can look at that monstrous mask of wickedness and savagery, and tell me that my highly intelligent, sensitive features bear him a resemblance…” He kept shaking his head. “You need expert care nursing. Farewell to you, and I am off to find an ally in the outer, healthy world.”
“Don’t leave,” I said. “I like you.”
“I like you too,” he said. “Strange, isn’t it? I feel drawn to you, somehow—as if I owed you a good deal.”
“I’ll bet there’s a reason for that,” I said.
“Who knows?” he said. “Life is very strange. You know, I am quite young for someone with my gigantic mentality. I am not yet accustomed to the ways of the world. To be truthful, you are really the second human being with whom I have ever conversed. You’re a disappointment in many ways, but I’m glad, all in all, because you’ve taught me that not all of you are such… such…”
“Fiends?” I said.
“Exactly. You seem quite docile, lethargic. Are you always?”
“Not at all,” I said. “I’m drunk.”
“Drunk?”
“Whiskey. Scotch whiskey. I had too much of it.”
“You mean this? What does it do?”
“For one thing,” I said, “it accounts for you.”
“Yes? How so?”
“Well, it tends to produce troubled sleep, nightmares—and sometimes, in chronic cases, very convincing hallucinations.”
“Ah, I see. Then you realize your talk of a resemblance is hallucination? Fine, fine!” He rubbed his hands briskly. “Remarkable insight, nevertheless. I think more of you already. But tell me: how can a man of any intelligence whatsoever accept even for a moment, the absurd notion that Myshkin—who is, after all, to give the devil his due, a human being—how could he possibly create a living, breathing, thinking, being like me?”
“Huh?” I said.
“Jump,” he said. “It aids the digestion and proves that ideas have impact on you. Isn’t it insane? Who is this Myshkin that he should be able to perform such a miracle? Here are no Merlins, or alchemists transmuting base metal to gold, or cabalistic mountain-top rituals, or bottled genii. We are dealing with the one great mystery of the universe, the stupendous secret of life. You mean to tell me that that miserable, wretched, evil-smelling, utterly useless bundle of insignificance named Myshkin found the answer?”
“Huh?” I said.
He glared at me. “Your conversation seems very limited,” he said acidly. “What do you think?”
“Frankly, I never thought of it that way,” I said. “It seemed to make sense when I first saw you. The egg business and so on—you said yourself he destroyed eggs and, well, I thought…”
“You’re just babbling, my friend. Are you aware of it?”
“Well, how do you account for your existence?” I said.
“Hah!” he snorted. “How do you account for yours?”
“But I’m not unusual,” I said. “I was born, that’s all.”
“And I was hatched, that’s all!” he snapped. “Where I come from, it’s considered distinctly unusual to be born. In fact, it’s never done.”
“Where you come from,” I said. “Where is that?”
“Where, he asks me!” He threw his hands up in despair and his haggard features twisted in pain. “If I only knew! What do you think this is all about? Why am I talking to you? Why do I, obviously your intellectual superior, need your help? Because I don’t know who I am, or where I come from. I don’t even know the name for my kind of being. It must be a wonderful name, but all I know is what that murdering Myshkin calls me…”
“…Chicken-man, you said it was?”
“Chicken-man!” he moaned softly. “Chicken-man…”
“Please,” I said. “Don’t cry.”
“Forgive me,” he said, wiping his odd little eyes. “I’ve suffered so much these past weeks.”
“I know,” I said. “It leaves its mark on a chicken-man.”
“Absolutely. You know, sometimes you’re almost clairvoyant. Is this common among humans? No? That’s reassuring, anyway. I wouldn’t want Myshkin to catch on to my plan.”
“You have a plan? Not that I’m prying.”
“Don’t worry,” he said. “I don’t trust you the least bit. I have a plan, yes, and I’ll tell you what its objective is. I want to find out where I come from, and how I can return. I know it must be a long way from here—indeed, from almost anywhere in the world that humans live, or I would not be so unusual a being to you. And so far I haven’t even uncovered a reference to my kind in any one of the books I’ve read.”
“You read?” I said. “Beg pardon, I mean, where do you read?”
“In the library,” he said haughtily. “Where did you think?” He indicated Myshkin with a contemptuous gesture. “You expect a moron like him to own books? He claims he sold them to finance his work on the machine.”
“Ah yes, the machine. Now, Myshkin says—”
“I know what he says,” he said bitterly. “But where did he get it? Or where did he get the plans? Was it from that same unknown land—a far off island, perhaps, a mysterious domain—that he found the eggs that hatch into my kind? And how he manage to pervert its true function—”
“Which is…?” I asked.
“An incubator, naturally,” he said.
“An incubator! That’s just what I said!”
“Did you? That’s very gratifying. I’m really very favorably impressed with you in some ways. Then you know what it’s being used for, don’t you? You’ve seen the powdered ashes of my compatriots in that charnel house downstairs?”
“You mean the yellow dust?”
“Dust!” he sobbed. “Countless innocent embryonic lives blown apart with such demoniacal violence that only dust remains! Why does he hate us so? Why won’t he let us go back? If he wanted fame, wouldn’t his discovery of us be enough? If he wanted wealth, I’d have consented to be exhibited like some freak, or write a newspaper column, or learn to play a harmonica and go on tour.” His little shoulders shook as he wept. “He says he created us, and he destroys us. Why? Tell me why. What have we done?”
“You’ll wake him up,” I said.
“Never mind,” Myshkin croaked. “I’m awake.”
The little chicken-man leaped backward in alarm at the first throaty syllable. Myshkin stirred and his head turned toward the light and I saw his glazed, half-closed eyes.
“Beppo, is that you?” he whispered huskily.
“It’s me,” I said. “Go back to sleep.”
Myshkin’s eyelids fluttered and closed. “Oh God,” he moaned faintly. “I dreamed Beppo could talk…”
“Damn it, stop calling me Beppo!” said the chicken-man.
“Hush,” I whispered. “Let’s keep this between us.”
“Hush my foot!” cried the chicken-man. “I’ve had enough of this Beppo business! It’s ridiculous! What the hell am I—a mechanical toy or what? I have a name and I want to be called by it! Is that unreasonable?” He glared at me. “My name,” he said, “is Boris Borisovitch Simeonof-Pishtchik.”
“Quite a name,” I said.
“Thank you. I chose it myself. However, Boris will do. I don’t stand on ceremony.”
Suddenly I realized Myshkin was awake again. He hadn’tb moved at all, but you could see his eyes like live coals staring at us.
“…You’re talking…” he said in a terrible whisper. “…I didn’t dream it… You can really talk…”
The chicken-man smiled derisively. “You object, maybe?”
It was like knowing that I was having a nightmare, and not wanting to do anything about it.
“But you couldn’t,” Myshkin breathed. “Even last week—”
“Ha!” the chicken-man snorted. “Last week I was only four weeks old! I had to learn, didn’t I?”
“…And tonight?” said Myshkin slowly.
“Tonight I didn’t feel talkative!”
For some moments Myshkin was silent. His flickering eyes roamed the dark recesses of the room, his breathing grew calmer.
“…So this is how it was… all the time I was trying to work out those notes on the walls… the symbols the vowel inflections… how amusing it must have been… never once letting on that you could have told me everything all this time while you held me back… all this precious time… gone…”
“So?” the little chicken-man grinned.
“Then you’re going ahead with the plan?”
“Sure. Do me something.”
The next instant Myshkin shot out of his chair and I knew that I’d been awake all night. I recall it as an astonishing but otherwise unemotional sensation. It was like remaining conscious all through a terrible explosion, long after one had disintegrated.
But it couldn’t have lasted very long, because I came out of it in time to stop Myshkin from putting an end to the unquestioned existence of Boris Borisovitch Simeonof-Pishtchik.




It was almost eight A.M. before I got to Al Siegman’s private little apartment on East 24th. He had no phone, so I called Eagle to get his address, but Eagle refused to give it to me. Later I found out he was afraid I had returned to the party and found that Gladys had left with Al, and that I’d gotten worked up over it. I must have sounded pretty wild over the phone. Anyway, I finally got the address.
But it was no good with Siegman. He’d had two hours of sleep and was developing a hangover, and what I was talking about didn’t make very good early Sunday morning listening—to me either.
“What’s wrong?” he asked, sitting up and looking me over. “Well, no point being tense with me, is there? Matter of fact, I thought you seemed a little—confused, shall we say?—last night, and after you disappeared, Eagle mentioned what you’d said about Myshkin. Something about a psychopathic ward, wasn’t it?”
“Come off it, will you?” I said.
“Sure, sure. Tell you what: let’s take time out until you feel more relaxed, huh?” He climbed out of bed in his underwear and went to the bathroom. He left the door open and regarded me with a warm smile while he fumbled with a bottle. “By the way, what kind of a discharge did you get from the army?”
“Believe me, I’m not crazy,” I said.
“Did I say you were?” he smiled. He shook a white tablet out of the bottle and swallowed it dry. “Just relax, huh? I’m kind of groggy myself, but this benny ought to—”
“Benzedrine!” I said. “That’s it!”
“Hmmmm? What do you mean by that?”
“Please stop that goddam diagnostic hmmmming and listen! I was confused a minute ago. I admit it. Is that so strange? Listen, Al. I haven’t been home in a long time, and then I walk into this. I had a wild day yesterday and last night I was blind drunk. I haven’t slept and I’m pooped. This whole thing is so completely insane that when I try to think about it, with that bright sunlight outside and you standing here in your underwear, I still can’t be sure it happened. But there’s the Benzedrine. I remember I gave Myshkin some last night, and later he told me the chicken-men—the ones I’ve been talking about, and I don’t care how it sounds—Myshkin told me they’ve been stealing his Benzedrine. He says they’re like chickens in some ways, and one of them is that they can’t stay awake after sundown. All right? Now, I ask you frankly and freely—would I be capable of inventing details like those if I were nuts?”
Siegman let out a long sigh. “In other words, the crazier the story, the better proof it is of sanity?”
“Just the same, will you listen to me for a few minutes without interrupting?”
“Wouldn’t you rather take a nice nap first?”
“No, I wouldn’t,” I said. “And while I’m talking, you get dressed. Soon’s I’ve finished, and you’re quite convinced I’m crazy, we’ll go to Myshkin’s place.”
I didn’t leave out a thing and I didn’t get emotional. He’d finished dressing before I was through, but he sat and smoked until I said that was it. When we got outside and he asked if I wanted coffee, it was the first time in twenty minutes he’d spoken. We had the coffee in silence, but in the cab going to Myshkin’s place, he brought up the writing on the darkroom walls. Did I know why it had aroused Eagle’s interest?
I repeated Eagle’s analysis. The wall writing was the work of several hands. On the crumpled sheet of stationery he’d found, where a dialogue had apparently been committed, I’d identified the questions as Myshkin’s but the answers—scrawled, hardly legible—had been put down by a hand Eagle had also found among those on the walls. It was that hand that stopped him cold, a strange hand.
“I see,” Siegman nodded. “Does that fit the rest?”
“Everything. Myshkin says the chicken-men trailed him to the darkroom, where he’d gone occasionally to consult his notes. They copied the formulas and carelessly added their own developments, until one day he spotted the new stuff. That was his first inkling that some kind of rebellion was brewing. He confronted them, tried to reason with them, but the revolt broke into the open. They ran away from him and went ahead with their plans. Only one remained friendly—the one I met, who call himself Boris—and Myshkin thought he was a spy for them. Now and then Boris brought him bits of information, and Myshkin already knew enough to understand that something very dangerous was going on. Careful as he was with the machine, they got into his place once or twice and stole tools and machine parts. Last night, when an egg dropped out of the machine, he knew they’d been there again. He ran out and found Boris and brought him here in that box you saw him lugging—”
“So it was Boris that Eagle heard clucking like a hen?”
“Possibly, but it may have been Myshkin. Until last night he had no idea Boris could speak. He’d conducted his conversations with Boris either in writing or by signs, and lately, after weeks of intense labor, vocally—learning some of their vowel inflections. So what Eagle heard may have been Myshkin talking to Boris. That also explains the written dialogue. Myshkin had to put technical questions about the chicken-men’s progress in writing, and Boris wrote whatever answers he decided to give. But there’s the explanation of Eagle’s reaction. He might as well have tried to analyze chicken scratches as a chicken-man’s handwriting…” Siegman sighed. “Tell me, where is Boris now?”
“I have no idea. I told you what happened.”
“Oh yes. You saved his life and let him escape. Why?”
“Why? For one thing, last night I didn’t know—as it seems apparent now—that Boris is the ringleader in the chicken-men’s plan, whatever it is.”
“Myshkin didn’t say what he suspects their plan is?”
“No, I do know it terrifies him, especially after last night. I couldn’t lock the place when I left, and Myshkin was out hunting Boris. Meanwhile the chicken-men got in, rummaged around and stole important blueprints. That was why Myshkin was so drunk when I got back. He was just about ready to give up, he said.”
“What does that mean? How would he go about giving up?”
“I don’t know.”
“Has anyone except you and Myshkin ever seen these chicken-men of his? How do you think they get in and out of that darkroom—let alone traveling around New York?”
“Don’t ask me,” I shrugged. “Boris told me he reads at the library. Maybe they don’t come out until late at—”
“How many are there, anyway?”
“I don’t know; my impression is half a dozen or so.”
“And every one of them looks like Myshkin?”
“What?” I said, startled. “I never thought of that!”
“Really? You might like thinking if you tried.”
“Let’s see,” I said. “According to Myshkin, they’d look like whoever posed for the machine. If it was Myshkin—who else?—they should all look like him. For that matter, like Boris too. But then how can he tell them apart?”
“How indeed?”
“There must be an answer…”
Siegman sighed, “I never doubted it. The only—”
Suddenly our cab swerved and screeched to a stop. Turning a corner, it had almost crashed into a police prowl car standing broadside across the middle of the street. Beyond it, and for several blocks down, there were more police cars, motorcycles, at least one emergency wagon and plenty of cops, many of them carrying rifles. We were two blocks and a right turn from where Myshkin lived, but before our cab could back up a cop signaled us to stay put.
I said quietly, “Something happened to Myshkin. I feel it.”
“Don’t be a fool,” Siegman said. “This looks big.”
The cop stuck his head partway into the cab and looked us over. “Where you boys headed?”
“Twenty-two Force Tube Avenue,” I said.
“What for?”
“A friend of ours lives there.”
“What’s his name?”
I told him and he wrote it down and told us to wait. Another cop had come up and the first one spoke to him briefly and gave him the slip he’d written on. The second cop walked down the street to where two more cops sat in a motorcycle and sidecar. The paper changed hands again, and a moment later the motorcycle kicked alive and swung around. As the first staccato burst of its engine exploded in the riverfront quiet, every cop for blocks down quickly turned to face the sound. I watched the motorcycle until it turned into Myshkin’s block, then I got out of the cab, and was surprised to see that a prowl car had unobtrusively parked a few yards behind us, cutting off the way we’d come. The cop near me caught my glance and grinned.
“Orders, lieutenant. Been some trouble and this area’s closed off. These river streets, see, they’re dead-ends or they go to piers and warehouses—and this being Sunday, with most of them closed, anybody comes by has to explain. They’ll let you back out in a few minutes, I guess. Might even bring your friend. I didn’t know anyone lived around here.”
“Then this has nothing to do with my friend?”
“Hell, no.” He leaned closer. “The biggest goddam robbery you every heard of. Had a ship full of gold tied up at one of them piers, and some good operators with an inside got aboard and took it off. Must’ve got millions.”
I took an easier breath, “Any shooting?”
“All over the joint. Two dead, four wounded.”
I went back to Siegman and told him. Then we heard the motorcycle coming back. A detective had replaced the cop in the sidecar. He came over and addressed me.
“Is your name Henry Bannerman?”
“That’s right,” I nodded.
“Come with me, please. Both of you.”
Siegman said doubtfully, “Listen, Henry, suppose you go—”
“Both, both,” the detective said wearily.
Siegman and I looked at each other. I shrugged, paid off the cabbie, and we followed the detective to Force Tube Avenue.
The whole block was alive. There were cops getting into a squad car in front of Myshkin’s house, and others getting axes out of an emergency wagon across the way. At the foot of the street near the piers there were more police cars, and half a dozen cops with tommy-guns were coming out of a warehouse cellar. The detective let us into the house motioned us to precede him upstairs. Halfway up, a cop appeared at the top.
There were two detectives and a police lieutenant in Myshkin’s wildly disordered room. The lieutenant and one detective sat on the bed and squinted at us. With no light on, even the bright morning was semi-darkness filtering through the grimy front windows. The standing detective came closer and asked. “Are you Lieutenant Bannerman?”
A furious roar came out of the corner near the sink. In the gloom I hadn’t noticed that the big chair had been moved to that corner, with its back to the room, but now I realized that Myshkin was out of sight in it. I heard enough to understand that he thought I had called the cops; the rest were promises of what he would do to me and screaming pleas not to steal his machine. It increased in volume, frenzy and epithet, and finally the lieutenant put his hands to his ears and shouted something to the detective beside him.
The detective got up, tore away part of the already torn sheet and went to the corner. He leaned over the chair with the strip in his hands and Myshkin’s stentorian fury was abruptly muffled, and only his labored breathing remained audible. But the astonishing lack of resistance from Myshkin could only mean that he’d been handcuffed—and probably tied to the chair.
The detective near us mopped his brow. He was a big, slow-moving man in tweeds, with harassed eyes. “Man alive,” he sighed. Then he put away his handkerchief and asked me, “You live here, am I right?”
“In a way,” I said, and explained.
“Let’s say you live here temporarily,” the detective decided. “Anyway, you were here last night and went out early this morning. What time?”
“Six-thirty or seven, I’d say.”
“Hah! Kind of indefinite, isn’t it?”
“My watch was broken during the night.”
“Well then, maybe it was seven-thirty or eight? Why not?”
“Because I was already at Siegman’s place—this is Siegman—a little before eight. That’s Twenty-fourth and Second and I walked it, so that took time, didn’t it?”
“Where’s your watch?”
I took my watch out of a shirt pocket and gave it to him. Its crystal had shattered in my short struggle with Myshkin and the hour hand was gone. He handed it back.
“How come you walked all the way across town?”
“If I’d known I’d be questioned about it, I might have taken a cab,” I said. “As it was, I wanted to walk so I walked.”
“Ahhh, the hell with it, Nulty,” said the lieutenant, getting off the bed and coming to us. “Even a good theory’s only a theory.” He brushed a speck of lint from his uniform. “Personally, I’m inclined to think yours generally stink a little.”
Then he turned to me. “Son, there was a hell of a mess on the pier next street to this. About half past seven this morning. Robbery. Sawed-off shotguns, submachine guns. Two men dead, maybe more. Damn serious. Now, we’ve gone through your stuff in those army bags, seen your papers and like that—even got some reasonable answers from Mr. Myshkin there, and we know you had nothing to do with it. What we want to know is did you see anything when you left this morning? Maybe a car, or some men hanging around near a shed or warehouse, or somebody walking down one of these side-streets. Anything like that, follow me? Well, just think a minute and see.”
I tried to look as if I were thinking, but I knew it was useless, so I shook my head and said no.
The lieutenant gave a short, vigorous nod, as if my word on a matter settled it. “Now, I want to ask you a few questions about your friend, Mr. Myshkin. You’ve been a soldier, I don’t have to give you a pep talk about loyalty, duty and like that. If you know anything, I think you’ll tell us even though you’re liable to incriminate a friend. Does that make sense to you?”
“Yes, sir.”
“Good. Now, first: have you seen or heard anything in this house or from Mr. Myshkin that might lead you to suspect he’d be mixed up in robbery or other criminal activities?”
“No, sir.”
“All right. Do you know where he was this morning?”
“What time this morning?” I asked.
“Let’s say as far as you know, until you left him.”
“Well, it didn’t happen that way—he left me. He was in all night until… well, five-thirty or six—it was just beginning to get light outside—and then he went out. I left an hour or so later, but he wasn’t back yet.”
“Then you don’t know where he was after five-thirty or six?”
“Just that it was somewhere around here.”
“And you don’t know what he was doing?”
“No, sir,” I said. The alternative was to tell him that Myshkin had been out after the chicken-man.
“I see,” said the lieutenant, almost regretfully. He looked at Nulty, then back to me. “We’ve information that Mr. Myshkin was seen running around on the lot at the foot of this street, and the one a block north of that, and on the piers near both these streets. Does that mean anything to you?”
“No, sir.”
“Why did you say you knew he was around here somewhere?”
“I thought he’d gone out for air.”
The lieutenant asked, “Does he usually run around and shout at the top of his voice when he goes out for air?”
I shrugged. “Not when I knew him.”
“Does he usually return covered with blood?”
“Blood?” I said. A shiver ran through me. I said, “Maybe he fell and cut himself?”
“With his hatchet?” Nulty shot at me. “Or with that long curved Turkish knife of his?” he added, pleased with my reaction.
“I didn’t know about either,” I said.
“Hah! You know now,” said Nulty. “Does it make any difference?”
“No.”
“A man goes out to walk off a drunk, he doesn’t carry a knife or a hatchet, does he?” said the lieutenant. “All right, you didn’t see him take them. He hid them. But what’s your idea?”
“I don’t know. I just don’t know.”
“Talk, son. It’ll go easier for you.”
“There’s nothing to talk about.”
“Your friend thinks there is. You heard him yelling when you came in, didn’t you? He said he’d kill you if you betrayed him. He pleaded with you to remember you were old friends. What was that about? Come on!”
“Nothing,” I said, exhausted. “He’s got a machine downstairs he invented. He thinks I sent for you because I want to steal it from him.”
“What about that machine? What does it do?”
“I don’t know. He didn’t trust me enough to tell me.”
“Then why does he think you want to steal it? Why did he think you might call the police? What’s going on here that makes him afraid of police?”
“Lieutenant—” Siegman began.
“Shut up, Al!” I said. “Keep out of this!”
But the lieutenant gave Siegman honey: “You wanted to say something?”
Siegman nodded. “Something about your wasting time.”
The lieutenant beamed. “Why do you say that?”
“Because Myshkin’s been working himself to death for months, and he’s probably had what you’d call a nervous breakdown. That machine of his may be responsible, or it may just be one of the more spectacular results of his condition—but from start to finish, it’s stark staring nonsense. My friend Henry’s too stupid to understand he won’t help poor Myshkin by covering up for him, though it should be apparent by now how impossible that is. Anyway, that’s why he went to me this morning, and why I came here with him.”
There was a brief silence before Nulty slowly asked: “And who might you be?”
“Hmmmm,” said Siegman, regarding him distantly. Then in a gentle, bored monotone he said, “I might be, and I probably am, the one person here with intelligence enough to suspect that a man who gallops around empty lots at daybreak, howling and brandishing hatchets and knives, isn’t manifesting rational behavior—so I’d hardly hunt a rational explanation. However, the fact that I’m a physician may conceivably constitute an unfair advantage, for which I apologize.”
The lieutenant was laughing so hard he had to stagger back to the bed and sit down again. He waved an arm toward the big chair in the corner, as if he was telling us to go there. I turned to Nulty and he said go ahead, so I went.
Myshkin was slumped deep in the chair. He’d been put into a strait jacket and his arms reached halfway around his skinny frame. His ankles were bound with clothesline and lashed to the chair. The lower half of his face was hidden by the strip of bed sheet that gagged him, but the rest of it was a mass of cuts and ugly bruises. There was clotted blood on a deep gash on his nose and bloodstains on his trousers and his bony knees stuck out through long rips in the cloth, and the bandages on them were brown with dried blood. The yellow powder I had seen in the room where he kept the machine was all over him, and even his eyeballs were yellow under their blood-streaks. He began to twist and heave, but he was helpless, and by the time Siegman came over, he had stopped struggling. His terrible eyes kept staring at us. I couldn’t look at him.
“Easy now,” Nulty said. “You want your friend jumping through windows trying to kill himself? He would’ve gone through that window, frame, glass and all. Charged across the room like a crazy bull. If we hadn’t chucked a nightstick between his legs…” He left the sentence unfinished and kept nodding at me solemnly.
My temples were pulsing so hard I couldn’t think. I said: “Lieutenant, what are you going to do with him?”
He frowned. “What if he tries another dive out the window and does it? Sure, you’ll watch him and he’ll be fine as soon as we’re gone and like that—but what about the hatchet and that long, dirty knife? You know, I’m a cop, I got to think about things like that. He might get to worrying about the invention he’s got downstairs, and the next thing somebody’s hair gets parted two inches deep. Maybe it’s you, maybe it’s—”
“But he isn’t violent—”
“Isn’t he? He punched and kicked and bit half a dozen cops before we got the canvas on him. Hell, that’s nothing to us, but the ordinary private citizen, he’s got a right to expect us to put… well, to have somebody look at him, anyway.”
“You don’t understand,” I said. “If only—”
“That’s enough, Henry!” Siegman said sharply. “For your own sake as well as Myshkin’s, keep this thing straight. You told me yourself he attacked you twice before you were home twelve hours. Can’t you understand that these elaborate fantasies only emphasize his dangerous potential because they seem to justify his violent reactions? Do you want him to turn murderer? You see he’s getting worse.”
He turned to the lieutenant. “There’s no question that he needs attention. I suppose you’ll send him to Bellevue?”
“Yes.”
“Well, one of the residents is a good friend of mine,” said Siegman, more to me than the lieutenant. “I’ll phone and see that he’s handled gently.”
When they led Myshkin out, he had quieted sufficiently to have his legs untied, and he let himself be walked down the stairs. The lieutenant said goodbye to us, and only Nulty stayed behind. He explained the police theory that the men they were after had holed up somewhere in the vicinity; the whole area would be closed until it had all been thoroughly searched. That meant we’d need permission to leave or receive visitors—if we were staying—but he would see to it that we had no trouble.
Just before he left, Nulty said, “Speaking of theories, I had one that your friend was mixed up in this robbery. It was all gold they had on that ship, you know—bullion, bars and ingots—and there was that yellow dust on your friend. Kind of golden, you might say, am I right? Hah! Well, we all make mistakes, but would you mind telling me what that yellow stuff was?”
Siegman told him that had something to do with Myshkin’s machine, and they talked for another minute or two about a parallel case Nulty remembered, and then Nulty left. I was standing at one of the front windows, looking down into the sunny street, trying to get things arranged in my mind.
I had to limit my thoughts to immediate problems. There was the house and everything in it: what would I do until Myshkin came back? To ask what if he wasn’t coming back was to raise the specter behind every thought that involved Myshkin. What would happen to the house… to the machine… to the products of the machine…
I could hear Siegman’s voice again. “Henry, how long do you think we’ll be here? I’ll call the hospital now, but I’d like to leave a number where I can be called back.”
I didn’t answer him.
“Listen, Henry, don’t think I don’t know how tough this is on you. It’s difficult for most people to realize that medical standards don’t coincide with ordinary, common sense notions in a thing like this, but unless you achieve some degree of detachment, you’re sunk.”
He let me alone then and went back across the room to call the hospital. Presently he was discussing Myshkin, slinging technical jargon, but there were occasional phrases—I had no doubt they were for my benefit—that were clear enough, references to auditory and visual hallucinations, schizoid personalities, delusions of grandeur and persecution and so on. I decided I’d had enough and was getting out of there.
I turned, took a single step and held my breath.
A moment later Siegman looked at me curiously, and then, when he suddenly realized that I was fighting back laughter, he quickly broke off his conversation, replaced the phones and got up to come to me. And then I really let go.
“HELLO, BORIS!” I roared. “WHERE THE HELL HAVE YOU BEEN?”
Siegman whirled, took one look, moaned, and keeled over.
Little Boris Borisovitch Simeonof-Pishtchik emerged from under the table where he’d been patiently standing, regarded Siegman’s prostrate form, scratched his head and looked up at me.
“Very disappointing,” he nodded. “Absolutely.”




It took fifteen minutes to revive Siegman and make it stick. I’d bring him to but he’d take another look at Boris and go out again, so finally I persuaded Boris to stay out of sight until Siegman was prepared for the next look. The trouble was that Boris was in a rush to leave, but he wanted to hear about Myshkin first—apparently he knew something had happened—and I wanted him to stay at least long enough for Siegman to talk to him.
Because there was something else about Boris—a decided air of optimism and a bubbling restless energy that had him hopping around, shooting questions at me until his high, piping voice thinned out to a ridiculous squeak. It worried me to think about the possible reasons Boris might have for his cheerfulness.
So, after awhile, Siegman was able to sit up in the big chair and listen to Boris and me talking. I shouldn’t have felt sorry for him but I knew how frightful an experience it was to come to accept the fact of Boris—to look at that little manikin in blue jeans and sweatshirt and canvas shoes; to watch the swift succeeding emotions play on his face when he thanked me for saving his life, or referred to Myshkin with terrible vindictiveness, or smiled mysteriously when he hinted at new developments, shaking his tiny feathery mop of hair or wrinkling his long nose in thought—and to realize that this was a sentient being, possessed of an intelligence with which I was very carefully reckoning.
“What I want to know,” Boris was saying, “is why they took him away. And on whose complaint? Yours?”
“No,” I said. “What complaint could I make?”
“What complaint?” He threw up his hands. “Is murder a crime in this society or a philosophical abstraction? The streets around here are full of police this morning—for what? For the murder of two men! But Myshkin has slaughtered who knows how many of us—three today alone!—and you ask what complaint?” He shook his head bitterly as he murmured, “Forgive me, my friend. I should not expect justice to drop into my hand like a ripe grain of corn.”
“But they don’t even know about you,” I said. “They should—and I want to tell them about you—but not unless you and your countrymen come with me and let yourselves be seen. Otherwise there isn’t a chance in a million they’d believe me.”
Boris looked wise and sad and amused. “I don’t trust you,” he said simply. “I say this at the risk of injuring our increasingly pleasant relationship. You saved my life, but when it comes to delivering my few remaining compatriots to your hands, no. It not only violates the counsel of my instincts, but of reason. What can we gain by letting ourselves be known? Look at your friend here. I came upstairs as he was working the telephone, and I listened attentively because he was talking about Myshkin. To be perfectly honest, I didn’t understand too much of what he said, but when he mentioned that fiendish Myshkin’s delusions of grandeur, I was instantly impressed with the high quality of his intellect and perception. A person of stature and fine sensibilities, I told myself. But what happened when he saw me? He fainted! So why should—”
“But you forget what a shock it is to—”
“Bah! The trouble isn’t what I forget, which is very little, but what I expect, which always seems to be too much. Forgive me for my impatience, but I expect an extremely busy day, on my word, so if you will be good enough to tell me when you expect Myshkin back, I’ll be on my way.”
“I haven’t the least idea when he’ll be back. It may be days, weeks or months.”
“Impossible! Whatever trivial offense Myshkin committed—”
“But you see.” I said, “it was Myshkin who was committed.”
“What?” Boris started. “Myshkin was—you don’t mean—”
“I mean he’s in the psychopathic ward at Bellevue,” I said. I had considered the risks involved in telling him, but there didn’t seem much to lose. “If you do what I ask.” I went on, “we may get him discharged in a hurry. If not, there’s a serious question about when he might get out—and as long as he’s there you haven’t a chance of finding out what you’re after—where you came from, how he brought you here, how to return. So you see—”
“No, my friend.” A thoughtful smile spread over his tiny features. “If that monster’s in a psychopathic ward, he’ll never get out because he belongs there. But,” he nodded, “that doesn’t mean I don’t want him out.”
“Then you’ll do it? Just in case it does work?”
Boris laughed. “Hardly. For such a madman the case is hopeless—legalistically. But there are other possibilities. It so happens that matters have suddenly taken a most fortuitous turn for my friends and me, and I think I can promise to do almost all that you ask.”
“Obviously you have a plan.”
“But the plan itself is less obvious, no?”
“You call yourself my friend?” I protested, trying to decide whether or not to make a grab for him. There was no telling how dangerous it might be. “How can you stand here and do the dance of the seven veils with these juicy hints about what’s coming? Is that gratitude?”
“Let’s not befuddle the issue, shall we?” He drew himself up. “What I owe you—I don’t deny it—I owe you alone. But what I owe that incarnate ghoul Myshkin, I intend to pay off swiftly. And now, if I have your permission to return here this afternoon, I must leave.”
“Just a moment!” Siegman called.
“Yes?”
“Do the rest of you chicken boys look like Myshkin too?”
“Chicken boys!” Boris shrieked, crimsoning with rage. “How dare you, you popinjay! Save your febrific eructations for the rodomontade canaille at the pothouse, or I’ll administer a bastinado that’ll put more stripes on you than a zebrula!”
Siegman and I looked at each other with awe, and he said to Boris, “But Boris, all I did was ask a question.”
“To me,” Boris snapped, “it was a borborygmus! Good day! Bah!” And he turned on his heel.
“Boris, did you say you’d be back this afternoon?” I called.
He was at the door when he turned back again. “Yes, I did.”
“Do you mind if I ask why?”
“Not at all. To dismantle that infernal machine downstairs.”
“Nothing doing,” I said.
“So?” said Boris softly, nodding his head the least bit, as if in confirmation of some private expectation. “But we need some of its parts.” he said, with the manner of one offering an explanation certain to be rejected. His little body had visibly stiffened.
“For what?” I said. “Not that it matters.”
“My friend, I am unable to divulge that information.”
“Then keep away from that machine! Understand?”
His face flushed violently. “Only too well…”
A moment later he vanished down the stairs. There was a swift very faint patter of rubber-soled shoes, then silence. I went down immediately. The door was unlocked but closed. The doorknob was too high for Boris, even if he could have moved the door. And he wouldn’t have ventured into the street in daylight, not this day anyway.
The door to the downstairs room was ajar. I went in, but in that wild disorder it was impossible to tell if anything had been disturbed. I knew the police had been there; they’d left dozens of shoe tracks in the yellow powder on the floor, and there was no hope of finding Boris’s among them. The machine’s green mantle still covered it but nothing underneath warranted attention. I went to the forge. Myshkin had used it, so the chimney was probably clear. There was no trace of Boris having been there, but I knew we’d have to guard the machine now until we could block off either the chimney or forge.
Siegman was sitting on the bed smoking. I told him what I’d decided about the forge. I figured the best thing was to stay matter-of-fact and hope Siegman wouldn’t blow his top, so I talked, but I couldn’t tell if he was listening. Then suddenly he looked up.
“I can’t get over his vocabulary,” he said. “Not its violence or archaic flavor, though I was damn near floored by both, but his use of more or less medical terms like febrific and borborygmus—and with such familiarity. Where did he learn them?”
“I told you he said he goes to the library. Maybe it’s a medical library. I should have grabbed him and stuck him in a coop until Myshkin comes back. Now we’ve got a war on—”
“You’re not going to fight him? You’re crazy!”
“Huh!” I said. “You don’t think I’m going to let him have his way, do you?”
“Think!” said Siegman. “Myshkin’s been terrified ever since he realized what the chicken-men were up to, but he wasn’t ready to quit until last night. Then he made a last futile effort to wipe them out. Why? Because they’ve won. It was in every confident word of Boris’, in his beady eyes when he listened to you, and I knew it was too late to avoid the whirlpool—”
“Who ever heard of chickens in a whirlpool? You’re confusing them with ducks. You’ll end up a quack if you’re not careful.”
“But there’s an answer—”
“Sure—let’s stop them. From what Myshkin said, and Boris, too, I think they still need parts from the machine downstairs. My guess is that Boris is only up to the final step, whatever it is.”
Siegman said slowly: “And my guess is that whatever it is, the final step is up to Boris only.”
“Dazzling,” I said. “I congratulate you.”
“Is that all you intend to do about it?”
“Do you want it chiseled on the Washington Monument?”
“I would prefer it on your monument,” said Siegman, “and maybe you’ll get one real soon. I’ve thought of something that might work out this whole mess, or at least postpone things until we get Myshkin back and let him decide. Instead of being hostile to Boris, my plan is to try hypnotism.”
“Why hypnotism? Who gets hypnotized? And by whom? And for what?”
“Boris gets hypnotized. By me. End of rebellion.”
“Huh?” I said.
“He considers Myshkin his enemy? I make Myshkin his greatest friend. He thinks the machine’s an incubator turned execution-happy? I convince him it’s a health ray generator. He’s got the rest of the chicken-men hidden? I fix it so’s he marches them in here, single file. Anything else?”
“Sure. Get them elected to the House of Representatives.”
“You don’t believe it can be done? Is that it?”
“It isn’t that I’m skeptical about hypnotism or its general efficacy,” I said. “Or even that I have doubts about your ability with it, though it wouldn’t be unreasonable if I did.”
“Then what is it?”
“Al, we’re talking about chicken-men!”
“Well?” he asked, frowning.
“It’s utterly…” But I didn’t finish. “At that,” I shrugged, “your idea’s no more absurd than just talking about chicken-men…”
So we talked about Siegman’s plan with increasing seriousness, realizing that without the vital condition of Boris’ return, any plan would be useless.
That involved my guess about the importance of the machine to Boris. Certainly, after his furious exit, we could hardly expect any social calls from him. If he returned, it would be only because he wanted to get at the machine. And that meant we were to do nothing to make his ingress more difficult. The chimney and forge would be left untouched. Then a close watch would be kept, so that if Boris did come we’d know it. After that, avoiding the merest breath of enmity, we might be able to woo him into position for Siegman’s crack at him.
That decided, we felt better and I took Siegman down, finally, to see the machine. It meant as little to him as it had to me. He gave it a quick onceover, shrugged, and went back upstairs with me, talking about things he’d observed about Boris. Most of it was too technical for me, like his remarks about Boris’ eyes—about the lens being held in place by the ciliary process which attached to the eyeball at the ora serrata, while the iris attached to the choroid, and the large posterior eyeball and distinctively developed pecten—and so on.
But I did catch what he said about Boris having a cockscomb. He called it a fleshy caruncle and a gallinaceous crest, but when he asked if I’d noticed it too, he had to translate, and it turned out he was talking about a cockscomb!
“You’re kidding!” I said.
“The hell I am,” said Siegman. “I saw it every time he turned his head quickly. It’s usually hidden by his filiplumes—what you call his hair—though they do seem to be an amazing cross between hair and feathers. Of course,” he rambled on, “some are more like plumulae or pennae than filiplumes, but where the apteria is so obviously much greater than the pterylae—”
The phone rang while we were laughing. Siegman dived for it, picked it up, spoke a few words, then turned to me. “It’s for you,” he said. “It’s Harriet Hopper.”
I grabbed the phone and talked to her or tried to. The news about the waterfront robbery had been broadcast, and she’d heard it and realized it had happened on the street next to Myshkin’s house. That was why she’d called. Were we all right? What was Al Siegman doing at Myshkin’s, when he’d gotten home at maybe six in the morning? How did she know? Because Gladys was with her and she said so. I said, well, if Gladys could be with her, Al could be with me. But Gladys had a reason for being there, she said. There was a reason for Al being here, I said. No, I couldn’t tell her. Couldn’t swap reasons either. Nothing was wrong. I wasn’t aware I sounded odd. All right, I’d put Al on and let him talk to Gladys.
Al took the phone, said hello honey, listened for half a minute without saying another word, and hung up.
“What’s wrong?” I said. “Why’d you hang up?”
“Gladys hung up,” he said, blinking. “They’re coming here.”
“Who’s coming here? Why didn’t—”
“Gladys said don’t waste time arguing; she has to see me and Harriet wants to see you; they’ll be right down.”
“They’ll go right back.”
“But why shouldn’t they come? Now wait. I want to go to the hospital and see about Myshkin, and if I leave you alone you’ll be dead asleep before I’m out the door, and who’ll be watching the place in case Boris shows up?”
“And what if Boris shows up while they’re here?”
“Not a chance. The voices would frighten him. Besides, he’s a fanatic and fanatics hate women. I don’t see where company would hurt—”
“You lecher. I know just—”
“Don’t tell me you’re too tired to see Harriet?” he grinned.
So I went out and walked to the corner, where I found a police sergeant. I told him what Nulty had said about visitors and that we expected two ladies, and would he see that they were allowed to come in? The sergeant winked and said it was a fine day for it and he would certainly see to it. I thanked him and asked how the search was getting on, and he said nothing had turned up so far except, apparently, for us, and he winked again.
I was feeling pretty good by the time I got back to the house. It almost seemed like an ordinary Sunday.




The girls hadn’t been at the house very long before Siegman and I realized we’d overlooked something that was wrecking our hopes for a rosy interlude—the explanations we were obviously expected to make.
A little lie destroyed us. It wasn’t even a lie, it was just an omission—we didn’t mention Boris. But omit Boris, you might say, and obit us. The lie multiplied like an amoeba. Pretty soon Siegman and I were contradicting each other about every third word. When our conversation began to consist almost exclusively of buts, Harriet gave me a look that made my teeth ache and said no more.
But not Gladys. Evidently she and Al had become romantically entangled the night before. Now she suspected another girl might be mixed up somewhere in Al’s horribly inept evasions. She kept poking everything he said as if she wanted to see how big a hole she could make in it. It was a fascinating experiment but she finally quit. Reason one was, as she said: “I know you had only two or three hours to double-cross me in, but if you can work that fast, on no sleep, you’re for me.” Reason two was what had brought her dashing early that morning to Harriet’s apartment, and now to Siegman—her own trouble.
In two words, it consisted of Roscoe Cramwell.
In a few more words, some of them not obscene, it became the story of Roscoe Cramwell’s searing passion for Gladys. They had been engaged five or six times. They were completely incompatible, she said, because Cramwell was an overwhelming egotist, a creature of moods and cataclysmic rage. He was also given to loathsome suspicions and vile fits of jealousy, which it turned out were now in vigorous exercise because of Al Siegman.
“Who—me?” cried Siegman.
“Darling, who else?” said Gladys.
“How does he know?”
“Darling, that’s just it—he doesn’t have to know anything! His mind’s like an explosion in a cesspool. Just because we sneaked away from the party—and he hasn’t the right! Who does he think he is to sit on my fire escape? Sweets, you have so many muscles, but you mustn’t. I wouldn’t blame you after what he said about you, but if you do it’ll be so unpleasant for everybody—”
“Stop, stop!” Siegman cried, holding his head. He looked at her and ran his nervous hands through his hair. What are you trying to say, darling?” he asked gently. “I’m still out on the fire escape. Slowly now.”
“But it’s so simple really, darling! Roscoe said you’re nothing but a contemptible—Oh, no, I shouldn’t. It’s so pointless. Forgive me, darling, it’s wretched of me. But you should have heard him, sitting out there on my fire escape this morning and delivering a lecture on my behavior at the top of his voice. There wasn’t a closed window in the neighborhood two minutes after he began. And the threats! Darling, I can’t help thinking you ought to know. He’s not that crazy, but if anything happened to you because I’d held back…”
Siegman had closed his eyes. She hesitated a moment, smiled shyly and said, “Roscoe said if I don’t marry him, he’ll kill you.”
Siegman opened his eyes.
“It doesn’t seem logical, darling, but I understand his mind. He expects me to marry him to save you. It may have happened in a play he was in. His threats are just too ridiculous, but he does own a shotgun… and I seem to remember him mentioning bloodhounds or something.”
She stood there, lips parted, red hair hanging in thick wild waves to her shoulders, wide eyes intent on Siegman, shooting him signals in universal code. The light that came in through the front windows to mold her figure did a great job. She looked the materialization of a mass subconscious idea—like the girl on the barber shop calendar come alive.
Siegman turned to me and held out his hands. “I can’t cope with it. Maybe some other time, if my mind was free, but not now. Gladys, baby, I’m sorry.”
“But darling what am I to do?”
“Marry him,” said Siegman.
“Darling…” she said, but it hurt.
“What’s wrong with him? He’s got money and he’s considered a very fine actor in some circles. A great actor, madly in love with you. You don’t dismiss a wonderful proposal like that because he was a little awkward the way he went about it.”
“Don’t you want me?” she asked softly.
“Not with bloodhounds,” said Siegman. “I’ve been slowing up lately.”
Gladys backed away from him. When the first tear fell she turned and quickly ran out of the room and down the stairs. I was right after her and Harriet was behind me. I caught Gladys before she could open the outer door and I talked to her. I tried to explain how tired Al was, what a strain the morning had been, how frustrated he felt not being able to tell her about it. Harriet did some talking too, and after while we’d comforted her enough for Harriet to go up and have a talk with Siegman.
You know what was on my mind, don’t you? If Gladys left, so would Harriet. Somehow it seemed very important to me that Harriet stay. And when I saw Harriet working toward the same end, whatever her reason was, it made me conscious of my pulse.
Gladys and I could hear the voices upstairs. What they said was too indistinct to catch, but soon Siegman wasn’t doing any of the talking. I told Gladys to powder her nose and wait for Al in the downstairs room, and then I went up to arrange it. I found Siegman trying to figure out what he was supposed to be ashamed of, but at least it was a beginning. I agreed with everything Harriet said and when she paused I took over.
I was going pretty good when it happened.
Siegman and I were halfway down the stairs before we even knew why we were running. Boris had put us so on edge that we didn’t have to think about him—he was a reflex. The realization that what we’d heard was a rooster crowing didn’t catch up with us until we were pushing open the door to the downstairs room.
It happened again just as we burst in.
Right near us, a few feet inside the room, Gladys, was standing quite still, staring toward the forge with an enchanted smile. Halfway between her and the forge, at the summit of a mountain of litter, Boris stood transfixed. Fire shot out of his eyes as he returned Gladys’ gaze, and his balance seemed precarious enough for a breath to upset him. He seemed completely unaware of Siegman and me as he slowly raised his arms.
They came up as if being levitated, with a rigid, mechanical sweep, and held a moment. Suddenly they dropped and began beating excitedly against his sides—as if he were flapping wings—and his jaw elevated and he crowed again.
God, how he crowed! Such tremolo! This was no ordinary rooster crowing—this was the crow of a rooster who had just discovered he was a rooster and couldn’t get over it! Such legato!…
When Harriet walked into the room and let out a gasp that was part scream, the magic moment ended. Boris’s head snapped around. He saw us, whirled, and took a tremendous flying leap to the floor. He landed lightly, sped across the short distance to the forge and vanished, leaving behind a tiny, rising cloud of yellow powder and several dainty toe-prints.
“Boris!” Siegman shouted. “Boris, come back!”
He charged forward, tripped over a cable and went down with a reverberating crash. By the time I reached him, Gladys was on her knees smothering his head in her arms while he thrashed about to sit up.
“Darling,” Gladys cried, “Why didn’t you tell me that this great big secret of yours was about Mr. Myshkin’s little brother! Darling, he’s so sweet!”
Siegman’s eyes bugged out at her. “Henry, I won’t be responsible if you don’t take her away!”
I let him yell. I was trying to figure out what I had seen, and what it could possibly have meant—not that I didn’t have interesting ideas. Gladys kept cooing at Siegman until he ran out of breath and threats. I thought maybe he was going to cry.
“He’s gone for good,” he moaned. “Our last chance…”
“But darling, he’ll be back! I know he will!”
“How do you know?” I said.
She turned to me. “He promised.”
“When?” I said.
“He didn’t say specifically. He was talking about it, and then all at once, in that way he has—it happened once before that; didn’t you hear it?—he just stopped talking and began to wave his arms at me and started to sing in that funny way—”
“Sing?” I said. “That was crowing!”
“Henry, darling, I really don’t see what he had to crow about. I was only there a few minutes before you came in, and all we did was talk a little. If—”
“What did you talk about?” I said. “How did it start?”
“Well, he asked who I was, and I said my name was Gladys—”
“Just like that? You walk in and he says who are you and you say I am Gladys and how would you like to come and see my grandma’s big green cat what lives with her? No reaction? No emotions?”
“Darling, you mean how did I feel? I was quite frightened. I hadn’t seen him yet, and that bell-like voice of his—it’s too precious, really, but it was ghastly until I saw him. He’d been hiding in here—” she pointed to the forge “—but he came out to let me see him. Naturally, I understood everything then, so—”
“What do you mean everything?”
“Darling, about his being Mr. Myshkin’s little Brother!”
“Gladys, he isn’t Myshkin’s little brother!”
“But he looks just like him! Isn’t he really? Henry, darling, then who is he?”
“Never mind, dear. Just go on with what happened.”
She smiled at me and winked. “Well, he’d heard us in the hall and he was going to run away. He had his little kerchief packed, and a roadmap in his hand—so very sweet, but so unhappy—”
“Gladys,” I said gently, “We realize that colorful details make a better story, but he wasn’t actually carrying a packed kerchief and a roadmap—now was he, dear?”
“Oh, I know you never dreamed he’d run away but what was he to do, with everyone so ashamed of him just because he happens to be smaller than average.”
“Gladys,” I groaned, “did he tell you that?”
“Darling,” she smiled, “I understood. One’s either sensitive to these things or one isn’t. Call it radar or television or something—I don’t know! Of course, it did come up when he said he’d have to leave before any you came in, and naturally I asked why, and he said if he was caught he’d be made a prisoner again until Mr. Myshkin got back, and then maybe he’d be done away with! Well, I said nothing more about it, though how anyone could be so cruel to one’s own brother—”
“Gladys, I told you he is not Myshkin’s brother!”
“Darling, why mustn’t I know?”
“There’s no reason why you shouldn’t know, Gladys. If there were, I’d say so even if I couldn’t tell you what the reason is. Now, there are a great many people around who are not related to Myshkin in any way, and it so happens that you met one of them.”
“Really, Henry, you’re very convincing.”
“I’m glad. Now what about his promise to come back?”
“Oh, I asked him to promise he wouldn’t go far and that he’d come back soon, and he promised.”
“Is that all?”
“Darling, isn’t that enough?”
“But you were together in here for three or four minutes before we came. Did you spend the time in silent communion?”
“Darling, that’s all we talked about that concerns you. I regard the rest as something very personal and very dear to me.”
“Romance…” I said, staring at her. “That’s what you’re talking about, isn’t it?”
“Yes, darling. He made love to me.”
“He what? WHAT? Gladys—”
“But he did, darling—oh, I mean verbally! You’re a dear, but you’re such a brute. Really, it was innocent and lovely. He asked me who I was, and after I wasn’t frightened any more I told him my name, and he climbed up on those boxes and began to say all sorts of wonderful things—about my hair and my eyes, and how he would leave here to go to a wonderful country where he would be a prince, and I would be a princess if I went with him.”
“What did you say?”
“Baby, I didn’t get a chance. As soon as he stopped talking, he started singing. As a matter of fact, the first time he began to sing while he was talking—as if the song just overpowered him, really. Darling, I know you think he was crowing. Well, he’d just promised to come back, and he was singing again when you arrived. That’s all.”
“I don’t believe her,” said Siegman, blinking at me.
“Now listen, darling—”
“Gladys, dear, be quiet,” I said. “Why don’t you believe her?”
“She’s either wrong or not telling the truth, or both. What about that cute little packed kerchief and the roadmap? How true was that? How true does it sound? Sure, I see—”
He broke off abruptly to look at the forge. There was a very faint scraping sound that seemed to be coming from high up in the chimney. Then a tapping and a rustling.
Siegman leaned over the hearth to look up the chimney under the hood, and immediately held an arm out to signal he had something. The scraping stopped.
A pinch of soot powdered down from the chimney, and then something dropped out and hit Siegman between the eyes. His head sank halfway into his shoulders before he realized he wasn’t hurt. I got a quick look at what had hit him—it was a gaily figured ladies’ handkerchief, corners knotted to make a minute bundle—but as Siegman reached for it, more soot rained down, there was a rustle, and a folded square of paper fluttered out of the chimney and landed near the handkerchief.
We waited an instant longer, until the subdued crowing that echoed down the chimney died away, and then Siegman looked under the hood again. “He’s gone!” he said, and grabbed for the handkerchief.
I picked up the square of paper, unfolded it, and compared what we had.
“You see?” Gladys cried. “It’s his wee kerchief and map!”
She was wrong. What Siegman had untied was a wee kerchief, all right, but instead of being packed presumably with Boris’s belongings, it contained some twenty jewels—emeralds and blazing rubies and amethysts—unmistakably taken from Myshkin’s machine. What I had was not a map, but a small detailed blueprint with captions that indicated it had to do with an enlarger, and on its blank side there was a fresh handwritten note.
I had seen the crude writing on the darkroom walls. The graceful letters of this note were the product of a practiced penman, but his evidently irrepressible delight in making a pen scratch—here as on the walls—established a generic link.
I read the writing at the top of the sheet out loud:
“Darling, I’ll be back as soon as I can. Darling, meanwhile you can lose them characters for me. Darling, the ice is yours. Wait for me, sweets. Boris.”
Siegman scowled. “Ice, huh?”
“He means the jewels,” I said.
“Oh, what a darling!” said Gladys.
“I know he means the jewels,” Siegman said irritably. “What I’d like to know is what makes him use a word like ice. And where did he learn to call us characters?”
“To call us characters what, darling?” said Gladys.
“Just characters, Gladys,” I said. “Characters, period.”
“What period, darling?”
“The post-war period, darling.”
“Thank you, Henry, darling. I’m glad to see that someone around here can explain things.”
I read the rest of the note:
“My love is strengthen’d, though more weak in seeming;
I love not less, though less the show appear;
The love is merchandiz’d whose rich esteeming
The owner’s tongue doth publish everywhere.”
“Magnificent!” Gladys breathed.
“Shakespeare,” said Siegman. “From one of his sonnets, number one hundred something.”
“Darling, you’re jealous!”
“Of that little chicken boy?”
“Chicken boy, darling?”
“You didn’t think he was human, did you? He was hatched!”
“Hatched… darling? Hatched?”
“From an egg. By Myshkin. That’s what’s behind all this.”
Harriet, who hadn’t uttered a word since she’d come in, was already quickly moving toward Gladys, but Gladys stood there swaying and staring dreamily into Siegman’s eyes, and she went on staring and swaying until Harriet keeled over in a dead faint. I was glad to catch her, but it was confusing.




When we told the girls the truth I knew the Myshkin Affaire was getting very big, but I wasn’t sure that was altogether bad. I’d begun to see where the more people we had in it, the better it might be for Myshkin when the end came.
For Harriet, who’d seemed to follow most of it, the whole thing became unreal. The one time she spoke, she said she understood how such a thing could happen, but not that it had happened. The reaction Gladys had was less metaphysical: she decided we were trying to cover up Myshkin’s disgraceful behavior toward his small brother. Whatever chance we’d had with her was gone when she recalled that Siegman had shouted, “Boris!”
“Darling, how many Russians do you know?” she smiled.
“His name is Boris, Borisovitch Simeonof-Pishtchik.” I said.
“Darling, you’re so much cleverer I than I am.” she said, and let out a merry little laugh. “Of course, I won’t say a word to the SPCC until I’ve seen little Boris again.”
“What’s SPCC?” I asked.
“Society Prevention Cruelty Children,” Siegman said hollowly.
“Oh, no,” I groaned. “Gladys, darling, please—”
“Henry, baby, I’m staying. Really.”
I’d let that end it. There wasn’t the slightest sense trying to make her understand, and the one thing I’d realized was that Gladys had to stay with us. Inexplicable as it was, she was not only our link to Boris, but in some utterly strange fashion she fascinated him. I remember the way Boris had looked at her when he crowed. Whatever Gladys had, I was grateful for her decision to keep it on the premises, where it was needed.
Then we’d settled down to wait.
The afternoon had worn on and worn on us. Siegman and I had grabbed a few fitful winks and the girls played gin with an old deck of cards they found. The streets around us had gradually settled to a summery stillness that was unmarred by the sounds of river traffic. In this somewhat other-worldly peace I’d found myself wondering, by six o’clock, which of us would drop from hunger first. Myshkin’s cupboard was a Mother Hubbard and neither Siegman nor I had been willing to chance missing Boris by chasing out for a few edibles—and Gladys’ going was unwise. Finally Harriet had volunteered to scout for supplies.
She hadn’t been gone very long when a cop came upstairs to say that the rules were off. Then Harriet had phoned. She’d remembered, after finding all the local groceries closed, that this was a Sunday, and she’d decided to bring some stuff from her place uptown. She would phone again when she started back so that I could meet her at the police line. I told her the police had gone, and not to use the telephone because it might conceivably ring at an unpropitious moment.
But we could have rented the phone to a cigar store bookie for the next hours, without interfering with anything.




Darkness had come so abruptly that I was startled to see the phosphorescent glow of Siegman’s watch across the twenty feet that separated us. He was at the window, staring out at the thick, soft dusk. It was just past seven-fifteen.
“I think Harriet’s back!” Siegman called. “I saw—”
The telephone went off with an ear-splitting ring that broke off what Siegman was saying. I’d heard the front door opening just as he spoke, then footsteps swiftly bounding up the stairs before I remembered that Harriet had no key for the front door and I yanked the string for the light.
There was a blue-white explosion and there stood Myshkin.
“Turn that damned light off!” he shouted.
I yanked again and the darkness fell on us with tremendous weight. But I could still see Myshkin. His after-image blazed in red outline and I saw his tangled mane of hair, his upthrust arms shielding eyes that looked wilder than ever. He was leaning against the doorjamb, a robe wrapped around him, gasping for breath.
The telephone cut through everything and on the third ring I picked it up.
“Hello,” I said. “Yes, hold on. Al, it’s for you.”
I struck a match. It flared up to reveal Myshkin and Al looking at each other. They moved together, Siegman toward me. Myshkin toward the window. The match went out before they passed, but nothing happened and Siegman took the phone.
“Hello… Yes, who? Oh, hello… What?… When?… But… Oh… Oh, I see… Yes… Yes, of course, and thanks… All right. Goodbye.”
I took the phone from him. I could hear Myshkin moving at the window. He was controlling his breathing. There wasn’t a sound not made by Myshkin until I rattled the phone as I replaced it.
“Who was it, Al?” I asked.
“My friend at the hospital. The resident.”
“Well?”
Siegman said dryly: “He says Myshkin’s missing from the ward.”
“Oh…”
“He also says they think maybe he’s still in the hospital somewhere, but his clothes are gone and they’ve notified—”
“Shut up!” Myshkin snapped.
“Listen. Myshkin—”
“Including you. Henry! Turn on the light, dammit!”
“You just said to turn it off.”
“Turn it on! There’re liable to be cops here any minute. You want to have to explain why you had the lights off? Make a shade for it. Wrap a towel around it or something. My eyes are burning…”
I fumbled around for towels and got on a chair, and knotted two of them on the wire. It made quite an effect when I pulled the light-string again. The towels were stained a hundred different shades from Myshkin’s chemicals, and they hung down over the bulb and threw soft blobs of color everywhere.
“Thanks,” said Myshkin. He took a few steps closer to us and stopped and looked at Gladys. All he had on was a pair of loose pajamas that had once been blue, a brown wool bathrobe and a pair of cloth bedroom slippers. “Who’s this?” he asked.
“Gladys De Winter,” I said. “She’s a friend of Miss Hopper.”
“What is she doing here?”
“She’s with Siegman.”
“What kind of an answer is that?” Myshkin snapped. Then he looked at Siegman. “You can drop dead. No loss to medicine.”
“I’m very glad to meet you, Mr. Myshkin,” said Gladys.
Myshkin gave her a sneer that showed his teeth, and the light gave them a greenish glow. “You’ll have to be tied up and put in a closet,” he said. “Look around for some rope. Shut up, Henry. Don’t ask me any questions. Right now let’s figure out what happens if they send a cop here. I haven’t been here. You know I’m on the loose because the resident phoned, but that’s all. It’s got to be done right so they won’t think of searching the place. Nowhere to hide here. Right? Well?”
“You’re not tying me up and putting me in a closet, brother,” said Gladys. “I’ve got two octaves more than I need to be heard in Port Jervis.”
“Who is she?” said Myshkin. “A man can’t leave his house a few hours without coming back to find a convention?”
“She’s all right,” I said. “Don’t worry about it.”
“That’s what they kept saying at the hospital: don’t worry about anything! Hah! You realize what I’m up against? Get Paul Muni on the phone and ask him how he’d like to play a fugitive from an insane asylum! Listen, Henry, you won’t get rattled if they come?”
“Don’t worry about it,” I said.
“I’m dying for a cigarette,” said Myshkin. “Henry, maybe I shouldn’t be here. Maybe that’s just what Boris wants. Where could I go in these pajamas except home? That’s why he didn’t bring me my clothes, in time. He engineered the whole thing to get me back here, but why? What’s the answer?”
“Did you say Boris got you out?”
“Didn’t I?” He grabbed the cigarette I’d come over to give him. There was a red spot on his forehead and two blue-green lights on his sunken cheeks, and with the smoke pouring out of his mouth and nostrils he looked like someone who’d just signed a document for a party with horns. “It was Boris, all right,” he said. “There’s no evidence, but it’s the only answer.”
“What answer?”
“Listen, Henry, they got notes to me without being seen! They sent me a pair of special glasses! They opened doors, opened the wardrobe lock, took down clothes—all this with guards and doctors and nurses and patients and visitors around them and nobody saw them! I saw my pants being slid out of the wardrobe closet! I saw it and there was no one there!”
“No!” I said.
“It means they—”
“Who’s they?”
“Boris! There must have been others too. There was too much going on at once for even three of them. Doors opening, chalked arrows in the halls, lights going out, fire exits swinging open—that’s how it was. First a note saying they were going to get me out. Then a note with some instructions, where my clothes would be waiting and so forth, then one setting the time. It went off wonderfully, except my clothes weren’t in the office where I was supposed to find them, but everything else worked.”
“So what do you think?” I said.
“What can I think? I think they’ve found out how to become invisible!”
“You have any of these notes you received?” I asked.
“No, I tore them up. It didn’t—”
“What was the handwriting like?”
“Beautiful—nothing like Boris’ lousy scratches. But the references, the language, the directions were typically Boris’. Invisibly delivered!”
“You know something, Myshkin,” I said. “I believe you.”
“You do?”
“Part of it, anyway. In spite of you. You’d rather not have told it and you don’t want me to believe it, but you couldn’t think of anything else—”
“Henry, on my word—”
“What am I supposed to do now? Think you really did go nuts? You think you’ll stop me? Myshkin, after Boris sinks into one’s brain, it’s soft enough to take anything. I’m taking this because I know you got a note from Boris, whether or not it was invisibly delivered. See?”
“You know I got a note?”
“At least one.”
“May I ask how you know?”
“Myshkin, we got a note with that same beautiful penmanship—and ours was also dropped invisibly—but we know that note came from Boris. It’s signed. And we have ours.”
“Give it to me!”
I looked at him distastefully. “It’s invisible.”
“Henry, I swear to you it’s all true! Every syllable of every word! Where’s the note?”
“How can you lie like that?”
Myshkin started to answer before he realized that I hadn’t said it, and before the impact of that high, thin fantastic voice of Boris’ got to him. He ducked his head as if he’d gotten a whack across the back of his neck, and then he spun around fast and saw what Gladys and Siegman and I had seen two seconds sooner.
Boris was leaning against the door, legs crossed, chewing a match. Hands thrust deep in the pockets of his jeans, wearing a small checkered cap with its long visor pulled down over his eyes, he offered a study of a relaxed apache-type. He stood bathed in bright orange, a shadowed indigo leer on his face, apparently unconcerned with Myshkin’s proximity. If he was aware of the sudden tension that had entered the room with him, he gave no sign of it.
“Understand me,” he went on, “I ask only with reverence. On my word, Myshkin, when I listen to one of your lies I feel as if I were in church. Your most casual fibs—even your fibicles—reveal the basic duality of genius: a flourishing art and the serenity that resides in faith. You leave the truth a drab, a drear, a drained thing. Let us hear more on this matter of invisibility. It—”
I grabbed Myshkin’s arm hard enough to let him know he wasn’t going to dive at Boris. I didn’t want to do anything that overt, but Myshkin didn’t know about our plan to hypnotize Boris and there was no way to tell him. Gladys had quickly and very smoothly slid out of Boris’s sight behind a section of the work-tables, and Siegman was carefully coming forward. I tried to signal Myshkin by tightening and relaxing my grip on his arm.
Myshkin looked at me, a slight frown passed over his face, and he stopped trying to fight.
“Boris!” Siegman called vibrantly. “Boris… lisssennn…”
Boris raised his chin enough so that he no longer had to look up from under his hat. I was startled when I saw his eyes. They were like black molten glass.
“Borr-riss,” said Siegman, gently, sonorously. “Yourrr eyezzz hurrrtt, donnn’ theyyy? Yezzz, they dooo. They hurrt verr-rree mudge, sooo-oo verr-rrree mudge. Worrking too harrrd, worr-reeing too mudge. Ohhh for a rezzztt…”
Boris’ unblinking gaze was fixed on Siegman. It was remarkable to see the contrast between his limber, disjointed posture and the rigidity with which he kept his head erect. He began to nod a little as language oozed at him. Presently he was maintaining the rhythm of Siegman’s syrupy enunciation so perfectly that it became impossible to tell who was leading whom… unless Boris was anticipating a good deal of what Siegman said… or as if what was being said no longer mattered and only the rhythm was left…
“Clooozze yourrr eyezzz,” Siegman droned on. “Ohhh forrr a nizzze lonnngg rezzztt… clooozzze… cloozzzze… weee-rrreee eyezzzz… yezzzz…”
“Catch him before he falls over,” said Boris.
Well, I might have caught him if Myshkin hadn’t leaped for Boris. As it was I swung for Myshkin first, missed, and then it was too late. Siegman dropped and hit the floor with a thud. I whirled for Myshkin again, certain I’d find Boris lifeless in his hands—
I was mistaken. Boris not only hadn’t stirred, but he seemed completely unaware of what might have happened to him. The question remained an academic one, however, because Myshkin was confronted by a deadly black automatic. It took a few seconds for the muzzle to shrink enough to let me see who was holding the gun.
He was one of those long lean characters who wear form-fitting Chesterfields with padded shoulders. He had a face a dope peddler would have been proud to own; sallow, pinched, incisive—when the light hit his jutting cheekbones they glinted like unsheathed blades. He had on a pearl gray fedora, black patent-leather shoes as slim as destroyers, and gray suede gloves. The gloves blurred occasionally because his hands had a tendency to shake, but everything else about him seemed immovable; he might have been a life-size cut-out in a movie lobby. His eyeballs were yellow, with irises as huge and black and lusterless as licorice gumdrops. When I looked into them it was like looking through holes in a fence.
He stood in the doorway where he had first appeared, towering over Boris. He held the gun in his right hand, the elbow bent and kept close to him, and his left hand hung at his side. If there was any expression on his face, I missed it.
“See how it is?” Boris said quietly. “I promised a pay-off, didn’t I? That’s how it is.”
“Boris, you—”
“You take care of Svengali there,” Boris cut me off gently. “I have some business to transact with Mr. Myshkin—several rather urgent questions remain to be… ah… settled. Mr. Myshkin, would you mind… ah… climbing into a more decorous costume? It may be necessary for us to leave these premises.”
“Aaahhhh…” Myshkin let his breath out.
“Yerrs?” said Boris. He meant “yes” but he purred it.
“My clothes,” said Myshkin distantly. Sure enough, his clothes were lying in a bundle on the floor behind Boris—the torn, bloodstained, yellow-spotted pants and old shoes rolled up in his hooded green sweater.
“You didn’t forget… my clothes…” Myshkin murmured.
“That’s not all I didn’t forget,” said Boris. “Let’s go downstairs to the execution chamber. I’ve got a few questions I’d like to have answered.”
Myshkin nodded and took a long slow breath, like a man who had made a final decision and arrived at a final calm. The look in his eyes matched perfectly with the crazy, dreamy look the gunman wore, only Myshkin’s knees were shaking worse than the gunman’s hands.
“I stay here,” he said dreamily. “I refuse to go.”
“Myshkin,” Boris said gently, “don’t make my boy invite you. He’s a nervous boy.”
“You know what you look like?” said Myshkin. “Ask me. Like a sewer rat, on my word. Whoever dreamed up this scene should be put on Serutan for a month. And this guy with you—”
“Myshkin! Shut up!” I shouted.
“Go on!” said Boris. “Keep talking!”
Myshkin swallowed hard. “Why not? This guy with you—”
That was as far as he got. The gunman took two steps to Myshkin—he seemed to glide rather than step—and his right hand came up to put the gun a foot from Myshkin’s wildly bobbing Adam’s apple. The muzzle looked like a tunnel entrance. I saw the gray-gloved fingers tremble violently as they tightened on the gun, then my eyes squeezed shut.
But the only sound I heard was the door-pull downstairs. Then silence. When my eyes opened I was observing the fantastic effect the bell seemed to have had on Boris and the gunman.
Boris’ face was screwed up in ghastly pain. He had taken his hands out of his pockets and he was holding his fists up in front of his face. A tiny silver object gleamed in his right hand and his whole arm quivered as though the pain was flowing from this object down his arm into his stiff little body. The gunman was rocking on his heels. His gun hand had gone down to his side as if something had pulled it down, but it had fought its way up again and now it was slowly, inexorably, forcibly being pulled down again. Maybe five or six seconds had passed…
Then the bell went off again.
Boris cried out: “Next time, Myshkin! Next time!”
He and the gunman moved together. Boris spun around and ran out across the threshold. The gunman slid past Myshkin and me, raised his gun and smashed the covered electric bulb. There was a pop and a tinkle of broken glass.
In the darkness tiny footsteps leaped down the stairs. Almost simultaneously the downstairs door opened, there was a smothered cry from somewhere far off, and Myshkin sagged against me. I was moving at the time, and I shunted Myshkin off before I could help it. He fell away and from the demented roar that followed I concluded he had landed on Siegman. That was the first time in many minutes I’d remembered Siegman, and when Gladys’ howling was added to the uproar I remembered her too. But kept running down the stairs.




It was Harriet. She was holding a big paper bag in her arms and there was another at her feet. There was a street light near the piers that didn’t give much light, but it would have shown anyone on either side of the street, and there was no one except Harriet.
“Where’d they go?” I shouted. “You must’ve—”
Then I noticed the way she looked—not just that she was dazed and frightened, but the yellow powder that was all over her short blue coat. I touched it and felt her whole body trembling.
“What happened?” I said. I sniffed the air. There was an odor like ozone, the kind of smell you get around trolley barns, and something less familiar I couldn’t quite place, and the dissipating remains of what seemed to have been a dust cloud still hung in the air. “Harriet, what’s the matter?” I begged. “Say something! Can’t you talk?”
“Yes.” she nodded slowly. “Take this bag, stupid.”
“I’m sorry,” I said. “It’s—”
“Henry!—What’s that?”
“That’s Siegman yelling because Myshkin fell on him.”

“Myshkin?”
“Shhh! He escaped. That’s who Boris and that gunman with him were after—”
“Boris?… and th-that… gunman?…”
“That was who you saw running out about a minute after—Huh? What’s the head-shaking for? You saw them, didn’t you? You must have seen them!”
“…I… no…”
“But you were down here—”
I ran into the house and down the hall into the downstairs room. I knew it was empty even before I’d turned on the light. Upstairs I could hear Siegman alternately shouting and groaning, and Myshkin talking in a subdued voice, and I had a cold shiver and went outside to Harriet.
She was sitting on the brick step, staring at the empty street with intense concentration. I took the bags and helped her into the house. A light had gone on upstairs and as we started up, Myshkin appeared at the top.
“Did you lock it?” he cried. He had apparently recovered from whatever had afflicted him and he looked wilder—if possible—than ever. “Who’s this dame?” he shouted. “Oh, Miss Hopper! Don’t tell me she—But what happened to Boris and—My God, what’s this?”
“Yellow powder,” I said.
Myshkin’s eyes bulged. He reached for Harriet and I gave him a hack across the arm. The next moment Gladys ran up with a flurry of excited little cries that added up to the distressing fact that the coat was hers. Siegman was standing at the sink, gulping water and moaning softly as he watched us. I took the glass from him to bring Harriet some water and he followed me with hoarse complaints that it was the only glass. Myshkin was trying to get at Harriet as Gladys settled her in the armchair, and when I came over he began mumbling to himself. Gladys was rubbing a handkerchief on the coat without effecting the powder, telling Harriet not to mind while she herself wept bitterly. Harriet sipped the water, and gave the glass back to me.
“Do you feel better now?” I asked her.
“I feel fine,” she said.
“Because if you’d rather wait a bit—”
“Who asked you?” Myshkin shouted. “If you want to wait, wait! She says she feels fine!”
“Look at her!” I said. “Look at her eyes!”
“There’s nothing wrong with my eyes,” said Harriet. “Some of the powder got into them, that’s all. And the odor got me a little dizzy, I suppose.”
“Please, Miss Hopper,” Myshkin cried, clasping his hands in entreaty, “please, please please, please tell me what happened when they ran out. Did Boris—”
“But I didn’t see anyone run out.”
“What do you mean you didn’t see anyone?” I said.
“But she was—”
“I know she was! Shut up! Let her talk!”
“Henry, you’re absolutely right! Miss Hopper, I apologize. You were standing downstairs, outside. You yanked that goddam bell two or three times. The downstairs door opened. Right so far? Then—what happened?”
“There was an explosion,” said Harriet.
“…Explosion! Myshkin repeated softly. He’d been half leaning over the chair in anxiety, but that word straightened him out. “I don’t recall any explosion,” he said, furrowing his brow. “I heard a cry and then…”
“And then you passed out.” I said. “How do you expect to hear explosions when you’re out cold?”
“It could have brought me to, couldn’t it? I heard this idiot Siegman yell when I fell on him, didn’t I?”
“You haven’t heard the last of that, either,” said Siegman.
“Quiet!” said Myshkin. “Miss Hopper, I’m sorry. Let’s see. There was a cry, then the explosion. Now that cry came from you, did it?”
“Probably, but the explosion came first. That’s why I cried out. But it didn’t make an explosive noise, I mean. Just whffftt!”
“Whffftt?” said Myshkin blankly. “What is that?”
“The sound it made. The door opened and there was a blinding golden flash of light very close to me. When I could see again, the air was filled with yellow powder. It was as if opening the door had set it off.”
“Aaahhhhh,” Myshkin breathed. “A gold flash. That was all? You didn’t see anyone? You know about Boris? No Boris? You didn’t see a vicious-looking individual with him?”
“Or without him,” said Harriet.
“Just a gold flash. I see…”
“Now listen to me. Myshkin,” I said. “I can hear what’s spinning in your head. You take that gold flash and stuff it. I’m not interested in any theories about invisibility. All I—”
“Impossible? You think it’s impossible?”
“Myshkin, what the hell is the matter with you? Aren’t there sensible explanations for simple things anymore? Boris flung a bag of yellow powder at her. She wasn’t looking down far enough to see him when the door opened, and the powder blinded her so that she couldn’t see this other guy. And why are you worrying about such nonsense when you can’t begin to explain how Boris ever got together with a human being—”
“You call that a human being?”
“I call it a concrete fact. Where did Boris get that gunman? Why was he obviously working for Boris? How did that happen? What does it mean?”
“May I interrupt?” said Harriet. “No one flung a bag of yellow powder at me.”
“All right, no one did,” I said. “Myshkin—”
“I might possibly have missed a little thing like Boris,” said Harriet, “but no one else ran past me. I was directly in front of the door. They’d have had to push me aside. And it was an explosion—a bright golden noiseless explosion like a flash-bulb.”
“All right, it was a golden flash-bulb,” I said. “Myshkin—” That time I interrupted myself. “Wait a minute!” I said “Myshkin, did you see a tiny silver something in Boris’s hand? He took it out of his pocket just before he ran!”
“Hmmmmm?” said Myshkin distantly. “Yeah… yeah.”
“Why couldn’t that be some kind of a flash-bulb?”
“Yeah?” said Myshkin.
“Yeah! I’ve heard about something of the sort—an electronic tube or something. He had it ready just for that kind of a getaway if he needed it!”
Myshkin nodded absently. “Maybe he invented it.” he said.
“And you own all rights to it, naturally?” said Siegman.
“…Myshkin, what’s wrong?” I said.
“Well, how did the big guy get past Miss Hopper?”
“He just got past her! Maybe she wasn’t standing as squarely in front of the door as she thought. Maybe he did push her and she didn’t know it. She was in a daze when I got to her—you saw how she was when she first came up here?”
“No one got past me.” said Harriet. “Mr. Myshkin, I’m sure!”
“It doesn’t matter,” Myshkin sighed. He was running thoughtful fingers over the yellow powder that clung to the outside of both paper bags. “It probably doesn’t matter…”
“You’re lying,” I said. “You think it does matter.”
“What you think I think doesn’t matter either.”
“You’re not telling all you—”
“Hey, there’s food in here!” Myshkin cried as he ripped open first one bag then the other. “Food! That’s what matters!” He began to stack the food on the table, and in a moment he was surrounded by half a smoked turkey, some cold roast chicken, bread and rolls, a chunk of Swiss cheese, olives, tomatoes, butter, coffee, canned peaches and two quart containers of milk. He fell on the stuff without an off-rhythm bite. “Eat! Eat!” he gulped. “S’matter? N’hungry?”
I said, very slowly: “Listen, Myshkin—”
He held up a hand, swallowed hard, and a real smile blossomed. “The discussion continues as soon as you’ve shown me that note you got from Boris.” He started cutting the cheese. “But let’s eat too, huh?” he said, and the innocence he tried to get into his eyes was so phony that it was hard to imagine anything more wicked and cunning.
I gave him Boris’ note, the handkerchief and the jewels in it. He unfolded the blueprint and stopped chewing. But when he untied the handkerchief and saw what was in it, I had the satisfaction of watching him almost choke to death.




It was after we’d told Myshkin about Boris’ activities that afternoon that I decided his private ideas on what was going on probably weren’t worth much. There were too many surprises for him, and too complete a dejection. One thing about Myshkin—he was so much of a natural enthusiast that he couldn’t fake misery for more than a brief spell.
The blueprint and the jewels hit him hard, but with the business of Boris crowing at Gladys, shock seemed to set in. He hardly seemed to be listening to me, but he made me tell it twice. Then, after long moments of apparently, bewildered reflection he asked a lot of questions that got him nowhere except into a brief argument with Gladys. She insisted Boris had been singing to her. Myshkin sipped the coffee I’d brewed and listened, but when she stopped talking he returned to silent contemplation of the blueprint.
I went to the table and made myself a sandwich. Siegman was sitting there thoughtfully chewing on the last of the peaches. Gladys and Harriet were sharing the armchair, having cheese and coffee. Siegman saw me looking at his watch and held his arm up for me. I was astonished to see it said 8:05. Less than an hour had gone by since I had last looked at that watch…
“Goodbye, Henry.” said Siegman. “I’m leaving. Shall I write?”
“Write yourself a prescription for poison,” I said.
“Wait for us,” said Harriet.
“How jolly,” I said. “You can split the cab three ways.”
“I can also split your head three ways,” said Harriet.
“I’m just trying to be frank about—”
“You’re more Gaul than Frank,” she said. I know how she meant those words to be spelled. “I don’t pretend to understand anything of this horrible, horrible mess we’ve become involved in, except its danger. Right now the only thing I like about that danger is the thought that I’ll be leaving you in it.”
“I’m glad I found you out before I married you,” I said.
“On my list you were classified under leprosy,” she said.
“Sit down, Miss Hopper, please,” said Myshkin quietly.
“I walk much better standing. I’m sorry to—”
“Would you like me to get that powder off your coat?”
“Oh, Mr. Myshkin, will you?”
“On my word,” said Myshkin, getting up. “It won’t take long.”
Siegman and I accidentally exchanged glances and I shrugged. We watched Myshkin go to the work tables and start fussing with chemicals. Gladys helped Harriet off with the coat and they went to Myshkin. He gave them a faint smile and murmured something about the test-tubes near him. The girls quickly took the tubes to the sink and washed them. When they returned they stood on either side of Myshkin, like nurses servicing a surgeon, handing him whatever he indicated with sharp movements of his head. Presently the clear liquid in the largest tube turned smoky, then as it bubbled it began to change to a brilliant green.
I went over behind Myshkin and watched.
“Henry, I want you to know I appreciate what it means for you to stay,” he said without turning toward me.
“I’m not staying,” I said. “I’m only waiting long enough to get you dressed and then we’re going downtown to police headquarters. It’s just that I wouldn’t leave you alone now.”
“Afraid for me?” His tone was more polite than derisive.
“Yes.”
Myshkin sighed. “You’re sweet. Isn’t he sweet, Miss Hopper?”
“Yes, he is,” said Harriet quietly. “I misunderstood him.”
“If you misunderstand me, why don’t you marry me?” I said.
“It’s cooling off,” said Myshkin. “I mean this,” he added and held up the tube. The liquid was altogether green by then and the bubbling had stopped. “It’ll be ready in a few minutes.”
“Meanwhile you can get dressed,” I said.
“No, it’s got to be watched,” Myshkin said. He studied the tube, and set it down in a rack. Then he flapped his robe as if to give himself air. “If I’d had some of this handy when Boris was here, it might have been a different story.”
“Yeah?” I said. “How so?”
“The color, for one thing. You’ve noticed about green?”
“Like the cover on the machine and the cable wrappings?”
“Or these crates up here. I used to find eggs in them all the time until I painted them green.”
“Well, what about it? What’s the significance?”
“Who knows? Maybe nothing.”
“Listen, Myshkin—”
“Please, Henry! It’s not as if it was my formula.”
“It’s not your formula?”
“No. Now, do you want to hear me out or not? All right, then. I found it written on Miss Hopper’s walls one day. In the darkroom, of course. Well, I compounded it, studied it, heated it, froze it, shook it—nothing. Finally I tried drinking it. One sip and I thought I was finished. Just like that diabolical Boris, I thought—a last flash, you know?—because he knew I’d be scientist enough to try it on myself. I was wrong, but in my panic I’d accidentally smashed the tube and some of the stuff got on me. After I noticed I wasn’t dead I also noticed the yellow powder on my pants had disappeared wherever the stuff touched it. The hell of it was that everything I’d tried until then had failed. Well, the first cover I had for the machine was white cotton duck, and it was pretty heavily splattered with the powder, so I used the stuff on it. It was excellent but it gradually turned the cover green. Then I observed that the greener it became the less trouble I had with those insane chicken-men. So I went out and got the highest shade of green I could find for a new cover. Magic. Absolutely kept them off. I soaked the silk in the solution to keep it clean, and I started putting green around, on things like the cables and so on. Even that sweater I bought, the one on the floor there, is green. But that’s all I know. If they have a reason for reacting like that to green, I don’t know what it is. It’s just something I’ve learned that’s useful.”
The way we had listened to Myshkin you’d have thought he was telling us where he’d buried a treasure.
I said, “The darkroom walls were green too.”
“Exactly! I’m glad you asked that question!”
“I haven’t asked it yet.”
“The logic of it, my dear Henry! Excellent, really! But it was a process that—” He broke off to glance at Siegman, who had drifted to the work table and was idly looking it over, then turning back to me. He repeated: “A process. The walls were originally green, you remember. It meant nothing to me at first; I just wanted the two walls left unpainted until I’d copied my notes off. Meanwhile I discovered new notes were being added, and I certainly didn’t want to do anything that might put an end to it. Well, the rebellion broke out openly not long after that, and except for Boris—who wasn’t much help, for reasons I didn’t appreciate at the time—those walls were my only way of keeping up with them. But then, as checked their work I’d find all sorts of odd little errors in their calculations, mistakes that were too elementary and too obvious, say, to have been meant to mislead me even if they were aware that I was right behind them—”
“As they were.” I said.
“Of course Boris told them that—”
“And they didn’t try to mislead you?”
“Yes, they did, but in a larger way. They’d put down things that I’ve since found out had nothing to do with what they were after, but their errors were something else. For instance, a column of figures that definitely meant something would be added wrong.”
“But if they knew you were finding their notes, they certainly realized you were also finding meaningful things in them. Why should they bother to mislead you, when all they had to do was stop writing on the walls?”
“Ah, but you see, my notes were on the walls.”
“So what? They could have copied your notes and—”
“Exactly—except that as it turned out, they couldn’t copy anything from those walls with any guarantee of accuracy! When they entered that darkroom and went at my notes, something happened to them. The same affect that was responsible for their meaningless mistakes in calculation, in memory, in judgment, produced similar mistakes in their copying! It took several experiences to convince them of this strange phenomenon—naturally, when they later tried working with their copied material, it became obvious—but what could they do? They tried writing on paper directly under their hands, so that what they wrote wouldn’t appear on the walls. But if they used larger paper, too much was hidden—and if they had to move it they frequently lost their place entirely! You’ve seen those walls, how closely packed the writing is, how densely interwoven… No, unless they worked as closely as possible to my notes, there was no hope at all for them. And that meant they had to work right on the walls!”
He looked at me with such earnestness that I hesitated.
“Go ahead, say it,” he said. “What?”
“Just this,” I said. “You know all this now, but for all you knew then, they were copying your notes and working on them elsewhere. Wasn’t it possible that the whole thing—including those odd little errors—had been carefully planned to mislead you?”
“All right, suppose it was?”
“If it was planned to mislead you, how could you recognize which errors were meaningful and which weren’t?”
“To a large extent I couldn’t,” Myshkin nodded.
“But you can now?”
“In some few instances, yes.”
“Then you don’t know what they’re doing, do you?”
“…Ahhhhh,” said Myshkin, letting his breath out. “Is that what you were after? You went through all this just to try to find out if I knew what they were doing?”
“Or if there was any reason to think you might know,” I said.
“And you couldn’t ask me that directly?”
“Ask you?” I tried to smile. “If there was time to let you talk long enough, maybe your contradictions would add up to something.”
Myshkin shook his head sadly. “Henry, I absolutely—”
“Not two minutes ago you said you had considered their errors too elementary and obvious to have been meant to mislead you, right?”
“Yes.”
“And half a minute ago you agreed that—errors and all—it could have been planned to mislead you. Don’t tell me you overlooked that possibility at the time?”
“No, I did see it even at the time.”
“And yet, with no apparent way of checking, you came to decisions that some errors were meaningless and others weren’t? How? I’ll tell you how. There’s something left out, and that something is the real explanation for your decisions. Whatever it is, I’m satisfied that you have no intention of telling us.”
“Suppose I now tell you how I came to those decisions?”
“Will it add up?” I said dryly.
“I hope so, Henry, for your sake,” Myshkin said soberly. “You see, it was all trial and error. Take this formula I found. I took it at face value and worked at it for a few days, with no results. Then I had occasion to go to the darkroom again. I found what was essentially another version of the formula written beside the original. The only differences were some re-arranged symbols and changes of measure. So I tried the new version. Maybe if I hadn’t dropped it I still wouldn’t know what it could do—but once I knew, I concluded that the original version had been in error. Furthermore, it showed that at any rate I wasn’t being completely misled, because here I’d come up with something that really had a function! Do you agree that until then, at least, I was thinking along logical lines?”
“I agree.” I said.
“Good,” said Myshkin, “Then I had that experience with the formula turning the machine’s cover green, and another with the silk one I bought. And meanwhile, having found one error, I looked more carefully for others. They were there—just a few—based mostly on calculations of mine that they’d bawled up. That was when I began to wonder if it was possible that the green of the walls had anything to do with it—maybe it had manifested itself psychologically. All right?”
“All right,” I said.
“Fine! I took the box I’d gotten to carry Boris and lined it with green velvet. I put Boris inside. The reaction was wonderful. He seemed to go into a deep fog. His reflexes slowed up and the resistance I’d sometimes sensed in him seemed to disappear. I took him to the darkroom, questioned him, watched the answers he wrote. I made him copy things. Then I took him home and tried him again on the same stuff. Of course I was right, but it was a pretty hollow triumph. I realized that whatever information I’d gotten from Boris in that darkroom was not only questionable, but almost certainly full of mistakes. It was a bad blow, but there was some compensation—they were being hampered by this thing probably more than I was. And that’s the way things were until the green apparently stopped affecting them recently. Does that answer you?”
“How do you know it stopped?” I said.
“For one thing, the green cover hasn’t been effective, as you’ve had occasion to see. For another, last night when I carried Boris to the darkroom, neither the box nor the walls produced their former reaction. He tried to fake it but it was impossible; he really couldn’t appreciate what it used to do to him. The answers he wrote for me were cockeyed, but clearly a purposeful cockeyed, and he distorted his handwriting far beyond any previous instance.”
“I see,” I said. “Do you remember saying that if you’d had some of the formula handy when Boris and his gunman were here, things might have ended differently? I asked you why, and you said: ‘The color, for one.’ But now you say that the color doesn’t work anymore. How do you go about adding that one up?”
“…I said it apparently doesn’t work,” Myshkin said slowly. “Boris isn’t like the rest of them, you know. He’s the only—”
“Is it by accident you haven’t told us what this yellow powder is?” Siegman suddenly broke in.
“…No?” said Myshkin. “I thought I told Henry.”
“Not this Henry,” I said.
“I give you my—”
“Just give me your answer,” Siegman broke in. “What is it?”
Myshkin shrugged and said, “Exploded egg.”
“Exploded egg?” said Siegman, looking at me.
“What the hell does that mean?” I said.
“Nothing very mysterious,” said Myshkin, dourly. “Sometimes my egg experiments would blow up. The resultant dust, the residue, the suspension of particles—call it what you like—for some reason had a pronounced glutinous, adhesive quality.”
I said, “Boris called it the powdered ashes of his friends.”
“Mmmm,” Myshkin nodded. “Poetic and not altogether untrue.”
“Then how did—”
“Exactly! How did the powder get on Miss Hopper? You noticed she used the same word—explosion? Was there really an explosion of some sort? What did Boris do to produce it?”
“Maybe he learned how to explode eggs,” I said.
“He’s known how for a long time,” Myshkin sighed. “But it wasn’t an egg. Egg explosions go off with a loud pop like a paper bag. And they don’t flash gold or anything else. No light at all; just a cloud of particles.”
I nodded. “So you were popping eggs this morning?”
“You mean the powder on my clothes? As a matter of fact, yes.”
“You had nothing better to do?”
“…What are you driving at now?” Myshkin asked, frowning.
“What about the blood the police found on you?”
“That was my blood. I fell.”
“On your hatchet or your knife?”
“I fell running after some of Boris’ friends in the lots—and the knife and hatchet weren’t mine. I found them in one of their hideouts under the pier. I don’t mind admitting I used them, either. Don’t look at me like that, my dear fellow. It isn’t a question of being humane, you know.”
There was a pause, and Harriet said: “As soon as you gentlemen are ready?” We’d almost forgotten the girls. They’d sat quietly on a crate and listened, but they were strangers in a strange land.
“Al, what time is it?” I said.
He was leaning over the work-table, thumbing through a small notebook of Myshkin’s that had been lying open near the test-tube rack. Except for his sudden question about the yellow powder and his short-lived interest in Myshkin’s answer, it was impossible to tell if he had followed or understood the rest of it. He turned another page, nodded to himself, and then looked at his watch.
“Eight-twenty-four,” he said.
“Really, Mr. Myshkin,” said Harriet, “if it’ll take much longer I think perhaps we can postpone it.”
“It’ll only take a minute after it’s ready,” Myshkin said.
“Please try to hurry,” said Harriet. “I don’t think Gladys is feeling well.”
“I beg your pardon?” Gladys blinked. “Is something supposed to be the matter with me?”
“Darling, your eyes look so bright?” Harriet frowned and looked to Siegman. “Almost feverish, wouldn’t you say?”
“But darling, I feel just wonderful!” said Gladys.
“Oh, darling, I wish you could see what your eyes look like,” said Harriet. “Darling, they’re so far away?”
“Darling,” Gladys smiled distantly, “I was just day-dreaming.”
“You were breathing so heavily a moment ago, darling.”
“…Was I, darling?”
“Yes, darling. And you clutched my arm.”
“Stop right there, girls,” Siegman said dryly. “She says she feels fine and she looks fine. Pulse normal, breathing regular, and no coat on her tongue.”
“But you haven’t even looked at her tongue!” said Harriet.
“I saw it every time she said darling,” Siegman said. “Listen, Myshkin, this compound’s as ready as it’ll ever be. I’m getting anxious to see what you’ll say when it doesn’t work.”
“Mr. Myshkin, is that true?” said Harriet.
“My dear Miss Hopper,” Myshkin smiled gently, “I give you my word I’m not wasting your time. I don’t know why Doctor Siegman suspects me of such pointless chicanery, but perhaps he—”
Siegman said impatiently: “You know what this compound is?”
“What goes into it, you mean?” Myshkin asked. “Certainly I know. You’ve been reading my notes, so you know too. It’s just a green liquid, isn’t it? You don’t mean it’s something that has a name? Is that it?”
Siegman studied his face. “No, not all of it.”
“You mean part of it?”
“Stop playing, Myshkin.”
“Let’s everybody stop playing,” I said. “Al, what is it?”
Siegman turned to me and shrugged. “I don’t know what it is or what it’s supposed to be, but it’s got chlorophyll for a base. C-fifty-five, H-seventy-two, O-five, N-four, Mg. What are called complex esters; soluble in ether, alcohol, etcetera, but not in water. There’s a lot of other stuff here, some to give it color, some to make it bubble, and more that doesn’t mean much to me, but the main thing is that it has the pyrrole nucleus. You find the same thing in hematin.”
“What’s hematin?” I said.
“The red coloring matter of the blood. It’s formed by the decomposition of hemoglobin.”
“Is it important?”
“I don’t know.”
“Gentlemen, please!” Myshkin said softly. “Let’s not get lost.” His eyes wandered along the work table but he wasn’t interested in anything there, not even in the tube of green liquid that he picked up and held before him. “The problem is a concrete one,” he nodded. “Will this do what I said it will, or won’t it? Miss Hopper, may I have the coat, please? Just put it down here. Thank you.”
Harriet laid the coat across the back of the armchair and Myshkin took one of his grimy towels and spilled some of the green liquid on it. He was still nodding to himself, and Siegman openly scowled at me.
“You don’t think it’s dangerous, do you?” I said to Siegman.
“I hope so,” Myshkin murmured. “I hope so…”
“And what the hell are you talking about?” I said.
“…Hmmmmm? Weren’t you talking to me?”
“What is this?” I said. “Isn’t anyone here talking to anyone else? Ever since Harriet got back you’ve all been taking turns at wandering off to a private dreamland. I could understand what happened to Harriet, but then Siegman caught it, then Gladys, and now you, Myshkin. Hasn’t anyone else noticed it? If this is a mass daze, why can’t I get in on it?”
“You’ve been in one for years,” said Siegman.
“Myshkin, what did that last crack of yours mean?” I demanded.
“It meant he’s going to destroy the coat,” said Siegman.
“Oh!” Gladys gasped, “Mr. Myshkin, is there any chance—”
Myshkin gave her a slight, reassuring smile. He spilled a little more of his compound on the towel, blew on it and then leaned over the armchair. As he began to rub one of the coat lapels, we silently gathered around. The instant the towel touched the yellow powder stains it was clear that Myshkin’s promise would be kept. In fact, the surprising ease of the process made his deliberate operations seem quite unnecessary. I moved around to the back of the chair where I could see something of Myshkin’s face. He was thinking about something again and his lips were moving. I shook my head and gave up.
“What’re you shaking your head about?” asked Siegman.
“About every other minute,” I said.
“Mr. Myshkin, you’re a darling,” Gladys breathed.
“Let’s wait and see what he is,” said Siegman.
“He thinks your coat’s made of hemoglobin,” I said.
“Oh, but it isn’t,” said Gladys. “It’s all wool.”
“Shhhh!” Myshkin said suddenly. “—Listen!”
We all froze to attention. I listened and listened.
“All I hear is the sink,” I said.
“It takes a drip to know one,” said Siegman.
“Gentlemen,” Myshkin said softly, “perhaps now you can see what I meant about this compound being dangerous. Observe its effects. On the one hand, as Henry so astutely commented, we’ve all manifested an occasional trance-like state…” He paused to listen again for a moment and then sighed, “…While on the other, we find a remarkable hostility among us. Isn’t it odd for such friends as we to be at each other’s throats like this?”
“Not for such friends as we,” said Siegman. “What do you keep listening for? Are you expecting someone? Is that what this stall is all about?”
“He’s waiting for Boris to come back,” I said. “He’s got some kind of theory about his compound that he wants to try.”
“Without me,” said Siegman. “He’s through with the coat—”
“Sit down, Doctor,” said Myshkin. “You aren’t going anywhere.”
The way Myshkin said it, it didn’t mean anything… until we saw that the compound had been replaced in his hand by a gun. He’d pulled it out from under the armchair, not pointing it at anyone, but then the real shock came.
It was the black automatic I’d seen in the gunman’s hand.
Harriet and Gladys let out a united gasp and held their breaths.
“…Myshkin,” I said, “listen to me. Don’t—”
“Be quiet, Henry,” Myshkin said wearily. “If you’d listened as carefully as I have until now, you’d understand. Ladies, you have nothing to fear, on my word. Doctor, I asked you to sit down.”
Siegman regarded him steadily “I’m still leaving,” he said. “I want to see if you’re crazy enough to use that gun.”
“Desperate is a better word,” said Myshkin.
Siegman took a step. As he did so, Myshkin raised the gun to his own temple.
“If anyone leaves I’ll kill myself,” he said quietly.
I counted ten drops of water in the sink and five more falling from my forehead to my cheeks.
“Myshkin, put the gun down,” I said. “We’ll stay.”
“Give me your word.”
I nodded.
Siegman said, “I had no idea, believe me…”
“I know,” Myshkin said brokenly. He stood there nodding to himself shivering in his sleazy hospital robe, suddenly so pathetic a figure that it was as if a mask had fallen—only with Myshkin one couldn’t quite be sure whether it had fallen off or on. “…I’ve had to keep things from you. I admit it. But I never dreamed Boris could turn up with an armed killer… and why you should think I’d be trying to keep you here if I were expecting him back… to expose you to such fearful—”
Off went the doorbell again.
“Boris!” I said.
“Police!” said Myshkin. He ran to the threshold and picked up the bundle of his clothes. “Remember what I told you to say!” he croaked. He brought the gun up. “If there’s any double-cross. I swear they won’t take me alive!” Then, scarcely making a sound, he vaulted down the stairs.
I waited until the door to the lower room closed on him and went down. The bell had rung a couple of more times before I opened the front door. There was Nulty—the detective who specialized in theories that stank a little.
“Hello lieutenant.” he said warmly “Everything okay?”
“Sure,” I said. “Why?”
“Supposed to be females screaming or something, hah?”
I looked past him and saw two cops with rifles waiting idly a few yards away.
“Just in fun.” I grinned.
“I never have any fun,” said Nulty. “Why is that, I often wonder?” He came in with a small, mournful smile of gratitude, like a man accepting charity. “I heard about your visitors,” he said and gave me a playful poke in the stomach, and before I could say a word he was climbing the stairs.
There was nothing to do but follow him up and introduce him to the girls. He bowed to them and threw Siegman a friendly nod. “Remind me, Doctor. I’ve a message for you,” he murmured, and turned to ask me: “Not interfering with a party, am I? Special occasion of some kind?”
“Neither,” I said. “We just happen to be here.”
“Oh,” said Nulty, looking pleased.
“I thought the police had left this area?” I said.
“Well, not entirely,” said Nulty. His eyes had been traveling from the moment he’d entered, except for brief stopovers on Gladys, but now it became apparent that he had found two additional points of interest. One of these was the work table where Myshkin had recently brewed his green potion. The other was the towels I had used to shade the light when Myshkin first returned; they were lying under the sink where Myshkin must have tossed them after replacing the bulb the gunman had smashed, and the remains of that bulb were plainly visible in the folds of the towels. Nulty kept looking at it with a baffled smile, as if there was a joke here that required a little thinking.
“We tried to dim—” I began, but he cut me off.
“Don’t,” he said mildly. “Just tell me why you’re here.”
“I’m going through Myshkin’s effects,” I said.
“And making experiments with test tubes?”
“That’s cleaning fluid.”
Nulty’s eyebrows eloquently indicated humorous doubt.
“Would you like a demonstration?” I said.
“Oh, no,” said Nulty. “It might work—then what becomes of my theory?” He clasped hands and cracked his knuckles. “I only dropped in to see about the screaming one of the cops said came from here. We’ve more or less finished our search, but the neighborhood’s still under light surveillance. Well, good night,” he finished, and turned to go.
“Then you haven’t caught anyone?” Siegman asked suddenly.
“Not a sign,” said Nulty, heading for the door, but when he reached it he stopped. “Amazing, really. Every shred of evidence we’ve collected points to one conclusion—whoever was responsible for the robbery never left this immediate vicinity. But the only people we’ve come across all day, aside from watchmen and so on, are you nice people—and we know none of you was here at the actual time of the robbery…” He paused, and added diffidently, “Well, maybe we don’t know about all of you but it seems likely. Now take you. Miss De Winter—where were you at seven-thirty this morning, may I ask?”
There was a moment of silence before Gladys lifted her gaze from the floor and said, “I distinctly heard my name spoken. Don’t tell me I day-dreamed that?”
“She isn’t feeling well,” said Harriet, biting her lip.
“Darling, you keep saying that,” said Gladys, looking perplexed. “I feel perfectly marvelous!—Just a little dazed, maybe, as if I’d had something funny to drink…”
“She hasn’t had anything funny to drink,” I said.
“She doesn’t need anything funny to drink,” said Siegman.
Nulty smiled.
“Anyway,” said Harriet, “I can tell you where she was at seven-thirty this morning because she was home with me.”
“Oh? Miss DeWinter lives with you?”
“No, she lives alone, but she came over at about seven.”
“At about seven,” said Nulty, nodding. “That early?”
“The circumstances were very odd, but if you insist—”
“Not at all, Miss Hopper,” said Nulty gallantly. “I know a bunch of early-Sunday-morning visitors when I meet ‘em. Odd circumstances only tend to confuse matters. The significant thing is that you’re all accounted for, and very simply. Miss De Winter visited you, and the Lieutenant visited the Doctor. Everyone can vouch for everyone else—not,” he added with a laugh, “that anyone needs it. Good night.”
“What about that message you had for me?” said Siegman.
“Oh, yes,” said Nulty, turning back again. “It’s from your resident friend at Bellevue. I had a talk with him just before I came up here. Matter of fact, I was able to help him out of a tough spot, I think. He’d given Mr. Myshkin special attention, and they seemed to feel he might be involved. But I remembered how intelligent you’d been about the whole thing, and I assured the authorities he had nothing to do with it—least of all on your account. But it’s a first class mystery, all right.”
“Are you talking about Myshkin’s escape?” said Siegman.
“What else?”
“Then why didn’t you say so?”
“You seem to have understood me easily enough.”
“Listen, Mr. Nulty, I know about Myshkin’s escape because my friend phoned and told me,” Siegman said evenly. “I’m sorry to hear it’s made trouble for him, but that’s all I know about it. Don’t go getting any ideas.”
“What kind of ideas?” said Nulty. “And what would I have to base them on? Mr. Myshkin was there one minute and gone the next—vanished into thin air—just like the robbery this morning, to make an idle comparison. Of course, artistic disappearances do have a certain appeal for a detective, but—”
“Frankly, I haven’t the slightest interest in the subject,” said Siegman. “Do you still remember the message?”
“He told me to tell you to drop dead,” said Nulty.
“Thank you. Western Union couldn’t have done better.”
“Well,” said Nulty pleasantly, “a third and last good—”
“Mr. Nulty,” Harriet interrupted, “do you really think it’s possible those robbers are somewhere around here?”
Nulty shrugged. “I wish I knew what to say, Miss Hopper.”
“That’s good enough. Gladys, darling, we’re going.”
“Oh, but I’m staying, darling,” said Gladys.
“Sure, it’s early,” I said. “What’s the rush?”
Harriet studied me through narrowing eyes. “I have a good mind to answer that question,” she said slowly. “Ready, Gladys?”
“Darling, I’m very happy here. You go, I’ll stay.”
“You’re leaving with me, darling,” said Harriet firmly.
What a big, beautiful smile Nulty had…
“We’re all leaving,” I said. The floor was turning to fresh quicksand under my feet, and I had the feeling that if I let a quarrel develop, I’d find myself in the room below with Myshkin—where one was already a crowd. “I had no idea it was so late,” I said as I struck a vigilant pose with an arm raised, ready to switch off the light.
“Anyone want a lift uptown in a squad car?” said Nulty.
“Don’t trouble,” said Siegman. “I’ll call an ambulance.”
They all went down together. When I heard the front door close I turned off the light and felt my way to the dark stairs. As I reached them, a flashlight at the bottom snapped on, and I heard Nulty’s voice: “Watch your step, lieutenant.” My feet were numb but I managed the descent. “You’ll never guess why I stayed behind,” Nulty was saying, and I wondered if he had guessed that I had become a chunk of ice.
But I could still talk. I said, “If the police department can run a message service and a chauffeur service, why not an usher service?”
“Hah!” said Nulty appreciatively. “Quite a compliment and very true—because, you know, I’d almost forgotten we also run a small policing service. As long as I’m here, I ought to look into that downstairs room, don’t you think?”
“W-w-w-why?”
“Just to make sure Mr. Myshkin isn’t in it.”
“How could be he—I mean, how could he be?”
“I can’t say,” said Nulty, “but if he can vanish one place, maybe he can appear in another.”
He shot the beam down the corridor and went ahead. When I followed, I attained a deep understanding of what it was like to walk The Last Mile. Nulty had switched on the light by the time I entered the room, and it took just one glance to find the unmistakable evidence that his quarry was still there—Myshkin’s bundled old shoes, tattered pants and green sweater lying on the floor not far away near a pile of corrugated cardboard cartons. It could only be a matter of moments before Nulty spotted them. There were half a dozen places where Myshkin could have hidden, but none of them was any good, not the way Nulty went at them. He’d picked up a five-foot section of slender pipe and poked the possibilities one after another. When he got to the cartons, he moved Myshkin’s bundle aside with a foot and jabbed the pipe around. I was ready. Psychologically, I mean; I’d even the defense I’d make in court: “Your Honor, this man, this brave soldier of his country’s forces overseas, is not a lawbreaker, but rather, a man who has seen so much violence that it never—” But nothing happened. Nulty eliminated one place after another—all but the forge and its chimney, which for some reason he had apparently discounted—and the search was over.
Nulty sighed. “How nice if he’d been here,” he said, and he shook his head. “That’s the trouble being a student of vanishing acts. You want to have a talk with someone good at it, but those who are good at it stay vanished. Sorry to have kept you, lieutenant,” he said, and led the way out.
I turned off the light and went to the front door with him. I opened it, let him out. The minute he stepped into the street, I said, “Oh, I forgot something!” and quickly closed the door. Then I turned the lock an extra time, leaned against the door, took two or three long breaths and hurried back to the downstairs room. At the time it seemed to me that I had to tell Myshkin where we were going, and how careful he’d have to be.
I didn’t want to have any light, but it would have been impossible to get to the forge in darkness without stumbling all over the place, so on it went. It was a good thing I’d stopped for those quick breaths, because I needed them now. The bundle of clothes had moved. Oh, I was sure, all right. I remembered very well where it had been when I first saw it, and where Nulty had moved it with his big foot. I hadn’t been able to take my eyes off it most of the time Nulty was searching, so I was sure. The bundle had moved—and not just a few inches, say, but about two yards.
“Myshkin!” I whispered. “Myshkin, it’s me—Henry!”
Nothing.
“Myshkin, where are you? Make a sound! It’s all right!”
Still nothing, so that apparently settled it, and Myshkin was back either in the forge or even the chimney. But he wasn’t in the forge, and when I called up the chimney, there was no answer. I kept calling, “Myshkin, it’s Henry—I know you’re here! Believe me, Myshkin, it’s safe to answer! Why don’t—”
At this point, Nulty said, “Hah—A skeptic!”
And there was Nulty standing at the door in his socks, his shoes in his hands, beaming at me and chuckling.
“Not that I blame you,” he said, carefully picking his way toward me on tiptoe. “I thought of it myself. But I felt that for a man of Mr. Myshkin’s superior accomplishments, the chimney was an insulting—” and here he gingerly stepped on Myshkin’s bundle to detour around the cartons “—suspicion. Still, I feel responsible for putting the notion into your mind—” and now he placed his shoes on the floor beside me and took out his flashlight “—so maybe I’d better—Anything wrong, lieutenant? You’re green. Here now, let me help you…”
He sat me down on a box beside the forge, so I sat.
Then he stuck his head part way up the chimney, played the light around, and laughed. Of course, where his head was, the laugh had a hollow ring, but when he took it out, the laugh sounded more hollow than before.
“You see?” he said. “Not there at all!” and he put on his shoes, chuckling away. “But just in case you think I’ve been careless about it…
He found the long pipe he had used before and went through that room with terrible thoroughness. He moved everything at least once—and Myshkin’s bundle, twice—chuckling louder and louder, and there was no Myshkin to be found.
The way Nulty stood there looking at me, all I could think of was a song I used to know, called Me and Brother
Bill, where the words went: “Brother Bill said, ‘Boy, whut’s a-matter wid you?’
If he’d a-knowed like I, he’d a-run some too!…”
When finally we were both out in the street, Nulty pressed something into my hand. It was a key. “For the front door. It was under some of this stuff when I got here,” said Nulty. He meant the yellow powder under our feet, just outside the door.
“Then you didn’t have to ring the bell?” I said.
“No,” said Nulty, with a deep sigh, “I could have walked in right off. But you know how it is with a thing like this—you’ve got a key, it’s like an ace in the hole, you don’t play it too soon. If I frightened you, I’m sorry.”
Siegman and the girls were standing at the corner with the cops with the rifles. We started walking toward them.
“Did you really think Myshkin was in the house?” I said.
He nodded solemnly. “A mistake,” he confessed. “You must think I’m a pretty lousy detective.”
I almost said something. It was a very tempting opening; I was on the verge of taking a parting shot at him. But he’d made one slight miscalculation. We were close enough to the corner by then to have come within the range of the double street lights, and I caught that almost imperceptible sly look in his eyes I’d seen there when he first asked Gladys where she’d been at seven-thirty in the morning. So I shut up, and it was a good thing I did, because Nulty had a parting shot of his own.
“Still,” he said, “it’s probably not important. How far can an escaped nut get before he’s caught? Especially when he’s got on a pair of old, torn shoes, a ragged pair of pants stained with yellow powder, and a hooded green sweater?”




“I don’t want to have anything more to do with it!” Harriet said. “I don’t want to discuss it or hear it discussed, and both of you get out of my apartment! ” Then she sank down on the couch and made small, feminine sounds of despair. “I just want to lie here and tell myself it never happened… I’m so tired… so very tired…”
“It’s about time,” said Siegman.
“Isn’t it incredible she bore up so long?” said Gladys.
“Remind me to write the Museum of Unnatural History about shrinking your head,” said Siegman. “Come on, Henry, we’ll make some drinks.”
We went to the kitchen and got busy with corkscrews and cracked ice. I said I questioned the wisdom of leaving Gladys with Harriet, but Siegman said it didn’t matter.
“I wouldn’t worry about Harriet,” he said. “She’s a remarkably strong girl, all things considered. She’ll work it out for herself one way or another. But Gladys is really a problem. Something’s the matter with her—I mean something specifically the result of this afternoon and evening—but trying to find out what’s wrong with Gladys is like the needle in the haystack.” He thought it over and added, “If I could indulge myself in a mild fantasy, I’d say Gladys acts as if she’s under a spell…”
“Hypnotized, maybe?” I said, trying not to grin.
“It’s not funny,” said Siegman gloomily. “I hope it’s not serious.”
We sampled the drinks. They weren’t bad, and we sat there sipping away and pondering in liquid silence.
“You know,” said Siegman, “maybe you had something there—maybe we’ve all been exposed to some sort of group hypnotism. All I know is it’s an impossible business to keep on one’s mind for very long. I wonder what a good night’s sleep will do for us.”
“What do you think about Myshkin’s bundle of clothes?” I said.
“You mean why Nulty didn’t say anything about them until you’d both left?”
“No,” I said. “Nulty can be explained as a foxy operator. He saw the clothes and obviously knew all about them from the start—but I’m the only one who knows they moved by themselves.”
“You mean apparently moved by themselves.”
“What do you mean I mean apparently? They did move by themselves.”
“Well, of course, that’s nonsense, so we won’t go into it.”
“Now, listen—”
“What difference does it make?” said Siegman. “We know Myshkin was in that room and we know he got out—”
“How?” I said.
“Haven’t we been through that?” Siegman said wearily.
“Just try tracing his possible exit and you’ll see what I mean,” I said.
He sighed. “All right. First Nulty rang. Then Myshkin went down into the room. He couldn’t have left the house by the front door while Nulty was upstairs with us, because there were a couple of watchful cops right outside in the street. We also know that Myshkin had no intention of leaving the house because he’d have changed clothes—”
“Objection,” I said.
“We’ll come back to it,” said Siegman. “To me it seems reasonable that he’d have put on his shoes, pants and sweater if he was going to try to escape from the place. True enough, he could appreciate the fact that any alarm out for him would detail the clothes he was wearing—but don’t tell me he thought he’d attract less attention moving around New York streets wearing a Bellevue Hospital robe and pajamas?”
“All right,” I said, “but remember my objection at this point.”
“To my dying day,” said Siegman. “So there he was, not anticipating any necessity to escape. Remember, he told us right from the start, almost the first minute after he’d returned, that if the police came looking for him we’d have to talk them out of making a search of the house because there was no place for him to hide. Things seemed to be working out for him. Nulty and the girls and I went downstairs, but Nulty opened the door, let us out and he stayed behind. Then you put out the upstairs light and started down. Right so far?”
“Go on,” I said.
“Then Nulty picked you up with his flashlight. According to what you’ve told me, you spent about a minute in the hall with him, during which he said very plainly that he wanted to have a look in that downstairs room. So at that moment Myshkin knew that Nulty was coming in to look for him. He had maybe twenty or thirty seconds at most to duck. We also know from what followed that the only place he could have ducked then was in the forge or up in the chimney, because you say Nulty went through everything with a long pipe, but he didn’t look either at the forge or the chimney. Furthermore, the forge-chimney theory has a logical ring to it—it’s just the sort of place that anyone caught in that room with no time to find a spot to hide would run for…”
He reached for another drink, swallowed it and poured another for me.
“Notice what an orderly mind I have?” he said.
“Absolutely,” I said. “You’d have made a wonderful orderly in the army.”
“Care for some ice?” he said. “I’d like to see you being kept on ice.”
“The suggestion leaves me cold,” I said. “Go on, orderly mind.”
“Yes. Well, Myshkin was in the forge chimney while Nulty was searching for him. I think we can safely say that he had no expectation of going undiscovered. Maybe he was ready with the gun—maybe if Nulty had found him at that time, he’d have tried to shoot his way out. All right, I won’t argue it; he might have just given up. However, I don’t for a moment accept the idea that he would have shot himself. Whatever it was, fortunately Nulty was being exceptionally crafty, in his feeble-minded way—”
“You should be so feeble-minded,” I said.
“—and, having already spotted Myshkin’s clothes,” Siegman went on without deigning to argue, “he decided to give you a little more rope. Obviously, he was sure Myshkin was there, but he was trying to find out things—he wasn’t just fooling when he told us that Myshkin’s escape from the hospital baffled them—and he must have been hoping to uncover some clue that would help him understand how Myshkin had managed it. Anyway, he went to the front door with you, let you lock him out because he had the key—”
“You call that feeble-minded?” I said.
“I do,” said Siegman affably. “It has all the superficial glitter of a smart move, but what happened? You locked the door, made a remark about having forgotten something and back you went. Then you turned the light on again and were shocked senseless—why? Because the clothes had moved. It is to laugh,” he said, and uttered an arid noise. “Does this require an explanation?” he asked in disgust. “Myshkin had just about had time to breathe a black prayer of thanks to his guardian demon for deliverance—you’d turned off the light and gone out with Nulty, and there he was, apparently saved from discovery. He sneaked out of the forge-chimney and immediately went for his clothes. That bundle must have been on his mind all the time he was hiding. It seemed to him they must have given him away the instant they were spotted, unless—I say this because he certainly could not have expected Nulty to see the clothes and not say anything—unless you had managed to conceal them somehow when you first came in…”
“Stop reading Myshkin’s mind and just recite facts.” I said.
“Mind-reading only irritates illiterates,” he said. “These facts of mine are highly factual facts. Pour me another, fool. So Myshkin sneaked out, went for his clothes, just about found them—bango! he hears the front door close and you saying that you forgot something, and you’re coming back. Well, he knew by then that the clothes had been out in the open all the time—and even if he didn’t suspect why Nulty hadn’t said anything about them—the last thing he wanted then was you coming back. So he dropped the clothes and beat it back to the forge—
“Wait a minute,” I said.
“Shut up,” said Siegman. “Then you came into the room, turned on the light and started calling Myshkin’s name, and telling him it was all right, that it was safe to answer. Well, maybe he heard the front door opening again—it may be a lot easier to hear it from up front where the forge is than from back in the room where you were—or maybe he just wasn’t taking any chances with a moron who would expose him to such a risk after he narrowly escaped. Whatever it was, he just climbed up the chimney and the hell with you. He knew that hanging around in there with you whispering it was safe to come out—”
“Enough,” I said.
“Good,” said Siegman. “Logic has you by the throat?”
“No, nausea,” I said. “So you say Myshkin went up the chimney?”
“Unless I am to doubt your evaluation of Nulty’s thoroughness in searching that room, which seems like a pointless quibble. But that was the only way—up the chimney, across the roof, and down into the yard in the back. I will state frankly and freely that I don’t like the chimney-climbing angle very much, but we know it is unquestionably possible.”
“And now may I have a few words?”
“The fewer the better.”
“In the first place,” I said, “if Myshkin was still in the room after I went out with Nulty he couldn’t possibly have come out of either the forge or the chimney, gotten to his clothes, then gotten back to the chimney and away—because he’d have had to do the whole thing in approximately ten seconds. Fifteen at most. It’s impossible to move around in that room with any speed at all, no matter how familiar one might be with what’s in it. Furthermore, after Nulty’s first search of that room, Myshkin’s familiarity—if it were at all possible—would only have been a handicap, because too many things are moved. You can’t tell me that Myshkin could do all that in the time it took me to walk to the front door and get back. Even if somehow he could, and had managed to get back to the chimney before I got the lights on again, I’d have heard him in the chimney. No human being can squeeze and climb his way up a chimney without making some slight sound. I admit that this sort of objection doesn’t have the brilliance of your theory—it merely destroys it. I say Myshkin didn’t have time. Okay?”
“No,” said Siegman.
“I’m glad we agree,” I said. “In the second place, your deductions about Myshkin’s preference of his clothes to that hospital robe and pajamas—you remember I objected—do not impress me.”
“No?” said Siegman, with an elaborate show of disinterest.
“No, I think there’s something doing with those clothes.”
“For instance, what?”
“I don’t know—” I began.
“Next question,” said Siegman. “What else don’t you know that you’re willing to argue about?”
“If you’ll recall Myshkin’s account of his supposedly magical escape from the hospital,” I said, “he made a point of remarking how everything had gone off beautifully except that his clothes weren’t where they were supposed to be. Now, ordinarily I wouldn’t have thought twice about that remark, except that when I got back to the room downstairs, it struck me that I could have said the same thing—those clothes were not where they were supposed to be. Doesn’t that indicate some sort of coincidence that’s meaningful?”
“Now that you mention it,” said Siegman, “I’d say yes—it indicates a coincidence that’s meaningless.”
“Furthermore,” I went on, “consider the circumstance of Boris returning here with a gunman—and for some reason bringing along Myshkin’s clothes. What a remarkable thing to do! Boris comes with an apparent intent to have Myshkin shot or tortured or something, but he bothers to bring back those rags! And not only that, but Myshkin was struck by it too. You remember how frightened he was when he first saw Boris’ killer? Of all the things to comment on, Myshkin said: ‘You didn’t forget my clothes.’ I don’t know why he said it, but when you begin to add up all the little side issues that one way or another involve those clothes, don’t you start wondering about them? Be honest, Al, don’t you?”
After a moment, Siegman nodded and said, “All right, yes.”
“Good. Now take everything I’ve said and start adding that up, and here’s what you get, I think: First, that Myshkin was already gone from the downstairs room by the time Nulty and I went in. I’ll go so far as to say that because of the cops outside, the chimney does seem to be the answer as to how he got out. But, second, he left those clothes behind on purpose. I don’t know why. Your argument that he’d be more conspicuous in his robe and pajamas than in his clothes can’t be refuted, but my feeling is that for one reason or another it was more important not to take the clothes, not to change into them, than it was to risk going around in pajamas.”
“Wait,” said Siegman. “What if he knew where to get some other clothes on the outside? Didn’t he appreciate the fact that they’d be a dead giveaway that he’d been back to the house? Why not take them with him and throw them away somewhere?”
I said, “There’s only one answer: Myshkin wanted those clothes right there on the premises.”
“If he wanted them on the premises, and if he knew they’d be a giveaway, why didn’t he do something intelligent about them? Why let them lay around in full view of anyone coming into that room? Why not at least hide them in that room?”
“Exactly,” I said. “And my theory is that he did hide them.”
“But you said they weren’t hidden.”
“Let me put it this way: Myshkin hid them, but they didn’t stay hidden.”
“Oh,” said Siegman, “we’re back to that, are we?”
“Yes—that bundle of clothes not only moved by itself in between the two times I went into that room—but they also moved by themselves after Myshkin had taken some slight trouble, at least, to hide them.”
“It’s a theory worthy of Nulty,” said Siegman, and he finished his drink and got up. “Personally, I’m still strong for finding out where Boris developed that odd vocabulary of his. Now if you could get an idea about that—”
“If you don’t like the way I’ve worked this clothes angle—”
“Forget it. It’s a dead end.”
“—There’s always the alternative,” I went on. “Suppose there was something to what Myshkin said about invisibility? That way he might still have been in the room, and the clothes wouldn’t necessarily have had to move by themselves. It isn’t so much—”
“It’s less than that. Why don’t you listen to what you’re saying? What kind of ideas are you operating on? One is that clothes go waltzing around of their own free will; the other is invisibility.”
“Well, where do you stop in an affair like this?”
“At the first convenient stop. For me it’s a small common sense problem based on trying out something about Boris’ vocabulary.”
“And how do you go about it?”
“I have an idea,” said Siegman. “You hold down the fort, I’ll go out a minute and get some newspapers. Maybe there’ll be something in it for me.”
“Look in the obituaries,” I said.
Siegman went out then and I mixed up a batch of new drinks and brought it in to the girls. Harriet was feeling considerably better, a condition I felt was largely due to the fact that Gladys was sitting off by herself at the window, staring out into space almost as blank as she. The drinks were sweetly welcomed by both, but did nothing about promoting conversation with either, and I found a chair and went on thinking about things.
The key that Nulty had given me was an interesting piece of business but it led me nowhere. The fact that it had been found, according to Nulty, in the pile of yellow dust outside the door, seemed to indicate that it had been connected one way or another with Boris’ entrance to Myshkin’s house. Of course, Boris was too small to have been able to use the key himself—which meant that his gunman friend had used it, but why it should have been dropped… There I was going off on one of those tangents again. Why did everything that had happened have to be part of some great plan? Didn’t people accidentally drop keys? Why couldn’t this key have been dropped by accident?
But of this I was sure—that Nulty hadn’t just returned the key to me with such sweetness and light, because it didn’t belong to him. If that key was useful to him in his theorizing about Myshkin, it was still useful in any further plans he might have. He’d told me about the key because it would have come out anyway—Siegman had seen him using the key to get back in—but I could be sure that before Nulty returned it, he’d made a copy of it, a wax impression or a drawing or something. Nulty would have a duplicate of that key, for later use, when it suited him. His turning the key over to me was meant only to throw me off guard and make his secret possession of a key worth something.
Well, I was playing with that kind of unprofitable speculation when the phone went off. Harriet looked at me, I started to get up, and Gladys, who was closest to the darkroom where the phone was, but who seemed farthest away, shot out of her chair and went to answer it. I still had enough respect for Gladys not to want to get into a darkroom with her, so I let it go. But not Harriet. Harriet left the couch and took up an unabashed listening post with her ear to the door, which Gladys had immediately closed.
She listened briefly, then carefully turned the knob and opened the door a trifle. A few seconds more of that and she burst into the room.
“Now, darling, please don’t!” I heard Gladys say.
“Darling, you give me that phone!” said Harriet.
“But Mr. Myshkin’s explaining something very important, darling!”
That was all it took to get me there fast, but I arrived in time to see Harriet holding the phone, delivering: “Mr. Myshkin, you must have gotten a wrong number!” and slamming the connection shut with a bang.
Without another word, Gladys marched out of the darkroom. I stepped to one side and let Harriet handle it. She caught Gladys halfway across the living-room and sat her down with a certain amount of friendly firmness, then took the seat opposite on the couch.
“Where are you going, darling?” she asked.
“Darling, I know you won’t approve. You know, we’re different people.”
“No, darling, we’re people, but you’re different. I make no bones about eavesdropping, darling, and I heard you tell Mr. Myshkin you’d be there as soon as you could make it. Darling, make what?—and where?”
Gladys smiled mysteriously. “To that wonderful, wonderful house on Forcible Tub Drive. Oh, dear, that sounds wrong, doesn’t it, darling?”
“Yes, darling you’ve got it backwards. It’s Tubicle Forks Boulevard.”
“It doesn’t matter, darling, I remember how to get there.”
“Do you, darling? And why were you going to go there?”
“Oh, I wasn’t going to go, darling—I’m going.”
“Yes, of course, you dear sweet girl, but why?”
“I promised Mr. Myshkin I wouldn’t say a word to anyone, darling.”
“Oh, I’m sure you won’t, darling, but why were you going?”
“He said he’s expecting Boris,” said Gladys, looking around with a conspiratorial expression that could have gotten her a job on the spy staff of half a dozen Balkan embassies. “And,” she whispered, “that perfectly adorable friend of his will be along!”
Harriet let out a deep sigh, said “Really, darling?” and looked at me.
“And,” Gladys went on, scarcely able to contain herself, “there may even be some others, darling, who are just as romantic and dashing as Boris’ friend. Now aren’t you sorry you didn’t let me finish talking to him?”
“Yes, darling,” Harriet said softly. “I think under the circumstances the only thing for me to do is telephone him immediately and apologize. Henry—”
“But he said there was no time to lose, darling! Let’s just go!”
“Darling, it’s so much more comfortable here. I’ll tell you what. You go to the kitchen with Henry and start making a very special drink Henry told me about. It’s Mr. Myshkin’s favorite, and I’m sure all his friends will just love it, darling. Won’t they, Henry?”
“Harriet—” I said, and got no further.
“Meanwhile, darling, I’ll do all the necessary telephoning,” Harriet had gone right on, turning to me with a smile that finally let me understand she was up to something. “Henry, lover-man, you do remember how to mix that very special drink, don’t you?”
“Like it was yesterday,” I said. “Come, Gladys, baby…”
I felt like the witch in Hansel Und Gretel when I led Gladys into the kitchen. It took me five minutes just to assemble the ingredients. I started by mixing vodka and Benedictine, added a dash of Pernod, chili powder, Greek brandy, Haitian rum so thick a spoon would stand in it, a touch of paregoric, claves, and with that for a beginning, I decided to go on more imaginatively. Pretty soon I had a champagne bucket full of a liquid that was apparently eating into the silver. At this stage I opened two bottles of Mexican beer and instructed Gladys how to pour it into the general mixture a few drops at a time, never letting up the stirring, and cautioned her that the whole magnificent creation would go flat unless she repeated the proper incantation.
With that I left her, and I could hear her dutifully repeating in an awed voice: “Hark, hark, the lark at heaven’s gate sings…”
Harriet was at the door to the darkroom, busy on the phone. She looked as if things weren’t going too well for her. “Can’t find him,” she said, dialing.
“Who, Myshkin?”
“Don’t be silly. I’m trying to track down Roscoe. You remember him, don’t you—Roscoe Cramwell, the actor?”
“Yes, the fat one? The one who was outside on Gladys’ fire-escape?”
She nodded. “Hello, Armand’s? Is Roscoe Cramwell there, please? No? Well, do you know where he is? No idea at all? If he should come in, will you tell him to call Gladys at Harriet’s home, please? Thank you.” She hung up.
“Why Roscoe?” I said.
“You want Gladys to go to Myshkin?” she asked, dialing again.
“Certainly not.”
“Do you know what it’s like trying to stop Gladys when she’s got her wee mind set on something—particularly something like going to Myshkin’s house?”
“I see. That’s for Roscoe to do?”
“He’s the only one who can handle her, if I can find—Hello, Tony? This is Harriet Hopper…?” She went through it again with no success and left the same message. “Fifth place I’ve tried,” she said, concentrating with a frown on her lovely forehead. “One saw him this afternoon. He’s evidently been on a bat since early this morning. By now there’s no telling what condition he’s in or even where he’s likely to be. How are you doing with what you’re doing?”
“I’m afraid to look at it.”
“You’re a darling,” she said, and leaned over and kissed me lightly on the chin. “Try to get a pint of it into Gladys. I’ll keep phoning.”
She was dialing again when I started back to the kitchen, and when I got there, Gladys was pouring the last of the Mexican beer.
“Try it, darling?” she sang.
I dipped a measuring cup into the stuff, came up with three ounces and drained it with no trouble. The kiss on my chin was still moist, and after that no drink on Earth could mean a thing. But as a matter of fact, the drink tasted fine and I said so.
“Yes, darling,” said Gladys. Her eyeballs looked quite odd.
“You tried it?” I asked.
“Of course, darling,” she trilled. Now I could see what it was about her eyeballs—they were bulging and receding, undulating gently. “I knew if it was Mr. Myshkin’s favorite drink, it must be wonderful, and it is, darling. Darling, I’ve known all along I was mixed up with a bunch of geniuses!”
Down the hall I heard the door open. I looked and saw Siegman coming in, then a moment later, Harriet came out, spoke to him, and Siegman said something and went out again. Then Harriet came down the hall, carrying the newspapers Siegman had brought back.
“Success?” I asked.
“I don’t know,” she said. “The bartender says it may be days before he can move under his own power. Al went down to get him.”
“How far from here is he?”
“Third Avenue—not far.”
Gladys stuck her head out of the kitchen and peered at us.
“Darling, what is Mr. Myshkin doing on Third Avenue?”
“He’s in a hock shop,” I said.
“On Sunday night, darling?”
“It’s an emergency hock shop,” I said. “Open day and night.”
“Hock, hock, the lark!” said Gladys.
“Congratulations, Henry, darling,” said Harriet.
The three of us went into the living room, Gladys refusing help as she carried the champagne bucket. Harriet took a look at Gladys’ eyeballs and was about to say something. “It’s nothing,” I said. “All it does is enable the eyes to see through—is this dress of yours wool?”
“It is,” said Harriet.
“Wool,” I said.
“You mean woof!” she said.
“I mean I never really appreciated your figure before this.”
“Really, Henry, darling,” Harriet murmured.
I popped my eyes at her, plumped down into a chair and took the newspapers Siegman had brought back. Then I popped my eyes again. The way things had been happening that day, I’d practically forgotten the robbery, but the papers were full of it. The cops had given us an idea of the magnitude of the crime, but here in cold print it was really staggering.
“MOB KILLS TWO IN 3 MILLION WATERFRONT ROBBERY!”
“HARBOR GUNFIGHT LEAVES 2 DEAD, GOLD MILLIONS MISSING!”
One of the papers had a last minute bulletin on the front page adding that a third guard, previously reported among the four wounded, had died since. The other three were still in critical condition—the nature of the weapons used by the robbers, submachine guns and shotguns, and the ruthlessness with which all the guards had been mowed down, indicated calculation to leave no survivors—and it added up to the fact that the police had been unable to do much questioning or get more than perfunctory details of the crime. But the newspaper artists had outdone themselves with imaginary pictures of the robbery and maps full of X’s marking spots. There were interviews with the D.A., with high police officials, with learned detective story writers and special crime correspondents, and even with the one or two watchmen who knew absolutely nothing except that they had been asleep somewhere in the area. There were also a page of photographs of some very interesting faces, all with numbers underneath of known criminals at large who were considered capable of the robbery—which was perhaps the saddest testimonial to how little the police had to work with.
It was a crime to stir the imagination—almost three and a half million dollars worth of solid gold ingots taken off a ship while an armored car and six armed guards stood by—but the last years I’d spent in Europe had been full of stories that made this one pale by comparison. The Army was still tracking down a lot of war loot, there were still vast treasures missing, and now and then when a cache of ten million or so was uncovered, it wasn’t considered terribly exciting on the other side.
All it meant to me was that a small and unnecessary and harmful mention of Myshkin had gotten into these stories. The police had nothing to say, and when a watchman could be interviewed, the sidelight of a nut working on a nutty invention in the crime sector was worth a paragraph. A cop—it could be someone like Nulty—had probably milked ten bucks from a reporter for telling him about Myshkin, but later on, long after the crime would be solved and forgotten, those who knew Myshkin would remember that he had been carted off to the psychopathic ward for observation.
I threw the papers down and observed Gladys taking a sip from the bucket, but Harriet was leaning out the window in a pose that was much more fun to watch, and that got me thinking about whether it would do me any good to get her to drink some of the stuff herself. Just as this thought began to wander into an enticing bypath, she turned from the window and gave me a look that convinced me telepathy had arrived.
I was wrong—Siegman and Roscoe Cramwell had arrived—and Harriet had seen them emerging from a cab downstairs. She went to the door and I got ready to grab Gladys at the first sign of panic.
But I was wrong again, because when the door opened and Roscoe Cramwell’s voice boomed through the house, all Gladys did was look up at me and remark, “Darling, doesn’t that sound like Roscoe?” and take another sip while her long lashes fluttered.
Then Roscoe came in—well, he didn’t exactly come in, he was supported in. He had one arm locked around Siegman’s neck and the other was being held up by Harriet. His face was as exciting as an Italian sunset, and rather more spectacular. He walked with the gait of a man who had learned that sidewalks are often a compound of jelly, and that floors are given to unpredictable swinging and swaying. His handsome spade beard was gathered halfway up and tied with a blue ribbon from which hung an enameled badge with the words: First Prize, Doberman Pinscher Section. Some time earlier that day he had been impeccably dressed for a funeral, with striped trousers, grey vest and frock coat, but he was now a large mass of tastefully sprinkled sawdust flakes and streaks of dry beer foam. If he had worn a hat, it was missing, and so were his shoes—and so, for that matter, were his socks. He was an arresting personage, you might say.
Most of his motor functions had long since ceased to operate, but his vocal chords were in superb fettle. “Where is Gladys?” he boomed. “Lead me to her and let me die! The wizard promised me life until I behold her once again, then soft will my breath depart!”
By then I’d gotten enough of his breath to know that it would take more than a wizard to make it depart. He stared directly at Gladys, but it was impossible for him to focus on anything more than a foot distant. “I know she must be here!” he roared. “The atmosphere crackles with the magic of her presence, and all—”
“Alfred, darling,” said Gladys, “where is Mr. Myshkin?”
At the sound of her voice, Cramwell bellowed, tore himself loose from Siegman, took two steps and pitched forward full length on the floor with a thud that must have registered on the Fordham seismographs. He rolled over on his back, adjusted the ribbon and its badge, closed his eyes, and huge tears rolled down his glowing countenance. I could have sworn his tears had a head on them.
“Am I dead?” he wept. “Someone phone the wizard and find out.”
“Gladys, darling,” said Harriet, “you’re not going to let him lie there?”
“Pooh,” said Gladys, stirring the bucket with a dainty finger.
“How heartless darling,” said Harriet.
“Darling, if you only knew what is in my heart,” said Gladys softly.
“It’s only a matter of hours before he’s no longer with us, darling,” said Harriet. “Isn’t that so, Dr. Siegman?”
“Maybe minutes,” said Siegman. “Darling, he should be comforted,” said Harriet.
“Nice Roscoe,” said Gladys. “Good Roscoe, sweet Roscoe, fine Roscoe.”
“Oh, I can’t bear to watch this touching scene,” said Harriet. “Hold his hand while he breathes his last, darling.”
“Goodbye, Roscoe,” said Gladys, reaching out to touch his hand.
The next instant she let out a shriek as Cramwell’s enormous paw gripped her fingers. “He’s crushing me!” she wailed. “Make him let go!”
She kept howling until Siegman came over and stood on Cramwell’s chest. He eased his hold a trifle then, but he didn’t let go. He just lay there, tears coursing down his cheeks, his chest rising and falling gently, and Siegman standing on his chest moved up and down with him.
“Make him let go,” Gladys pleaded. “He once held my hand for thirty-six hours in a rowboat!”
“How well I remember it, darling,” Harriet sighed.
“You’ll just have to put him to bed,” said Siegman, ascending, “and let nature take its course.”
“Not with me!” cried Gladys.
“Shame,” said Siegman, descending. “I am talking of rigor mortis.”
“You’re wasting valuable time,” said Cramwell, sweetly.
Well, we loaded him on a tea caddy and wheeled him into a bedroom. He didn’t let go of Gladys, but neither did he molest her. A few minutes later, when I brought in the champagne bucket she’d asked for, she was sitting in a chair beside him, evidently resigned to letting him hold her hand. He seemed asleep but I knew he wasn’t. It would be for only a little while, she said, because wasn’t Mr. Myshkin coming with Boris and his friend? And she was satisfied that they would know what to do.
So I agreed and left the room and started walking down the corridor to join Harriet and Siegman, and I saw the door to the apartment open slowly and in came Myshkin, in robe and pajamas, without a sound.




“Shhhhhh,” Myshkin said, putting a finger to his lips. He took his key out of the lock, then reached out into the hallway for a small cardboard package that weighed him down surprisingly, closed the door and met me at the entrance to the living room.
How strange it was, the quiet way both Siegman and Harriet received him—and how understandable. Siegman was engrossed in the newspapers when he happened to glance up and see us. All he did was put the paper down. A moment later, Harriet turned to Siegman, probably to address a remark, and followed his gaze. When she saw us, she closed her eyes, then opened them again and said nothing. I understood their reaction because I shared it. It was as if we had known all along that in one way or another we were inextricably bound up with Myshkin. The silence with which we greeted him was our admission of hopelessness, our acquiescence to fate.
But the flame in Myshkin’s eyes was fiercer than ever. It had been bigger, maybe, and wilder, but this was something else… like the difference between a bonfire and flame jetting under pressure, purposeful, enormously intense, well controlled.
“Is Gladys still here?” he asked quietly.
“Yes,” I said.
That was all he wanted to hear. He walked into the living room ahead of me with springy steps and sat down on the piano bench. When he put his cardboard package on the rug, it sank deep into the nap, as if it was concrete. Gladys had left half a glassful of the Creation on an end table near him; he seized it and let it slide down his gullet with greedy ease. Then he ran his tongue around the inside of his mouth, scrutinized the empty glass, set it down reluctantly and made a slight movement with his shoulders, like a man in from a blizzard feeling the welcome of a fireside. When he opened his robe we could see that his pajamas were almost completely covered with yellow splotches—not the fine powdery spray that had been on Harriet’s coat, but large areas that seemed to have soaked through the fabric and stiffened as it dried. In the small breast pocket of his pajamas there was a pair of green spectacles.
“I don’t suppose any of you thought to bring along that test tube?”
“No,” I said.
“That’s par for the course,” he said. “One yes and one no.”
“How did you get in here?” said Harriet.
“I have a key,” said Myshkin. “Forgive me, Miss Hopper, I’ve had it all along. I never used it before, on my word.” No one said anything, and after a pause he said, “I wish we had that test tube. Not that—”
“Is Boris really with you?” said Siegman.
“Do you see him?” said Myshkin.
“No,” said Siegman. “Is he in that box at your feet?”
“What a happy thought,” said Myshkin, almost smiling. “No, Doctor.”
“Didn’t you tell Gladys you were expecting him?”
“That was downtown, at my place,” said Myshkin. “If Gladys had come, I would have let Boris track me there. Alone, I wouldn’t dare. That green compound in the test tube may work—I have a very good feeling, in fact, that it will—but when it comes to taking chances at this stage of the game, no. For me, so far, the best answer is Gladys. By the way, where is she?”
“Resting in the bedroom,” I said.
“Excellent,” said Myshkin. “I want her at full strength.”
“Then you were keeping us at your place because of Gladys?” I asked.
“It was not obvious?” said Myshkin.
“And not the test tube with the compound?” I went on.
“Henry, my friend, I answered that question.”
“Answer it again.”
“The compound, yes. But first this magnificent specimen of womanhood, Miss Gladys De Winter.”
“Why her?”
“Ah, if I only knew,” Myshkin sighed, and this time he did smile. “Not that I don’t have what I consider an extremely exciting conjecture. Give me a cigarette, please.” He lit and talked with smoke pouring out of his smile. “You know sooner or later, in all scientific inquiries, when one goes far enough, the final result is always the same—the big question, the staggering question, the question that humbles us all, the question that drives us to laboratories, or to drink, or to church—the question that unites us with bedbugs and bacteria, with sunlight and seaweed. Even to ask it requires the presumption of an idiot, but of course, since we are all idiots in the face of this question, we ask it as casually as we ask the time of day…”
“And this question?” I said.
“What is life?” said Myshkin.
“A good question.” said Siegman. “You have an answer, perhaps?”
“What is life?” Myshkin repeated, paying not the slightest attention to Siegman. “This question occurred to the first man who looked up at the sky and was capable of an uneasy suspicion of infinity. Ages later, when he had learned to make lenses, the suspicion began to be documented. If he turned the lens around, almost in avoidance of his big question, and searched down within his world, the result was the same. It is still the same. The telescope and the microscope keep trying to find a boundary, but they only push it farther away. The next telescope will discover another beyond, and so will the next microscope. The telescope will find ever extending universes, suns beyond the suns beyond the suns. The microscope will find—What has it found? Chromosomes? And beyond? Genes. And beyond? But they have broken the genes into parts, and those parts into parts. Still the answer is the same. But this is not to say that nothing is learned. There is a big thing to be learned—the bigness of this question. If that alone is learned, already man knows as much as he will ever know. But there are also small things to be learned—small, practical things, though they may be of great value to us in the living of our lives. We can never know the essences, but paradoxically, we can use them. Some day man will go a million times further into the nature of a bacterium, and discover that he can go still ten million times further. But meanwhile he will have helped someone’s cold, or dandruff, or teeth. The path of his progress will be marked by his destruction of plagues and pestilences, but the path will go on and on.”
And he smoked with great relish. I don’t deny it was impressive, and in more than one way. It was not only what he was saying, but the ease and the relaxation in his manner, and the queer thing about it was that instead of contradicting, it complemented the intense, controlled ferocity that I had felt in him when he first came into the room. He was not only a far different Myshkin from the one I had met on my homecoming, but quite different Myshkin from the one I had left at home a few years ago.
“And this,” Myshkin went on after a pause, “is by way of answering your question, Henry, and I do not feel particularly that I am coming from the sublime. Why Gladys De Winter? I don’t know. But I have a great suspicion that she has an essence that is very rarely found in such purity in nature. And, as I have said, one does not have to know essence to be able to use it. My feeling is that Gladys represents something that is amazingly, magnificently, mysteriously, overwhelmingly useful to me—and to all of us, since we are together in this fantastic sweep of events.”
“I wish I could feel that I understood,” I said.
“You’ll understand it when you see it.”
“But will I see it?”
“I think so,” said Myshkin. “I can almost make it a promise.” He moved his shoulders again. “You know, that was quite a drink I had here. What was it? The strangest flavor…”
“I made it expressly for Gladys,” I said, “but if I had to do it—”
Just then Gladys’ voice floated out of the bedroom, down the corridor and in to us. “Hark, hark, the lark at heaven’s gate sings…” It was a miracle of timing, and Myshkin’s face creased with a warm, joyous smile.
“How pure, how pure,” he murmured. “Henry, I could kiss you.”
“She’s back in her manic cycle,” said Siegman. “Maybe she broke loose?”
Myshkin stiffened. “What do you mean broke loose? What’s this?”
“I’ll see,” said Harriet, leaving the room.
“Don’t get excited,” I said, and I told him briefly what we’d done.
But Myshkin was on his feet halfway through it. “Don’t you understand?” he said. “She must be free and close at hand! The bedroom is perfect, but she must be free! I’ll saw that actor’s arm off if I have to! Miss Hopper,” he said to Harriet as she came back, “what’s going on in there?”
“It’s all right,” she said, sitting down wearily. “She’s been giving him that drink and he let go of her. Now he’s putting on my best robe and she’s going to pack a bath towel with ice cubes for his head. Henry, I don’t know what you put in the champagne bucket, but be a darling and bring me some of it.”
“I’ll go,” said Myshkin.
“You stay put,” I told him. “This is fine—you’re happy because she’s free, and we’re free because she’s happy. I’ll let her know you’re here and I’ll even tell her that Boris and his playmate are coming. Anything for more of this peace and quiet.”
But going down the corridor it occurred to me that Myshkin hadn’t really made clear his expectations concerning Boris, let alone the gunman. He’d said he would have let Boris track him to his place if Gladys had come there—but he had an equivalent set-up now—so if Boris was following him, why not here? But that wasn’t the only question Myshkin had avoided. Even at his mellowest and most loquacious, his conversations were like a bee’s flight in a field of clover—he took a little honey here, touched there, moving fast and not nearly as erratically as one might think, and if you tried to examine him a little more closely, you had a good chance of winding up stung.
Gladys was in the kitchen, emptying the ice trays in a folded bath towel. I took a few cubes and glasses and told her about Myshkin. She asked about Boris and his darling friend before I could get to it, and I said that was all right too, they were on their way. She told me all about the lark again and we went into the bedroom. There was Cramwell sitting propped up with pillows against the headboard. He was still drunk enough to disgrace a Bowery gutter, but would you believe it?—that Creation of mine had actually improved him a little. He was wearing a lovely flowing blue silk gown, with a high Chinese collar that made his chins stand up and had the beard, ribbon and all, jutting out at a forty-five degree angle. The gown was covered with beautifully embroidered stars and ringed planets, and when Gladys finished winding the bath towel around his head, turban fashion, he looked like a high class swami that someone had had stuffed and taken home to keep in the Trophy Room.
“How do you feel?” I said.
“Wizard, just wizard,” he said. When he enunciated the z‘s he grinned from ear to ear. “Don’t empty that bucket, boy.”
When I got back to the living room, Myshkin and Siegman were sharing the couch, with the newspaper accounts of the robbery between them, jabbering away like old fraternity brothers at a twenty years’ reunion. Harriet was listening to them with the interested frown I’d seen appear when discussion grew too recondite for her to follow. I knew very well what they were talking about. It surprised me.
I delivered Harriet’s drink, but even my anticipation for the experiment didn’t keep me from joining them.
They were looking over the page of photographs of criminals who had been tagged as worthy of consideration in a job of such magnitude and murderous skill, and Myshkin was nodding and working his eyebrows up and down to manifest admiration.
“A fine conclusion, my dear Doctor,” said Myshkin, “but how did you come to it? Surely not just because Boris used one or two medical terms?”
“Naturally, the medical terms struck me immediately,” said Siegman, “but that was only the beginning. They were part of a whole outburst filled with archaic and obscure words like popinjay, and administering a bastinado. They poured out of him almost involuntarily. Obviously he’d been reading medical tracts and who knows what else, but it was astonishing the way words seemed to stick to him.”
“Very discerning,” said Myshkin.
“Then take the note he left Gladys on the back of the blueprint,” said Siegman. “First, the repetition of darling all through it—after just a few minutes of Gladys’ being with him. That influence seemed unmistakable. But if it was so clear a derivation, what about his use of words like characters and ice? All right, characters may be fairly general, but when it appeared with a rather professional underworld word like ice, it was worth thinking about.”
“I agree,” Myshkin nodded. “Absolutely.”
“Well, then Boris showed up with his gunman. As far as tracing the evolution of his vocabulary went, that fitted perfectly. But it raised the much more perplexing question: where did Boris get him?”
“Now I see,” said Myshkin. “This coincidental factor of the robbery so close to my home, and the additional fillip of the criminals disappearing right in the neighborhood—that’s what made you curious to check these photographs in the newspaper?”
“Yes.”
“You thought there might be a connection between Boris’ gunman and the vanished crooks?”
“Yes.”
“But now that you’ve looked through this rogue’s gallery and failed at finding one who resembles Boris’ gunman, you’re at an impasse?”
“Not necessarily,” said Siegman. “The gallery is only guesswork. What if the actual criminals were a small-time gang, and this is their first big splash? There could be plenty of other reasons. It would be ridiculous to assume the gang can only be made up from among these men.”
“Did I say so?” said Myshkin. “I’m only trying to see what you think.” He picked up the drink I’d brought him and sipped it with murmurs of approval.
“How does it hit you?” said Siegman.
“The drink, or what you said?” asked Myshkin. The drink is splendid.”
“You don’t think there’s anything in what I said?” said Siegman.
“I consider it,” said Myshkin, “an altogether praiseworthy display of ratiocinative talent, but how did you ever get past the question you call ‘perplexing,’ and which I find completely stultifying—where did Boris get a gunman? Instead of examining it with a little perspective, you’re off involving Boris with gangsters. That’s about as intelligent as Nulty’s profound suspicions that I’m mixed up in the robbery.”
“What do you know about Nulty’s suspicions?” I broke in.
“Please Henry, one at a time,” said Myshkin. “It’s no mystery.”
“What do you mean by perspective?” said Siegman.
“Simply that you’re forgetting our own very special position—I might say predicament. We know about Boris; I made him; you’ve grown accustomed to him and to the idea of him; for us he’s real. But how could he—after all, he’s a one-toot tall chicken-man!—how could he possibly get together with any outside people, let alone a killer presumably from a gang being hunted by regiments of police, and get him to act as his henchman?”
At this Siegman turned to me with a badly puzzled look and got one just like it in return. “Just a minute, Myshkin,” he said. “Whether or not Boris’ henchman has anything to do with this gang, he nevertheless is Boris’ Henchman, isn’t he? So obviously he did get together with at least one person, right?”
“Wrong,” said Myshkin.
“Wrong?” said Siegman.
“Wrong,” said Myshkin. “The way to tackle this problem is to begin with the premise that Boris’ getting together with outside people is just about impossible. It does violence to credibility. Try to figure out a circumstance, or a set of circumstances, that could account for such a thing.”
“Are you serious?” I said.
“Of course,” said Myshkin impatiently. “I’m trying to show you what this gunman business really is, but if you won’t think clearly—”
“But we saw Boris together with his henchman,” I said.
“Don’t be confused by what you saw,” said Myshkin.
“I won’t.” I said. “Not even by what you say. And what’s more, not even by what I didn’t see.”
“Please, Henry, you’re a terrible bore when you speak this way.”
“I apologize. I’ve been brought up to think the old muddled way—when I see something that’s hard to explain, I look for an explanation instead of telling myself I didn’t see it. I think more now of Siegman’s ideas about the importance of Boris’ vocabulary than I did at first—”
“Will you listen to me?” Myshkin interrupted.
“As soon as I’ve told you what I want to hear,” I said. “Now, the first time I saw Boris, he told me he was looking for an ally. He thought maybe I’d do, but I turned out a disappointment. So that even if we hadn’t seen Boris’ gunman, and established beyond any doubt that he has gotten together with someone on the outside, the idea itself would still not be impossible to accept, though it might be more difficult. Well, we know it’s so. The question is how? And I think the answer is tied up with the strange way you managed to escape from the hospital. I’m sold on the invisibility angle.”
“How sickening,” said Myshkin, turning to his drink.
“It was your idea originally,” I said.
“But I didn’t actually mean I believed, in invisibility!” said Myshkin. “It was just my way of saying it was so mysterious I couldn’t even propose an alternative explanation. However, I know there must be one—”
“I know,” I said. “It was a good theory as long as it didn’t mean anything to us. Now that I can back it up, document it—”
“Nonsense,” said Myshkin flatly. “Henry, you’re wasting—”
“So you see,” I went on, “if what I say is true, it goes a long way toward explaining the arrangement between Boris and his henchmen. If we could get used to the idea, so could others—and if Boris’ research had provided—”
“Boris’ research?”
“I’m not saying it has to be his idea alone,” I went on. “I’m not at all sure you weren’t working on something like this yourself. Maybe you got it from the notes on the walls—anyway, I do know that you’re well aware of invisibility as a factor in this case, and I can back it up.”
“Enough,” said Myshkin. “Let’s hear it.”
“First,” I said, “I know you were in the downstairs room all the time I was there with Nulty.”
“I was?” said Myshkin.
“Otherwise you couldn’t possibly have known a thing about Nulty’s theory. He didn’t mention it the first time until after you’d been taken away. The only other time he spoke about it was downstairs after you’d supposedly flown the coop—if a word like coop is permissible under the circumstances.”
“Henry, you’re wrong,” said Myshkin. “I was up on the roof—I heard it all through the chimney. I took it for granted you knew the chimney was how I’d escaped. I don’t see why you should find this so unacceptable an idea.”
“That brings up reason number two,” I said. “Your clothes moved when no one was supposedly in that room.”
“I beg your pardon?” said Myshkin.
“You wouldn’t want me to believe the clothes had moved by themselves, would you?” I said.
Myshkin looked at me intently. “Henry, you’re not fooling? On my word, this is of utmost importance.”
“I guessed as much myself,” I said.
“Not the way you mean it!” Myshkin snapped. “Now tell me about those clothes, or you won’t get another word out of me! Where did you find them?”
“Just where you left them,” I said. “Near the pile of boxes against the wall.”
“That’s not where I left them,” said Myshkin quietly.
I gave him a big friendly grin. “I see what you’re after,” I said.
“Please go on,” said Myshkin. “I won’t interrupt again.”
“The clothes were in plain view when Nulty and I came in,” I said. “He kicked the bundle aside during his search. I couldn’t believe he hadn’t recognized them, but I couldn’t say anything either. When I went out with Nulty and came back alone a moment later, I noticed the clothes had moved again. That told me there was something in the room worth thinking about.”
Myshkin nodded. “You’re right, Henry.” he said softly, and he picked up his drink and drained it. “But you refused to make it logical for yourself. Do you really think I’d leave the clothes lying around where anyone could see them? Do you think I didn’t consider the strong possibility of Nulty’s coming downstairs? Believe me, Henry, I took no chances. The instant I got down there, I stuffed the bundle into a carton, turned the carton upside down, piled some others on it, and half a minute later I was working my way up the chimney. When I got up on the roof, I could see the cops outside in front of the house. If they hadn’t been there maybe I’d have beat it immediately—as it was, I listened in on what was happening I knew Nulty was a ridiculous figure the first time I saw him, so your conversation didn’t really interest me much. But when you all went out and Nulty waited below for you, I congratulated myself—because if the cops lay their hands on me again there’ll be no escape next time… no Boris to work a wonder. Boris got me out once, but that was part of a trap,” Myshkin concluded. “I sensed it all along. What you’ve told me now confirms it.”
“What about the clothes?” I said.
“That’s it,” said Myshkin. “They were the trap.”
“Well, of course,” said Siegman, “I wouldn’t want to be caught dead in your clothes, but that isn’t what you mean, is it?”
Myshkin looked at him, at me, finally at Harriet, but for a moment he said nothing. I would have given a lot for a look inside that wild head of his. “You say you went back to the room again without Nulty?” he asked me. “Why was that?”
“I wanted to tell you we’d be here.”
“And where was Nulty?”
“I locked him out. I took him to the door, closed it and went back.”
Myshkin nodded. “And saw that the clothes had moved again,” he sighed.
“How calmly you say that,” I said.
“Why not?” said Myshkin. “We’re almost at the end of it. With a little luck, before tonight’s over…” He let it land there. “Didn’t Nulty recognize my clothes?” he asked.
“He was biding his time,” I said, “hoping to catch me—and maybe you, too. It didn’t do him much good. I just felt foolish.”
“You mean Nulty followed you back in a second time? Please, Henry, save your impatience for women! First you tell me you locked him out! Now you say he followed you in!”
“He had a key,” I said. “I didn’t know about it.”
“A key to my place?”
“Yes, he returned it to me—said he’d found it outside the door in the yellow dust.”
“May I see it?”
I gave it to him.
“Poor Boris,” he murmured. “This key has been missing ever since the rebellion started. It must have meant a lot to him—the open sesame when the proper time arrived—and then to have his first grand attempt blow up in his silly little face! How sure he was of himself. You know, Henry, sometimes I feel almost affection for him. I’d have kept him as a pet if he hadn’t turned out such a monster.” Myshkin sat there chuckling good naturedly.
“Do you know I love these conversations with you?” I said. “Not that the conversation itself is enjoyable. The kick comes later when I trace all your devious bypaths and tunnels—”
“Tunnels?” said Myshkin. “What a strange way to put it.”
“—And interruptions,” I went on. “The walrus and the carpenter would have loved you. They’d only have had to ask you a question you didn’t care to answer, and automatically that would be the time for you to talk of many things—not only sealing wax and cabbages, but newspaper photographs, detectives, missing keys, monstrous pets—and when things got dull, a long scholarly dissertation on the interior meaningless of meaninglessness. Nevertheless I’ll try once more.”
Siegman got up. “I don’t know which of you makes me more sick,” he said, “but I know the cure. Call me in the morning and let me know who won.”
“A pox upon your pointed head,” said Myshkin tenderly.
“I was counting on sleeping at your place tonight, Al,” I said.
“What’s wrong with my place?” said Myshkin.
“Your place is Grand Central Station,” I said. “By the way, Nulty probably has a duplicate of this key.”
“Come over when you’re ready,” said Siegman, and Harriet rose to accompany him to the door.
“That’s absolutely against the law!” said Myshkin.
“Why don’t you go down to Police Headquarters and complain?” I said. “By the way, not that I mean to harass you with my foolish fancies about invisibility—you’ll notice I haven’t pursued the question of how clothes could move by themselves—but how do you find it so easy to run around the city in a pair of pajamas and a hospital robe? Don’t you attract any attention? Or doesn’t anyone ever see you?”
Myshkin looked at me pityingly. “Downtown I had no trouble,” he said. “Uptown I’ve been using a cab. He’s still downstairs waiting. Take a look from the window.”
“You say that as if you feel sorry for me,” I said.
“I do,” said Myshkin. “I’m dead broke. You’ll have to pay him.”
“Thanks,” I said. “How big a bill did you figure on running up before you told me about it?”
It didn’t seem to me there was anything in my remark to warrant the look that came over his face. He had risen from the couch, jabbing the air with a pointed finger. I turned around.
Harriet had backed into the room. A step behind her came Siegman, retreating slowly, with his hands raised. Beyond him, as they followed, I could see the heads and shoulders of two men. Then Harriet and Siegman moved apart, disclosing between Siegman and the two men—our own daring and intrepid Boris!
He was dressed just as we had seen him before, except that under his checkered cap there were huge green goggles that obscured half his face. The men with him resembled his previous companions only in that they seemed fully as sinister and prepared to do Boris’ bidding. One of them had a sawed-off shotgun resting in the crook of his arm, the other cradled a submachine gun. The one with the shotgun wore a brown suede windbreaker and army trousers, while the gent with the submachine gun was nattily attired in the customary pearl gray Fedora, matching gloves, and pinstripe suit. One thing all, including Boris had in common—spots and stains of green and orange in several places on their clothes. It made me think of the colored lights that had shone through the towels in Myshkin’s place. The green stains were the color of oxidized copper one sees on old installations; the orange was quite apparently rust.
“Long time no see,” said Boris.
“Long time no look. Big Chief Gum Drop,” Myshkin laughed. “Is not my fault if Chief no able to follow tracks plain as nose on face! How do you like that, Henry?” Myshkin howled. “Now he’s an Indian!”
Siegman turned and said in a quavering voice, “For God’s sake, Myshkin, control yourself!”
But Myshkin was having another spasm. “Look at Boris! Is not him extremely paleface?”
“Screamingly funny,” said Boris, trying to keep the squeak out of his voice. “A man could die laughing from a joke like that.”
“Oh,” said Myshkin, disappointed. “What happened to the Indian? I thought it was really an inspiration—” he leaned forward and regarded Boris with a cruel smile on his face. “—because you were so ideally equipped to supply your own feathers!”
Boris’s twelve-inch body shook from head to foot. He opened his mouth to speak, thought better of it, and used the silent interval to remove his green goggles.
“I don’t provoke,” he said. His eyeballs were as yellow as those of the two poised brutes behind him. “It was my intention to propose a discussion, with a view toward ironing out our difficulties. However, this last insult has convinced me that only you need flattening. Understand me now, dear friend and mentor, I do this not for motives of revenge, but wholly from an inner drive for justice that has been too long delayed.” In spite of the controlled, measured cadence of his voice, his tiny fists kept relaxing and clenching, revealing now and then a flash of something silvery clasped in each little palm. “You were so fortunate as to escape execution last time—”
“But you still don’t know how, do you?” Myshkin smiled.
“It doesn’t matter—”
“Believe me, it does matter,” said Myshkin. “You know, I wanted to have this out with you on a man-to-chicken-man basis—you coming without your hired killers, while I would pledge not to use fowl play,” and he spelled it so Boris wouldn’t miss it.
“Enough of this!” Boris shrieked.
“It was a poultry trick! I admit it!” Myshkin screamed with joy. At the top of his voice he called, “Gladys! Gladys, come in here at once!”
Boris whirled and moved aside. The two gunmen brought their weapons up.
Gladys came dancing into the room, her eyes bright with excitement.
“Oh!” she squealed. “It’s darling little Boris! Mr. Myshkin, darling, you’re a darling!” Then she looked at the two goons and cried, “But where’s the other one—the dangerous, romantic one?”
“Jezebel!” Boris shrieked. “Get out of here!”
“See what I mean?” Myshkin howled.
“Darling, not that these are bad,” said Gladys, fluttering her lashes.
But while they were shouting back and forth at each other, the most extraordinary thing was happening. From the instant Gladys had entered the room, the two gunmen seemed almost turned to stone, but when she spoke their legs trembled, their arms moved compulsively, and suddenly they both flung aside their guns and brought their arms up.
“Circe! Mata Hari!” Boris cried.
But it was too late.
Now that I saw it happening again, I understood what had taken place at Myshkin’s house. This time, too, Boris seemed to be locked in struggle with his hirelings. His eyes were bulging and tiny veins showed all over his face. His hands gripped the silver objects in them with all the strength he could muster. It wasn’t enough. In spite of all he could do to prevent them—which Boris was obviously trying to do—the two gunmen brought their out-stretched arms down to their sides, then up again, repeating the motion over and over… until it became evident that what they were doing was flapping their wings.
Furthermore, all possible doubt that this is what was happening was immediately dispelled as the gangsters stretched their necks, tilted their chins upward, rolled their eyes glassily toward heaven, and crowed.
It was, frankly, crowing of a superior sort, not only equaling Boris’ earlier effort in passion and artistry, but far outdoing him in volume. The walls shook, the windowpanes rattled, small objects everywhere in the room trembled. If this sight alone had not been enough to do it, the physical impact of sound had everyone rooted to the spot. Even Myshkin was incapable of motion, and this alone explains Boris’ subsequent ability to escape.
Escape he did—but not before he rushed up between his hirelings, got up on tiptoe, adjusted his little head to the proper angle and contributed a thrilling vibrato. The trio that would have had the customers at the Metropolitan showering flowers from the balcony.
It was a moment such as comes to few people, but I would have passed up mine. The one thing that made it worth while at all was its effect on Gladys, the recipient of this grotesque serenade. She uttered a single faint gasp of ecstasy and swooned away. Siegman caught her as she fell, with a facility that indicated he was developing skill at it.
This fraction of a second’s diversion was all Boris and his two henchmen needed. Suddenly they came out of it, wheeled, and rushed from the room. When Myshkin attempted to follow, he crashed into Siegman and Gladys, and the three of them crashed to the floor. Myshkin bounced up, then got down on his hands and knees, searching for the green goggles, that had slid out of his pocket, then finding them he cried, “Yoicks! After them!” He went tearing down the corridor.
Well, I did the only thing that made any sense to me at the time. I helped pick up Siegman and Gladys.
As I did so, in rushed Roscoe Cramwell with the champagne bucket. He took one look, sized up the situation—oversized it, of course, which was natural not only for his bulk but for his condition—and slung the bucket at my head. “A fine pair of gentlemen!” he roared. “I know she’s obstinate but there are some things about which a girl must be allowed to make up her own mind!”
Well, he had missed me with the bucket, but it took Siegman and me a good two minutes to get past him and out into the hall.
Of course, there was no sight of Myshkin or Boris or the gunmen by then—but there was another that froze us in our tracks—Siegman for one reason, me for two. There on the landing, sitting as I had seen him the first time, was Suddsy.
“They shot me,” he moaned.
I could see he hadn’t been shot, but poor Suddsy was in a terrible state. His derby lay crushed at his feet, his neatly combed hair was badly ruffled and his ordinarily watery eyes were brimming blank pools. As I said, he might have shocked me because of my experience with him, but he affected Siegman for quite another reason, for Suddsy was neatly sprayed with fine areas of yellow powder.
“Two shots,” Suddsy moaned. “Right in the gut. Goodbye, brother.”
“You’re not shot.” I said. “What happened? Did you see Myshkin?”
“Myshkin,” Suddsy said. “Brother, he’ll get the chair for this. He killed me. I’ll testify to it!”
“Henry, who is this guy?” Siegman cried.
“I told you about him,” I said. “He’s the guy with the wagonload of stiffs.”
“I’ll say, brother.” said Suddsy. “Just put me in the back with them and get another driver.”
“Suddsy, listen to me,” I said. “It’s very important. Did you see Myshkin?”
“I saw him, all right,” said Suddsy. “Also, I saw those guys who came up here to visit him, and I know who they are.” He blinked his eyes at me the way as I remembered he had when I’d been discussing money with him. It was his way of looking formidable.
“Do you know them by name?” said Siegman.
For a dead man, Suddsy managed to look very sly. “Brother, I mean to say I do,” he said.
“You’d better talk,” said Siegman. “Silence may involve you in conspiracy!”
Suddsy managed a weak grimace. “Call the cops,” he said. “Outside of them I ain’t talking to anyone. I know some interesting people downtown that would be very anxious to hear what I got to say. Brother, I’ll put it to you plain—you’re lookin’ at a man who can’t be bought. Not for peanuts. No, sir! I know how big this deal is.”
“A hundred bucks,” I said.
Suddsy looked at me incredulously. He picked up his crushed hat, grimly studied its condition, then regarded the yellow spray on his clothes and shook his head. “Somebody has got to pay for this.” he muttered. “Why should anyone go around exploding mustard bombs? What am I, a ham or something?”
“Five hundred dollars,” I said.
Suddsy’s expression indicated he was beyond any thoughts of haggling. “You got ten grand?” he asked casually.
“You’re crazy,” said Siegman. “You’re suffering from shock.”
“Brother.” said Suddsy, “I ain’t going to be the only victim of shock before this night’s over. I mean to say that feller Myshkin has finally got me good and mad. Out of my way!”
He brushed by us, majestically ignoring the elevator, and stalked down the stairs.
“What do you think it means?” I asked Siegman.
He looked at me as if I was responsible for what was happening. “It means I was one hundred per cent correct,” he said bitterly. He rang the elevator bell.
“You’re not going to leave now?” I said.
“No such thought,” said Siegman. “Especially now that I’m finally convinced there’s no real danger.”
When the elevator came up the boy immediately and anxiously asked what was going on. “Who’s the fat little guy sitting downstairs in the lobby? He’s got a crushed derby and crushed turnips all over his clothes, you know? He keeps asking me where is it. Where is what? I want to know. He walked down but he must have come from here. Nobody else in this house has that kind of people visiting them.”
“Will you shut up a minute?” said Siegman.
“Sure,” said the boy. “Just go down and tell that little guy where it is, whatever it is.”
“Did you see Mr. Myshkin leave?” asked Siegman.
“He doesn’t know Myshkin by name,” I said.
“I don’t have to know anybody by name around here,” said the boy. “I catalogue them by the way they leave this house. You probably mean that eccentric millionaire, don’t you? Well, he walked down, too, only—”
“What the hell are you talking about?” Siegman broke in. “Where did this eccentric millionaire get into it?”
“The wild guy,” said the boy “He’s been here before. He always dresses sloppy, but this is the first time I ever seen him running around in pajamas.”
“Where did you get the idea he’s a millionaire?” said Siegman.
“Let me finish.” said the boy. “Like I say, I was talking to the cab driver.”
“What cab driver?”
“The one that was waiting for him all the time he was upstairs,” said the boy. “If you ask me he’s far from his right mind himself. Imagine lettin’ a guy run up a bill over eleven bucks—millionaire or no millionaire. Because without security, what happens?”
“I’m sure you’ll tell us,” said Siegman.
“Sure I will,” said the boy. “I’m in the lobby talkin’ to the cabby when this guy—what did you say his name was, Myshkin?—well he comes jumping down the stairs, yelling, ‘After him!’ Out he rushes into the street. The next minute he’s tearin’ down the block, and there’s the cabby standin’ like he was turned to stone. When he finally does take off after this millionaire that’s trying to beat him out of a fare, he’s got to turn his cab around and go the wrong way down a one-way street. I don’t know what happened after that. How do you like it?”
“I hate to encourage you,” said Siegman, “but haven’t you left out a little something—a little something like two or three people who ran out just before Myshkin?”
“Them I didn’t see,” said the boy, “and I’m not sorry.”
“How long had you been in the lobby before Myshkin came down?” said Siegman.
“A few minutes,” said the boy. “Like I say, I was talking to this cabby—”
“Bah! Quit talking to the cabby!” said Siegman. “Talk to me! If you were in the lobby a few minutes before Myshkin came down, you couldn’t have missed the ones who came before him. They weren’t that far apart—two minutes at most. Think,” said Siegman, “think hard. Two men and maybe a third, a little one—you might say a very small man—”
“How small?” said the boy.
“Never mind,” said Siegman wearily. “Are you sure about that few minutes?”
“Sure, I’m sure,” said the boy. “‘Course, I’m an elevator operator, not a timekeeper.”
“Well, anyway you must have seen them come in?” said Siegman.
“Why must I?” said the boy. “Remember me? Elevator operator, not timekeeper, not watchman. Just up and down. I used to think it was monotonous.”
“Listen, son,” I said, “tell us exactly what you did see from the time Mr. Myshkin arrived.”
“He arrived,” said the boy. “I took him up. Then I had other calls. None to Miss Hopper’s floor. And no two men, and no three men, small ones or otherwise. Then after awhile this cabby comes in. He tells me his story. He’s gettin’ worried about his eccentric millionaire—wants to know did I take him up, what floor he’s on, who he’s visiting, things like that. So I explain how it is here. Artistic people, queer ones, I tell him, and that’s all right and he feels better. Then he goes out once or twice to get cigarettes, or have a look at the meter, but he keeps coming back and we talk. We’re both in the travel business, you might say; he goes one way, I go another, but it’s the same—we take people where they want to go.”
“Remind me to tell you where to go,” said Siegman.
I said, “Just go on, please.”
“Oh, I don’t mind,” said the boy. “Artistic people—I’m used to it. They once brought a goat upstairs. Said they were going to keep him to make their own cheese. Well, I don’t know if they made cheese or not, but by the time the Board of Health got around, it sure smelled like it.”
“You were talking to the cab driver,” I said. “What next?”
“Next comes this little guy,” said the boy. “The one that wants to know where is it. One look at him, and I know where to. I take him up here, point to Miss Hopper’s door, and I go down. Then I’m in the lobby talkin’ with the cabby and nothin’ happens until Mr. Myshkin comes down.”
“That’s all?” I said. “You absolutely didn’t hear or see anything else?”
“I did not,” said the boy. “But it’s funny how life is, ain’t it? One minute you’re ridin’ a guy in the back seat that’s so rich he carries a box of gold with him wherever he goes, the next minute you’re chasing him down the street to get the money he owes you.”
“Yes,” I said and looked at Siegman, “life is funny.”
Siegman was staring at the boy.
“Gold,” I said. “He said Myshkin had a box of gold.”
“A cardboard box,” the boy said. “You’d think anybody that rich would invest in a nice case—say if it was me, an alligator bag, something like that—”
But Siegman had already turned and was swiftly walking back into the apartment. I thanked the boy a dollar’s worth and followed.
Roscoe and Gladys were loudly audible in the kitchen. Apparently he had clamped down martial law again. In the living room Harriet sat on the floor, examining the contents of the cardboard box Myshkin had forgotten in his precipitate flight.
Siegman was standing over her, looking down into the box. “What made you open it?” he asked.
“Oh,” she said, “I just got curious. Mr. Myshkin kept reaching out for it all the time he was here. I wondered about it.”
Well, there was plenty left to wonder about it. Inside the box, packed in excelsior and old newspapers were six small statuettes made of solid gold. Of course, there was no immediate certainty they were solid gold, but from what we already knew, and from their weight when Siegman lifted them out and passed them around, there seemed no reason to doubt it. Far more remarkable, however, than their obvious great value was the almost incredible artistic workmanship with which they’d been wrought. They were six perfect little representations of sinister characters; not only features, but every fold and cut of clothes superbly detailed.
It was not trouble at all to recognize three of those little figures. Two of the men they represented had been in this room not long before; and the other had been Boris’s companion the first time he had attempted to intimidate Myshkin.
Is it crazy enough for you? But it still didn’t end there. Siegman took the statuettes to the couch then picked up the newspapers which he and Myshkin had so recently scrutinized. He studied the rogues’ gallery, and with no hesitation chose three pictures. The three statuettes that were strangers to us were also represented by newspaper photos.
“So it’s clear enough,” said Siegman.
“What’s clear enough?” I said. It was impossible to think. Roscoe and Gladys were raising hell in the corridor, with her screaming that she had to go to Tubular Forceps, and Roscoe alternately roaring and pleading that he was completely unequal to a journey of such distance from his ordinary haunts.
Siegman turned to Harriet and said, “You want to stay home, isn’t that so? Will you make sure Gladys stays here?”
“Where are you going?” I asked.
“Downtown,” said Siegman. “Myshkin’s in this thing up to his ears. We should have understood that immediately. Maybe then we’d have had some way of understanding Boris, too.”
“What do you mean by that?” I said.
“I mean there always had to be a logical explanation. Boris just couldn’t be what he seems to be—what Myshkin sold us.”
“What are you thinking of?” I said. “You can’t be ridiculous enough to be playing with dwarfs, midgets—”
“Or visions or apparitions?” said Siegman. “Or self-induced hallucinations or mass hypnotism? I don’t say I know what it is. I do say there must be explanation that can be understood in simple, ordinary, everyday terms, if one knows how to go about it!”
“Wasn’t it you who detected a cockscomb in Boris’ hair?”
“What of it?” said Siegman. “People in India who think they’ve seen the rope trick, and who later sign affidavits in groups sometimes numbering hundreds, are known to provide the most precise details of their visual experience. They go into such things as the quality of the fibers that make up the rope itself. If the customary small boy was employed, a spectator may describe minutely a design on some part of his clothes. As a matter of fact, such absorption in detail is a pretty good sign that a far more profound absorption has come over the individual.”
“You’re being defensive,” I said. “You’re reacting to your bad experience with Boris and hypnotism.”
“If anything,” said Siegman, “that bad experience could have helped me understand things much sooner. I don’t deny it was funny the way it ended, but look at it objectively. I made no pretense of being a great practitioner of the art. This time I was up against someone who knew considerably more about it than I did. In some way he managed not only to reverse it, but quickly and with enormous skill—it was old stuff to Myshkin; I’d stumbled right into his private domain.”
“But what about the whole business with the rebellion?”
“All part of his great, grand scheme,” said Siegman. “I say I know how deep he is in this robbery because my first and only guess is that he’s the ringleader. Nothing else would do for Myshkin.”
I picked up the newspaper. “The ringleader of these three guys?” I said. “Nails Nixon, Cokey Harry and Little Maxie?” Among them they had spent sixty years in every jail in North America.
“Yes,” said Siegman. “It fits your idea perfectly.”
“My idea?”
“It was stupid,” said Siegman, “but brought down to Earth a little, its direction was fine. Weren’t you looking for some sort of weapon Boris might’ve been able to offer his theoretical henchmen? Why not Myshkin? Does it make more sense with Boris or with Myshkin?”
“The invisibility?” I said.
“Whatever it turns out to be,” said Siegman. “It’s all part of the same thing. If you can make people see something that really isn’t there, you can make them believe they aren’t seeing something that really is. I’ll go further—I’ll say the yellow powder is probably it. Maybe it releases a gas of some sort—a new hypnotic agent that makes all his trickery possible.”
“What about the machine?” I said.
“A wire store-window dummy for a fat men’s shop,” said Siegman acidly.
“And the colored lights on the wheel?” I said.
“Where can you find a more perfect description of the hypnotist’s method? You see, Henry, this way everything adds up.” He was adding it up for himself, too, as he spoke. “Somehow Myshkin discovered or compounded this powder. Being the avaricious Myshkin he is, instead of publishing his discovery, he dreamed up a more personal and profitable use. A few months ago, he moved down to the scene of his future operations, dropping silently into a self-imposed isolation that was broken only for an occasional trip here. Probably by then he had already made contact with the men he wanted. All he’d need would be Nails Nixon himself—at least two of the others are known members of his gang—and it wouldn’t be too difficult to interest someone like Nails in a proposition involving millions in gold. Not if Myshkin can do half of what we’ve apparently seen him do.” Siegman nodded somberly. “It was a sweet set-up, and what happened? You had to come barging in. You had to return on the very week-end he had chosen for his first excursion in crime. I say ‘first’ because Myshkin is criminally insane. This was just the beginning of a career as an amalgamated Jesse James, Raffles and Jack the Ripper. That makes our course clear, as I see it.”
“How do you see it?” I said.
“For reason or reasons unknown to us, Myshkin’s unable or unwilling to leave his place. We’ve caught him stalling again and again. That’s why he’s had to prolong the Boris phantasmagoria. I say it was somehow made necessary by your unexpected arrival, and further complicated when you dragged the rest of us into it—certainly he couldn’t have foreseen that he’d attract so much police notice Also, I say we’ll find him downtown. When we do, our one objective is to get the formula for Myshkin’s gas. If we accomplish that, maybe we’ll try capturing Myshkin, and deliver him safely to the police. Remember, however, the important thing is to make sure the secret of Myshkin’s immensely potent weapon does not remain in his hands alone.”
“I see.” I said.
“Are you coming with me?” said Siegman.
“Yes,” I said.
“Why do you hesitate? Don’t you agree with what I’ve been saying.”
“Not a word of it, but I’ll come.”
“Good enough,” said Siegman. He turned to Harriet. “Remember about keeping Gladys here.”
“I will,” she said. She reached out and took my hand in hers. “Henry, be careful.”
“Do I get to kiss you now?” I said.
“Not if you want me to let you go after you do,” she said.
When we left, Gladys was screaming again in the kitchen. Her voice followed us through the door, into the elevator, and down the shaft to the lobby.
Suddsy was sitting at the bottom of the stairs, gazing at his crushed derby and mumbling to himself.
“He still wants to know where is it,” said the elevator boy.
Suddsy looked at us without a sign of recognition in his blue eyes. The daze we’d seen him in upstairs seemed now to have enveloped him completely.
“Hello, Suddsy,” I said.
“Hello, brother,” he said. “Do you know where it is?”
“No,” I said.
“No.” Suddsy repeated mournfully. “I must have read about it, but I forgot. Now I don’t know where it is. Where is it?”
He was still mumbling busily when we went out and got a cab.




It was past midnight by the time we reached Force Tube Avenue. Elsewhere in the city the streets were still alive with people and noise; here was darkness, and a silence crystallized by a chill in the air to a sharply defined boundary. Along the piers, moored freighters were gently riding the outgoing tide, their nightlights rocking lazily. The district was largely deserted, but still it seemed to me there were more people about than one would normally expect. Even at that late hour, the waterfront was drawing its quota of curious citizens. A liberal sprinkling of detectives was a safe assumption, but no overt signs of police attention were in evidence. A block from Myshkin’s house a squad car drew abreast of us. It kept up until we turned off, then went on without slowing—though Myshkin’s house was our only possible destination on that dead-end street.
It hadn’t occurred to us how we were going to get into the house, but our first attempt to solve the problem worked. We merely tried the door knob. The door opened, and there was no way of knowing if that meant anything. Maybe I had left it unlocked; maybe Myshkin had come back and left it open; maybe he was inside.
There was nobody inside. Siegman went up while I covered the lower room, and after a moment he came down. “Well?” he said. “Anything new with the clothes?”
“Uh-huh,” I said. “They’ve moved again.” Myshkin’s bundle of clothes was now lying close to the covered machine. “A big jump this time,” I said.
Siegman looked disgusted. “Well, what’s your conclusion? You think maybe Myshkin’s in here right now wearing his invisible hat?”
“All I say is that I consider it an unusual phenomenon for a pair of pants to patrol a room.”
“You have the makings of a good mystery there,” said Siegman. “Call it The Case of the Traveling Trousers, or The Case of the Peripatetic Pants.”
“Just the same,” I said, “I wouldn’t mind giving the air a few swishes with a long stick.”
Then we went upstairs and tried to figure out which of the many there was the test tube we wanted but since we couldn’t be certain that the green compound would be among them even if we took them all, we had a discussion on how long we’d wait for Myshkin. While we were discussing it, Myshkin came in. He must have opened and closed the front door soundlessly, but he made no attempt to conceal his presence when he mounted the stairs, and he spoke to us even before he had entered the room.
“Hello,” he said. “It certainly took you two long enough to get here.” He seemed quite serene and pleasant, but considerably more tired than when he had left us. “I was hanging around near the sea wall. When I saw light up here, I figured it was you. I’ll have to get new tar paper for the window,” he concluded sadly. “The light shoots out through holes like a dozen airport beacons.”
“You expect to go on living here?” asked Siegman affably.
“Certainly,” said Myshkin. “Why not? You got a better place for the money?”
“You’re not worried about a little thing like money, are you?” said Siegman.
Myshkin looked at him; his expression turned sour. “So you opened my box,” he said. “I remembered it later, and I said to myself, ‘They won’t open it. A man has a right to expect a little privacy, if not in his home, possibly in his possessions.’ But no, not you people.”
“Lend me some money,” said Siegman. “I’ll buy a big book on etiquette. I could buy a lot of books with what you had in that box.”
“Don’t be stupid,” said Myshkin. “That stuff will all have to go back.”
“Be sure to include an apology,” said Siegman. Myshkin sighed, shrugged, and sat down heavily on the bed.
“Well,” he said, “maybe I have delayed the police, but what was I to do? I had to take care of my own interests, didn’t I? I couldn’t expect them to send out a teletype alarm for my escaped chicken-men, could I?”
“I’m surprised you didn’t try,” said Siegman.
“Remember,” said Myshkin, “I didn’t want to interfere with them. They marched right in and bundled me off for observation. As it is, they’ll still have me to thank for solving it.”
“Oh, I don’t know,” said Siegman. “I think it’s easier to bank gold than gratitude.”
“If I could only deposit you somewhere,” said Myshkin. “Listen, Henry, speaking of bundling reminds me—did you take a look at my clothes downstairs?”
“I’m going to write a book about them. Siegman gave me two good titles.”
“Moved again?”
“Moved again.”
Myshkin shook his head. “I’ll show what it is about those clothes later. They’re very important, but there’s no immediate danger—I don’t see how they can escape from the room.”
“And why not?” said Siegman. “I see no reason why those pants can’t walk right out the open door, if only the sweater will turn the doorknob. What’s to prevent it?”
“Nothing,” said Myshkin. “You’re right, but the truth probably is that the pants don’t want to escape, no matter how the sweater feels about it. Henry, you started out by doing all the talking for everybody, but I must say that you’re very quiet lately.”
“He’s experiencing change of life,” said Siegman.
“Myshkin, where’s Boris?” I said.
“But you notice, Doctor,” said Myshkin, “when he does speak, he really says something. Henry, I have an excellent idea where Boris is. If he doesn’t show up here soon, I’m going to find out whether or not I’m correct. I was about to try it when I saw the light here, and I was so pooped I decided I’d better take a short rest. Will someone please give me a cigarette?”
I gave him a cigarette and held the light for him.
“So again you’re expecting Boris?” said Siegman. “You seemed to have worked out pretty complicated visiting arrangements. Sometimes he chases you, sometimes you chase him. You’d think a social relationship of that kind would be confined to this house, but I notice when it’s time for you to get chased Boris cooperates even to going uptown to Harriet’s place.”
“Confusing, isn’t it?” said Myshkin. “Things move too fast. My dear doctor, we live in a changing world. Where I was once very much afraid of Boris, at this moment I feel almost as if I could have a most salubrious laugh at his expense.”
“Of course, at the rate you’re going,” said Siegman, “you can afford practically anything—or am I to understand this new attitude toward Boris derives from a fortress-like faith in your green compound? Or is it the yellow powder?”
“It’s not the powder, it’s the compound,” said Myshkin. “And it’s not my compound, it’s theirs. Without it I wouldn’t be anywhere in radius of an unexpected visit from Boris. Not unless Gladys was close by,” he added, smiling mysteriously. “How is that wonderful girl? Did you see what she did for me? Did you see how she saved my hash? I really must look her up when all this is over—what a girl!”
As Myshkin had remarked, I hadn’t been doing much talking, at least in his company. It gave me a chance to watch him, to observe the minute changes in his expressive face, and a way of judging the value of what he was saying when the words themselves seemed meaningless. The great change in him when he appeared at Harriet’s house—the attitude of tranquil waiting, and confidence in the waiting—had not varied. During his earlier conversation with Siegman, about the newspaper pictures, I’d felt Myshkin had been ready to tell us a great deal more on his own than we’d get with our antagonistic questioning. I knew he would never be decorated for telling the truth; nevertheless, if I added up what I knew and what I believed, the total was close to the sum of those things Myshkin wanted me to know and believe.
“Myshkin,” I said, “I gather you feel you’re at the end of it.”
“It? Or wit?” said Siegman.
“Anyone who doesn’t know which end is wit is in a bad way,” said Myshkin. “Yes, Henry, we’re at the end—the successful end.”
“I wonder why I say ‘you’ and you say ‘we’?” I said.
“It’s because you seem to feel pretty much left out,” said Myshkin. “On the other hand, I, who know how indebted I am for your intercession—your determination to stick your nose in my business—feel intimately connected, and grateful not only for past service rendered, but for an infinitely more valuable service I expect of you in the near future.”
“And that is?” I said.
“Backing me up when it becomes necessary. Being my witnesses and my collaborators.”
“Did you say collaborators or co-robbers?” said Siegman. “Let’s hear about the compound.”
“You have a compound fracture of the point of your head,” said Myshkin. “Instead of talking to Henry and me as equals, a man of your caliber should be taking notes.”
“When the time comes,” said Siegman.
I said: “You were saying we’re expected to be your witnesses?—you mean with the police?”
Myshkin half-closed his eyes and smiled dreamily. He waved a tired arm. “With the whole world,” he said. “With the newspapers, with scientists, investigators—through all the great confusion and turmoil that will follow the publication of my research and discoveries. Where this stage—which has been all secrecy—ends, the next one—which will be all publicity—begins. If I were to chart the precise point at which this change will occur, it would be that moment in which I dispose of Boris.”
“You still think you can do it?”
“I could have done it almost anytime,” said Myshkin. “Unfortunately, I didn’t know it until now Just a few drops of the compound, and in the language of the comic books—POW! BAM! and ZOWIE!—no more Boris.”
“What if you’re wrong?” I said.
“But I’m not,” Myshkin sighed. “I should have guessed it, Henry. The very creation of Boris was based on paradox. Paradox, the relation of opposites, is the key to everything.”
“It is?” I said.
“Yes.” said Myshkin “For instance, take the compound. What Boris and his confederates were after—”
“Which confederates?” I said. “The other chicken-men or the gangsters?”
“The chicken-men,” said Myshkin, “not that it makes any difference. They got this compound by reversing various formulas of mine based on analyses of the yellow powder. Now notice how the paradox, having begun with their creation, goes further. I created them—possibly they should have loved me—though I would have been gratified by a friendly neutrality, but what I got was an inherent, incurable hostility. I had analyzed the yellow powder hoping for a clue to something that might stop them from exploding. They took the opposite view—to them the analyses were formulas I was using to destroy them. So they took my notes and began working to turn the formulas against me. From their viewpoint, which was one of pure opposition, anything bad for them contained the possibility—properly turned around—of being bad for me. But, as I told you, they worked under great difficulty, at first hampered by the color of the walls, and later after I’d realized what green did to them, because I specifically used the color against them.”
“And you still don’t know why green affected them as it did?” I said.
“Not completely, but I have an idea,” said Myshkin. “Our learned medical friend touched on it when he observed that the formula for the compound had chlorophyll as a base. I won’t enlarge on it at the moment except to remark that because of this circumstance the chicken-men evidently had a theory involving the opposition between plant and animal life. Not that they are opposed; actually, as we know they are complementary, mutually interdependent—but these creatures of paradox were fundamentally, intrinsically, unable to comprehend such a concept as balance in the universe.”
“No?” I said politely.
“No,” said Myshkin. “When they attempted to turn the formula against me—itself a horribly muddled idea—ironically enough, they wound up with the opposite effect. Instead of getting me, they had come up with something absolutely lethal to themselves. Instead of homicide, they ended up with suicide.”
“I’ll have mine fried,” said Siegman.
“Anyhow,” said Myshkin, “you saw their defense tonight in the green glasses Boris wore—though offhand, knowing very little about the laws of optics or the properties of Boris’ eyes, I cannot understand why a green lens should have a neutralizing effect. You see, another paradox.”
“I noticed you wouldn’t leave Harriet’s apartment without your own green glasses,” I said. “What do yours do for you?”
He took his glasses out of a pajama pocket and handed them to me. “Please look,” he said. “There’s plenty of yellow powder around.”
I didn’t ask why he mentioned yellow powder; the answer was spectacularly apparent the moment I put his glasses on. Every yellow speck of dust, every minute particle, even those hitherto invisible, was turned into a tiny blazing phosphorescent point of light. I passed the glasses to Siegman. He held them before his own spectacles with casual interest, surprise, then with deliberation, but he returned them to Myshkin without comment.
“You see,” Myshkin smiled at me, “they’re supremely useful in tracking. As I’ve discovered since I got them—in fact, only in these past few hours—Boris and the others of his crew leave a very fine trail of specks of yellow powder wherever they go—shedding, you might say. That I have Boris to thank for all this—another instance where one of his plans had an opposite effect. These glasses were delivered to me, as I told you,” and Myshkin smiled again very broadly, “at the hospital with instructions to wear them so that I’d be able to see signs, arrows and markings that were otherwise invisible.” At this Myshkin finally allowed himself to laugh a little. “I’m sorry, Henry,” he said. “I keep thinking about you and your invisibility theory.”
“Yes,” I said. “I notice you avoided the question by remarking merely that the glasses were delivered to you.”
“Absolutely,” said Myshkin. “Furthermore, in a very true sense, they were invisibly delivered. But, you know, invisibility is sometimes simply a matter of size. Take Boris. He’s very quick and he’s cautious. He can get around a good deal without being observed at all. And why? Because most of us never look down where Boris is, except by accident. If he were even smaller, he wouldn’t have to be either so swift or so careful to stay unnoticed—or as you call it, invisible. And now I really have to go out. When I come back we’ll go downstairs and I’ll show you what I mean.”
“Mean about what?” I said.
“That bundle of clothes Boris carefully transported here,” said Myshkin. “You remember I told you it wasn’t where it was supposed to be at the hospital? You know why, don’t you? It had moved. On my word, it will have to be carefully deloused.”
He rose and walked over to the work table. “It may take a quart of this stuff to do it.”
He meant the test tube of green compound which he suddenly pulled out of a rack that held at least twenty like it. To Siegman’s profound interest, Myshkin began emptying its contents into three small capsules. “You know what I have here in my hand?” he said, as he capped them.
“What?” I said.
“Three minute bombs,” said Myshkin. “It’s astonishing how volatile the compound is. Smash one of these capsules and instantly you have an invisible cloud of finely suspended particles covering easily one hundred cubic feet. All it takes is one particle to do the trick. Now, listen. Henry, I’m leaving the rest of it here just in case Boris shows up with some friends while I’m out.” Siegman was slowly edging toward Myshkin. I knew he was thinking this was his chance. Here was both the compound and Myshkin, thoroughly available for capture. But before he could move against Myshkin, Siegman had to be sure he had the compound. I stopped him by reaching out for the test tube after which I gave him a look that made it perfectly plain I’d empty the works if he touched Myshkin.
“How many of Boris’ friends were you expecting?” said Siegman.
“Well,” said Myshkin, watching me play with the test tube but not catching what was going on, “since there were six statuettes, there were probably six original models. We’ve seen three already. I think this time we’ll see the other three.”
“It seems to me,” said Siegman, “you’re much more specific than soothsayers ordinarily are.”
“It requires a thorough understanding of Boris’ simple imagination,” said Myshkin, pocketing his capsules. First he came with one. No good. So, he came with two; obviously that was no good either. The logical progression is three. Furthermore, he has three left.” Myshkin started for the door. “Therefore, I expect Boris to show up with three—unless, of course,” he added, “he expects Gladys to be here. But frankly I don’t think he’s equipped to understand that business at all.”
Siegman followed him while he kept an eye on me. I began tilting the test-tube. Siegman stopped following.
In the light of what later happened, it was to be greatly regretted that during this interval—while Myshkin was discussing paradoxes, compounds and moving clothes—the distracting influence of Siegman’s double-crossing plan prevented most of these tantalizing subjects from being more than lightly touched. Siegman’s interest had been in getting the formula, then Myshkin. For him the conversation had merely been a lull in his maneuvering, and he was now to commit a final, and serious injury. For Myshkin mentioned something else that enormously merited fuller discussion and never got it.
It was in response to Siegman’s last stalling question: “Equipped to understand what business?”
“My dear Doctor,” said Myshkin, “didn’t you see him when he crows? Haven’t I told you Gladys stands for something?—that she symbolizes a pure and very powerful quality? You must not for a moment forget that Boris is the equivalent of a rooster, and here, of course, we have another flawlessly pure symbol. These two fascinate each other. It is absolutely the meeting of two great natural forces, both profoundly moved and awed by the power of this mutual attraction. But you see, in the end the effect is paradox, because—petrified as he is by the experience—Boris turns and flees.”
Myshkin added, “I’ll see you later,” and down the stairs he leaped two at a time, opened the front door and was gone.
“I suppose we can leave now,” said Siegman.
“What makes you think so?” I said.
“Let’s not go through it again, Henry,” said Siegman. “I said I’d be satisfied if we could get our hands on the compound. Now I think we’d better let the police take over.”
I said. “Myshkin said he’d take care of the police.”
“Poor Myshkin,” said Siegman. “He’s crazier than I thought, but there’s a mind buried somewhere under his criminal tendencies.”
“You know,” I said, “I can hardly hope that this comes as a shock to you, but I still disagree with large amounts of what you say.”
Siegman’s undoubtedly wise rejoinder was lost to posterity because the doorbell rang. For an instant we both were thinking hard, and when Siegman said, “I think I’d better go down and answer it,” I knew he had figured it out the way I had. Of all the people who could conceivably be seeking entrance to Myshkin’s house at this time of night, the only one who’d be likely to ring the doorbell was Nulty, the detective.
So I followed Siegman, a step behind him, and since we had both logically deduced that Nulty was ringing the bell, it turned out to be the last two people on Earth we expected to see—Harriet and Roscoe. Their cab had just completed turning about. As it came by again, the cabbie slowed up to lean out and see what manner of being it might be that opened a door in this part of town, at this time of night, to two such people as Harriet and Roscoe—because Roscoe, drunker than ever, was still wearing Harriet’s star-studded robe, as well as the huge, ice-packed bath-towel on his head. He swayed from side to side like a monument responding to the stress of the wind, and from his beard came a deep bass, rumbling series of complaints concerning starvation, famine and worse.
Apparently Roscoe was hungry, but no hungrier than I was for the sight of Harriet. It overwhelmed everything else I felt—surprise, impatience, irritation—and all I said was: “Harriet, come in.”
“Thank you, Henry,” she said, and stood aside for Roscoe.
He staggered in heavily, clutching his heart, and leaned against a wall puffing like a switch engine. “Food,” he groaned, “I needs must have provisions to further my quest. The seven lean years are upon us and the populace marches on the granaries. Hand me the torch, comrade! On to the palace!” At this he shook his head and the ice cubes in the towel rattled violently.
“Better let him sit down,” said Harriet. Siegman and I steered Roscoe to the bottom stair where we gently lowered him.
“Thank you, sir,” said Roscoe. “Your orders call for a zigzag course. Between ten and twelve knots.”
“I’d say he was on his last legs if I hadn’t seen him on his last legs before these,” said Siegman.
Harriet said, “See if the gold is all right. It’s inside the curtain, tied around his middle.”
We opened Roscoe’s robe and there it was. Siegman untied the curtain and spread it open on the floor. The six gold statuettes were in it intact.
“Harriet, what is this all about?” I said.
“Gladys,” said Harriet simply, “She got away from Roscoe. I couldn’t stop her. She’s heading here, she thinks.”
“That’s bad,” I said.
“Wait,” said Harriet. “She’s with that man—his name is Suddsy.”
“But how—” I began.
“Wait,” said Harriet. “The elevator boy wouldn’t take me down. Gladys told him we had kidnapped her. When I finally ran down the stairs, I found her with Suddsy, getting ready to go off with him. It seems he’d read this address in the newspapers, but had forgotten it. When Gladys said she knew it, they joined forces.”
“That’s very bad,” I said.
“Wait,” said Harriet, “she thinks the address here is 200 Tubicle Forks.”
“That’s better,” I said.
“You’re not waiting,” said Harriet. “The elevator operator went off with them.”
“What?” I said, and looked to Siegman.
Siegman shrugged. “I diagnosed him as a type among elevator operators.”
“So you see,” said Harriet, “it wouldn’t be too bad if it were Gladys or Suddsy alone—but if that boy puts together what they know, they may be here any minute.”
“That’s terrible,” I said.
“Wait,” said Harriet. “This man Suddsy was saying he knew some very dangerous people who might be interested in a gold hunt. First he was driving downtown and pick them up.”
“Oh,” I said quietly. “That really isn’t very good, is it?”
“No,” said Harriet, “and that’s why I came. I was afraid to stay at home alone.”
“No,” I said. “You didn’t want me to be here alone.”
“How do you know?” she said.
“Because a girl like you isn’t afraid,” I said.
“What do you know about a girl like me?” she said.
“I know I’m nuts about her,” I said, and after I’d kissed her I said, “I now pronounce it reciprocal.”
“More, much more,” said Harriet.
“Far be it from me to take away anyone’s grounds for kissing,” said Siegman, “but I think Suddsy’s dangerous friends are delusions of grandeur. Furthermore, with that elevator operator in on the deal no outsiders have a chance. That boy’s out to make his fortune tonight—this will probably cost him six months in a sanatorium before he’s allowed visitors…”
But I wasn’t listening very hard, I was standing there, because looking down the corridor, I had seen the downstairs room open and Boris come out. No one else had seen him yet, though he was making no particular secret of his presence. I stood there motionless, trying to think how and when Boris had been able to get into the house. The chimney was an obvious and simple answer, but it wasn’t much good, because just then one of Boris’s henchmen leaned out of the doorway. Harriet saw him and uttered a little gasp.
Siegman took a step forward to see what Harriet was looking at, and as he came between Boris and me, I reached out for the front door and opened it.
A second gunman came in from the street. This one looked as familiar as the first; statuettes of both were to be found among the half-dozen in the curtain on the floor; plus the three we had met before, these two made five—which left one more to go. With the side of my arm I brushed the pocket in which safely reposed, I fervently expected, Myshkin’s sealed test-tube of compound.
Somehow it felt good, but because Harriet was clutching my other arm, I was tortured with anxiety for her safety. But I had gone along believing in Myshkin, and now I would have to go along to the end.
“Come in here, my friends,” said Boris, indicating the room with a sweeping gesture, and that something that was small and resplendently silvery in his hand glittered as it moved. “Let’s not congregate at the foot of a stairs like housewives discussing the superintendent’s immoral life…” but the curtain had caught his eye.
He came part way down the corridor to have a look at it. When he saw the gold figures in it, he did not seem surprised. “Not quarreling over the spoils, are you?” he remarked, and then suddenly he caught sight of Roscoe reclining on the stairs.
“Who or what is this?” said Boris, staring at what was very likely the largest human being he had ever seen. He sounded oddly respectful. “An astrologer? Is this another trick of Myshkin’s? This time instead of Gladys he sends a magician?”
From Boris’ first words Roscoe had turned his head and looked through the stair railing without seeing anything. Then, as the high, piping voice continued to emanate apparently from the floor, Roscoe grunted and heaved until he was close enough to the railing to see Boris. Slowly a benign smile began spreading over his features. It grew to ecclesiastical proportions. “That voice,” he murmured. “How it has haunted me! What visions and vapors it brings to mind! Does it indeed speak of Gladys? Then she’s coming!”
“It won’t work, my mountainous friend,” said Boris. “That treacherous tomato isn’t here, nor will she be.”
“But I say she will!” Roscoe boomed. “And I am the wizard!”
“I say bah!” cried Boris, stamping a little foot. “I defy you!” He turned his furious gaze on us. His two goons hadn’t made a sound or a move. One stood at the front door, behind us; the other waited at the entrance to the downstairs room. If I’d had any idea of physical resistance, the hand that each had in a pocket, where it made a patently overlarge bulge, was a sober deterrent. “Get into that room, all of you,” said Boris, and to the gangster behind us, “Take that along.” He pointed to the statuettes, and I noticed that his hand manipulated the gleaming object in it before the gunman moved.
We were at such close quarters that he was forced to brush by me. This was the first and sole instance of actual contact between any of us and any of Boris’ companions, which was unfortunate because later there was no one with whom I could compare the sensation of that momentary touch—of something soft and light and delicate.
I didn’t think about it then because the gunman who’d gathered up the curtain had then tried to lift it—and couldn’t. He tried again. This time he got the curtain about two inches off the floor before he had to let it drop. It was incredible. The gold was heavy, but Myshkin had carried it around with him in a cardboard box, and even the incapacitated Roscoe, despite vast groanings, had transported it without being particularly aware that it was on his person. I had been looking from the gunman to Boris, watching how his fingers had not stopped moving until he said, in a voice that he tried to keep low, but which broke on him nevertheless: “All right, let it go. Lieutenant, you take it.” The gunman glided silently out of the way and flattened himself against the wall. I gathered the curtain, picked it up and let it swing in my hand.
“Don’t get any ideas,” said Boris, managing a little smile. “Some boys are better at some things than others. Mine are good at shooting. Now let’s get into this room.”
I led the way, and Harriet, holding my free hand, followed. Behind her Roscoe came stumbling along, with Siegman pushing him valiantly from the rear. Then came Boris, and finally the two gunmen, one of whom closed the door. Inside, at the far end of the room, near the forge, stood number three of Boris’ henchmen for the evening. The face and clothes tallied with the sixth statuette.
So Myshkin had been right about them so far. Now what I had to do was get them close together, then see if Myshkin had been right about everything.




“Isn’t this cozy?” said Boris.
“Listen, Myshkin—” said Siegman.
“Who are you calling Myshkin?” Boris demanded.
“You,” said Siegman. “I know there’s no such thing as you, and I don’t care how strong the illusion of you is, but it’s not strong enough to make me doubt that I’m talking directly to its perpetrator.”
“What utter nonsensical kind of nonsense is this?” cried Boris.
“Listen to me, Myshkin,” Siegman went on undeterred. “I know something about forensic medicine. If you give yourself up now you can plead insanity with spectacular success. Don’t add any more crimes to your already imposing list.”
“Possibly,” said Boris, “you are again attempting to hypnotize me?”
“You see,” said Siegman, turning to me with a smile.
“He thinks you’re Myshkin,” I said to Boris. “He thinks you, as Myshkin, are trying to get us out of the way so you can make off with the gold.”
“Gold?” said Boris distantly. “What is gold to me? A mere substance for a few basic experiments. As for Myshkin,” he went on, “at this moment I could hardly wish anyone a worse fate than to be in Myshkin’s shoes, including Myshkin.”
“What do you mean by that?” I said.
“Finally, in reference to that imposing list,” Boris went on, ignoring me, “I say it is to the everlasting shame of this government that even though he will undoubtedly be dealt with harshly, it will be for comparatively trivial offenses. His truly depraved crimes have been against my people. But, I have done what I can,” Boris concluded with resignation, “and now I must turn it over to others, for ultimate disposition.”
“Boris,” I said, “you and I have always gotten along—”
“Keep your hand out of your pocket,” Boris interrupted me coldly. “You—” he said. It was the only way be addressed his henchmen, I’d noticed; this time he meant the one near the forge. “Come here. Keep a close watch on these people.” To me he added, “It won’t be for long. On my word, I mean no harm. Presently we shall hear a commotion in the street, after which I expect the police will not be long in hot-footing it here. Then, my friends, comes my final farewell, and I am off to seek a way through this hostile world to my own kind.”
“Why are you keeping us here?” I asked. As the gunman approached us from the forge, I turned slightly to face him. Thus I had all three of Boris’ henchmen in a curving line shaped like a question mark, with little Boris for the dot. All this, as Myshkin would probably have said, was probably highly symbolic, but the maneuver might have gone unobserved except for Siegman’s reaction. He had guessed what I was up to.
“A frame-up,” said Boris, in candid answer to my question. By then Siegman’s panic had been communicated to Harriet. Boris caught it there and quickly traced it back. He had been saying, “It’s a simple arrangement, really—” but he broke off and looked at me.
I sometimes wonder what his next words would have been if we hadn’t had an interruption. Interruption may not be quite the word, but at least it’s no overstatement, because what happened was that the house almost fell in. There was an instant’s warning accidentally provided by Boris’ pause in the conversation, then a wild, tootling horn growing louder—then suddenly, very close, the sound of a roaring motor. Next came the shuddering crash as Suddsy’s truck plowed into the house, smashing and splintering its way through the wide arch-shaped wooden door on the ground floor. Fortunately the truck’s impact against the door had turned its front wheels. It swerved, hit the forge, swerved again and came to a sudden stop—crushing Myshkin’s machine against a wall. That was what almost tore the house down. The walls trembled and the motor rattled in death throes.
The sounds of the crash seemed very slow in fading away. Then, like it is in those dreams where you can’t move, the truck door swung open and out tumbled the elevator operator, then Gladys, and finally Suddsy, all a little dazed, but none the worse for wear.
“Mr. Myshkin, darling!” Gladys screamed.
I had the test-tube out of my pocket. I yanked the stopper and whipped the contents across the question-mark of the three gunmen and Boris. They were getting ready to crow when it happened. I remember Boris falling back from the others, his face reflecting an agonized struggle, his little hands working like mad. That and his leap when Gladys had called him Mr. Myshkin was what saved him—or postponed his fate—whichever it turned out to be. Because Boris wasn’t touched by the compound, and I’m not sure it would have harmed him anyway, in spite of Myshkin’s beliefs. But he didn’t escape the impact and those explosions either. The other three went up, of course. There must have been three explosions, but it turned into one prodigious blinding, golden blast with three black dots swimming away into the back of one’s eyeballs. The wonder of it was that it was almost silent—a very soft swoosh!—as if a breeze had run through the house from the street. Only this one ran out and left us floating in a room filled with weightless, golden particles, like prisoners inside one of those glass balls you shake to make a snow storm.
The first sound that came through to us was Boris’ shriek of pain and fear. There was pain after the three tiny puffs of smoke in his hands, and his tiny, scorched palms had opened and let fall to the floor three small, strange objects that had once been gleaming silver and were now blackened and twisted enigmas. The fear was not so much because Boris was dazed, but because he knew it, and it was probably the first time in his brief existence that he realized there could be times when he was not in control of his faculties. A dozen bells must have rung memories deep in his memory as he shook his head, trying to clear his funny little brain, memories of green walls and quilted velvet ones, of old hopes succeeded by old despairs.
“It’s no use,” he kept saying. “It’s no use. Myshkin’s done for anyway.”
“Mr. Myshkin, darling!” Gladys let go again.
Then Roscoe made a pass at her. She ran toward us and I caught her and held her off while Siegman got Boris safely out of the room. When Roscoe took over Gladys, I followed Siegman upstairs.
We could hear police sirens converging on the house. There was no time to lose, but we wasted some in useless effort to get Boris to talk. To all our pleading to tell us where Myshkin was, or what was happening to him, Boris only shook his head.
“Wait,” he whispered weakly. “On my word, you haven’t long to wait…”
Little Boris was right, but it was a minor accomplishment. The way things were happening now there couldn’t be much waiting for anything. I remembered Siegman talking about the whirlpool. This was it. We were spinning faster and faster as we neared the vortex.
Now the whole house was ringing with police sirens and brakes as squad cars came to skidding stops in front of the house. Through these sounds a single scream from below cut through everything—then another—then shooting broke out in the street. There were two shots, a scattered volley, then another scream farther down the street, while closer to us there was shouting among the cops to hold their fire. A moment later there were more shots in the distance and some of the squad cars in front of the house took off. I could only hope that whoever they were shooting at, even if it wasn’t Myshkin, had gotten away.
But as I started down the stairs Roscoe came up under a full head of steam. He practically collapsed in my arms. When I asked him what the shooting had been about, he gasped something that sounded like: “A pair of pants chased Gladys down the street.”
The next moment Siegman took hold of Roscoe. “Henry, get me a few minutes!” he said urgently. “I have an idea. Say anything, but get me a little time!” Then he pushed me downstairs.
When I went into the wrecked room I walked in upon the scene that was to become famous within twenty-four hours as Nulty’s Nightmare…




I suppose you know the rest from what you’ve read. Still, possibly I can enlarge on some details that seem to have gotten lost in the shuffle. I could add a few that haven’t even been mentioned yet, but as you know, there’s been so much controversy about the Myshkin affair that we’ve all pledged to keep quiet—for a while longer, anyway. So about Nulty’s Nightmare…
To begin with, Nulty had been in one of the squad cars outside. Thus, unfortunately, he was in the forefront of those who witnessed the episode in which practically no one places any credence—the bewildering, if edifying, spectacle of Gladys dashing out of the house, hotly pursued by a pair of trousers. I violate no confidence in stating that five police officers, besides Nulty, filed official reports on the matter, describing the scene in detail; Time quoted from two of the reports in its article. These were the officers who yelled for the shooting to stop. Their reason was that the trousers offered so poor a target that Gladys was in jeopardy. The officers who were shooting didn’t know what they were shooting at, according to these others, but all argument surrounding the episode—including the two police who maintain that Gladys was doing the chasing—all such arguments are useless, and only add confusion to an already supremely chaotic series of events.
At any rate, the nightmare proper began a moment later when Nulty marched through the splintered door at the head of a police phalanx and began taking stock. There were four of us—Harriet, Suddsy, the elevator operator, and I—and we were, as one officer wrote: “in a clearly dazed and/or shocked condition.” In addition, there was: “one light truck, badly damaged in a recent crash, its back doors split open.” When he looked inside the trunk, Nulty had discovered Suddsy’s neatly stacked merchandise.
I would like to remark, in passing, that the various estimates of the number of corpses found in the truck, attributed to “reliable sources” are uniformly extravagant. I understand the truck was rather crowded, but all talk of three or four dozen is nonsense.
Well, to complete the picture, conveniently close to where I was standing, Nulty encountered the six bars of gold that had been turned into statuettes.
Nulty’s Nightmare was in full bloom. Not only he, but the other police were so completely lost for the first few minutes, that the problem of keeping them from going upstairs never really arose. The first they knew of Siegman’s presence in the house was when he came tearing down the stairs and burst into the room. “Police!” he shouted, then seeing Nulty, dashed over, grabbed his lapels and began pouring out the story of where Myshkin was.
He was still yelling at Nulty, trying to make himself understood, and I think, almost frightening him, then the first commotion at the sea wall was heard. After that it didn’t make any difference because the cops in the house rushed out, and others were already running toward the place from where Myshkin’s first hoarse shouting had been heard.
Here again I’d like to make an observation. It has been pointed out that Siegman’s effort to make Boris talk succeeded too late, and that Myshkin really saved himself. This is true, but it tends to obscure one of the most far reaching results of Siegman’s effort. What Siegman had done was somehow to induce and manage Roscoe’s participation in tricking Boris. The star-spangled robe and the ice cube turban had suggested the idea to everyone who’d seen Roscoe—including, as you recall, Boris. It was hardly a difficult matter, therefore, in Boris’ stricken condition for Roscoe Cramwell, the accomplished actor, to play crystal gazer with compelling authority and rapid success.
Siegman says he doubts Cramwell ever gave a better performance in his life. He sat beside Boris, Siegman told me, crooning softly to him “of a future in which Boris reclined full length in a warm climate, beautifully dressed, tenderly watched over…”
These words sound quite horrible, if one takes the more gloomy view of Boris’ probable fate. Frankly I don’t share it; I’ll say why in a moment. But at the point where Myshkin’s story merges with that of the police, we have one of its most surprising elements.
One might have expected the very name of the street would have been enough for the police—after all, Force Tube Avenue should have meant something to somebody. Actually, it referred to an ancient conduit buried under the length of the street. It ran from the sea wall to a sealed end a block and a half away. Once it had continued some distance farther and was part of the drainage system in the old city, but with both ends sealed, apparently it had been completely forgotten. Not even the fact that six men had vanished within a known, absurdly small compass, had been enough to stir official inquiry or recollection. The two entrances to the tube, via small cast-iron manhole covers at either end, were a profound source of chagrin to the police when they were finally established, but their very obscurity—especially the one in the sea wall—was probably the determining factor that saved Myshkin’s life.
The gang, you see, knew about the tube and about the manhole at the inland sealed end. It was essentially what had made the idea of the robbery so irresistible, so seemingly foolproof, to them. After they pulled the job, they had only a short run to the deserted street—then down the tube, manhole cover pulled back over them, and there they were. There was plenty of room inside—the tube has been said to be anywhere from 15 to 21 feet in diameter—and they’d already put in supplies enough for a month’s stay, if necessary.
Evidently some of their advance provisioning had taken place on one of the nights following the rebellion of the chicken-men. The best evidence is that one of the chicken-men fleeing Myshkin had dropped into the manhole while it was briefly open that night. Finding himself among men, he silently retreated farther down the tube, with no one the wiser—but when the gangsters were gone, the replaced manhole cover had trapped him. Hopelessly, he wandered along the tube until he reached the sea wall end. On the other side of the metal lid, he could hear water lapping. It told him that not all of the lid was submerged, and indeed, an upper segment almost three feet high at the high point of its arch, was above the surface of the river because the tide was out. The manhole was at the top of the lid, within that unsubmerged segment. Moreover, rusted and frail with decades of neglect, it yielded to the chicken-man’s desperate onslaught.
After his escape, naturally, he communicated this discovery to his compatriots. It suited them perfectly, and they established the sea wall end of the tube as their headquarters and all purpose laboratory. In addition to a good camouflage job on the lid’s exterior, they’d obviously also done a little construction work on the manhole cover, because it was operating on hinges when Myshkin found it.
Myshkin had been led to its vicinity more than once in his relentless pursuit of the rebels, but it was only that last night he found the opening. That was after he’d escaped Nulty’s surprise visit by making it up the chimney to the roof; later a bit, when we’d all left, and the coast was relatively clear, Myshkin had come down for a moment’s examination of the scattered powder outside the front door, and using his glasses, discovered Boris’ trail. The trail, of course, was made up of those countless, minute particles of yellow powder that Myshkin realized were constantly being shed by the chicken-men. Following his first fiasco, Boris had speedily retired to his secret headquarters; his trail led almost straight to it.
That was when Myshkin caught the surviving rebels and slaughtered them all—all but Boris, who had left again in the interim, and very likely for another attempt at Myshkin. What Myshkin wanted to do was make it easy to be found, but not without Gladys nearby—unless he took the chance of going back inside his own house and getting the green compound. It seemed too risky, and Harriet’s apartment was a natural destination, so he phoned to ask Gladys to come downtown. When Harriet bollixed that up for him, he came uptown and confidently awaited Boris there.
When Boris broke and ran for the second time, Myshkin took off for the secret headquarters. He had gotten there before Boris and was still waiting for him when he saw us turn on the light upstairs in his place and came to join us. Finally, when Boris didn’t show up, Myshkin went out again to investigate the headquarters.
He was aware, of course, that the chicken-men had had some sort of contact with the missing robber gang after he’d found the gold statuettes the first time he’d gone into the tube, but not knowing how long the tube was, it never occurred to him that the gang was actually using the same place to hide in. The acoustics experts are trying to figure out how it was possible for the chicken-men and the robbers simultaneously to inhabit opposite ends of the tube and not hear each other—but knowing of them beforehand, while the chicken-men may very well have heard voices and not been frightened away—how is one to explain the gangsters’ unawareness of the chicken-men?
After all, they had built and assembled two or three machines inside the tube and used them there. However, badly wrecked as they were when the police swarmed into the tube in response to Myshkin’s shouting from the manhole in the sea wall (he had explored far enough to hear the gang; the trouble was, they also heard him; without the black automatic that Boris had stolen, and which Myshkin still had, he’d never have held them off long enough) those machines may still be reconstructed.
If only they’ll leave Myshkin alone long enough to do it, maybe they’ll find out whether the machines really did work in complete silence; maybe they’ll find out about some of the other things Myshkin says their machines did. Like the developments he says they made on his invention, using it hooked up with an enlarging and reducing circuit.
That, by the way, is how Myshkin explains Boris’ henchmen. Myshkin says when the chicken-men were finally ready with their machine, they used the gangsters at the other end as models for their tests. Picked them up easily with infrared, he says, using six stolen bars of stolen gold to stuff into the machine. The statuettes had been the result. Then, according to Myshkin, they proceeded to more important experiments, and for these they used eggs. On the one hand they whipped up large life-like representations of the gangsters. At the other extreme they made tiny ones, the size of fleas. Boris controlled the large ones, says Myshkin, by means of minute radio transmitters—the silvery objects we had seen in his hands. Unfortunately these will also require reconstruction before they can be better understood.
But in the light of this explanation the explosions themselves become quite understandable. The gunmen were only blown-up suspensions of egg. If you like bad jokes you might go so far as to call them souffles. That was why one of them had felt so very odd brushing past me—and why he had been unable to lift the gold bars. Holding the gun that Boris had snaffled from the real gangsters was about all the egg versions could do. They probably couldn’t have squeezed the trigger. Boris himself exploded the first three by radio impulses when they failed and he had to get going, but I got the same, if more spectacular, results from the green compound. When it touched it was like a needle fired at a nice fat balloon.
The tiny ones—the ones like fleas—are more difficult to understand, I think. Myshkin says Boris made them to be hidden in his (Myshkin’s) clothes. He was supposed to have been wearing those clothes when he escaped from the hospital—which was why the escape was arranged at all. Myshkin supposes that if he’d ever put on those clothes, he’d have been overwhelmed, like Gulliver and the Lilliputians. It was very fortunate that the clothes had moved and Myshkin didn’t find them at the hospital—especially because when Boris showed up later, dragging that worthless bundle all the way to Myshkin’s place, the circumstance was so suspicious that Myshkin resolved not to go near it, even before he fully understood why. And this, like so much else in the case, must be left undetermined for the present.
You see, the pants never were caught. They were supposed to have been shot once or twice—“mortally wounded” said one report; “they staggered,” said another—but nobody knows what became of them. All that can be said so far is that they’ve stayed away from Gladys—the new, reformed Gladys she’s been since she got engaged to Myshkin—but it may be a long time before the Institute finally lets go of Myshkin and anything might happen.
As far as Harriet and I go, everything has happened. We’re getting married just as soon as we have time. Right now we’re busy, busy, busy all day with inquiries, investigations, and inquests. The Police Department keeps thinking up new questions, and drops hints about large sums of money waiting to be divided as a reward for the capture of the robbers. The War Department is interested in the green compound. This week a chiropractic delegation arrived from Indiana with questions on allergies. It’s been like that every day, except the one when I was allowed to see Myshkin.
It was just for a few minutes and we couldn’t get to talk about much, but of all the things I could have asked about, the one question that occurred to me was: “Myshkin, did all the chicken-men look like you?”
Characteristically, Myshkin didn’t answer me.
“You know,” he said softly, “I don’t believe what they say about Roscoe. On my word, no.” And he shook his head.
But I see I haven’t made clear what he was referring to, so I will. Remember I said that Siegman’s plan to make Boris talk wasn’t what saved Myshkin, but this effort was nevertheless responsible for one of the most far-reaching results of the affair? After Myshkin had been saved, the robbers captured, and we’d all returned to the house, we suddenly remembered that Roscoe and Boris were still upstairs—but when we went up we found only Roscoe, sound asleep, with a peaceful smile stretched across his beard.
The dark suspicions that have since attached to him are based, first, on the fact that the stove was warm; second, the pile of chicken-bones on a plate beside him. Roscoe swears that Boris left unharmed, and that he merely warmed up the remains of the chicken and turkey that Harriet had brought earlier. I haven’t seen any of the rumored reports that supposedly followed studies of the pile of bones, and claimed there proved to be too many of some kinds and too few of others.
I don’t believe them. I like to think Roscoe fell asleep peacefully, and that Boris peacefully made good his escape. I feel as Myshkin did the day I was allowed to see him. “Somewhere in this world,” he said, “Boris is seeking another like him. I don’t think he’ll find him,” Myshkin concluded. “I don’t think I will either.”



A LIGHT THAT SHAMED THE SUN, by C. J. Henderson
“I mean it, Goddamnit…where in hell’s my flying car, anyway?”
It was that particular moment in the outburst that got through to the heavy-set individual with the curly hair and sweetly vacant disposition. A round-faced man, he was, one as large of frame as he was of heart. He had, at the moment of disturbance, been pondering the problem of cross-wiring fate with exactitude, as a cure for menopause, no less, when the shouting gentleman at the other end of the counter there in the Cold Crab Cafe interrupted his mental gymnastics.
Of course, jumping back just a moment before said eruption, merely for a chance to analyze his mental project, one might decide that such a presumptuous experiment would not only be beyond the grasp of mankind’s current collective of thinkers, but also that the very imagining of its possibility should be considered grounds for involuntary commitment to the nearest competent couch jockey or licensed state institution. Such would be perfectly reasonable, and any one would be excused for thinking that it would constitute a proper course of action—any one that is, who was not familiar with that singularly remarkable cooperative…
“I mean, I’m sixty years old, and I’m tellin’ ya…”
That most charmingly whimsical of scholarly business concerns…
“I remember….”
That most unbelievably fantastic hotbed of intellectual mayhem and scientific hooliganism…
“Back in the day….”
The Pelgimbly Center for the Advanced Sciences, complete with the wonderfully unique brand of inquiring minds which staffed its halls so completely. They were, as its brochures promised, titans of research, giftedly tremendous brains, the kind of venerable cranium-stuffing that routinely conquered multi-verses, rolled consistent D20s and made uniquely damn fine cups of amaretto cocoa. Minds like that of Dr. Aristotle T. Jones.
“Every time you turned around…”
Holder of 25,603 personal patents, devisor of the bundled dimensions theorem, and universally applauded creator of the thirty-second flavor…
“Someone was sayin’ it was just a matter of time before we were all gonna be hikin’ it around in flyin’ cars like the freakin’ Jetsons.”
And the perfect rung on the evolutionary ladder if ever there was one to bring mankind such a boon, if indeed, there was any hairless ape capable enough to do such a thing in all the known stretches of research and development. For this discussion, it is important to remember that Aristotle Jones was not an inventor’s inventor, not in his heart. No, the soul of his tinkerer’s happiness was enriched by the cobbling together of things that, in the classic sense of the phrase: Benefitted Mankind.
The thing-a-ma-bobs and wozzling-do-giggies that he created were universally loved by all peoples. The grand majority of the world, of course, had no idea that every day when they gave silent gratitude to this or that convenience, conveyance or cocktail, that it could be counted on that the designs, theories and random cosmic hiccups of Dr. Aristotle T. Jones could be found frolicking there somewhere in the background. Dr. Jones simply adored creating things which made people go “ahhhhhhh,” and he spent as much time as he possibly could out in the real world, searching for ways to hear that sound, accompanied by the indescribable joy of seeing their faces light up in a smile that shamed the sun.
Which is why, at 11:30 in the A.M., on a perfectly reasonable and altogether ordinary Wednesday, he was situated on a stool at the counter in a perfectly reasonable and ordinary Baltimore-style crab diner several blocks from the fable Pelgimbly facilities, rather than hard at work in his lab.
Impossible as it was for many of his colleagues to comprehend, Dr. Jones found the vast majority of his inspirations, not surrounded by test tubes, refractors and pestles, but from within the drama, torment and comedy of the realities created by ordinary people. It was the needs and fears of the common man which drove his intellectual curiosity, and now that he had heard this phrase, this practically tortured wondering over why our physical world was not the one predicted in the 1950s, suddenly his own intellectual curiosity over the matter was reborn anew.
And so, having been snagged from his own churning cauldron of thought by this random query, having fallen far enough into at least a slice of the world’s actual reality to be able to interface with a fellow human being, if only for a moment, his mind caught by a sudden gust of white-hot curiosity, Dr. Jones solicited a proposal.
“Tell me, my good man,” he asked politely, if somewhat absently, “what exactly would you do with a flying car if indeed it were possible for you to have one?”
The man snapped back the standard nugget one might expect from someone whom, on a daily basis, could be counted on to slap their fists against crumb and crab juice-spattered counters, spewing their words over perfectly decent people as if those poor souls did not have enough morons yammering at them throughout their day already without the addition of yet another slack-jaw into their lives who was neither their employer or a minion of the legal professions.
“Hey, whatd’ya expect?” The man fixed the doctor with a belligerent stare, then dropped the other shoe, “I’d freakin’ fly it.”
And, for some reason which flickered in the subconscious of Aristotle T. Jones at that particular alignment of the planets, the doctor joined with the man at the counter in feeling the overriding need for that question to finally be answered. For, once he had calculated the number of times a particular age-group had made that same impassioned query, he realized Destiny was practically screaming out for some research to be done. And also, suddenly remembering that his All-Round-Researcher’s license would soon require him to log some additional flight time anyway, he nodded his head in the grumbling man’s direction and answered;
“Well then, Mister…?”
“Terill, Harry Terill…”
“Well then, Mr. Terill, let’s go get you one, shall we?”




“So, okay Doc,” the growling man said to Jones, “explain again why we’re powering up a blimp?”
“Zeppelin, actually,” the doctor absently corrected. “It’s quite simple, really. “You see, travel between dimensions is possible only in lighter-than-air ships.”
The man stared at Jones as if he had announced he was about to pull an African elephant from his back pocket. Having spent most of his life being stared at in such a manner, the good doctor, of course, failed to take note of his travelling companion’s confusion. Unfettered by such mundane embarrassments, in a moment he related how Dr. Wendel Q. Wezleski had discovered the way to move sideways through reality. The good doctor had, of course, learned how to move forward and backward through commonly shared reality earlier on—“time travel,” he had called it. But, the vastly more tricky, and extremely delicate operation which Wezleski had been attempting to learn while constantly, albeit accidentally, inventing new ways to shatter the chronos barrier was the movement through parallel dimensions.
“You see,” Dr. Jones told the excitable counter-slammer sitting next to him in the airship, “to effect a journey through dimensions takes steam power. It’s the only sufficient energy source we have that doesn’t depend on any sort of delicate electronics. Electronics in operation keep the sideways gates from opening, don’t you see? So, once our steam-powered generators have gotten a doorway opened, then we still have to depend on lighter than air travel for the same reason—only such vessels can be navigated without the aid of electronic devices. Once safely through a gate, of course, additional power sources can be brought on line, but until then…”
“Yeah, yeah, I dig it,” Terill interrupted. “But how does this get me a flyin’ car?”
“Well, simply put,” answered Jones, his attention split between his easily distracted charge and maintaining his white-knuckled grip on his seat—maintained so because the good professor had an absolute and over-whelming dread of air travel, “we have targeted the nearest possible dimensions which show as likely for having based their major modes of transportation on something other than automobiles.”
As soon as Dr. Wezleski had opened the passageways to inter-dimensional exploration, every government in the world had, as one might expect, expressed their typical, extreme disapproval. The Americans, with characteristic disdain for their own interests when faced with stern frowns from their current friends, such as France and China, or their traditional friends, such as Japan and Germany, responded by clamping firmly down upon Pelgimbly, installing their own military people to monitor even the most minute movements within the Institute being made outside of agreed-upon-reality.
Now to be fair, in the favor of the current regime, they had not been so utterly disapproving at first. But, after the mighty thinkers in Hollywood quickly rallied public sentiment along the same lines as the rest of the world with such blathering drivel as 10 Million Dimensions to Earth, I was a Teenage Zep Jockey, and The Next Dimension Needs Women, the government became far more nervous about allowing research to continue unfettered by their “expert” supervision. The scientific community, as one might imagine, rallied behind Pelgimbly for the obvious reasons, but the films had been released within months of a major election, and that was, as anyone outside of the omnipotent ostriches of the liberal left could tell you, all there was to say about that.
On the other hand, of course, a chore as simple as sliding 598 feet of helium-filled, steam-driven steel and plasti-canvas past the keen and watchful eyes of military intelligence is not all that great a problem for the typical Pelgimblian. Within minutes of Dr. Jones’ assistant, the twenty-two year old ginger-haired Adora Feldstein, wandering “accidentally” into the Prime Security Chamber with a plate of fresh brownies, and a carafe of ice-cooled milk, all monitor screens covering the launch bays became temporarily unmanned and the mighty airship, the Thomas Alva was able to slide gracefully through the electro-flux barrier between unreality and possibility off to the first target dimension, some one thousand, eight hundred and forty-seven realms over.
“What do you mean, ‘nearest possible dimensions?’”
“Ah, you see,” explained Jones, stuffing the bowl of his pipe, “there are an infinite number of dimensions parallel to our own. If we were to simply travel to the nearest one, we would find things to be, well…almost exactly the same as in our own. No flying cars to be found there. Oh, my—no. But…”
Jones paused to set the flame of his lighter to his pipe. Torching the mix within its bowl, he continued, spitting his words out in small bunches in between puffs.
“If we hop outward into the sideways void…then our chances of finding an Earth…where the average motorist has left the ground behind…well then…there we might indeed discover what you’re looking for.”
Terill nodded, actually comprehending what he had been told. He made a few further inquiries, several even bordering on the intelligent. Jones puffed on his pipe, watching the screen in front of him, answering Terill’s questions and advising the pilot on likely short-cuts until finally, an announcement from the navigator’s chair told them they had arrived at candidate dimension number one.
“We’re here!”
“Well,” corrected Jones, knowing which “here” Terill meant and how likely he was to be accurate in his assessment, “we’re ‘somewhere’ at any rate.”
Racing to an observation port, Terill began to scan the airways, his eyes craning in all possible directions, searching for the winged, four-on-the-floor of his dreams. His search went on, sadly, unrewarded. Whether high or low, East or West, back, forth, or any other direction available for scrutiny, Harry Terill spotted many a plane, several helicopters, and a few points of light which he thought might have been UFOs, but he could lay his eyes on nothing that appeared to be a flying car in any reasonable way, shape or form.
“I don’t get it,” he said finally. “I thought this dimension was guaranteed far enough away to be different from ours.”
“Indeed it is,” Jones told him honestly. “Perhaps an excursion to the surface will tell us something further.”
It only took a matter of a few moments for the professor to calibrate the proper charge to resinate his body and his guest’s so they could wander about on the surface of the world below them. Leaving the Thomas Alva uncharged, of course, so that it might remain invisible to the locals, they then descended to the ground outside the nearest town and hiked into the suburbs.
“You know, I don’t think I remember seein’ any roads from up above,” Terill announced as they accomplished their first quarter mile.
“I wouldn’t think we would find any anywhere in this world,” responded Jones. Releasing a great billow from his pipe, he mused, “That was the whole reason for sliding this far over, dimensionally speaking.”
“But,” asked Terill, “if they don’t have flyin’ cars, or roads for regular cars, then how do they get around?”
Eighteen more steps gave them the answer. Coming to a break in the wooded area into which they had descended, they suddenly came to a row of suburban-style apartment buildings. Rounding the corner of the closest, they emerged into the open to find something the good doctor had not anticipated.
“My, my, would you look at that now.”
“The goddamned sidewalk is movin’.”
As the two explorers watched in rapt fascination, people mounted and dismounted the conveyors stretched out before them. Many merely stood while they were propelled along, reading newspapers or listening to this or that being piped through headphones, but far more seemed quite comfortably at rest atop small, one-legged chairs upon which they remained stably poised by using both of their legs for counterbalance. Two belts moving in opposite directions were needed to keep things flowing, and people had to step across several moving belts to continue onward when one set of belts crossed another, but they seemed to do so with relative ease.
“Jeez’it, Doc, how do they do that?”
“How do they do what?”
“Get across the lanes so quick?” Terill stared in awe-struck wonder at the sight of a woman in her early sixties along with her dachshund as they skipped nimbly across the five feet of a belt headed West, then an identical set of feet found on the one next to it headed East, finally catching up to their own belt, still headed South, which had traveled underneath the other two.
“I would surmise it was simply a matter of growing up with it,” Jones conjectured. “After all, think about it for a moment. If we were to take them home and show them people weaving five ton automobiles through traffic, bicycles and pedestrians, I’m certain they’d be just as impressed with any of us as you seem to be with them.”
“Makes sense, I guess,” Terill admitted. “Makes me wonder how they move packages, groceries, you know—furniture, bigger loads. Is this all they have—these movin’ sidewalks? How does really big stuff get around? And what do they do when it rains? Or in the winter time? Or…”
Deciding he would like to know such things himself, Professor Jones moved them forward until they intercepted the older woman and her dog at the front door of her building. Claiming to be doing a survey, they asked their questions and discovered that everything they wanted to know had the most mundane of answers. People simply took carts and wheeled baskets and all manner of dollies, et cetera, with them when they shopped. Delivery trucks in Dimension Starboard/1847 were merely platforms on wheels, most of them a type of remarkable automated platform that delivered packages to destinations then returned to their point of origin as programmed. Bad weather was apparently compensated for with protective clothing. And so on and so forth.
The Travolator, which the woman announced as the name of not only the beltway in front of her apartment building, but the entire world-wide system, worked quite nicely at all times and in all manner of weather, and she would not dream of supporting a measure to introduce some other form of transportation. Smiling broadly, Jones thanked the woman for her time. Terill kicked a rock in angry frustration. Both returned to the Thomas Alva.
“That was sure a bust,” announced Terill, still kicking things as they re-entered the Zeppelin.
“Well, think nothing of it,” answered Jones, settling into his chair for another stomach-turning launching forward. “We’ve got an infinite number of possibilities before us.”
“Yeah,” grumbled Terill, “an infinite number more of possible disappointments.”
Dr. Jones allowed the remark to pass, thinking he would soon be able to snicker kindly in his guest’s direction as they sailed into the proper reality. But, it soon became apparent he had been wise to allow the remark to pass for a dimension where they actually had flying cars was rapidly looking to be as rare as garlic wedding cakes or ethical standards in the music business. Not that the pair of explorers did not find alternative modes of transportation.
Oh, no indeed.
The Thomas Alva sailed into a plethora of alternate realities where men had found a wide variety of innovative means of locomotion. Their very next stop brought them to an Earth where the pogo stick, of all things, had become the major means of personal transport. When they ventured into the nearest city, they witnessed not only a rush hour madness of literally thousands of pogoing white collar workers springing their way home, but styles and varieties of pogo apparatti never dreamed of back home. They saw two-person models, ornate chauffeured versions, high-roaring, souped up models moving in packs which clearly seemed to be piloted by spring-powered gangs, and even massive, multi-pronged mass transportation based on pogo technology.
It was, to say the least, a disheartening stop, but the pair slogged on, plowing through the ether and moving on to one dimension after the next, hurrying to one more additional, equally disheartening stop after another. Future visits brought a gaggle of Earths which had made strange variations to the automobile, but which had not abandoned it completely. Others dealt with technology familiar to the travelers, but which they had never seen used to such all-encompassing ends.
They discovered worlds where cars ran on nuclear fuel, massive heavily shielded roadsters with the looks of tanks, but with unlimited mileage and the added side ability to glow in the dark. They also discovered the amphicar, a kind of three-masted convertible which navigated equally well on roads or that Earth’s extensive canal system, as well as the three-wheeled Dymaxion, a marvel of grace and imagination which embodied for transportation the same principles of economic form and functionality that the geodesic dome brought to architecture or the Rob Roy brought to hangovers.
They found worlds where the pneumatic train had conquered all, exotic, yet Victorian-styled lands where the gravitational pendulum was master, rushing rounded train cars from California to New York at speeds of five hundred miles an hour. It was an inspiring sight for Jones, who found the air-driven, environmentally-friendly trains a wonder, and who would have made more notes to see if such a system could be implemented back home if not for the fact the trains filled the air with the sound of booming mechanical flatulence with grinding monotony.
Worlds which depended on the hydrofoil and the hovercraft also seemed around every corner, as did ones where people rolled along sitting in the center of giant wheels, ran along within over-sized plastic bubbles and even a few where the use of animals for moving from place to place had not fallen from popularity. And, this was not just the familiar horse and oxen being discussed, but everything from the camel and dog sled to the kangaroo and the giant sea turtle.
This was not to say that other Earths with flying citizens were nowhere to be found at all. The intrepid explorers discovered dimensions where the skies were filled with manned platforms which flew on giant fans, amazing discs steered by the simple action of the pilot leaning to one side or the other. They also stumbled across such often dreamed of wonders as rocket belts, jet packs and one interesting dimension where, instead of wearing their engines, its aeronauts stepped onto a platform that housed a vertically oriented turbojet and then launched themselves off to work, the movies or the nearest McDonald’s at mach seven.
There were also plenty of sites where mankind had decided personal transportation could be accomplished en masse with helicopters, tilt-o-rotors and gyroplanes. The doctor and his guest even, eventually, found one odd society where those with the itch to leave home and go further than the nearest corner did indeed do so in Aerocars. These were intrepid Studebaker-like devices which cruised the roads quite nicely, but which could be driven into a set of wings that came with its own extension, tail and rudder. These attachment pieces locked into place in moments, allowing the driver to then fly off quite easily into the wild, blue turnpike. Most people did not seem to possess their own extensions, but merely picked one up at a kind of U-Haul service located at the nearest airport.
Still, as close as this was to their desired goal, the Aerocar was as much what they were looking for as a pumpkin was a pumpkin pie. Disheartened, as blue and lost and as thoroughly depressed as he ever had been in all his cynical, noisy life, a tired and woefully worn Harry Terill said;
“Maybe we should just pack it in, Doc.”
Jones looked up from his speculation charts, his eyes taking in all of his guest’s horribly forlorned expression. The abject defeat on the man’s face stung the doctor. This was not a person about to say “ahhhhhhhhhh.” His were not eyes destined to shine with a light that could shame the sun any time soon. No, this was a man defeated—one suffering from a let-down as severe as the eight-track tape and as devastating as the two-party system.
Indeed, his discouragement seemed as complete as possible. Far more than just Terill’s eyes were woeful, his entire posture was cheerless, his stance that of a banana on a hot day. His teeth appeared melancholy; his fingers dismal and somber. It was not a pleasant picture. Aristotle Jones pursed his lips, trying to think of something encouraging to say, but he could find nothing.
How could he?
After all, they had uncovered civilizations which had tried to gift their citizens with the flying car, but they had all come to ruin. Ordinary folks, it seemed, were simply incapable of handling the extraordinary demands of the fighter jet, which essentially was what the flying car would be, especially when coupled with the notion of travelling in proximity with their fellow excursionists. Most people, as could be attested to by the ever-increasing accident statistics to be found anywhere human beings could also be found, were simply not team players. They did not like to give way to their fellow drivers. They did not particularly enjoy even having to consider that there was anyone else on the road other than themselves.
Worlds which had adopted the flying car sat in burning ruin, millions of sleek, aerodynamic carcasses littering their landscapes, the trapped and broken remains of the socially just-not-good-enough moldering behind their ruptured steering mechanisms. Taking a long drag from his pipe, Dr. Jones rolled a orange-wood scented waffle of smoke around in his mouth, then let it out slowly, saying;
“I have one more thing I’d like to try, if you don’t mind, Mr. Terill. Why don’t you lie down and take another nap. If this next trip doesn’t fix things, we’ll give it up. What do you say?”
Tired, but still stubborn enough to remain hopeful, Terill headed for the cot he and the doctor had alternated using throughout their long and frustrating journey. Jones waited for the older man to fall asleep, then signalled the pilot to head for home. It seemed at that point that there was only one way remaining to grant Mr. Terill his wish.
Luckily for him Dr. Aristotle Jones was humanitarian enough to employ it.




When Terill first felt the gentle tugging at his shoulder, his mind had brought him to the conclusion that his entire time with Jones aboard the Thomas Alva had been but a nightmare of sorts, a bad stretch of REM sleep brought about by some rarebit he could not quite recall. When he opened his eyes, however, he found the good doctor there before him, but with something oddly different about him. Jones was smiling.
No—not smiling.
No, not smiling at all. Jones was ebullient, positively beaming, as happy a man as Terill had ever seen in his six decades on the planet. Sitting up, he rubbed his eyes, questioning what seemed to be the obvious mainly out of self-preservation, like an orphan refusing to believe in Santa Claus, or a New York voter, suspicious of a voting booth.
“You tryin’ to tell me somethin’, Doc?”
“Step outside, Mr. Terill, just this one last time,” answered Jones. “And see for yourself.”
Excitement raced the older man’s blood and he headed for the ladder to the disembarking platform, each step coming faster than the one before it. Once to the ladder, he practically leaped from rung to rung, taking them two, three at a time. He hit the ground running, but came to a sudden, joyous stop as he saw where he was.
The Thomas Alva had stationed itself on a cliff overlooking a vast metropolis, one whose massive skyscrapers were a’buzz with clouds of vehicles flying between them.
Flying!
“Hey, doc—doc!” he shouted. “You did it, man; you did it!”
And, indeed, it seemed that Dr. Aristotle T. Jones had done just that, for before and above and all around them, the world was awash in flying cars. The landscape below them was clean and bright and nifty enough to have been clipped from the front cover of a 1954 edition of Popular Mechanics. Terill staggered wildly, twisting and turning with excitement youthful enough to make him appear drunk as his body tried to show him everything possible within the same moment.
Everywhere was a glory of sky-splitting craft. Brightly colored, practically noiseless, emitting no soot or clouds, they were graceful as hawks in flight, the traffic patterns achieved things of art to behold.
“Oh, my God, Doc,” whispered Terill, “we did it; we did it.”
“Well,” corrected Jones, “We found it, anyway.”
“No,” answered a still completely fascinated Terill, “We did it. ‘We,’ ‘us,’ mankind. We got ‘em up there. When we saw all those other worlds, man, where everything just kept crashin’ and burnin’, where men just couldn’t get it together enough for us to work together, to fly and soar and zoom, together—I mean, it was killin’ me.” Turning to face Jones, the older man told him;
“Back in the fifties, everyone thought the future was gonna be filled with wonders, and in a way, I guess it is, but they never turn out. They’re always bitin’ us on the ass. Nuclear power, and clonin’, steroids, air conditionin’, even diet soda…nothin’ ever does what it was supposed to. Nothin’ ever comes through. There’s always some hidden price tag…”
Jones watched as Terill turned once more to staring into the sky. The man seemed renewed, freshly borne, filled with a wonder and joy the doctor could scarcely measure. Then, shifting his view through his bifocals, Jones checked his virtual view of Terill against the actual person stretched out on the padded slab before him. Terill appeared basically comfortable, all his bodily signs stable. Reaching out, Jones made a minor adjustment to the older man’s headset, making certain it was securely intact.
The doctor removed his glasses at that point, needing to rub his eyes. As he did, his field of vision grew to take in the thousands of other padded slabs, with their thousands of other occupants living lives dictated for them by their thousands of headsets. Dr. Jones had taken pity on many volumes of humanity in his time, and when solutions to their problems could not be met, he had done for them what he had now done for Harry Terill, brought them to sub-basement D of the Pelgimbly Institute for the Advanced Sciences and hooked them up to his most humane masterpiece, the virtual reality generator.
Testing of the machine was still proceeding, but each additional “volunteer” was only proving that it was, indeed, the greatest gift Jones was ever likely to create. The machine not only manufactured separate, creative fantasies for each of its wards, but it also monitored their vital signs, keeping them as healthy as inert bodies could be kept. Jones did not usher in anyone off the street, kidnapping every wandering dreamer to further test his remarkable boon, but only those so demanding, so cynical, so caught up in their need to escape that finding their dream at the expense of their freedom was considered a fair trade.
The rows of softly pulsating tables in sub-basement D contained a wide range of humanity, with as many mullet-headed dreamers like Terill, as there were Conservative Christians, feminists, grass roots Democrats, Luddites, and other starry-eyed fanatics desperately awaiting the arrival of their personal, impossible social contract.
Knowing it was time he returned to his lab, Jones allowed himself one more moment with the enraptured Terill. Replacing his glasses on his face, he again touched his hand to the corner of the older man’s slab which allowed a visitor to share the dreamer’s experience. Suddenly, the doctor found himself at Terill’s side as the man stepped into a newly purchased Ford Rainbow. Within his brave new world, Terill had already passed his driver’s test and made the purchase of his dreams. Turning to Jones, he stopped for a moment to avoid having his voice crack, then said;
“Thank you, Doc—ohh, God bless; thank you so much.”
“Think nothing of it,” Jones offered kindly. Then, as Terill began to engage his controls, the doctor stepped away from the imaginary craft, then disappeared entirely as he removed his hand from the connection pad.
Jones lingered a moment longer, unconsciously tarrying a few extra seconds in the hopes of catching his favorite tune.
“Aaaaahhhhhhhhhhh,” the sound whispered from Terill’s smiling lips. “Aaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh…”
Jones smiled in response. Then, knowing one could never allow themselves too much of a good thing, he turned and began making his way through the rows of padded slabs, already thinking on how next he could benefit mankind, while all about him thousands of sets of eyes shone with a light that shamed the sun.



INCOMPLETE DATA, by H.B. Fyfe
I walked into Tukanin’s lab mainly to buttonhole Peterson, who turned in there ahead of me. Pete is director of our branch of Universal Research Labs, and if he cares to walk in on Jan I guess he can. Personally, I don’t like to do it.
Not that I have anything against pure genius. It’s just that you never know if one of the wires strewn across the floor is alive, or whether the latest gadget under construction on his workbench will explode if you speak out loud.
Tukanin has something inside his skull, all right, to earn that fancy salary. Only—he lives inside there with it.
“Oh, hello, Klinghoffer,” said Pete, seeing me in the doorway. “Come on in; I’ll be right with you.”
I edged in gingerly and stood looking at the latest of Tukanin’s nightmares. According to rumor, he’d started with ideas of experimenting in time. One thing led to another.
“Is that what’s going to probe the microcosm?” I asked.
“Maybe,” said Pete laconically.
“No maybe about it! I’ve got something this time!” yelped Tukanin, running lean fingers through his mop of dark hair.
Looking up to meet his snapping black eyes was something like facing an emaciated gibbon, except that Jan wore faded dungarees and a very sharp, light green sport shirt. Every pocket bulged, and the green of the shirt lent him a sea-sick tinge.
“Of course,” commented Pete drily, “he isn’t quite sure yet if it’s the microcosm or the macrocosm. Which didn’t prevent the damn fool from trying a jaunt in the contraption yesterday!”
I examined the “contraption.” It was like all the crazy attempts at time machines ever heard of—plus a few twists that were strictly Tukanin. With banks of dials and controls and vacuum tubes, patched-together metal framework, and a maze of sloppily soldered connections, it took up nearly all the lab.
There was a small open space inside the door. There was a cluttered desk beside the window; even Tukanin can’t figure everything in his head. Lastly, there was a tiny, square platform inside the tangle, furnished with two long-legged stools. On one of these, flat, lay a crude control board.
I turned to Tukanin, who glared exasperatedly at Pete.
“How can I find out what I’m learning without poking into it a little?” he demanded hotly. “Besides, I only used a smidgen of power. Five minutes’ worth!”
“How far is five minutes into the atom?” I asked.
“That dates from when he thought it would invert time relationships,” Pete told me. “He still thinks in minutes because his controls and meters are rigged that way.”
Jan snorted and waved one bony hand in the air.
“May still work that way,” he said. “I went somewhere for that little while!”
I gaped at him.
“Pete! Is this nut telling me he actually got inside that mess and put juice to it?”
Peterson nodded. He sighed.
“Maybe you think it didn’t give me a turn when I walked in here yesterday to find nobody in sight—and then Jan condensed right before my eyes, like a cloud of fog turning solid! Sure, he’ll try anything—except recording a few data like where he went or what he saw or what he was trying to do just before the thing blew up and killed him.”
Jan spluttered something about being safe. My own line being microphotography, I felt a sudden excitement at the prospect of coming in contact with the ultra-minute.
“What was it like, Jan?” I demanded.
“Oh…how do I know?” he answered jerkily, and began running both hands through his hair. “At first, I was too busy with the controls. Then I felt…very peculiar…as if an indefinite force were twisting and stretching me.”
“But what did you see?” I was still eager, until I saw Pete shaking his head sadly; it must have been his first question.
“Well…nothing,” Tukanin shrugged. “When I looked, there were just flashes of colors shooting through what was like a gray fog…or gray distance…as if the sky were gray…and you stared up into it…trying to find the limit…but without anything to focus on—”
He ran down.
“…and then I was back, with Pete staring at me.”
“Listen!” said our director. “I can’t stop you from taking your head in your hands and turning it inside out. But there’s one thing I insist upon!”
Their stares locked, and I placed a small mental bet on Pete. He draws the line about twice a year, but when he does it’s etched for the ages.
“Oh, all right,” muttered Tukanin sulkily. “What do you want—a scale drawing of the whole works by five o’clock?”
“No, I guess the rest of us could decipher your sketches and notes in not much over a year. But I want some record of your procedure each time, just in case you lay one of those ten thumbs of yours on a bare wire!”
“Or if it melts around your ears,” I suggested helpfully. “We’d have a natural curiosity about what to avoid.”
Tukanin flung me a split-second sneer.
“Okay,” he agreed with an ill grace. “I’ll leave a note each time of how many minutes I try. Then you’ll know how far is safe before it melts the way Klinghoffer hopes!”
After that, we put his hat and coat on him by force and dragged him down to the corner, where we poured beer into him until he was willing to speak to us again.
Two days later, Pete dropped into my lab and said he had also ordered photos taken of the set-up, being doubtful about the clarity of our genius’s sketches and wiring diagrams.
“He’s behaving like a little gentleman,” he admitted, pulling some graph paper from his pocket to show me.
There were four or five pieces, strips torn from an eleven-by-seventeen sheet. Scrawled across the green millimeter lines were terse pronunciamentos such as:
Dear Pete—Am trying fifteen minutes this time—J. T.
“He’s been…somewhere…at least twice,” said Pete. “A couple of times it didn’t work, but once he saw things.”
“What things?”
“You expect a clear description from Tukanin? Ask for the moon, boy!”
“What did he say he saw, then?”
“From his description, it sounds like stars; but for reasons that elude me, he thinks he saw electrons. I can’t decide without looking for myself—which I wouldn’t try for a million dollars and a new hat!”
“Is he working today?”
“Yeah,” said Pete, moving toward the door. “I’m on my way there now. Come down the hall when you have time, and we’ll see what he has to say.”
I fiddled around for ten or fifteen minutes, then realized that nothing pertinent to my current project was getting done. Thirty seconds later, I pushed open the door to Tukanin’s lab.
Pete sat on a cleared end of the workbench, idly swinging his feet, leaning forward a little with his hands braced on the edge of the table beside his thighs. His expression made me look about hastily.
“Where is he?” I asked, whispering in spite of myself.
“An excellent question,” said Pete grimly.
A low hum came from the apparatus. Lights glowed where some of the tubes were not enclosed. The control board which had lain on a stool on the platform was gone. The cable to it hung down into empty air…at an odd angle…and with a curiously fuzzy, fading end.
“I thought at first,” murmured Pete, “that we’d pump out all the air in here and let you examine it microscopically. Then I decided it might be smarter to call up Palomar and ask if the Hale 200-incher is very busy tonight.”
“What the hell are you talking about?” I demanded.
“It’s too bad,” he said, in the same faraway tone, “that we don’t know yet if it goes up…or goes down…or to next week!”
“Stop gibbering!” I snapped. “I thought you said he was leaving reports like a good boy, every time he blew his nose!”
“Oh, he did, he did,” said Pete, eyeing the apparatus. “I won’t really worry till the day a fuse blows, or the power is interrupted some other way. After that, we’ll never be sure!”
I think I choked or moved toward him about then, because he raised his right hand and shoved the graph paper at me.
I took it and read Tukanin’s scrawl, since which time I have lost considerable sleep. Some days, I catch myself holding my breath while I examine the air before my nose; and on clear nights, I keep peering over my shoulder at stars.
The note said:
Dear Pete—Am going all the way—J. T.



THE CORPSE ON THE GRATING, by Hugh B. Cave
It was ten o’clock on the morning of December 5 when M.S. and I left the study of Professor Daimler. You are perhaps acquainted with M.S. His name appears constantly in the pages of the Illustrated News, in conjunction with some very technical article on psycho-analysis or with some extensive study of the human brain and its functions. He is a psycho-fanatic, more or less, and has spent an entire lifetime of some seventy-odd years in pulling apart human skulls for the purpose of investigation. Lovely pursuit!
For some twenty years I have mocked him, in a friendly, half-hearted fashion. I am a medical man, and my own profession is one that does not sympathize with radicals.
As for Professor Daimler, the third member of our triangle—perhaps, if I take a moment to outline the events of that evening, the Professor’s part in what follows will be less obscure. We had called on him, M.S. and I, at his urgent request. His rooms were in a narrow, unlighted street just off the square, and Daimler himself opened the door to us. A tall, loosely built chap he was, standing in the doorway like a motionless ape, arms half extended.
“I’ve summoned you, gentlemen,” he said quietly, “because you two, of all London, are the only persons who know the nature of my recent experiments. I should like to acquaint you with the results!”
He led the way to his study, then kicked the door shut with his foot, seizing my arm as he did so. Quietly he dragged me to the table that stood against the farther wall. In the same even, unemotional tone of a man completely sure of himself, he commanded me to inspect it.
For a moment, in the semi-gloom of the room, I saw nothing. At length, however, the contents of the table revealed themselves, and I distinguished a motley collection of test tubes, each filled with some fluid. The tubes were attached to each other by some ingenious arrangement of thistles, and at the end of the table, where a chance blow could not brush it aside, lay a tiny phial of the resulting serum. From the appearance of the table, Daimler had evidently drawn a certain amount of gas from each of the smaller tubes, distilling them through acid into the minute phial at the end. Yet even now, as I stared down at the fantastic paraphernalia before me, I could sense no conclusive reason for its existence.
I turned to the Professor with a quiet stare of bewilderment. He smiled.
“The experiment is over,” he said. “As to its conclusion, you, Dale, as a medical man, will be skeptical. And you”—turning to M.S.—“as a scientist you will be amazed. I, being neither physician nor scientist, am merely filled with wonder!”
He stepped to a long, square table-like structure in the center of the room. Standing over it, he glanced quizzically at M.S., then at me.
“For a period of two weeks,” he went on, “I have kept, on the table here, the body of a man who has been dead more than a month. I have tried, gentlemen, with acid combinations of my own origination, to bring that body back to life. And…I have—failed!
“But,” he added quickly, noting the smile that crept across my face, “that failure was in itself worth more than the average scientist’s greatest achievement! You know, Dale, that heat, if a man is not truly dead, will sometimes resurrect him. In a case of epilepsy, for instance, victims have been pronounced dead only to return to life—sometimes in the grave.
“I say ‘if a man be not truly dead.’ But what if that man is truly dead? Does the cure alter itself in any manner? The motor of your car dies—do you bury it? You do not; you locate the faulty part, correct it, and infuse new life. And so, gentlemen, after remedying the ruptured heart of this dead man, by operation, I proceeded to bring him back to life.
“I used heat. Terrific heat will sometimes originate a spark of new life in something long dead. Gentlemen, on the fourth day of my tests, following a continued application of electric and acid heat, the patient—”
Daimler leaned over the table and took up a cigarette. Lighting it, he dropped the match and resumed his monologue.
“The patient turned suddenly over and drew his arm weakly across his eyes. I rushed to his side. When I reached him, the body was once again stiff and lifeless. And—it has remained so.”
The Professor stared at us quietly, waiting for comment. I answered him, as carelessly as I could, with a shrug of my shoulders.
“Professor, have you ever played with the dead body of a frog?” I said softly.
He shook his head silently.
“You would find it interesting sport,” I told him. “Take a common dry cell battery with enough voltage to render a sharp shock. Then apply your wires to various parts of the frog’s anatomy. If you are lucky, and strike the right set of muscles, you will have the pleasure of seeing a dead frog leap suddenly forward. Understand, he will not regain life. You have merely released his dead muscles by shock, and sent him bolting.”
The Professor did not reply. I could feel his eyes on me, and had I turned, I should probably have found M.S. glaring at me in honest hate. These men were students of mesmerism, of spiritualism, and my commonplace contradiction was not over welcome.
“You are cynical, Dale,” said M.S. coldly, “because you do not understand!”
“Understand? I am a doctor—not a ghost!”
But M.S. had turned eagerly to the Professor.
“Where is this body—this experiment?” he demanded.
Daimler shook his head. Evidently he had acknowledged failure and did not intend to drag his dead man before our eyes, unless he could bring that man forth alive, upright, and ready to join our conversation!
“I’ve put it away,” he said distantly. “There is nothing more to be done, now that our reverend doctor has insisted in making a matter of fact thing out of our experiment. You understand, I had not intended to go in for wholesale resurrection, even if I had met with success. It was my belief that a dead body, like a dead piece of mechanism, can be brought to life again, provided we are intelligent enough to discover the secret. And by God, it is still my belief!”




That was the situation, then, when M.S. and I paced slowly back along the narrow street that contained the Professor’s dwelling-place. My companion was strangely silent. More than once I felt his eyes upon me in an uncomfortable stare, yet he said nothing. Nothing, that is, until I had opened the conversation with some casual remark about the lunacy of the man we had just left.
“You are wrong in mocking him, Dale,” M.S. replied bitterly. “Daimler is a man of science. He is no child, experimenting with a toy; he is a grown man who has the courage to believe in his powers. One of these days….”
He had intended to say that some day I should respect the Professor’s efforts. One of these days! The interval of time was far shorter than anything so indefinite. The first event, with its succeeding series of horrors, came within the next three minutes.
We had reached a more deserted section of the square, a black, uninhabited street extending like a shadowed band of darkness between gaunt, high walls. I had noticed for some time that the stone structure beside us seemed to be unbroken by door or window—that it appeared to be a single gigantic building, black and forbidding. I mentioned the fact to M.S.
“The warehouse,” he said simply. “A lonely, God-forsaken place. We shall probably see the flicker of the watchman’s light in one of the upper windows.”
At his words, I glanced up. True enough, the higher part of the grim structure was punctured by narrow, barred openings. Safety vaults, probably. But the light, unless its tiny gleam was somewhere in the inner recesses of the warehouse, was dead. The great building was like an immense burial vault, a tomb—silent and lifeless.
We had reached the most forbidding section of the narrow street, where a single arch-lamp overhead cast a halo of ghastly yellow light over the pavement. At the very rim of the circle of illumination, where the shadows were deeper and more silent, I could make out the black mouldings of a heavy iron grating. The bars of metal were designed, I believe, to seal the side entrance of the great warehouse from night marauders. It was bolted in place and secured with a set of immense chains, immovable.
This much I saw as my intent gaze swept the wall before me. This huge tomb of silence held for me a peculiar fascination, and as I paced along beside my gloomy companion, I stared directly ahead of me into the darkness of the street. I wish to God my eyes had been closed or blinded!
He was hanging on the grating. Hanging there, with white, twisted hands clutching the rigid bars of iron, straining to force them apart. His whole distorted body was forced against the barrier, like the form of a madman struggling to escape from his cage. His face—the image of it still haunts me whenever I see iron bars in the darkness of a passage—was the face of a man who has died from utter, stark horror. It was frozen in a silent shriek of agony, staring out at me with fiendish maliciousness. Lips twisted apart. White teeth gleaming in the light. Bloody eyes, with a horrible glare of colorless pigment. And—dead.
I believe M.S. saw him at the very instant I recoiled. I felt a sudden grip on my arm; and then, as an exclamation came harshly from my companion’s lips, I was pulled forward roughly. I found myself staring straight into the dead eyes of that fearful thing before me, found myself standing rigid, motionless, before the corpse that hung within reach of my arm.
And then, through that overwhelming sense of the horrible, came the quiet voice of my comrade—the voice of a man who looks upon death as nothing more than an opportunity for research.
“The fellow has been frightened to death, Dale. Frightened most horribly. Note the expression of his mouth, the evident struggle to force these bars apart and escape. Something has driven fear to his soul, killing him.”
I remember the words vaguely. When M.S. had finished speaking, I did not reply. Not until he had stepped forward and bent over the distorted face of the thing before me, did I attempt to speak. When I did, my thoughts were a jargon.
“What, in God’s name,” I cried, “could have brought such horror to a strong man? What—”
“Loneliness, perhaps,” suggested M.S. with a smile. “The fellow is evidently the watchman. He is alone, in a huge, deserted pit of darkness, for hours at a time. His light is merely a ghostly ray of illumination, hardly enough to do more than increase the darkness. I have heard of such cases before.”
He shrugged his shoulders. Even as he spoke, I sensed the evasion in his words. When I replied, he hardly heard my answer, for he had suddenly stepped forward, where he could look directly into those fear twisted eyes.
“Dale,” he said at length, turning slowly to face me, “you ask for an explanation of this horror? There is an explanation. It is written with an almost fearful clearness on this fellow’s mind. Yet if I tell you, you will return to your old skepticism—your damnable habit of disbelief!”
I looked at him quietly. I had heard M.S. claim, at other times, that he could read the thoughts of a dead man by the mental image that lay on that man’s brain. I had laughed at him. Evidently, in the present moment, he recalled those laughs. Nevertheless, he faced me seriously.
“I can see two things, Dale,” he said deliberately. “One of them is a dark, narrow room—a room piled with indistinct boxes and crates, and with an open door bearing the black number 4167. And in that open doorway, coming forward with slow steps—alive, with arms extended and a frightful face of passion—is a decayed human form. A corpse, Dale. A man who has been dead for many days, and is now—alive!”
M.S. turned slowly and pointed with upraised hand to the corpse on the grating.
“That is why,” he said simply, “this fellow died from horror.”
His words died into emptiness. For a moment I stared at him. Then, in spite of our surroundings, in spite of the late hour, the loneliness of the street, the awful thing beside us, I laughed.
He turned upon me with a snarl. For the first time in my life I saw M.S. convulsed with rage. His old, lined face had suddenly become savage with intensity.
“You laugh at me, Dale,” he thundered. “By God, you make a mockery out of a science that I have spent more than my life in studying! You call yourself a medical man—and you are not fit to carry the name! I will wager you, man, that your laughter is not backed by courage!”
I fell away from him. Had I stood within reach, I am sure he would have struck me. Struck me! And I have been nearer to M.S. for the past ten years than any man in London. And as I retreated from his temper, he reached forward to seize my arm. I could not help but feel impressed at his grim intentness.
“Look here, Dale,” he said bitterly, “I will wager you a hundred pounds that you will not spend the remainder of this night in the warehouse above you! I will wager a hundred pounds against your own courage that you will not back your laughter by going through what this fellow has gone through. That you will not prowl through the corridors of this great structure until you have found room 4167—and remain in that room until dawn!”
There was no choice. I glanced at the dead man, at the face of fear and the clutching, twisted hands, and a cold dread filled me. But to refuse my friend’s wager would have been to brand myself an empty coward. I had mocked him. Now, whatever the cost, I must stand ready to pay for that mockery.
“Room 4167?” I replied quietly, in a voice which I made every effort to control, lest he should discover the tremor in it. “Very well, I will do it!”
It was nearly midnight when I found myself alone, climbing a musty, winding ramp between the first and second floors of the deserted building. Not a sound, except the sharp intake of my breath and the dismal creak of the wooden stairs, echoed through that tomb of death. There was no light, not even the usual dim glow that is left to illuminate an unused corridor. Moreover, I had brought no means of light with me—nothing but a half empty box of safety matches which, by some unholy premonition, I had forced myself to save for some future moment. The stairs were black and difficult, and I mounted them slowly, groping with both hands along the rough wall.
I had left M.S. some few moments before. In his usual decisive manner he had helped me to climb the iron grating and lower myself to the sealed alley-way on the farther side. Then, leaving him without a word, for I was bitter against the triumphant tone of his parting words, I proceeded into the darkness, fumbling forward until I had discovered the open door in the lower part of the warehouse.
And then the ramp, winding crazily upward—upward—upward, seemingly without end. I was seeking blindly for that particular room which was to be my destination. Room 4167, with its high number, could hardly be on the lower floors, and so I had stumbled upward…
It was at the entrance of the second floor corridor that I struck the first of my desultory supply of matches, and by its light discovered a placard nailed to the wall. The thing was yellow with age and hardly legible. In the drab light of the match I had difficulty in reading it—but, as far as I can remember, the notice went something like this:
WAREHOUSE RULES
No light shall be permitted in any room or corridor, as a prevention against fire.
No person shall be admitted to rooms or corridors unless accompanied by an employee.
A watchman shall be on the premises from 7 P.M. until 6 A.M. He shall make the round of the corridors every hour during that interval, at a quarter past the hour.
Rooms are located by their numbers: the first figure in the room number indicating its floor location.
I could read no further. The match in my fingers burned to a black thread and dropped. Then, with the burnt stump still in my hand, I groped through the darkness to the bottom of the second ramp.
Room 4167, then, was on the fourth floor—the topmost floor of the structure. I must confess that the knowledge did not bring any renewed burst of courage! The top floor! Three black stair-pits would lie between me and the safety of escape. There would be no escape! No human being in the throes of fear could hope to discover that tortured outlet, could hope to grope his way through Stygian gloom down a triple ramp of black stairs. And even though he succeeded in reaching the lower corridors, there was still a blind alley-way, sealed at the outer end by a high grating of iron bars…
Escape! The mockery of it caused me to stop suddenly in my ascent and stand rigid, my whole body trembling violently.
But outside, in the gloom of the street, M.S. was waiting, waiting with that fiendish glare of triumph that would brand me a man without courage. I could not return to face him, not though all the horrors of hell inhabited this gruesome place of mystery. And horrors must surely inhabit it, else how could one account for that fearful thing on the grating below? But I had been through horror before. I had seen a man, supposedly dead on the operating table, jerk suddenly to his feet and scream. I had seen a young girl, not long before, awake in the midst of an operation, with the knife already in her frail body. Surely, after those definite horrors, no unknown danger would send me cringing back to the man who was waiting so bitterly for me to return.
Those were the thoughts pregnant in my mind as I groped slowly, cautiously along the corridor of the upper floor, searching each closed door for the indistinct number 4167. The place was like the center of a huge labyrinth, a spider-web of black, repelling passages, leading into some central chamber of utter silence and blackness. I went forward with dragging steps, fighting back the dread that gripped me as I went farther and farther from the outlet of escape. And then, after losing myself completely in the gloom, I threw aside all thoughts of return and pushed on with a careless, surface bravado, and laughed aloud.
So, at length, I reached that room of horror, secreted high in the deeper recesses of the deserted warehouse. The number—God grant I never see it again!—was scrawled in black chalk on the door—4167. I pushed the half-open barrier wide, and entered.
It was a small room, even as M.S. had forewarned me—or as the dead mind of that thing on the grate had forewarned M.S. The glow of my out-thrust match revealed a great stack of dusty boxes and crates, piled against the farther wall. Revealed, too, the black corridor beyond the entrance, and a small, upright table before me.
It was the table, and the stool beside it, that drew my attention and brought a muffled exclamation from my lips. The thing had been thrust out of its usual place, pushed aside as if some frenzied shape had lunged against it. I could make out its former position by the marks on the dusty floor at my feet. Now it was nearer to the center of the room, and had been wrenched sidewise from its holdings. A shudder took hold of me as I looked at it. A living person, sitting on the stool before me, staring at the door, would have wrenched the table in just this manner in his frenzy to escape from the room!
The light of the match died, plunging me into a pit of gloom. I struck another and stepped closer to the table. And there, on the floor, I found two more things that brought fear to my soul. One of them was a heavy flash-lamp—a watchman’s lamp—where it had evidently been dropped. Been dropped in flight! But what awful terror must have gripped the fellow to make him forsake his only means of escape through those black passages? And the second thing—a worn copy of a leather-bound book, flung open on the boards below the stool!
The flash-lamp, thank God! had not been shattered. I switched it on, directing its white circle of light over the room. This time, in the vivid glare, the room became even more unreal. Black walls, clumsy, distorted shadows on the wall, thrown by those huge piles of wooden boxes. Shadows that were like crouching men, groping toward me. And beyond, where the single door opened into a passage of Stygian darkness, that yawning entrance was thrown into hideous detail. Had any upright figure been standing there, the light would have made an unholy phosphorescent specter out of it.
I summoned enough courage to cross the room and pull the door shut. There was no way of locking it. Had I been able to fasten it, I should surely have done so; but the room was evidently an unused chamber, filled with empty refuse. This was the reason, probably, why the watchman had made use of it as a retreat during the intervals between his rounds.
But I had no desire to ponder over the sordidness of my surroundings. I returned to my stool in silence, and stooping, picked up the fallen book from the floor. Carefully I placed the lamp on the table, where its light would shine on the open page. Then, turning the cover, I began to glance through the thing which the man before me had evidently been studying.
And before I had read two lines, the explanation of the whole horrible thing struck me. I stared dumbly down at the little book and laughed. Laughed harshly, so that the sound of my mad cackle echoed in a thousand ghastly reverberations through the dead corridors of the building.
It was a book of horror, of fantasy. A collection of weird, terrifying, supernatural tales with grotesque illustrations in funereal black and white. And the very line I had turned to, the line which had probably struck terror to that unlucky devil’s soul, explained M.S.‘s “decayed human form, standing in the doorway with arms extended and a frightful face of passion!” The description—the same description—lay before me, almost in my friend’s words. Little wonder that the fellow on the grating below, after reading this orgy of horror, had suddenly gone mad with fright. Little wonder that the picture engraved on his dead mind was a picture of a corpse standing in the doorway of room 4167!
I glanced at that doorway and laughed. No doubt of it, it was that awful description in M.S.‘s untempered language that had made me dread my surroundings, not the loneliness and silence of the corridors about me. Now, as I stared at the room, the closed door, the shadows on the wall, I could not repress a grin.
But the grin was not long in duration. A six-hour siege awaited me before I could hear the sound of human voice again—six hours of silence and gloom. I did not relish it. Thank God the fellow before me had had foresight enough to leave his book of fantasy for my amusement!
I turned to the beginning of the story. A lovely beginning it was, outlining in some detail how a certain Jack Fulton, English adventurer, had suddenly found himself imprisoned (by a mysterious black gang of monks, or something of the sort) in a forgotten cell at the monastery of El Toro. The cell, according to the pages before me, was located in the “empty, haunted pits below the stone floors of the structure… ” Lovely setting! And the brave Fulton had been secured firmly to a huge metal ring set in the farther wall, opposite the entrance.
I read the description twice. At the end of it I could not help but lift my head to stare at my own surroundings. Except for the location of the cell, I might have been in they same setting. The same darkness, same silence, same loneliness. Peculiar similarity!
And then: “Fulton lay quietly, without attempt to struggle. In the dark, the stillness of the vaults became unbearable, terrifying. Not a suggestion of sound, except the scraping of unseen rats—”
I dropped the book with a start. From the opposite end of the room in which I sat came a half inaudible scuffling noise—the sound of hidden rodents scrambling through the great pile of boxes. Imagination? I am not sure. At the moment, I would have sworn that the sound was a definite one, that I had heard it distinctly. Now, as I recount this tale of horror, I am not sure.
But I am sure of this: There was no smile on my lips as I picked up the book again with trembling fingers and continued.
“The sound died into silence. For an eternity, the prisoner lay rigid, staring at the open door of his cell. The opening was black, deserted, like the mouth of a deep tunnel, leading to hell. And then, suddenly, from the gloom beyond that opening, came an almost noiseless, padded footfall!”
This time there was no doubt of it. The book fell from my fingers, dropped to the floor with a clatter. Yet even through the sound of its falling, I heard that fearful sound—the shuffle of a living foot! I sat motionless, staring with bloodless face at the door of room 4167. And as I stared, the sound came again, and again—the slow tread of dragging footsteps, approaching along the black corridor without!
I got to my feet like an automaton, swaying heavily. Every drop of courage ebbed from my soul as I stood there, one hand clutching the table, waiting…
And then, with an effort, I moved forward. My hand was outstretched to grasp the wooden handle of the door. And—I did not have the courage. Like a cowed beast I crept back to my place and slumped down on the stool, my eyes still transfixed in a mute stare of terror.
I waited. For more than half an hour I waited, motionless. Not a sound stirred in the passage beyond that closed barrier. Not a suggestion of any living presence came to me. Then, leaning back against the wall with a harsh laugh, I wiped away the cold moisture that had trickled over my forehead into my eyes.
It was another five minutes before I picked up the book again. You call me a fool for continuing it? A fool? I tell you, even a story of horror is more comfort than a room of grotesque shadows and silence. Even a printed page is better than grim reality!
And so I read on. The story was one of suspense, madness. For the next two pages I read a cunning description of the prisoner’s mental reaction. Strangely enough, it conformed precisely with my own.
“Fulton’s head had fallen to his chest,” the script read. “For an endless while he did not stir, did not dare to lift his eyes. And then, after more than an hour of silent agony and suspense, the boy’s head came up mechanically. Came up—and suddenly jerked rigid. A horrible scream burst from his dry lips as he stared—stared like a dead man—at the black entrance to his cell. There, standing without motion in the opening, stood a shrouded figure of death. Empty eyes, glaring with awful hate, bored into his own. Great arms, bony and rotten, extended toward him. Decayed flesh—”
I read no more. Even as I lunged to my feet, with that mad book still gripped in my hand, I heard the door of my room grind open. I screamed, screamed in utter horror at the thing I saw there. Dead? Good God, I do not know. It was a corpse, a dead human body, standing before me like some propped-up thing from the grave. A face half eaten away, terrible in its leering grin. Twisted mouth, with only a suggestion of lips, curled back over broken teeth. Hair—writhing, distorted—like a mass of moving, bloody coils. And its arms, ghastly white, bloodless, were extended toward me, with open, clutching hands.
It was alive! Alive! Even while I stood there, crouching against the wall, it stepped forward toward me. I saw a heavy shudder pass over it, and the sound of its scraping feet burned its way into my soul. And then, with its second step, the fearful thing stumbled to its knees. The white, gleaming arms, thrown into streaks of living fire by the light of my lamp, flung violently upwards, twisting toward the ceiling. I saw the grin change to an expression of agony, of torment. And then the thing crashed upon me—dead.
With a great cry of fear I stumbled to the door. I groped out of that room of horror, stumbled along the corridor. No light. I left it behind, on the table, to throw a circle of white glare over the decayed, living-dead intruder who had driven me mad.
My return down those winding ramps to the lower floor was a nightmare of fear. I remember that I stumbled, that I plunged through the darkness like a man gone mad. I had no thought of caution, no thought of anything except escape.
And then the lower door, and the alley of gloom. I reached the grating, flung myself upon it and pressed my face against the bars in a futile effort to escape. The same—as the fear-tortured man—who had—come before—me.
I felt strong hands lifting me up. A dash of cool air, and then the refreshing patter of falling rain.




It was the afternoon of the following day, December 6, when M.S. sat across the table from me in my own study. I had made a rather hesitant attempt to tell him, without dramatics and without dwelling on my own lack of courage, of the events of the previous night.
“You deserved it, Dale,” he said quietly. “You are a medical man, nothing more, and yet you mock the beliefs of a scientist as great as Daimler. I wonder—do you still mock the Professor’s beliefs?”
“That he can bring a dead man to life?” I smiled, a bit doubtfully.
“I will tell you something, Dale,” said M.S. deliberately. He was leaning across the table, staring at me. “The Professor made only one mistake in his great experiment. He did not wait long enough for the effect of his strange acids to work. He acknowledged failure too soon, and got rid of the body.” He paused.
“When the Professor stored his patient away, Dale,” he said quietly, “he stored it in room 4170, at the great warehouse. If you are acquainted with the place, you will know that room 4170 is directly across the corridor from 4167.”



COSMIC TELETYPE, by Carl Jacobi
Joseph Rane was not a scientist in any sense of the word, neither was he a highly educated man, though the villagers at Granite Point generally considered him so. Five years before, when he was finishing his sophomore year at the University of Minnesota, he had accidentally driven his car through the bridge rail at Hastings, and as a result had been forced to end his studies.
Physicians, patching him together, had accomplished what the newspapers termed a miracle. It had been found necessary to remove a section of his brain from the cranial cavity and substitute a piece of silver plate for it. During his convalescence fear was expressed that he would never be mentally normal, but on the day of his discharge a final examination plainly showed this not to be the case.
Rane had been warned, however, to avoid all nervous tension in the future. He might read, but he must read only light novels. He could work, but he must do nothing which would require any serious thought or heavy mental activity. In other words he was sane only by an act of Providence, and any strain to his brain, which had suffered a severe shock, might be fatal.
For two years the young man abided by these warnings. Then tiring of his enforced inactivity, he promptly forgot the past and plunged into study so intense his physician would have been appalled had he been made aware of it.
I have said Rane was no scientist, that he was not a highly educated man. He had, however, those attributes which are the foundation of both: a strong desire to learn and, above all, an almost feverish obsession to experiment.
Then without the necessary background, and without any single fixed objective, he began to study anything which might reasonably fall under the classification of “scientific.” For three months he labored at mathematics, advancing by short-cut routes of his own creation, to higher calculus and theoretical physics. Then, tiring of the abstract, he turned his attention to the vibratory scale.
Finally, as the equipment in his private laboratory began to grow in abundance, he purchased a small house near the town of Granite Point, where his experiments could be continued unhampered.
The house was a comfortable one, surrounded by a large apple orchard. In the first month at his new residence Rane both puzzled and shocked the citizens of Granite Point by blowing up every tree of this orchard with some kind of explosive. His exact method of accomplishing this was never quite known, for when his housekeeper repeated to the villagers what her employer had told her, it was thought she was more than slightly mad.
According to the housekeeper, Rane had wired each individual tree with something that was in sympathetic vibration with the wings of a bee. When the trees burst into their spring bloom and the bees came, the explosions followed.
Subsequent to the orchard incident, Rane was seen to construct a square wooden platform in the yard before his house, upon which swiftly took form a weird machine. The tax-collector who called upon him during the month of June described it as “a mess of insulators and wheels with a dial panel that looked like a powerhouse switchboard.” Asked the purpose of this machine, Rane delivered the astounding statement that he didn’t know yet. He had simply made it and was going to see what it would do.




Such events were bound to impress the citizens of Granite Point. The climax of it all came when the local radio station, WYYO, was found insolvent and decided to dispose of its studio and control room fixtures at public auction. Rane, driving up in his Model-T Ford was the only bidder for two teletype machines with which the station had received for its listeners News Flashes of the World.
Loading the two heavy teletypes in his car, Rane broke all speed records driving back to his house. And after that for a period of more than two months little was seen of the man.
In his house, however, he was a dynamo of activity. First he mounted the two teletypes on a wooden bench, side by side. There to the casual observer the instruments resembled two ordinary typewriters, with the twin paper-rolls in readiness, as if they were waiting to receive a telegraphic message. He next turned his attention to his cosmic radio.
He called it that for want of a better term. The earlier developments of this machine were lost in a frenzy of experimentation. Starting with a study of atomic power, Rane had developed a miniature atom-smasher; later he elaborated his instrument into a device of which he himself stood a little in awe.
“You see,” he said one day to his housekeeper, “this machine as it now stands is based on a concept of the relation between time and space. It will project a ray through the fourth dimensional continuum. In other words, when turned to full power, it will cause a disruption of the space-time coordinates, a channel so to speak which leads from our own three-dimensional world into the fourth dimension. I am convinced that such a channel is being utilized by beings of other planets as a means of communication.”
Rane then connected the two teletypes to the machine, with a loading coil between each. He pulled the switch, set the dynamos in action and awaited results.
Results were cataclysmic. There was a blinding flash of light, a thunderous report which shattered twelve windows in Granite Point and a hiss of flame that swept through three rooms of the house. Rane himself escaped with only burns about the face and arms, but his housekeeper rose up in righteous wrath and promptly gave notice.
May I repeat myself when I say that Rane had the brain—or at least the partial brain—of a true scientist. One failure did not disturb him in the slightest. In fact, he had rather expected it. And he fell to work at once, repairing damaged cables and connections and rewiring his entire machine.
The newly-finished product was quite different from the original version. It was, if possible, more complicated in its control-panel. Here was added for no definite reason a huge antenna in the outer yard which stretched from the house to a mast some hundred and fifty feet away.
Again he connected his teletypes. And on the night of the first of August everything was in readiness for his second test. I mention the date, for it was the date of the worst electrical and wind storm that had struck Granite Point in twenty years. Outside the copper antenna and counterpoise were swaying madly in the gale. Lightning tore across the heavens to the accompaniment of an artillery of thunder.
Inside his laboratory Rane was oblivious to the storm. For two hours he had sat before the instrument panel, turning and twisting the dials. Above him a huge hour-glass-shaped tube glowed orange and cherry red at intervals, but a deathlike silence hung over the two teletypes. There was only the low whine of the dynamos.
And then abruptly one of the typewriter keys of the teletype trembled and rose halfway. Feverishly, Rane readjusted the paper, turned the dials.
A moment later, with a rush and a clatter, the keys began to pound in and out, the carriage swept from right to left, and the following message came into creation on the rolled paper:
qtsf wuxz24 hkOOvey w311mcbq oorhg bvcskha rivslyztuln kklmnwlf. rywbsqv 3.2 ddcupj. —tcaw S
Rane stared at these cryptic words as a wild gleam of triumph entered his eyes. Palms wet, heart pounding, he stood there, scarcely daring to breath, but no further message was printed. Vainly he worked at the dials.
At twenty minutes past four A.M. the teletype moved into action again. But this time, though Rane was wild with excitement, its results were a bit disappointing. The same message was repeated word for word, or rather letter for letter. And thereafter silence.
Exhausted at last, Rane fell into a deep slumber. At dawn he was up again to his machine. What possibly could have been the source of that strange message he had, of course, no way of knowing. But that the events of the night before had been no dream was positively demonstrated by the paper in the roll which still showed its meaningless jumble of letters and figures.
All day he attempted to decipher that message. He put into play the “predominant E solution” of Poe and Doyle, as the only methods he had at his disposal. Neither worked. But that night again at five minutes past twelve and again at twenty minutes past four the first teletype resumed its clatter.
qtsf wuxz24 hkOOvey w311mcbq yvers chtq oorhg tfc aijbf,w dpiuxqaz ywgfd bvcxzasdf wertyu. —tcaw 5
Here was a different combination of letters and figures. The first, second, third, fourth words and the seventh word were the same as in the first message, as was the last word, which seemed to be a signature of some sort.
And then Rane had an idea. Suppose, he told himself, suppose he had in actuality contacted another planet, a planet which biologically, or at least psychologically, was on a parallel with the earth. And suppose the inhabitants of this planet were utilizing the fourth dimension as a means of communication. Surely even an Einstein would agree this was but an elementary supposition.
Very well, why then would messages come through twice in rotation at five minutes past twelve and twenty minutes past four? He glanced at his own radio, and the answer came abruptly. Weather reports!
His brain swung into this channel with a rush as other thoughts followed. Since the postulated planet might—in all probability, was—beyond our Solar System, its system of keeping time would be different. There would be other suns to betoken the noon hour. A night or a day very probably might fall into the intervening time between five minutes past twelve and twenty minutes past four.
Now was he to assume that the message he had received could be transposed into English words? Such an assumption seemed impossible, and the fact that numerals as well as letters had been used seemed to indicate another means of communication entirely.
Fortified by two cups of strong coffee Rane struggled with his solution. Using the single word weather as a key word in as many terrestrial languages as he could call to arm, he wrote and rewrote the messages again and again.




By morning Rane had it. It was in English or an equivalent of English. It was little more than a cryptogram, with letters and groups of letters having different meanings. Apparently the unknown operator was transmitting in a language that had English as a basis, but had phonetically changed it to suit his own conditions.
Decoded, the first message now read:
Vome, Lirius Weather forecast.
Winds abating. Atmospheric coronium content 3.2. Warmer. —Unit A.
The second message took Rane only a moment to transpose.
Vome, Lirius Weather forecast.
Northwest winds and warmer. Possible light meteorite shower. —Unit A.
Rane at this point was in a state of nervous frenzy. Sheer exhaustion forced him to go to his bed, where he remained dead to the world for six hours. But as the sun sank and darkness came, he awakened automatically to begin a new vigil at his machine.
The 12:05 message that night was very similar to previous messages, merely a weather prediction. But the 4:20 message was different.
Vome, Lirius. General emergency report. Dromeda, daughter of Calian and most beautiful woman in all Lirius, was kidnapped early today by a man thought to be Tarana, son of the King of Uranus. It is believed Tarana arrived secretly on Lirius on a space ship, travelling out of patrolled space-lanes. A council of war will be held immediately. —Unit A.
Swift on the heels of this breath-taking message, the cosmic teletype broke into action again. The keys pounded over the paper with weird rapidity.
Vome, Lirius. Report of the council of war to all peoples of Lirius. An ultimatum has been sent to the government of the planet, Uranus, demanding the return of Dromeda, plus a full indemnity. If this demand is disregarded, conscription of all able-bodied males of Lirius will begin tomorrow. —Unit A.
Barely had these words made their inked impression on the paper when another astounding event occurred. Joseph Rane, by now beyond all borders of amazement, reached quickly for the dials and adjusted them as best as he could. The second teletype, silent until now, was responding to outer galactic stimuli. Slowly, as if under weight of serious consideration, the keys tapped off the message:
Geharla, Uranus. The King of Uranus informs the government of Lirius that Dromeda, betrothed by right of conquest, will be married in state to Prince Tarana in a wedding to be held tomorrow night in the light of our four moons. Any attitude other than friendly by the government of Lirius will be taken as a step toward war. In which case we, of Uranus, will not hesitate to train our cosmic radiation towers on Lirius and annihilate her.




It was now two o’clock terrestrial time, and Joseph Rane was living on nervous energy alone. The hours that followed found the twin teletypes working almost continuously. There were threats and counter-threats between the two planets. There was a mass order for immediate mobilization on Lirius. There was a call to defense on Uranus. At three A.M. came the single insolent flash from Geharla that Prince Tarana had been married to Dromeda.
More messages while Joseph Rane’s brain reeled to their potentialities. An expedition of war was leaving Lirius in space-dreadnoughts for Uranus. All threats of the cosmic radiation towers were regarded as bluff. Lirius would have its beautiful Dromeda back or perish trying.
But Rane’s already over-strained brain demanded rest at this point. The scientist pulled the switch of his machine, stopping the dynamos, ate a little food and went to bed.
During the following day the teletypes were silent. He occupied his time by cutting the rolled paper messages into sheets and pasting them in a scrapbook. He worked indifferently, toying with an idea which had been growing with him for some time.
If he could receive messages from another world, why couldn’t he send them in return? As matters stood now, he knew one of the planets was Uranus, and he assumed that since the inhabitants referred to it with the same name as the people of Earth, those inhabitants must (a) have originated from Earth, or (b) be constantly aware of the scientific developments on Earth through a method known only to themselves.
At 12:05 the following flash came over the first teletype:
Vome, Lirius. The attack expedition, consisting of 25 space dreadnoughts, 6 space gun-ships, and 3 patrol discs has reached Oberon, one of the four moons of Uranus. Landing on Uranus so far has been an impossibility due to the cosmic radiation towers, which have been found to be an actuality. The war is now in a state of siege.
Rane frowned. Weird and bizarre as this all was, he had a feeling deep within him that it was somehow familiar. Somewhere, long ago, he was sure he had heard of the same facts, the same conditions. And yet such a thought was impossible.
As for two-way communication, even granting that he might be able to contact either one of the two planets, using the same code, it was doubtful whether or not he would receive a reply, due to the very great excitement there.
His sympathy, he found mounting steadily in the direction of Lirius, which he guessed was the smaller planet of the two, and which, though on the offensive, had a righteous cause for indignation.
Abruptly a memory of his old school studies struck him hard—the Trojan War of Greek mythology. This was comparable to the capture of Helen of Troy, wife of Menelaus by Paris and the classical incident of the wooden horse, which had so excited his boyhood imagination.
Joseph Rane sat down before the first teletype, threw over the switch and adjusted a control knob. An instant later he began pounding out a message.
To Vome, Lirius. From Joseph Rane, Granite Point, Earth. Have received all messages pertaining to your war with Uranus on machine of my own construction. Exact parallel of your trouble occurred here in past ages. Can advise means of attack. Crude but can be revised to suit your conditions. Answer.
For five endless minutes the teletype remained in frozen silence. Then with a rush of type the reply came:
Our observations led us to believe all life ceased to exist on Earth a hundred or more years ago. If you have suggestion pertaining to our war, gratitude of people Lirius would be great. We await your reply.
Rane drew a long breath and smiled grimly. To a scientist the wooden horse of Troy was anything but scientific, but to a scholar it had stood through the ages as a classical means of deception. His hands began to move over the keys as he typed out peculiar word combinations.
Rane was no dabbler in words, no writer, no scribe, but he did himself royally on that last and final message. He called to arm all the mythology he knew, and he described the wooden horse incident with great enthusiasm. Could not, he queried, a similar trick be attempted on Uranus? He clicked out his name with a flourish.
Three hours passed. The would-be scientist smoked cigarettes chain-fashion. He drank two cups of black coffee. The teletypes stood silent. Outside, rain of a dying storm lashed itself against the windows. Another hour passed and another, and then…
Vome, Lirius. General announcement to all peoples of Lirius. We are victorious! Dromeda is back, and the defeat of Uranus is an actuality. No indemnity will be demanded, but Lirian transports will hereafter have unrestricted rights in the spaceways. Defeat of Uranus came about in the following manner:
At 29:18, Lirius time, a message was received by the Unit A operator at Vome, purporting to come from Earth and suggesting a means of attack, which, though crude, struck a responsive chord with the commandant of the Lirian Expeditionary Force.
The suggestion involved the use of a wooden horse, hollow and large enough to secrete a number of Lirian soldiers. It was believed the word, “horse,” referred to higher form of animal life which was evolved on Earth during that planet’s Quaternary or Post Tertiary geologic period. This object was to be landed on Uranus, where, arousing curiosity, it would be taken within the walls. Under cover of Uranian night the concealed soldiers were to leave their hiding place and demolish the cosmic radiation towers, which heretofore had made attack impossible. This plan was immediately set into operation, a life-size image of a Voldadon, that herbivorous monster of the Lirian polar jungles being substituted for a “horse.” With such favorable results we can only express our full gratitude and appreciation to the Earth operator. The Interplanetary Diplomatic Council is how in session, outlining a plan of appreciation.
For the first time in many hours Rane permitted himself to sink back in his chair and relax slightly. What he had done, he told himself, was no more than any man in similar circumstances would have done. What was important was that a machine of his own making was successful beyond his most remote dreams, opening an unlimited path to the future.
He smoked a cigarette quietly, enjoying the atmosphere of rest and quiet that now flowed about him. Across on the far wall the hands of an electric clock moved slowly around the dial.
Suddenly the teletype began again. And as Rane read and decoded the message his heart leaped within him.
Vome, Lirius. To Joseph Rane, Granite Point, Earth. This is to notify you that a good-will expedition will leave from this planet to your world via one of our super-space transports. Dromeda, the most beautiful woman of Lirius, will be one of the passengers. Advise you to increase signal strength and broadcast power tone at intervals of five minutes, Earth-time, as guide beacon. Without this it is doubtful if we could find our way through uncharted space. Do not broadcast these facts as we wish to make our visit a complete surprise. Will inform you when to begin power tone on moment of departure —Unit A.
Rane sat there stupefied, his eyes blank, his jaw slowly dropping open. Seconds passed, and there was no sound save the wind as it moaned around the outside corners of the house. Then with a leap he was out of his chair and across to the rheostat control. They needed more power, did they? Well he had an auxiliary dynamo at his disposal, and he would give it to them. His hand trembled as it grasped the knob, began slowly to turn it to the right.
The motor hum increased to a high-frequency drone that seemed to tremble the very foundations of the house. The hour-glass tube changed from cherry red to a gleaming crimson. Louder roared the dynamos, as the control panel vibrated to a creamy whitish blur.
He returned, to the teletype and waited. Presently messages began to come in in swift succession. There was an announcement to all peoples of Lirius that preparations for the interplanetary expedition were already on the verge of completion. There was a statement by the King of Lirius, bidding good fortune and success. And there was a long statement, signed by the ten members of the Lirian Diplomatic Council, expressing appreciation to the Earth operator in the warmest terms.
Rane frowned slightly. The inhabitants of the other world were overdoing it a bit, he thought. After all, he had only sent them a suggestion. Somehow there seemed a lack of sincerity in the various communications he had received.
But abruptly the teletype clicked off the following:
Vome, Lirius. Transport now leaving. Begin power tone. We will contact you at intervals —Unit A.
Rane tripped a switch, disconnecting the keyboard, and pressed a small contact button. A low, droning roar filled the room. Holding the power tone steadily, he took out his watch and laid it down before him. Intermittently at exact five-minute intervals his hand pushed down on the button. Between those intervals he switched the teletype back in, ready for any message that might be transmitted by the transport en route.
A message did come, rattling off the keys at terrific speed, but this time Rane stared at it with puzzled eyes.
3inqv mysyel mc8qux uii3nef qb ucaekch. gclmwueba rsnioc 3inqv mj xvop Ikjhg. zxe utos qb dawquipmn…
This was odd. The key which he had applied to all previous messages and which in the last few hours he had learned practically by heart, failed absolutely to decipher the message. The grouped letters and numerals seemed to have been formed, in another language-cipher entirely.
“Some military code, no doubt,” Rane mused aloud. “They’re giving orders regarding the defeated planet, Uranus.”
But his eyes darkened perceptibly, and when after three more five-minute intervals of sending the power tone a second message, likewise undecipherable, came through, he turned the teletype over to transmission and went to work on the keyboard.
Unable to read your last two communications. What are you saying? —Rane.
No reply came to this interrogation. Puzzled, Rane took up paper and pencil, placed the strange messages before him and attempted to decode them. But he had no key word to work with this time, and he failed in each attempt.
Try though he would to disregard it, a lurking suspicion began to enter a far corner of his, brain. Why should the Lirians suddenly begin to send messages in a cipher which they knew he could not understand? Obviously, because they did not want him to know what they were saying. But why?
Abruptly he stumbled upon a clue by accident. A single word, 3inqv, he noted, had been repeated, several times, and contained a similar number of characters as the word earth. Hazarding a wild guess, he substituted “earth” for this combination, following with the other letters and words in a trial and error method. He worked rapidly, in between intervals of sending the power tone. Completed, the message bewildered him:
Earth power signal coming in clearly. Advancing toward Earth under full speed. All guns in readiness.
He read that last sentence three times while his lips tightened, and a queer glitter entered his eyes. The second communication in the new cipher was even stranger:
Reinforcements now leaving Lirius to aid you. 26 space dreadnoughts, three speed cruisers. Proceed with utmost caution. Attack immediately on arrival.
It was then that Rane jerked out of his chair, voicing a startled oath. He saw it all now, saw it clearly. And the cunning audacity, the treachery of it cut into him like a knife. This was no good-will expedition the Lirians were speeding through space. All statements to that effect had been a blind, tricking him into aiding them.
Drunk with power from their recent conquest of Uranus, the Lirians now planned to subjugate the earth. For years they had been aware of developments on earth, but through some error in calculations, or observations they had come to believe that terrestrial life had ceased to exist. Made aware of their mistake, they now intended to utilize their advantage of the situation.
The cold-blooded deceit of it staggered Rane. One outstanding fact overwhelmed him with its significance: it was his actions alone that were responsible for this trouble. He alone could stop it. He must do so!
The watch showed that the five minute time when the power-tone was to be sent was overdue. Even as he raced across the room to shut off the dynamos, the keys of the teletype swung into action.
No power tone. Send immediately.
He stood there, galvanized to immobility. Would the simple discontinuance of his signal beacon be sufficient to halt the invaders before they reached their destination? He didn’t know.
Demand power tone be sent at once. If not, dire consequences await you. Answer.
Still he made no move. Was this all some mad dream, some nightmare from which he would awake to laugh at his fears? The stark reality of the room, the humming dynamos, the printed words on the rolled paper told him only too clearly it wasn’t. In his mind’s eye he saw huge battle-craft from outer galaxies, armed with strange weapons, landing to spread fearful havoc. He saw cities and towns annihilated by forces the inhabitants could neither see nor understand. He saw:
Rane, Granite Point, Earth. Give you two minutes to send power tone. Reception vital or we cannot proceed. If you do not reply at the end of that time we will blast you through our four-dimensional teleray. Remember we are in wave-length contact with you. You are no doubt aware by now that this is an expedition of war. In this respect we promise you complete safety to yourself. We are desirous only of complete conquest of Earth, which will then be placed under our government as a planetary possession. We did not lie when we stated that Dromeda, the most beautiful woman in Lirius, is aboard this transport as a passenger. If you obey all instructions and do as we order, we promise you her hand in marriage, also high position in Lirian court circle plus large share of loot. Give you two minutes to send power tone. If not heard at the end of that interval, we discharge teleray into your station. You cannot escape.
Rane stood there like a man in a daze. His fists clenched slowly; he could feel a pulse pounding at his temple. On the instrument table the watch ticked away the seconds.
One minute dragged by. Every detail of the room seemed to stand forth with stereoscopic clarity now. The two silent teletypes squatted there on the wooden bench, mocking instruments of destruction. The drone of the dynamos sang a threnody of death.
Twice Rane attempted to rush to the door and escape the house. Each time a peculiar bluish spark spat across the binding posts on the instrument panel, and he felt a magnetic attraction radiate from it to thwart his will. Realization came to him that this time the Lirians meant what they said. They were still in contact with him, and they were exerting an unknown power to prevent his escape. It was a physical impossibility for him to leave the room.
Thirty—fifteen seconds more. He stared at the watch, glanced at the control-button and smiled grimly. He slid slowly into the chair before the instrument desk. How simple it would be! A turn of a switch, a pressure on a rubber knob, and his own life would be saved. And yet—
Two minutes slipped by. His mind made up, Rane sat rigid. He made no move to send the power tone.
And then it happened! A terrific, grinding roar belched forth from the bowels of the machine. A huge cloud of greenish black smoke shot upward, and a span of white fire arced across the cables to envelope the scientist in a shroud of flame.
Like some monstrous Gatling gun, the thunderous crashes pounded madly through the room. The fire rose higher to lick hungrily at the ceiling. Then it died, to reveal a mass of twisted smoking metal with the body of Rane lifeless beside it.




On August 5th the New York Times carried the following small article on the bottom of its third page:
What was thought to be a new dark star of unknown origin was wrapped in mystery today after Professor Howard K. Althra, eminent astronomer of Mount Wilson Observatory, revealed his observations of the past two nights had ended in failure.
Two nights ago Professor Althra, aided by almost perfect atmospheric conditions, sighted a dark point moving out of the constellation Gemini, between Saturn and Neptune, and heading toward the earth at terrific speed. Professor Althra was able, to chart the course of this body through space by its frequent and unexplainable variations of course, but he was unable to determine definitely whether it was a large body seen at a great distance or a small body close to earth.
“At the time of the last observation,” Professor Althra stated, “it almost seemed as if it faltered there in space, then turned about and headed back for the constellation Gemini. This, of course, is impossible, and I am unable to state definitely what the nature of the object was.”



MONSTER KIDNAPS GIRL AT MAD SCIENTIST’S COMMAND!, by Lawrence Watt-Evans
It slithered up to the bar and settled onto the stool beside me.
“Gin and tonic,” it told the bartender.
The bartender gave it the eye. “Got any I.D.?” he asked.
The thing writhed around for a moment, and produced a battered wallet from somewhere. It flipped the billfold open, extracted a folded paper, and handed it to the bartender.
“What’s this?” he said warily, picking it up. “This ain’t no driver’s license.”
“I can’t drive,” it said apologetically. “That’s my genetic experiment authorization form.”
The bartender unfolded the paper and looked it over.
“Hmph,” he snorted. “Looks okay. Where’s the date?”
It extended a pseudopod and pointed.
“Oh, I see it,” the bartender said. He blinked at it, and then grinned. “Hey, kid,” he said, “Happy birthday!” He dropped the paper on the bar and reached for the bottle of gin.
“Thanks,” the thing said.
It looked like about four hundred pounds of tentacles and slime. Two stalked eyes projected from a scaly purple lump that didn’t have enough of a neck to be a head, and the rest of the face consisted of slit nostrils, a big sloppy maw, and a row of tendrils. The dominant color, overall, was a bilious green.
It looked familiar, but I couldn’t place it at first.
A tentacle retrieved the paper from the bar. I watched, trying not to be blatant about it, and saw where it went—a belly pouch.
The bartender set the gin and tonic on the bar, and the thing picked it up gingerly in one tentacle. The eyes drooped down to focus on the glass, and it took a tentative sip.
I smiled. “Just turned twenty-one, huh?” I asked.
The eyes swung around to look at me, and then the mouth stretched into a grin bigger than my head. “That obvious, huh?” it said.
I recognized that grin.
“Hey, I know you!” I said, “You were in the remake of ‘Return of the Jedi,’ right? In Jabba’s throne room?”
The grin grew wider. “Yeah,” it said, “That was me.”
“Hey, you were great!” I said. “Really!”
“Thanks,” it said, eyestalks dipping modestly.
“Hey, drink up—next round’s on me!” I said. “I don’t meet very many famous movie actors.” I raised my glass and took a slug of bourbon.
It raised its own glass and took another sip, a little larger this time. I signalled the bartender, and laid my MasterCard on the bar. “Keep ‘em coming,” I said, indicating the monster and myself.
“You don’t have to do that…” it began while the barkeep was running the card through the reader.
“No, it’s okay,” I said, “I’ve got the money—I can afford it.”
“Well,” it said, “If you’re sure…”
“I’m sure,” I said, “Drink up!”
It drank.
“You always been in movies?” I asked.
It nodded. “Oh, yeah,” it said, “I was made for the movies. Ever see an oldie called ‘Pets’?”
I sat back and thought for a minute, and it came back to me.
“I think I did,” I said. “Big-budget horror movie, right? Tom Cruise as the crazy old hermit? Jennifer Bacon as the Marine sergeant?”
“That’s the one,” it agreed. “I was one of the extras, when all the monsters start coming out of the attic. I was six months old, could barely crawl. They ordered me up special for that film.”
I nodded. “You remember working on it?”
It stared at me. “What, are you nuts? I was six months old! What do you remember that far back?”
“Nothing,” I admitted.
“Well, I don’t either,” it said, miffed. “You think I’m some kind of freak?”
I hesitated, and then pointed out, “Well, you are a monster.”
“Sure I am,” it said, “And proud of it, too! But that doesn’t mean I’m not human.”
“Ummm…” I began.
“Legally,” it said warningly, “I’m human.”
I shrugged. “Okay,” I said, “You’re human. No offense. But come on, how am I supposed to know how different you are? You’ve got to admit, you aren’t exactly just another face in the crowd! I’m sorry if I offended you, but I’ve never had a chance to talk to a movie monster before.”
“All right,” it relented, “Apology accepted.”
I gulped bourbon. “So,” I said, “You started out in ‘Pets’ when you were a baby. Then what?”
“Well, the studio put me up for adoption, but got no takers, and then the Artificial Child Welfare Act went through and the producer of ‘Pets’ found himself playing Daddy to fifteen of us little monsters and farmed most of us out to relatives and ex-wives. I got lucky, I guess; Mom was ex-wife number two, and far too good for that son of a bitch. She raised me like her own son.” It—or rather, “he,” going by that last sentence—sniffled a little and slurped gin.
I nodded. “So was the Jedi remake your next role?”
“Naw,” he said, “Of course not! Mom needed money to support me—we eat a lot—and why shouldn’t I help earn my keep, when it’s so easy for me? I was in ‘Arms Race,’ and ‘Ms. McGillicuddy on Mars,’ and a couple of others—‘Jedi’ was my sixth. I was nine.”
“Nine?” I marvelled. “I’ll be damned; that was a hell of a performance for a kid your age!”
“I know,” he said. “I was good. I could always get work, even when half us monsters were on welfare.” He drank gin, and I realized he was on his third or fourth; the bartender had been refilling them so smoothly I hadn’t even noticed. I’d only had one before the kid came in, and was working on my third over all.
I was just far enough gone not to worry about what might happen if I got a four-hundred-pound monster, a monster unfamiliar with alcohol, good and drunk.
“So if life’s so good,” I asked, “How come you’re here drinking alone on your birthday?”
One eye had wandered off; the other had drooped somewhat. Now it rose up straight again and stared at me, though the other one was still looking somewhere in the direction of the video.
“You don’t want to hear it,” he said at last.
“Sure I do!” I said.
The other eye wheeled back around. “If you’re so damn curious,” he asked, “Then what are you doing here drinking by yourself?”
I shrugged. “I’ve got nothing better to do.”
Both eyes were trying to focus on me and not quite managing it, and a fifth gin and tonic was in a nearby tentacle. “Who are you, anyway?” he demanded.
I held out a hand. “Ryan Tewary,” I said. “And what do you go by?”
It reluctantly held out a tentacle, and we shook. “They call me Bo,” he said. “My real name’s Genex H W Two-Forty-Four Dash Oh-Six.”
“Pleased to meet you, Bo,” I said. “Call me Rye.”
He nodded.
“You haven’t said what you’re doing here,” I remarked.
I think he glowered at me, but with his anatomy it was hard to be sure. “I just turned twenty-one,” he said, “I shouldn’t buy myself a legal drink to celebrate?”
“You’ve had a lot more than one,” I pointed out—the fifth glass was empty. “And besides, isn’t it sort of traditional to party with friends, not by yourself?”
“What makes you so snoopy?” he asked.
I shrugged. “Just curious. Scientific curiosity.”
“You’re a scientist?”
I nodded.
“Microbiology?”
I didn’t like the tone he used to say that, and I was glad I wasn’t a genetic engineer. “No,” I said, “Flavor chemistry.”
Bo nodded. He looked at the barman and held out his glass. “Fill ‘er up,” he said.
“Kid,” the bartender said, “I think you’ve had enough for now.”
Even in my own less than entirely sober condition I could see his point, so before it could turn into an argument I said, “Come on, kid, let’s find someplace friendlier.”
Bo’s eyes swiveled a little unsteadily, looking over the bartender, the bar, and me, and then he nodded. “Right,” he said. He slithered off the stool. I signed the tab and got up.
“I’m still buying,” I said as we headed for the door.
“Hey, you don’t have to,” he said. “I’ve got money. Truth is, I’m stinkin’ rich, y’know. Movie work pays.”
“That’s okay,” I said, “I’m stinkin’ rich, too.”
He stopped in the doorway and looked me over.
“You said you’re a chemist?”
“A flavor chemist,” I agreed.
“That pays well?”
I motioned for him to stop blocking the door as I said, “What’re your three favorite flavors of ice cream, Bo?”
He blinked at me, puzzled. “You talking shop? I’m no chemist.”
“Just tell me your three favorite flavors.”
“Uh…vanilla, coffee, and creamberry, I guess,” he said as he worked his way out onto the sidewalk.
“Well, I invented creamberry.”
He stopped dead and stared at me. “You did?” he said.
I nodded, and pointed at the drifting stardust up the street. “Let’s try that place,” I said.
“Okay.”
We walked on in silence for a moment—at least, I walked; I’m not sure how to describe what Bo did, but it moved him along. It wasn’t really slithering.
Then he asked, “So if you’re a rich, famous inventor, why don’t you have anything better to do than go out drinking with me?”
“If you’re a rich, famous movie monster…” I began.
He wiggled a tentacle at me. “Okay, I get the idea. I’ll tell my story if you tell yours first.”
“It’s a deal. Mine’s real short. About a year after creamberry hit the market, I had a little industrial accident—my own damn fault, I’m not blaming anybody. I got careless. Nothing all that serious, by most standards—just minor nerve damage.”
“Uh…what kind of nerve damage?”
“Nothing much,” I said bitterly. “I lost my sense of smell, that’s all.”
“But…oh. You’re a flavor chemist.”
“I was, anyway. But now…well, I can still run the computer, but that’s about it.”
“Jeez,” he said, “That’s rough!”
I didn’t answer at first, except by pushing open the door of the bar, but then I burst out, “Damn right it’s rough! I get so damn mad about it! One stupid little mistake and my whole career is gone!”
We sat down at the bar; the bartender was busy down at the other end.
“So you lost your career,” he said. “I can see the drinking, I guess. But don’t you have any friends to party with?” He seemed to realize he’d been a bit blunt, and he turned his eyestalks away, ostentatiously examining the decor.
“Not any more,” I said. “People get tired of drinking with somebody who just gets morose about it.”
The eyes drifted back in my direction, and he might have nodded a bit—or maybe that was just swaying. He’d been drinking a lot, after all, and he was new at it. “Um,” he said.
“So what’s your beef?” I said.
That huge mouth of his sort of pursed up for a minute; then he leaned over toward me and whispered, “It’s sort of embarrassing.”
“Spit it out,” I said, “I’m hardened.”
He blinked, and spat it out.
“I’m still a virgin.”
I blinked at that.
“You’re a virgin,” I said stupidly.
He nodded. “Twenty-one years old and I’ve never gotten laid. Never even gotten close.”
I thought about that for a second, and then said, “Um…pardon my asking this, Bo—but just what else did you expect, given your, ah…your appearance?”
“I don’t know what the hell I expected, but I sure know what I wanted,” he said bitterly, “And this ain’t it!”
“But…Bo, your anatomy, I mean…”
“I know what you mean,” he said. “Look, I don’t know that much about it, I don’t think anyone does, but Rye, I’ve been interested in girls since I was twelve, and I’ve got the equipment— maybe not exactly like most guys, but it works. I’ve been whacking off since I was thirteen—and I’m still just whacking off.”
“Ah…what kind of girls?” I asked.
“Girl girls, stupid! You think because I look like this that I only want to screw monsters? Hey, you don’t look like Valerie Bertinelli yourself, y’know.”
“What about female movie monsters?”
He snorted, a truly disgusting sound. “Bleah!” he said. “Maybe they don’t look as bad to me as they do to you—I mean, I’m used to what I see in the mirror, and I’m happy with it—but they sure don’t have any sex appeal, either. I mean, would you want to make it with a movie monster?”
I had to admit I had never considered the idea, and didn’t find it very appealing.
“Besides,” Bo went on, “There are only about sixty of us, all together, and because of all the legal trouble they aren’t making any more, and almost all of us are male. A couple I think are neuter. I don’t know why they did that, but they did.”
I knew why they did that, actually—I was old enough to remember when the point was brought up in the papers. They didn’t want anyone taking chances on maybe producing a fertile female monster that could be the mother for whole new generations of monsters. I decided not to mention that.
The bartender came up about then, and Bo shut up. I gave the barkeep my card and told her, “It’s all on me. I’ll have bourbon and ginger. My friend here will have a Coke.”
“Hey,” Bo protested.
“You don’t think you’ve had enough?” I asked him.
“Hell, no! Look, I told you why…”
I held up a hand. “Okay,” I said, “What’ll it be?”
He considered. “Get the Coke,” he told the bartender, “But put rum in it.”
“Right,” she said.
While she was getting the drinks, I asked, “So are all you guys frustrated, then?”
He shrugged, an awe-inspiring sight. “I don’t know,” he said. “I mean, it’s not that easy to talk about. I get the impression that a lot of us, especially the younger ones, just aren’t interested.”
The bartender arrived with his drink; he took a slurp and said, “I sure am, though.”
The barkeep left, and I asked, “You ever date anyone?”
He snorted again, and his rum-and-Coke foamed up.
“You ever try?” I asked.
He hesitated, and then he admitted, “Well, yeah. There was this girl in high school who got used to me, and I thought she liked me. Her name was Ashley, and she was a cute little blonde, and she’d say hi to me every day in the halls. So one day I met her after school and asked if I could take her out to a movie or something, and she just stared at me, and then she started to giggle, and then she just burst out laughing, and I said something stupid, I forget what, and she was practically rolling on the ground, laughing at me…”
I thought he was going to start bawling, but he gathered himself together and took a deep breath—that was something to see!—and then went on, “So after that I never even asked again. And I sort of avoided girls in general. And then I started avoiding guys, too, because they’d all talk about their dates, or how hot their sex lives were, or later on they’d even be talking about their wives, and I haven’t even gone on my first damn date!”
He slammed the glass of rum-and-Coke down on the bar with that last word, and it shattered. He looked at it stupidly and said, “Oops.”
“No problem,” I said, mopping up the mess with a stack of paper napkins and waving to the bartender with my free hand.
She came and we got the mess cleaned up and added to our bill, and a twenty-dollar cash tip let us stay where we were and go on drinking.
“Maybe I have had about enough,” Bo admitted as he sipped his replacement Coke—no rum this time.
I nodded.
“You know,” I said, “You shouldn’t let that one girl, Ashley, ruin your whole life, Bo. I mean, she was just a kid, and you caught her by surprise. You’re older now, you’re not a kid, you’re a little more self-assured—you should try again.”
“Yeah, but I’m not in school any more, either—where am I supposed to find someone to ask?”
“Anywhere,” I said, with a sweeping gesture that left me a little dizzy. It began to register that I’d been drinking a little more than was good for me, but I didn’t let that interfere with my speech. “Right here in this bar, maybe. The world’s full of beautiful women, Bo, and they aren’t all unreachable. You’re a nice guy, you’re rich, you’re famous—you aren’t handsome, but you can’t have everything, and hey, you’re different, right? There’s gotta be a girl for you somewhere! All you need to do is find her—and you’ll never find her if you don’t look! Right?”
He stared at me with drooping eyes. “Right,” he said, a bit doubtfully.
“And you’ve gotta let them know you mean it, Bo! That girl Ashley probably thought it was a joke—I mean, she probably didn’t realize you were serious, that you’ve got the same needs and desires as any other guy. You need to make a girl know you really want her—you have to sweep her right off her feet!”
I was losing the thread of what I was saying, and wasn’t sure I was making sense any more, but it took a real effort to shut myself up.
I was so busy gathering my wits that I didn’t realize at first that Bo was staring at me. His eyes weren’t drooping any more.
“You’re right, Rye,” he said, “You’re damn right!”
Then he got off the stool, and I tried to get off my own, but my feet got tangled and I went over sideways, and by the time I was untangled I’d forgotten why I wanted to get up in the first place, and it seemed like an awful lot of effort when there was a perfectly good floor there for me to lie on.
Then the bartender was there leaning over me, which was a very interesting sight indeed, and I enjoyed that for a minute before I realized she was trying to get me back on my feet.
I was glad to cooperate, once I knew what she wanted, but even so, it took both of us to get me upright.
And once I was upright, the first thing I did was to sit down again—not on a stool this time; the bartender got me to a booth.
“No more drinks for you,” she said. “You want some coffee, or something to sober you up?”
“No coffee,” I said, “But I could use something, I guess.”
She brought something, a little green pill and some orange juice to wash it down, and I swallowed it all and sat back, while she went back to her duties. The stuff began to work in a minute or two, or maybe the booze was just wearing off on its own, and I was able to lift my head and look around and realize that I didn’t see Bo anywhere.
“Hey,” I called to the bartender, “Where’d Bo go?”
“Who?”
“The guy I came in with—the movie monster. Where is he?”
She shrugged. “He…”
That was as far as she got, because she was interrupted by an ear-piercing shriek.
We turned just in time to see Bo weaving his way out the door with a chunky redhead in his tentacles.
I don’t mean walking alongside—Bo was carrying her, and she didn’t look at all happy about it. She was kicking and struggling, and she was the source of the shriek we’d heard.
Bo seemed oblivious to her reaction; his eyes were waving about wildly, and he was staggering—at least, I think it was staggering, but since I never figured out his means of propulsion in the first place I can’t be sure. Let’s just say his path was not a straight line.
“I’m calling the cops,” the bartender said, and she slipped away.
I got to my feet, wavered for a moment until the floor steadied itself, and then staggered out the door after Bo.
It wasn’t hard to spot him—a four-hundred-pound monster carrying a screaming woman down the middle of an otherwise quiet street does sort of stand out from the background.
I tried to run after him, but with all the liquor sloshing in me it wasn’t much of a run, and he was really moving. I hadn’t realized he could go that fast. He’d gone three blocks before I got close, and by then I was too out of breath to yell at him; I just tottered along behind him, trying to suck in enough air to be heard over the redhead’s hollering.
Then we heard the sirens.
“Oh, shit,” I said.
Bo stopped where he was and looked around, puzzled, still holding the girl.
She stopped yelling and looked around, too.
A moment later the first cop car pulled up in front of us, and two cops climbed out, one on either side. One had his revolver out, and the other had a riot gun.
“All right, hold it right there!” the one with the shotgun called.
Bo blinked, and I thought I’d never seen so stupid an expression on anybody’s face, human or otherwise.
“You mean me?” he said, in a tiny little voice.
Another car pulled up, and some idiot in civilian clothes stuck his head and a camera out the window and started shooting.
“Put the lady down!” the cop called.
Bo looked down at her in surprise, as if he’d forgotten he was carrying her.
“Jeez, miss, I’m sorry,” he said. “I guess I got carried away.” He lowered her gently and stood her on her feet.
“I was the one who got carried away!” she snapped. She tugged her purse free from where it had snagged in Bo’s belly pouch.
I figured the crisis was over, so I stepped up and put a hand on Bo’s tentacle.
“Freeze!” shouted the cop with the revolver, and I froze, startled.
“Put up your hands!” the other one yelled.
I put up my hands, saying, “Officer, it’s okay, really, he’s harmless!”
Bo raised his tentacles, too. On him it didn’t look much like a gesture of surrender, though— more like he was getting ready to pounce. Fortunately, the cops didn’t take it that way.
“You okay, lady?” one of them called.
“Yeah, I’m fine,” she said, and she started to walk away, back toward the bar.
“Hold it!” the cop called, and she stopped, startled.
Then about three dozen other cops started arriving, and we were all bundled into a police van and taken to the station.
They put cuffs on me, and tried to put them on Bo, but they wouldn’t stay, just kept sliding off. He tried to look sheepish about it, but it didn’t really work.
One cop even went up to the redhead with a pair of cuffs, but she snarled at him and said, “I’m the victim, bozo!”
The guy with the camera followed us.
At the station they checked our I.D., and after a few minutes of standing around looking confused the cops got us into a quiet little room, where a cop in plainclothes asked, “What’s the story?”
Bo and I looked at each other, unsure who should say what, and the redhead took the opportunity to say, “This stupid monster kidnapped me!”
“I did not!” Bo burst out.
“You did too!” she shouted at him.
The cop held up his hands for quiet, and they subsided. Then he pointed at me.
“You,” he said, “Who are you?”
“Doctor Ryan Tewary,” I said.
“What do you say happened here?”
I sort of shuffled uncomfortably, then said, “I didn’t see all of it, but I think it was just a misunderstanding. My friend here, Bo, was a little drunk, and he wanted to ask this lady for a date, and…and I don’t know what happened after that.”
“He kidnapped me, that’s what!” the redhead announced.
The cop turned to her. “Tell me about it,” he said, “And start with your name.”
“Sheena Dubois,” she said. “I was sittin’ in the bar when this monster comes up and says hello, and asks if he can buy me a drink, and I was sort of surprised, but I said yeah, and then he asks if I’d like to go somewhere for a bite to eat or something, and I looked at him and figured it had to be some kind of a joke, so I said…ah…”
Her voice trailed off for a moment, but the cop prompted her, “Go on.”
“Well, I said, you know, where he’s a monster, I said, you look more like you’d like to eat me, and he grinned at me and said sure, if you want, and then he picked me up and carried me out of the bar, and then you guys came and stopped him. I guess it was supposed to be a joke, but it went a bit too far for me, you know?”
Bo had been staring at her during this speech, his eyes widening and his mouth coming open with surprise. “I thought…” he began.
The cop turned to him. “You thought what?” he asked.
“I thought she meant like…like oral sex, you know? I thought she was…”
The cop stared at him. Ms. Dubois blushed crimson. “Oh,” she said. “I was… I didn’t think of that.”
Bo said, “Hey, I’m not a cannibal! You think I’d be walking the streets if I were dangerous? Come on!”
The cop just stared.
“It’s not my fault the way I look!” Bo said to him.
The cop sighed. “I suppose not,” he admitted, “But I’d have thought you’d be used to dumb jokes about it by now.”
Bo shook his head. “You never get used to it,” he said mournfully. “Maybe if I… I don’t feel too well.”
“He’s been drinking a lot,” I volunteered, “And he’s not used to it. We were celebrating his birthday—he just turned twenty-one.”
The cop stared at me this time.
“So what did you have to do with all this?” he asked.
“Nothing, really. I mean, I do feel a little responsible, because I’d been buying Bo’s drinks, and we were talking about women, you know, and I said he should be a little more forceful when he asked women out, and I guess he took that wrong, and…” I let that trail off, and then offered helpfully, “I was drunk, too.”
The cop turned to Ms. Dubois and asked, “Do you want to press charges? We can call it battery, or kidnapping, or attempted rape, or we can just forget the whole thing as a simple misunderstanding. What’ll it be?”
She blushed again, and then said, “Oh, forget it. It was a misunderstanding. I didn’t know… I mean, he… Never mind.”
“Fine,” the cop said. “We’ve got your name and address—tell the clerk where we can get hold of you if we need you, and you can go.” He waved her away, and she marched out.
When the door opened I saw the guy with the camera standing right there, listening.
The cop asked a few more questions, and then booked us as drunk and disorderly, and the night court judge let us plead guilty and take a fine and a night in jail to sleep it off, which we did. I didn’t feel like going home, anyway.
They put us in the same cell, and kept us there until noon. It was nice and quiet and we slept well. No video—not in a local jail like that.
I woke up around ten, feeling a little rocky but not too bad, and called a guard, who brought us breakfast and, for an additional ten bucks, a morning newspaper, one of the tabloids. I opened it out and saw the headline— “Monster Kidnaps Girl At Mad Scientist’s Command!”
I blinked, and looked at the photo of Bo standing there in the street holding Sheena Dubois and looking stupid, with me crouched just behind him. It was easily the worst picture of me ever taken—I looked completely demented.
I started reading.
“Dr. Ryan Tewary, famed scientist and inventor who suffered brain damage in a laboratory accident two years ago, appears to have been the instigator of a wild late-night rampage by the monster known as Genex HW 244-06…”
I resented that; it wasn’t brain damage, just nerve damage. I wondered if I should sue for libel.
The whole article was quite something—the writer seemed to alternate between describing Bo as a blood-crazed monster running amok and a poor, pitiful, misunderstood creature who just wanted a little love.
I, on the other hand, was consistently described as a lunatic.
I was just folding the paper when Bo stirred.
“Good morning,” I called.
An eye curled around in my direction and opened.
“It wasn’t all a bad dream after all, was it?” he asked.
“Afraid not,” I said, thoughtfully sitting on the newspaper. He was clearly not ready to deal with it.
The guard heard his voice, I guess, because he came back and said, “Hey, Bo, your agent’s on the phone, and I told her you weren’t awake yet, but I can’t get her to take no for an answer. You want to come talk to her?”
He blinked, and sort of shrugged, and said, “Sure, I guess so. I wonder how she knew where to find me, though?”
I bit my lip and didn’t say anything, and Bo followed the guard down to the phone.
He talked for a long time, while I ate my breakfast and read the funnies.
When he came back Bo was clearly puzzled.
“What’s up?” I asked, as the guard let him back into the cell.
“She says it was a great stunt,” he said slowly, “And why didn’t I tell her what I was going to do, and will I take two mil for the rights to my life story, and do I want to play myself? Oh, and there are some other offers, too.” He looked at me. “Rye, what’s she talking about?”
I showed him the newspaper. He sat down on his bunk to read it.
He made an unhappy noise when he got to the paragraph about thoughtless genetic engineers failing to consider the sex drives of their creations, but other than that he didn’t say anything.
“They make me sound like a real freak!” he said when he’d finished it.
I just nodded.
“You know what my agent said, on the phone? She said they wanted to make a movie about me. They even have the advertising campaign worked out.”
“Really?” He didn’t sound pleased about it, so I didn’t say anything more than that.
“Yeah,” he said. He stood up and struck a dramatic pose. “They made him a monster,” he declaimed, “But his heart was human—until an uncaring world drove him to acts of monstrous defiance!” He turned and spat at the sink. “What a lot of garbage!” he said, in his usual tones. “I mean, they’re really making me sound like I’m a complete psycho, or something.” He shook his head sadly.
“It’s a lousy world,” I agreed.
“They must’ve seen the article,” he said, picking up the tabloid and starting to read through it again.
He was just finishing it for the third time when the guard came to let us out.
“Noon,” he announced. “Use the pay phone out front if you need to make any calls.” He took the breakfast tray, and then herded us out of the little cell block.
We collected our belongings, such as they were, and headed for the front door. As we approached, though, we both slowed down.
The doors of the station were glass, and we could see the little crowd out front, waving their home-made signs about.
“Outlaw Monsters!” said one. “End Genetic Experiments NOW!” said another. “Make our streets safe!” said a third. All in all, there were maybe twenty or thirty people milling about in an angry, unsettled way.
We stopped, our noses to the glass, and stared. Bo’s eyes drooped in dismay.
Something caught my eye, and I pointed off to one side, where a smaller group stood, a little apart from the rest—three or four young women who weren’t carrying any signs or marching about. They were standing and staring at us. They didn’t look as hostile as the others.
“I wonder what they’re doing here,” I said. “They don’t seem to be part of the demonstration.”
Bo shrugged. “Just curiosity seekers, probably,” he said. “I am in the movies, after all.” He snorted derisively.
I nodded.
A sky-blue limo pulled up just behind the smaller group. A door opened, and a plump dark-haired woman got out and stood there, looking at the protestors. Bo pointed and said, “That’s Jenny, my agent. I asked her for a lift. Can we drop you somewhere?”
“Thanks,” I said, “I could use a ride.”
We both looked out at the mob again, and I said, “I don’t think they’ll hurt us, but it doesn’t look like they’re going to leave, either.”
Bo agreed.
“I guess we’d better just make a dash for it,” I said.
He agreed again, and opened the door.
We didn’t run, but we walked quickly. None of the demonstrators touched us, but a few of them yelled insults, most of them obscene.
We were almost to the limo when one of the smaller group, a cute little brunette, jumped forward and grabbed Bo’s tentacle.
“Bo,” she said, “You can eat me if you like—and I’ll eat you right back. I’ve never made it with a movie monster.”
Bo’s mouth fell open; so did mine.
Three other girls were right behind her, making similar offers either verbally or with body language.
Jenny was in the car, motioning for us to hurry up. The motor was running. I got into the limo and pulled Bo in after me.
Two of the girls managed to climb in before the door closed. We pulled away from the curb as they climbed onto Bo’s ample lap.
He stared at them for a minute, then grinned and threw a tentacle around each. They cuddled up to him, squealing, and the tentacles slipped down a little lower.
I told the driver where to drop me off.
Jenny the agent ignored everything, and just sat staring at the street ahead.
A few minutes later the car pulled over to the curb and I reached for the latch. Then I paused. I leaned over and whispered in his ear, “They’re just using you. They just want to try something kinky. They don’t really care about you.”
He looked up from the brunette’s cleavage and asked, “So what?” Bo grinned at me. “Hey, Rye,” he said, “True love would be nice, but up until now I’ve had nothing at all. Kinky sex has to be a heck of a lot better than nothing.”
I didn’t know what to say. I climbed out of the car and closed the door. As I was about to step away, the window slid down and Bo’s eyes emerged.
“Hey, Rye,” he said, “Thanks for everything! You were right—I just needed to be more forceful!”
He waved a tentacle as the car pulled away.



GREAT MINDS, by Edward M. Lerner
“It’s very much as I expected,” the intruder said without preamble.
Entering my cozy den, I had encountered him seated in my massive leather wingchair, shoes up on my broad mahogany desk, savoring one of my Cuban cigars. A snifter of brandy rested on the leather blotter, within his easy reach. The aroma was Napoleonic.
As I was unsurprised to find him. “Please, don’t get up.”
“You’re very gracious.” He grinned. The smile was world-famous: toothy, and slightly off-kilter. I saw it every morning in the mirror. Not that there weren’t differences. There always were: in haircut, clothing style, glasses instead of contacts, whatever. I found his sideburns curiously short. “I mean considering.”
Considering, as we both knew, he was here to take my life. Leather squeaked as his feet swung from the desk and he straightened his posture. Getting down to business. “The greatest minds of the millennium could not reach a common understanding what the math meant.” Meaning: He couldn’t have been expected to figure it out.
He was a whiner, a self-justifier—for which I was grateful. That character flaw was the only reason I was still here. He was also wrong. Proof by counterexample: I had decided I would solve the puzzle. Eventually, he had made the same choice. And, in our own times, in our respective ways, each of us had been successful.
His over-rehearsed rationalization tumbled out. “Bohr, Heisenberg, Einstein, Pauli, von Neumann, Schrodinger, Planck…them and more. Giants. You know the list. They never agreed on the physical significance of the math. Who was I to hope to understand the reality underlying the mathematical formalism of quantum mechanics?”
Meaning: He lost hope, and somehow it became justifiable that I should pay the piper.
“And so for a long time, I gave up. I denied the problem. My career went another way.” He paused for a sip. “But for years, for decades, I could not help but wonder. Every day, billions of transistors demonstrated some underlying truth to the theory. Quantum mechanics describes something. I had to know what.”
His non-smoking hand, when not busy with the consumption of my best brandy, darted from time to time to pat something unseen in his coat pocket. It seemed to give him confidence.
“And so you returned to physics.” I had never left it.
He admired the many plaques and photos gracing the darkly paneled walls of the room. “And so I realized, I decided, what you had much earlier. The Copenhagen Interpretation—that certain physical specifics go beyond being unmeasurable, that to even inquire about them represented a misunderstanding of the physical universe—was, if true, an explanation inherently unprovable.
“What was provable, if true, was another explanation altogether: the Many Worlds Interpretation. If I could detect other universes, show that events happened in all possible ways, not just in whatever random way ‘the wave function collapsed’ without cause or explanation in ours, the great QM debate would be resolved. But among the myriads of myriads, for which other universe would I aim? And what evidence of that other place would be unambiguous?”
His nervous pocket-patting was growing more frequent. If my suspicions about the device in that pocket were correct—and who better than I to understand my visitor’s thinking—I did not have much time. “And then you realized…if MWI were true, there must be other universes in which another you”—such as me—“had stayed the course.” My eyes followed his to the Nobel Prize certificate and medallion in their softly illuminated, velvet-lined display case.
Because you got greedy. You saw you need not settle for fame beginning at age fifty-five—my present age, hence your own. You could do better. Much better. By switching places, you could seize the fruits of fame from another you who had proven the MWI years earlier.
Do you think you are the first me to have had that realization?
Below his line of sight, I clicked my heels twice. The radio beacon thus triggered activated the mechanism hidden within my/his chair.




There are universes without number. Among the myriads is one where a different quantum outcome was enough to change the career of an unknown microbe. Newton died there in the great plague of 1665, at age twenty-three. The development of physics was, as a result, greatly impeded. Onto that parallel, low-tech plane of existence now materialized a new occupant.
I am not a cruel man. I sincerely hope my recent visitor—and the dozen earlier versions of me—enjoy their opportunity to make real advances in physics.



THE MAN WHO EVOLVED, by Edmond Hamilton
There were three of us in Pollard’s house on that night that I try vainly to forget. Dr. John Pollard himself, Hugh Dutton and I, Arthur Wright—we were the three. Pollard met that night a fate whose horror none could dream; Dutton has since that night inhabited a state institution reserved for the insane, and I alone am left to tell what happened.
It was on Pollard’s invitation that Dutton and I went up to his isolated cottage. We three had been friends and room-mates at the New York Technical University. Our friendship was perhaps a little unusual, for Pollard was a number of years older than Dutton and myself and was different in temperament, being rather quieter by nature. He had followed an intensive course of biological studies, too, instead of the ordinary engineering courses Dutton and I had taken.
As Dutton and I drove northward along the Hudson on that afternoon, we found ourselves reviewing what we knew of Pollard’s career. We had known of his taking his master’s and doctor’s degrees, and had heard of his work under Braun, the Vienna biologist whose theories had stirred up such turmoil. We had heard casually, too, that afterwards he had come back to plunge himself in private research at the country-house beside the Hudson he had inherited. But since then we had had no word from him and had been somewhat surprised to receive his telegrams inviting us to spend the weekend with him.
It was drawing into early-summer twilight when Dutton and I reached a small riverside village and were directed to Pollard’s place, a mile or so beyond. We found it easily enough, a splendid old pegged-frame house that for a hundred-odd years had squatted on a low hill above the river. Its outbuildings were clustered around the big house like the chicks about some protecting hen.
Pollard himself came out to greet us. “Why, you boys have grown up!” was his first exclamation. “Here I’ve remembered you as Hughie and Art, the campus trouble-raisers, and you look as though you belong to business clubs and talk everlastingly about sales-resistance!”
“That’s the sobering effect of commercial life,” Dutton explained, grinning. “It hasn’t touched you, you old oyster—you look the same as you did five years ago.”
He did, too, his lanky figure and slow smile and curiously thoughtful eyes having changed not a jot. Yet Pollard’s bearing seemed to show some rather more than usual excitement and I commented on it.
“If I seem a little excited it’s because this is a great day for me,” he answered.
“Well, you are in luck to get two fine fellows like Dutton and me to trail up to this hermitage of yours,” I began, but he shook his head smilingly.
“I don’t refer to that. Art, though I’m mighty glad you’ve come. As for my hermitage, as you call it, don’t say a word against it. I’ve been able to do work here I could never have done amid the distractions of a city laboratory.”
His eyes were alight. “If you two knew what—but there, you’ll hear it soon enough. Let’s get inside—I suppose you’re hungry?”
“Hungry—not I,” I assured him. “I might devour half a steer or some trifle like that, but I have really no appetite for anything else today.”
“Same here,” Dutton said. “I just pick at my food lately. Give me a few dozen sandwiches and a bucket of coffee and I consider it a full meal.”
“Well, we’ll see what we can do to tempt your delicate appetites,” said Pollard, as we went inside.
We found his big house comfortable enough, with long, low-ceilinged rooms and broad windows looking riverward. After putting our bags in a bedroom, and while his housekeeper and cook prepared dinner. Pollard escorted us on a tour of inspection of the place. We were most interested in his laboratory.
It was a small wing he had added to the house, of frame construction outside to harmonize with the rest of the building, but inside offering a gleaming vista of white-tiled walls and polished instruments. A big cube-like structure of transparent metal surmounted by a huge metal cylinder resembling a monster vacuum tube, took up the room’s center, and he showed us in an adjoining stone-floored room the dynamos and motors of his private power-plant. Night had fallen by the time we finished dinner, the meal having been prolonged by our reminiscences. The housekeeper and cook had gone. Pollard explaining that the servants did not sleep in the place. We sat smoking for a while in his living-room, Dutton looking appreciatively around at our comfortable surroundings.
“Your hermitage doesn’t seem half-bad. Pollard,” he commented. “I wouldn’t mind this easy life for a while myself.”
“Easy life?” repeated Pollard. “That’s all you know about it, Hugh. The fact is that I’ve never worked so hard in my life as I’ve done up here in the last two years.”
“What in the world have you been working at?” I asked. “Something so unholy you’ve had to keep it hidden here?”
“A mad scheme,” Pollard chuckled. “That’s what they think down in the village. They know I’m a biologist and have a laboratory here, so it’s a foregone conclusion with them that I’m doing vivisection of a specially dreadful nature. That’s why the servants won’t stay here at night.
“As a matter of fact,” he added, “if they knew down in the village what I’ve really been working on they’d be ten times as fearful as they are now.”
“Are you trying to play the mysterious great scientist for our benefit?” Dutton demanded. “If you are you’re wasting time—I know you, stranger, so take off that mask.”
“That’s right,” I told him. “If you’re trying to get our curiosity worked up you’ll find we can scram you as neatly as we could five years ago.”
“Which scramming generally ended in black eyes for both of you,” he retorted. “But I’ve no intention of working up your curiosity—as a matter of fact I asked you up here to see what I’ve been doing and help me finish it.”
“Help you?” echoed Dutton. “What can we help you do—dissect worms? Some weekend, I can see right now!”
“There’s more to this than dissecting worms,” Pollard said. He leaned back and smoked for a little time in silence before he spoke again.
“Do you two have any knowledge at all of evolution?” he asked.
“I know that it’s a fighting word in some states,” I answered, “and that when you say it you’ve got to smile, damn you.”
He smiled himself. “I suppose you’re aware of the fact, however, that all life on this earth began as simple uni-cellular protoplasm, and by successive evolutionary mutations or changes developed into its present forms and is still slowly developing?”
“We know that much—just because we’re not biologists you needn’t think we’re totally ignorant of biology,” Dutton said.
“Shut up. Dutton,” I warned. “What’s evolution got to do with your work up here, Pollard?”
“It is my work up here,” Pollard answered.
He bent forward. “I’ll try to make this clear to you from the start. You know, or say you know, the main steps of evolutionary development. Life began on this earth as simple protoplasm, a jelly-like mass from which developed small protoplasmic organisms. From these developed in turn sea-creatures, land-lizards, mammals, by successive mutations. This infinitely slow evolutionary process has reached its highest point so far in the mammal man, and is still going on with the same slowness.
“This much is certain biological knowledge, but two great questions concerning this process of evolution have remained hitherto unanswered. First, what is the cause of evolutionary change, the cause of these slow, steady mutations into higher forms? Second, what is the future course of man’s evolution going to be, what will be the forms into which in the future man will evolve, and where will his evolution stop? Those two questions biology has so far been unable to answer.”
Pollard was silent a moment and then said quietly, “I have found the answer to one of those questions, and am going to find the answer to the other tonight.”
We stared at him. “Are you trying to spoof us?” I asked finally.
“I’m absolutely serious, Arthur. I have actually solved the first of those problems, have found the cause of evolution.”
“What is it, then?” burst out of Dutton.
“What it has been thought by some biologists for years to be,” Pollard answered. “The cosmic rays.”
“The cosmic rays?” I echoed. “The vibrations from space that Millikan discovered?”
“Yes, the cosmic rays, the shortest wavelength and most highly penetrating of all vibratory forces. It has been known that they beat unceasingly upon the earth from outer space, cast forth by the huge generators of the stars, and it has also been known that they must have some great effect in one way or another upon the life of the earth.”
“I have proved that they do have such an effect, and that that effect is what we call evolution! For it is the cosmic rays, beating upon every living organism on earth, that cause the profound changes in the structure of those organisms which we call mutations. Those changes are slow indeed, but it is due to them that through the ages life has been raised from the first protoplasm to man, and is still being raised higher.”
“Good Lord, you can’t be serious on this, Pollard!” Dutton protested.
“I am so serious that I am going to stake my life on my discovery tonight,” Pollard answered, quietly.
We were startled. “What do you mean?”
“I mean that I have found in the cosmic rays the cause of evolution, the answer to the first question, and that tonight by means of them I am going to answer the second question and find out what the future evolutionary development of man will be!”
“But how could you possibly—”
Pollard interrupted. “Easily enough. I have been able in the last months to do something no physicist has been able to do, to concentrate the cosmic rays and yet remove from them their harmful properties. You saw the cylinder over the metal cube in my laboratory? That cylinder literally gathers in from an immense distance the cosmic rays that strike this part of earth, and reflects them down inside the cube.
“Now suppose those concentrated cosmic rays, millions of times stronger than the ordinary cosmic rays that strike one spot on earth, fall upon a man standing inside the cube. What will be the result? It is the cosmic rays that cause evolutionary change, and you heard me say that they are still changing all life on earth, still changing man, but so slowly as to be unnoticeable. But what about the man under those terrifically intensified rays? He will be changed millions of times faster than ordinarily, will go forward in hours or minutes through the evolutionary mutations that all mankind will go forward through in eons to come!”
“And you propose to try that experiment?” I cried.
“I propose to try it on myself,” said Pollard gravely, “and to find out for myself the evolutionary changes that await humankind.”
“Why, it’s insane!” Dutton exclaimed.
Pollard smiled. “The old cry,” he commented. “Never an attempt has been made yet to tamper with nature’s laws, but that cry has been raised.”
“But Dutton’s right!” I cried. “Pollard, you’ve worked here alone too long—you’ve let your mind become warped—”
“You are trying to tell me that I have become a little mad,” he said. “No, I am sane—perhaps wonderfully sane, in trying this.”
His expression changed, his eyes brooding. “Can’t you two see what this may mean to humanity? As we are to the apes, so must the men of the future be to us. If we could use this method of mine to take all mankind forward through millions of years of evolutionary development at one stride, wouldn’t it be sane to do so?”
My mind was whirling. “Good heavens, the whole thing is so crazy,” I protested. “To accelerate the evolution of the human race? It seems somehow a thing forbidden.”
“It’s a thing glorious if it can be done,” he returned, “and I know that it can be done. But first one must go ahead, must travel on through stage after stage of man’s future development to find out to which stage it would be most desirable for all mankind to be transferred. I know there is such an age.”
“And you asked us up here to take part in that?”
“Just that. I mean to enter the cube and let the concentrated rays whirl me forward along the paths of evolution, but I must have someone to turn the rays on and off at the right moments.”
“It’s all incredible!” Dutton exclaimed. “Pollard, if this is a joke it’s gone far enough for me.”
For answer Pollard rose. “We will go to the laboratory now,” he said simply. “I am eager to get started.”
I cannot remember following Pollard and Dutton to the laboratory, my thoughts were spinning so at the time. It was not until we stood before the great cube from which the huge metal cylinder towered that I was aware of the reality of it all.
Pollard had gone into the dynamo-room and as Dutton and I stared wordlessly at the great cube and cylinder, at the retorts and flasks of acids and strange equipment about us, we heard the hum of motor-generators. Pollard came back to the switchboard supported in a steel frame beside the cube, and as he closed a switch there there came a crackling and the cylinder glowed with white light.
Pollard pointed to it and the big quartz-like disk in the cubical chamber’s ceiling, from which the white force-shafts shot downward.
“The cylinder is now gathering cosmic rays from an immense area of space,” he said, “and those concentrated rays are falling through that disk into the cube’s interior. To cut off the rays it is necessary only to open this switch.” He reached to open the switch, the light died.
Quickly, while we stared, he removed his clothing, donning in place of it a loose white running suit.
“I will want to observe the changes of my own body as much as possible,” he explained. “Now, I will stand inside the cube and you will turn on the rays and let them play upon me for fifteen minutes. Roughly, that should represent a period of some fifty million years of future evolutionary change. At the end of fifteen minutes you will turn the rays off and we will be able to observe what changes they have caused. We will then resume the process, going forward by fifteen-minute or rather fifty-million-year periods.”
“But where will it stop—where will we quit the process?” Dutton asked.
Pollard shrugged. “We’ll stop where evolution stops, that is, where the rays no longer affect me. You know, biologists have often wondered what the last change or final development of man will be, the last mutation. Well, we are going to see tonight what it will be.”
He stepped toward the cube and then paused, went to a desk and brought from it a sealed envelope he handed to me.
“This is just in case something happens to me of a fatal nature,” he said. “It contains an attestation signed by myself that you two are in no way responsible for what I am undertaking.”
“Pollard, give up this unholy business!” I cried, clutching his arm. “It’s not too late, and this whole thing seems ghastly to me!”
“I’m afraid it is too late,” he smiled. “If I backed out now I’d be ashamed to look in a mirror hereafter. And no explorer was ever more eager than I am to start down the path of man’s future evolution!”
He stepped up into the cube, standing directly beneath the disk in its ceiling. He motioned imperatively, and like an automaton I closed the door and then threw the switch.
The cylinder broke again into glowing white light, and as the shafts of glowing white force shot down from the disk in the cube’s ceiling upon Pollard, we glimpsed his whole body writhing as though beneath a terrifically concentrated electrical force. The shaft of glowing emanations almost hid him from our view. I knew that the cosmic rays in themselves were invisible but guessed that the light of the cylinder and shaft was in some way a transformation of part of the rays into visible light.
Dutton and I stared with beating hearts into the cubical chamber, having but fleeting glimpses of Pollard’s form. My watch was in one hand, the other hand on the switch. The fifteen minutes that followed seemed to me to pass with the slowness of fifteen eternities. Neither of us spoke and the only sounds were the hum of the generators and the crackling of the cylinder that from the far spaces was I gathering and concentrating the rays of evolution.
At last the watch’s hand marked the quarter-hour and I snapped I off the switch, the light of the cylinder and inside the cube dying. Exclamations burst from us both.
Pollard stood inside the cube, staggering as though still dazed by the impact of the experience, but he was not the Pollard who had entered the chamber! He was transfigured, godlike! His body had literally expanded into a great figure of such physical power and beauty as we had not imagined could exist! He was many inches taller and broader, his skin a clear pink, every limb and muscle molded as though by some master sculptor.
The greatest change, though, was in his face. Pollard’s homely, good-humored features were gone, replaced by a face whose perfectly-cut features held the stamp of immense intellectual power that shone almost overpoweringly from the dear dark eyes. It was not Pollard who stood before us, I told myself, but a being as far above us as the most advanced man of today is above the troglodyte!
He was stepping out of the cube and his voice reached our ears, clear and bell-like, triumphant.
“You see? It worked as I knew it would work! I’m fifty million years ahead of the rest of humanity in evolutionary development!”
“Pollard!” My lips moved with difficulty. “Pollard, this is terrible—this change—”
His radiant eyes flashed. “Terrible? It’s wonderful! Do you two realize what I now am, can you realize it? This body of mine is the kind of body all men will have in fifty million years, and the brain inside it is a brain fifty million years ahead of yours in development!”
He swept his hand about. “Why, all this laboratory and former work of mine seems infinitely petty, childish, to me! The problems that I worked on for years I could solve now in minutes. I could do more for mankind now than all the men now living could do together!”
“Then you’re going to stop at this stage?” Dutton cried eagerly. “You’re not going further with this?”
“Of course I am! If fifty million years’ development makes this much change in man, what will a hundred million years, two hundred million make? I’m going to find that out.”
I grasped his hand. “Pollard, listen to me! Your experiment has succeeded, has fulfilled your wildest dreams. Stop it now! Think what you can accomplish, man! I know your ambition has always been to be one of humanity’s great benefactors—by stopping here you can be the greatest! You can be a living proof to mankind of what your process can make it, and with that proof before it all humanity will be eager to become the same as you!”
He freed himself from my grasp. “No, Arthur—I have gone part of the way into humanity’s future and I’m going on.”
He stepped back into the chamber, while Dutton and I stared helplessly. It seemed half a dream, the laboratory, the cubical chamber, the godlike figure inside that was and still was not Pollard.
“Turn on the rays, and let them play for fifteen minutes more,” he was directing. “It will project me ahead another fifty million years.”
His eyes and voice were imperative, and I glanced at my watch, and snicked over the switch. Again the cylinder broke into light, again the shaft of force shot down into the cube to hide Pollard’s splendid figure.
Dutton and I waited with feverish intensity in the next minutes. Pollard was standing still beneath the broad shaft of force, and so was hidden in it from our eyes. What would its lifting disclose? Would he have changed still more, into some giant form, or would he be the same, having already reached humanity’s highest possible development?
When I shut off the mechanism at the end of the appointed period, Dutton and I received a shock. For again Pollard had changed!
He was no longer the radiant, physically perfect figure of the first metamorphosis. His body instead seemed to have grown thin and shrivelled, the outlines of bones visible through its flesh. His body, indeed, seemed to have lost half its bulk and many inches of stature and breadth, but these were compensated for by the change in his head.
For the head supported by this weak body was an immense, bulging balloon that measured fully eighteen inches from brow to back! It was almost entirely hairless, its great mass balanced precariously upon his slender shoulders and neck. And his face too was changed greatly, the eyes larger and the mouth smaller, the ears seeming smaller also. The great bulging forehead dominated the face.
Could this be Pollard? His voice sounded thin and weak to our ears.
“You are surprised to see me this time? Well, you see a man a hundred million years ahead of you in development. And I must confess that you appear to me as two brutish, hairy cave-men would appear to you.”
“But Pollard, this is awful!” Dutton cried. “This change is more terrible than the first…if you had only stopped at the first…”
The eyes of the shrivelled, huge-headed figure in the cube fired with anger. “Stop at that first stage? I’m glad now that I didn’t! The man I was fifteen minutes ago…fifty million years ago in development…seems now to me to have been half-animal! What was his big animal-like body beside my immense brain?”
“You say that because in this change you’re getting away from all human emotions and sentiments!” I burst. “Pollard, do you realize what you’re doing? You’re changing out of human semblance!”
“I realize it perfectly,” he snapped, “and I see nothing to be deplored in the fact. It means that in a hundred million years man will be developing in brain-capacity and will care nothing for the development of body. To you two crude beings, of what is to me the past, this seems terrible; but to me it is desirable and natural. Turn on the rays again!”
“Don’t do it, Art!” cried Dutton. “This madness has gone far enough!”
Pollard’s great eyes surveyed us with cold menace. “You will turn on the rays,” his thin voice ordered deliberately. “If you do not, it will be but the work of a moment for me to annihilate both of you and go on with this alone.”
“You’d kill us?” I said dumfoundedly. “We two, two of your best friends?”
His narrow mouth seemed to sneer. “Friends? I am millions of years past such irrational emotions as friendship. The only emotion you awaken in me is a contempt for your crudity. Turn on the rays!”
His eyes blazed as he snapped the last order, and as though propelled by a force outside myself, I closed the switch.
The shaft of glowing force again hid him from our view.
Of our thoughts during the following quarter-hour I can say nothing, for both Dutton and I were so rigid with awe and horror as to make our minds chaotic. I shall never forget, though, that first moment after the time had passed and I had again switched off the mechanism.
The change had continued, and Pollard—I could not call him that in my own mind—stood in the cube-chamber as a shape the sight of which stunned our minds.
He had become simply a great head! A huge hairless head fully a yard in diameter, supported on tiny legs, the arms having dwindled to mere hands that projected just below the head! The eyes were enormous, saucer-like, but the ears were mere pin-holes at either side of the head, the nose and mouth being similar holes below the eyes!
He was stepping out of the chamber on his ridiculously little limbs, and as Dutton and I reeled back in unreasoning horror, his voice came to us as an almost inaudible piping. And it held pride!
“You tried to keep me from going on, and you see what I have become? To such as you, no doubt, I seem terrible, yet you two and all like you seem as low to me as the worms that crawl!”
“Good God, Pollard, you’ve made yourself a monster!” The words burst from me without thought.
His enormous eyes turned on me. “You call me Pollard, yet I am no more the Pollard you knew, and who entered that chamber first, than you are the ape of millions of years ago from whom you sprang! And all mankind is like you two! Well, they will all learn the powers of one who is a hundred and fifty million years in advance of them!”
“What do you mean?” Dutton exclaimed.
“I mean that with the colossal brain I have I will master without a struggle this man-swarming planet, and make it a huge laboratory in which to pursue the experiments that please me.”
“But Pollard—remember why you started this!” I cried. “To go ahead and chart the path of future evolution for humanity—to benefit humanity and not to rule it!”
The great head’s enormous eyes did not change. “I remember that the creature Pollard that I was until tonight had such foolish ambitions, yes. It would stir mirth now, if I could feel such an emotion. To benefit humanity? Do you men dream of benefiting the animal you rule over? I would no sooner think of working for the benefit you humans!
“Do you two yet realize that I am so far ahead of you in brain power now as you are ahead of the beasts that perish? Look at this…”
He had climbed onto a chair beside one of the laboratory table was reaching among the retorts and apparatus there. Swiftly he poured several compounds into a lead mortar, added others, poured upon the mixed contents another mixture made as swiftly.
There was a puff of intense green smoke from the mortar instantly, and then the great head—I can only call him that—turned the mortar upside down. A lump of shining mottled metal fell out and we gasped as we recognized the yellow sheen of pure gold, made in a moment, apparently, by a mixture of common compounds!
“You see?” the grotesque figure was asking. “What is the transformation of elements to a mind like mine? You two cannot even realize the scope of my intelligence!
“I can destroy all life on this earth from this room, if I desire. I can construct a telescope that will allow me to look on the planets the farthest galaxies! I can send my mind forth to make contact with other minds without the slightest material connection. And you think it terrible that I should rule your race! I will not rule them, I will own them and this planet as you might own a farm and animals!”
“You couldn’t!” I cried. “Pollard, if there is anything of Pollard left in you, give up that thought! We’ll kill you ourselves before we’ll let you start a monstrous rule of men!”
“We will—by God, we will!” Dutton cried, his face twitching.
We had started desperately forward toward the great head but stopped suddenly in our tracks as his great eyes met ours. I found myself walking backward to where I had stood, walking back and Dutton with me, like two automatons.
“So you two would try to kill me?” queried the head that had been Pollard. “Why, I could direct you without a word to kill yourselves and you’d do so in an instant! What chance has your puny will and brain against mine? And what chance will all the force of men have against me when a glance from me will make them puppets of my will?”
A desperate inspiration flashed through my brain. “Pollard, wait!” I exclaimed. “You were going on with the process, with the rays! If you stop here you’ll not know what changes lie beyond your present form!”
He seemed to consider. “That is true,” he admitted, “and though it seems impossible to me that by going on I can attain to greater intelligence than I now have, I want to find out for certain.”
“Then you’ll go under the rays for another fifteen minutes?” I asked quickly.
“I will,” he answered, “but lest you harbor any foolish ideas, you may know that even inside the chamber I will be able to read your thoughts and can kill both of you before you can make a move to harm me.”
He stepped up into the chamber again, and as I reached for the switch, Dutton trembling beside me, we glimpsed for a moment the huge head before the down-smiting white force hid it from our sight.
The minutes of this period seemed dragging even more slowly than before. It seemed hours before I reached at last to snap off the lays. We gazed into the chamber, shaking.
At first glance the great head inside seemed unchanged, but then we saw that it had changed, and greatly. Instead of being a skin-covered head with at least rudimentary arms and legs, it was now a great gray head-like shape of even greater size, supported by two gray muscular tentacles. The surface of this gray head-thing was wrinkled and folded, and its only features were two eyes as small as our own.
“Oh my God!” quaked Dutton. “He’s changing from a head into a brain—he’s losing all human appearance!”
Into our minds came a thought from the gray head-thing before us, a thought as clear as though spoken. “You have guessed it, for even my former head-body is disappearing, all atrophying except the brain. I am become a walking, seeing brain. As I am so all of your race will be in two hundred million years, gradually losing more and more of their atrophied bodies and developing more and more their great brains.”
His eyes seemed to read us. “You need not fear now the things I threatened in my last stage of development. My mind, grown infinitely greater, would no more now want to rule you men and your little planet than you would want to rule an anthill and its inhabitants!
My mind, gone fifty million years further ahead in development, can soar out now to vistas of power and knowledge unimagined by me in that last stage, and unimaginable to you.”
“Great God, Pollard!” I cried. “What have you become?”
“Pollard?” Dutton was laughing hysterically. “You call that thing Pollard? Why, we had dinner with Pollard three hours ago—he was a human being, and not a thing like this!”
“I have become what all men will become in time,” the thing’s thought answered me. “I have gone this far along the road of man’s future evolution, and am going on to the end of that road, am going to attain the development that the last mutation possible will give me!”
“Turn on the rays,” his thought continued. “I think that I must be approaching now the last possible mutation.”
I snapped over the switch again and the white shaft of the concentrated rays veiled from us the great gray shape. I felt my own mind giving beneath the strain of horror of the last hour, and Dutton was still half-hysterical.
The humming and crackling of the great apparatus seemed thunderous to my ears as the minutes passed. With every nerve keyed to highest tension, I threw open the switch at last. The rays ceased, and the figure in the chamber was again revealed.
Dutton began to laugh shrilly, and then abruptly was sobbing. I do not know whether I was doing the same, though I have a dim memory of mouthing incoherent things as my eyes took in the shape in the chamber.
It was a great brain! A gray limp mass four feet across, it lay in the chamber, its surface ridged and wrinkled by innumerable fine convolutions. It had no features or limbs of any kind in its gray mass. It was simply a huge brain whose only visible sign of life was its slow twitching movement.
From it thoughts beat strongly into our own horror-weighted brains.
“You see me now, a great brain only, just as all men will be far in the future. Yes, you might have known, I might have known, when I was like you, that this would be the course of human evolution, that the brain that alone gives man dominance would develop and the body that hampers that brain would atrophy until he would have developed into pure brain as I now am!
“I have no features, no senses that I could describe to you, yet can realize the universe infinitely better than you can with your elementary senses. I am aware of planes of existence you cannot imagine. I can feed myself with pure energy without the need of a cumbersome body, to transform it, and I can move and act, despite my lack of limbs, by means and with a speed and power utterly beyond your comprehension.
“If you still have fear of the threats I made two stages back against your world and race, banish them! I am pure intelligence now and as such, though I can no more feel the emotions of love or friendship, neither can I feel those of ambition or pride. The only emotion, if such it is, that remains to me still is intellectual curiosity, and this desire for truth that has burned in man since his apehood will thus be the last of all desires to leave him!”
“A brain—a great brain!” Dutton was saying dazedly. “Here in Pollard’s laboratory–but where’s Pollard? He was here, too…”
“Then all men will some day be as you are now?” I cried.
“Yes,” came the answering thought, “in two hundred and fifty million years man as you know him and as you are will be no more, and after passing all the stages through which I have passed through tonight, the human race will have developed into great brains inhabiting not only your solar system, no doubt, but the systems of other stars!”
“And that’s the end of man’s evolutionary road? That is the highest point that he will reach?”
“No, I think he will change still from those great brains into still a higher form,” the brain answered—the brain that three hours before had been Pollard!—“and I am going to find out now what that higher form will be. For I think this will be the last mutation of all and that with it I will reach the end of man’s evolutionary path, the last and highest form into which he can develop!
“You will turn on the rays now,” the brain’s order continued, “and in fifteen minutes we will know what that last and highest form is.”
My hand was on the switch but Dutton had staggered to me, was clutching my arm. “Don’t, Arthur!” he was exclaiming thickly. “We’ve seen horrors enough—let’s not see the last—get out of here…”
“I can’t!” I cried. “Oh God, I want to stop but I can’t now—I want to see the end myself—I’ve got to see…”
“Turn on the rays!” came the brain’s thought-order again.
“The end of the road—the last mutation,” I panted. “We’ve got to see—to see—” I drove the switch home.
The rays flashed down again to hide the great gray brain in the cube. Dutton’s eyes were staring fixedly, he was clinging to me.
The minutes passed! Each tick of the watch in my hand was the mighty note of a great tolling bell in my ears.
An inability to move seemed gripping me. The hand of my watch was approaching the minute for which I waited, yet I could not raise my hand toward the switch!
Then as the hand reached the appointed minute I broke from my immobility and in a sheer frenzy of sudden strength pulled open the switch, rushed forward with Dutton to the cube’s very edge!
The great gray brain that had been inside it was gone. There lay on the cube’s floor instead of it a quite shapeless mass of clear, jelly-like matter. It was quite motionless save for a slight quivering. My shaking hand went forth to touch it, and then it was that I screamed, such a scream as all the tortures of hell’s crudest fiends could not have wrung from a human throat.
The mass inside the cube was a mass of simple protoplasm! This then was the end of man’s evolution-road, the highest form to which time would bring him, the last mutation of all! The road of man’s evolution was a circular one, returning to its beginning!
From the earth’s bosom had risen the first crude organisms. Then sea-creature and land-creature and mammal and ape to man; and from man it would rise in the future through all the forms we had seen that night. There would be super-men, bodiless heads, pure brains; only to be changed by the last mutation of all into the protoplasm from which first it had sprung!
I do not know now exactly what followed. I know that I rushed upon that quivering, quiescent mass, calling Pollard’s name madly and shouting things I am glad I cannot remember. I know that Dutton was shouting too, with insane laughter, and that as he struck with lunatic howls and fury about the laboratory the crash of breaking glass and the hiss of escaping gases was in my ears. And then from those mingling acids bright flames were leaping and spreading sudden fires that alone, I think now, saved my own sanity.
For I can remember dragging the insanely laughing Dutton from the room, from the house, into the cool darkness of the night.
I remember the chill of dew-wet grass against my hands and face as the flames from Pollard’s house soared higher. And I remember that as I saw Dutton’s crazy laughter by that crimson light, I knew that he would laugh thus until he died.




So ends my narrative of the end that came to Pollard and Pollard’s house. It is, as I said in the beginning, a narrative that I only can tell now, for Dutton has never spoken a sane word since. In the institution where he now is, they think his condition the result of shock from the fire, just as Pollard was believed to have perished in that fire. I have never until now told the truth.
But I am telling it now, hoping that it will in some way lessen the horror it has left with me. For there could be no horror greater than that we saw in Pollard’s house that night. I have brooded upon it. With my mind’s eye I have followed that tremendous cycle of change, that purposeless, eon-long climb of life up from simple protoplasm through myriads of forms and lives of ceaseless pain and struggle, only to end in simple protoplasm again.
Will that cycle of evolutionary change be repeated over and over again upon this and other worlds, ceaselessly, purposelessly, until there is no more universe for it to go on in? Is this colossal cycle of life’s changes as inevitable and necessary as the cycle that in space makes of the nebulae myriad suns, and of the suns dark-stars, and of the dark-stars colliding with one another nebulae again?
Or is this evolutionary cycle we saw a cycle in appearance only, is there some change that we cannot understand, above and beyond it? I do not know which of these possibilities is truth, but I do know that the first of them haunts me. It would haunt the world if the world believed my story. Perhaps I should be thankful as I write to know that I will not be believed.



NO GUTS, NO GLORY, by Edward M. Lerner
I have a theory about baseball caps and intelligence. Grown men who wear baseball caps move their lips when they read. Grown men who wear baseball caps backwards can’t read. Okay, I’ll make exceptions for actual pro ball players.
And then, in a league of his own, we have Alistair Winkler. The first words I heard from Alistair’s lips, plaintively spoken, were, “Have you seen my baseball cap? I can’t find it.”
Appearances can be deceiving.




I had just emerged from my office, too bored for the usual charade. You know: where my secretary keeps a client waiting to show how little I need the business. Right.
Winkler was looking all around, befuddled. He was comfortably middle-aged, average in height and spare-tire size. His eyes, behind Coke-bottle-bottom lenses, were muddy brown. It was windy today; my new client hadn’t bothered to comb his sparse hair since coming inside—maybe not since the Carter administration. For sure, that was when he’d bought his tweed sport coat. Lapels don’t lie.
“Mr. Winkler?” I said. “Come this way, please. My secretary will be happy to look for your cap.” It might even have been true. Phyllis was as bored as I.
My client clutched a shoebox that leaked receipts. If only he had misplaced that. He mumbled something as I settled him at the conference table.
“What’s that?” I asked.
“Doctor Winkler.”
“Sorry.” Appearances can be deceiving, I thought, reaching for his box. “When you made your appointment, did Phyllis tell you to bring your last three returns?”
“They’re in the box.”
Meaning they were, at best, folded. Based on the crumbled receipts, I’d have bet on finding the returns wadded up. Too bad I didn’t have any money; I’d have won. Sliding the old 1040s back and forth across a table edge to flatten them, I asked. “So what’s your field?”
Winkler mumbled again, something about guts. That was less disturbing than his old returns, which, it appeared, he had prepared himself. He sure wrote like a doctor.
“Um,” I responded insightfully. “I don’t understand medical specialties. Does that make you a GI doc?” As in: It may be shit to you, but it’s my bread and butter.
Winkler’s hearty laugh surprised me. “I’m a Ph.D. in physics, not a medical doctor. GUT stands for grand unified theory. You’re familiar, of course, with the work aimed at unifying the gravitational, electroweak, and strong nuclear forces.”
Electro-who? I hid behind an old tax form, where an odd entry caught my eye. “What’s this $407,000 in ‘other income’ from two years ago?”
Winkler scratched his head, then brightened. “Oh, that must be my share of the Nobel.”
I did say appearances can be deceiving, didn’t I?




We went through Winkler’s old returns, me tsk-tsking at the many missed deductions. Just what I could recover with a corrected last-year return would more than pay my fees.
According to Alistair, Einstein once said the hardest thing in the world to understand is the income tax. Apparently Einstein had had problems with his grand unified theory, too. I think my client had taken on both GUTs and his returns as a dare.
Alistair read physics journals with one eye as we worked. I’d have needed both eyes, absolute silence, and a brain transplant.
Still, I could read the cover. Okay, a handful of words on the cover. “Black holes?” I commented, making conversation. “Pretty heavy stuff. I bet you could even explain where all the mortgage money is disappearing.”
Not billions. Hundreds of billions. Even the T word was beginning to crop up in the news. I’m an accountant, and still these were numbers beyond meaning. Down a black hole? Sure. Why not.
But look who I was talking to: A man who hadn’t claimed a personal exemption for his youngest child. Maybe that was too much to ask. Alistair, Jr., was only four. The boy hadn’t had long to make an impression.
Winkler smiled uncertainly at my little joke, then frowned. His eyes glazed over. I mean, I knew by then that he marched to a different drummer—but suddenly it seemed like the drummer resided on Pluto. Alistair’s pen started flying over a scrap of paper, which happened to be the back of a receipt. He shushed me when I cleared my throat.
As abruptly as Winkler had left planet Earth, he returned. “Why yes,” Alistair said, “I do have a theory about the mortgage mess.”




They make the best pina coladas here in the islands. It must be the fresh coconut milk. Or the lack of extradition. Now, where was I?
Ah, yes. Straight from my chat with Alistair, I began investigating new office space. I sold my car and pawned my office furniture to do it, but—just barely—I signed a lease on a small office only two floors above the main branch of Great Big First American Federal Trust Savings Bank. That isn’t exactly the name. After so many mergers, no bank’s name made sense. The bank with the cute cartoon eagle in their ads.
Name notwithstanding, the depositors had lost their trust and feared for their savings. The bank was hemorrhaging cash. I knew the feeling, but that wasn’t why I wanted this lease.
To the horror of my new landlord, I hunkered down in my unfurnished office. I had barely scraped together enough money to move in. This had to work—and fast.
The universe failed to share my sense of urgency. I hate that in a universe.
Days later, dispirited, I needed reassurance. Or clarification. Or electroshock. I arranged to visit Alistair at his house to discuss his returns. Even he might have noticed the barrenness of my office. A dead fern would.
Casually, in the middle of a discussion about his itemizable deductions, I asked, “So everything is quantum mechanical? I’m not sure what that means.”
He tugged pensively at his hair, and the resemblance to Einstein increased a bit. “Okay, try this. To you and me, matter looks like it’s made of stuff—particles, but matter also has a wave nature.
“A particle’s position is described by a probability function that resembles the mathematical description of a water wave. The particle isn’t at any one location with certainty; instead it has some probability of being anywhere. Until you measure it. Then it has to be someplace, of course.”
Those two abused words again: of course. Did Winkler ever say anything to which the phrase applied? I nodded.
“Naturally the probability is highest that a particle will be where you expect it—that is, at the crest of the wave. Still, there is a probability that the particle will turn up elsewhere.”
Like receipts escaping the shoebox, I thought. Alistair swore he had had lots more receipts.
Alistair brightened as an example occurred to him. “The particles that comprise an atomic nucleus lack the energy to escape from the forces that bind them. Only the particles don’t know that.”
“Huh,” I contributed. So much for clarification. Or reassurance.
Alistair gestured grandly. “Think of a bullet shot into the air. It’s too slow to overcome Earth’s gravity, so it falls back. In the same way, there are forces that won’t let a particle escape from a nucleus. Still…”
We were circling around to our conversation of the other day, if not by a route as mundane as a circle. Maybe that was because Winkler grooved on tiny, wrapped-up-on-themselves, invisibly small dimensions. Seven or eight of them? Don’t ask me.
“Still?” I prompted hopefully.
Alistair nodded. “There is a low but real probability that the particle exists outside the nucleus. That’s why, occasionally, a particle simply appears far away. The farther away, the less likely, of course. Given enough atoms, and enough time, things will escape by quantum tunneling. Not that there are tunnels, of course.”
Of course, twice.
Alistair didn’t see me flinch. He was on a roll. “That’s radiation. That’s how a plutonium atom turns spontaneously into uranium. Its nucleus emits an alpha particle.”
“Really?” I asked. Double-declining-balance depreciation, I got, and the alternative minimum tax. But this?
“Oh, yes. That’s why there is virtually no naturally occurring plutonium on Earth. Over the eons, almost all of it has decayed into uranium.”
“And everything behaves quantum mechanically,” I said, tapping a Schedule B with my pencil, not much liking the skepticism in my voice. My car hadn’t been much, but I missed it. What the hell had I done? “Stuff shows up in places it can’t get.”
“If it’s made of atoms, it does,” Alistair said firmly. “It’s all only a matter of probability. Trust me on this.”
“I do,” I lied.
But soon I would believe. My office, when I returned that evening, thinking about measuring positions and about tunnels that weren’t—
Brimmed with cash. Made of atoms.
The next day, the feds took over Great Big First American Federal Trust Savings Bank.




I’m as human as the next guy, so, yeah, it occasionally bothers me that I don’t precisely understand where my money came from. Precision is overrated.
Let me tell you a story.
This high-school class is holding its twenty-fifth reunion. Naturally everyone is checking out everyone else. There’s this one guy who no one recognizes: the guy who drove up in the new Jaguar, wearing the Italian suit. The ballroom buzzes with speculation until the class president works up his nerve to ask. “I’m sorry, my friend,” Prez says, “but I can’t place you. Are you sure you’re at the right reunion?”
The mystery guest smiles condescendingly. “To be honest, I dropped out before graduation. Maybe I should leave.”
Prez takes another look at that two-thousand-dollar suit and starts sucking up. Mr. Most Likely To Succeed hadn’t. “No, no. Anyone who attended Jefferson is welcome. Now what’s your name again?”
To make a long story short—if it’s not too late—the rich guy no one can place was the class dummy, and he’s made a fortune in the restaurant business. The class president swallows hard and asks, “How did you do it? I’ve heard profit margins are very thin at restaurants.”
“Oh they are,” agrees the dummy. “I only make ten percent.”
Prez is incredulous, remembering the Jag. “Ten percent?”
“That’s right. I buy a steak for five dollars and sell it for fifty dollars.”
I understand the ten percent that I need to, too.



THE DEVOTEE OF EVIL, by Clark Ashton Smith
The old Larcom house was a mansion of considerable size and dignity, set among oaks and cypresses on the hill behind Auburn’s Chinatown, in what had once been the aristocratic section of the village. At the time of which I write, it had been unoccupied for several years and had begun to present the signs of desolation and dilapidation which untenanted houses so soon display. The place had a tragic history and was believed to be haunted. I had never been able to procure any first-hand or precise accounts of the spectral manifestations that were accredited to it. But certainly it possessed all the necessary antecedents of a haunted house. The first owner, Judge Peter Larcom, had been murdered beneath its roof back in the seventies by a maniacal Chinese cook; one of his daughters had gone insane; and two other members of the family had died accidental deaths. None of them had prospered: their legend was one of sorrow and disaster.
Some later occupants, who had purchased the place from the one surviving son of Peter Larcom, had left under circumstances of inexplicable haste after a few months, moving permanently to San Francisco. They did not return even for the briefest visit; and beyond paying their taxes, they gave no attention whatever to the place. Everyone had grown to think of it as a sort of historic ruin, when the announcement came that it had been sold to Jean Averaud, of New Orleans.




My first meeting with Averaud was strangely significant, for it revealed to me, as years of acquaintance would not necessarily have done, the peculiar bias of his mind. Of course, I had already heard some odd rumors about him; his personality was too signal, his advent too mysterious, to escape the usual fabrication and mongering of village tales. I had been told that he was extravagantly rich, that he was a recluse of the most eccentric type, that he had made certain very singular changes in the inner structure of the old house; and last, but not least, that he lived with a beautiful mulatress who never spoke to anyone and who was believed to be his mistress as well as his housekeeper. The man himself had been described to me by some as an unusual but harmless lunatic, and by others as an all-round Mephistopheles.
I had seen him several times before our initial meeting. He was a sallow, saturnine Creole, with the marks of race in his hollow cheeks and feverish eyes. I was struck by his air of intellect, and by the fiery fixity of his gaze — the gaze of a man who is dominated by one idea to the exclusion of all else. Some medieval alchemist, who believed himself to be on the point of attaining his objective after years of unrelenting research, might have looked as he did.
I was in the Auburn library one day, when Averaud entered. I had taken a newspaper from one of the tables and was reading the details of an atrocious crime — the murder of a woman and her two infant children by the husband and father, who had locked his victims in a clothes-closet, after saturating their garments with oil. He had left the woman’s apron-string caught in the shut door, with the end protruding, and had set fire to it like a fuse.
Averaud passed the table where I was reading. I looked up, and saw his glance at the headlines of the paper I held. A moment later he returned and sat down beside me, saying in a low voice:
“What interests me in a crime of that sort, is the implication of unhuman forces behind it. Could any man, on his own initiative, have conceived and executed anything so gratuitously fiendish?”
“I don’t know,” I replied, somewhat surprised by the question and by my interrogator. “There are terrifying depths in human nature — more abhorrent than those of the jungle.”
“I agree. But how could such impulses, unknown to the most brutal progenitors of man, have been implanted in his nature, unless through some ulterior agency?”
“You believe, then, in the existence of an evil force or entity — a Satan or an Ahriman?”
“I believe in evil — how can I do otherwise when I see its manifestations everywhere? I regard it as an all-controlling power; but I do not think that the power is personal in the sense of what we know as personality. A Satan? No. What I conceive is a sort of dark vibration, the radiation of a black sun, of a center of malignant eons — a radiation that can penetrate like any other ray — and perhaps more deeply. But probably I don’t make my meaning clear at all.”
I protested that I understood him; but, after his burst of communicativeness, he seemed oddly disinclined to pursue the conversation. Evidently he had been prompted to address me; and no less evidently, he regretted having spoken with so much freedom. He arose; but before leaving, he said:
“I am Jean Averaud — perhaps you have heard of me. You are Philip Hastane, the novelist. I have read your books and I admire them. Come and see me sometime — we may have certain tastes in common.”
Averaud’s personality, the conception he had avowed, and the intense interest and value which he so obviously attached to these conceptions, made a singular impression on my mind, and I could not forget him. When, a few days later, I met him on the street and he repeated his invitation with a cordialness that was unfeignedly sincere, I could do no less than accept. I was interested, though not altogether attracted, by his bizarre, well-nigh morbid individuality, and was impelled by a desire to learn more concerning him. I sensed a mystery of no common order — a mystery with elements of the abnormal and the uncanny.
The grounds of the old Larcom place were precisely as I remembered them, though I had not found occasion to pass them for some time. They were a veritable tangle of Cherokee rose-vines, arbutus, lilac, ivy and crepe-myrtle, half overshadowed by the great cypresses and somber evergreen oaks. There was a wild, half-sinister charm about them — the charm of rampancy and ruin. Nothing had been done to put the place in order, and there were no outward repairs in the house itself, where the white paint of bygone years was being slowly replaced by mosses and lichens that flourished beneath the eternal umbrage of the trees. There were signs of decay in the roof and pillars of the front porch; and I wondered why the new owner, who was reputed to be so rich, had not already made the necessary restorations.
I raised the gargoyle-shaped knocker and let it fall with a dull, lugubrious clang. The house remained silent; and I was about to knock again, when the door opened slowly and I saw for the first time the mulatress of whom so many village rumors had reached me.
The woman was more exotic than beautiful, with fine, mournful eyes and bronze-colored features of a semi-negroid irregularity. Her figure, though, was truly perfect, with the curving lines of a lyre and the supple grace of some feline animal. When I asked for Jean Averaud, she merely smiled and made signs for me to enter. I surmised at once that she was dumb.
Waiting in the gloomy library to which she conducted me, I could not refrain from glancing at the volumes with which the shelves were congested. They were an ungodly jumble of tomes that dealt with anthropology, ancient religions, demonology, modern science, history, psychoanalysis and ethics. Interspersed with these were a few romances and volumes of poetry. Beausobre’s monograph on Manichaeism was flanked with Byron and Poe; and “Les Fleurs du Mal” jostled a late treatise on chemistry.
Averaud entered, after several minutes, apologizing profusely for his delay. He said that he had been in the midst of certain labors when I came; but he did not specify the nature of these labors. He looked even more hectic and fiery-eyed than when I had seen him last. He was patently glad to see me, and eager to talk.
“You have been looking at my books,” he observed immediately. “Though you might not think so at first glance, on account of their seeming diversity, I have selected them all with a single object: the study of evil in all its aspects, ancient, medieval and modern. I have traced it in the religions and demonologies of all peoples; and, more than this, in human history itself. I have found it in the inspiration of poets and romancers who have dealt with the darker impulses, emotion and acts of man. Your novels have interested me for this reason: you are aware of the baneful influences which surround us, which so often sway or actuate us. I have followed the working of these agencies even in chemical reactions, in the growth and decay of trees, flowers, minerals. I feel that the processes of physical decomposition, as well as the similar mental and moral processes, are due entirely to them.
“In brief, I have postulated a monistic evil, which is the source of all death, deterioration, imperfection, pain, sorrow, madness and disease. This evil, so feebly counteracted by the powers of good, allures and fascinates me above all things. For a long time past, my life-work has been to ascertain its true nature, and trace it to its fountain-head. I am sure that somewhere in space there is the center from which all evil emanates.”
He spoke with a wild air of excitement, of morbid and semi-maniacal intensity. His obsession convinced me that he was more or less unbalanced; but there was an unholy logic in the development of his ideas; and I could not but recognize a certain disordered brilliancy and range of intellect.
Scarcely waiting for me to reply, he continued his monologue:
“I have learned that certain localities and buildings, certain arrangements of natural or artificial objects, are more favorable to the reception of evil influences than others. The laws that determine the degree of receptivity are still obscure to me; but at least I have verified the fact itself. As you know, there are houses or neighborhoods notorious for a succession of crimes or misfortunes; and there are also articles, such as certain jewels, whose possession is accompanied by disaster. Such places and things are receivers of evil… I have a theory, however, that there is always more or less interference with the direct flow of the malignant force; and that pure, absolute evil has never yet been manifested.
“By the use of some device which would create a proper field or form a receiving station, it should be possible to evoke this absolute evil. Under such conditions, I am sure that the dark vibration would become a visible and tangible thing, comparable to light or electricity.” He eyed me with a gaze that was disconcertingly exigent. Then:
“I will confess that I have purchased this old mansion and its grounds mainly on account of their baleful history. The place is unusually liable to the influences of which I have spoken. I am now at work on an apparatus by means of which, when it is perfected, I hope to manifest in their essential purity the radiations of malign force.”
At this moment, the mulatress entered and passed through the room on some household errand. I thought that she gave Averaud a look of maternal tenderness, watchfulness and anxiety. He, on his part seemed hardly to be aware of her presence, so engrossed was he in the strange ideas and the stranger project he had been expounding. However, when she had gone, he remarked:
“That is Fifine, the one human being who is really attached to me. She is mute, but highly intelligent and affectionate. All my people, an old Louisiana family, are long departed…and my wife is doubly dead to me.” A spasm of obscure pain contracted his features, and vanished. He resumed his monologue; and at no future time did he again refer to the presumably tragic tale at which he had hinted: a tale in which, I sometimes suspect, were hidden the seeds of the strange moral and mental perversion which he was to manifest more and more.
I took my leave, after promising to return for another talk. Of course, I considered now that Averaud was a madman; but his madness was of a most uncommon and picturesque variety. It seemed significant that he should have chosen me for a confidant. All others who met him found him uncommunicative and taciturn to an extreme degree. I suppose he had felt the ordinary human need of unburdening himself to someone; and had selected me as the only person in the neighborhood who was potentially sympathetic.
I saw him several times during the month that followed. He was indeed a strange psychological study; and I encouraged him to talk without reserve — though such encouragement was hardly necessary. There was much that he told me — a strange medley of the scientific and the mystic. I assented tactfully to all that he said, but ventured to point out the possible dangers of his evocative experiments, if they should prove successful. To this, with the fervor of an alchemist or a religious devotee, he replied that it did not matter — that he was prepared to accept any and all consequences.
More than once he gave me to understand that his invention was progressing favorably. And one day he said, with abruptness:
“I will show you my mechanism, if you care to see it.” I protested my eagerness to view the invention, and he led me forthwith into a room to which I had not been admitted before. The chamber was large, triangular in form, and tapestried with curtains of some sullen black fabric. It had no windows. Clearly, the internal structure of the house had been changed in making it; and all the queer village tales, emanating from carpenters who had been hired to do the work, were now explained. Exactly in the center of the room, there stood on a low tripod of brass the apparatus of which Averaud had so often spoken.
The contrivance was quite fantastic, and presented the appearance of some new, highly complicated musical instrument. I remember that there were many wires of varying thickness, stretched on a series of concave sounding-boards of some dark, unlustrous metal; and above these, there depended from three horizontal bars a number of square, circular and triangular gongs. Each of these appeared to be made of a different material; some were bright as gold, or translucent as jade; others were black and opaque as jet. A small hammer-like instrument hung opposite each gong, at the end of a silver wire.
Averaud proceeded to expound the scientific basis of his mechanism. The vibrational properties of the gongs, he said, were designed to neutralize with their sound-pitch all other cosmic vibrations than those of evil. He dwelt at much length on this extravagant theorem, developing it in a fashion oddly lucid. He ended his peroration:
“I need one more gong to complete the instrument; and this I hope to invent very soon. The triangular room, draped in black, and without windows, forms the ideal setting for my experiment. Apart from this room, I have not ventured to make any change in the house or its grounds, for fear of deranging some propitious element or collocation of elements.”
More than ever, I thought that he was mad. And, though he had professed on many occasions to abhor the evil which he planned to evoke, I felt an inverted fanaticism in his attitude. In a less scientific age he would have been a devil-worshipper, a partaker in the abominations of the Black Mass; or would have given himself to the study and practice of sorcery. His was a religious soul that had failed to find good in the scheme of things; and lacking it, was impelled to make of evil itself an object of secret reverence.
“I fear that you think me insane,” he observed in a sudden flash of clairvoyance. “Would you like to watch an experiment? Even though my invention is not completed, I may be able to convince you that my design is not altogether the fantasy of a disordered brain.”
I consented. He turned on the lights in the dim room. Then he went to an angle of the wall and pressed a hidden spring or switch. The wires on which the tiny hammers were strung began to oscillate, till each of the hammers touched lightly its companion gong. The sound they made was dissonant and disquieting to the last degree — a diabolic percussion unlike anything I have ever heard, and exquisitely painful to the nerves. I felt as if a flood of finely broken glass was pouring into my ears.
The swinging of the hammers grew swifter and heavier; but, to my surprise, there was no corresponding increase of loudness in the sound. On the contrary, the clangor became slowly muted, till it was no more than an undertone which seemed to be coming from an immense depth or distance — an undertone still full of disquietude and torment, like the sobbing of far-off winds in hell, or the murmur of demonian fires on coasts of eternal ice.
Said Averaud at my elbow:
“To a certain extent, the combined notes of the gongs are beyond human hearing in their pitch. With the addition of the final gong, even less sound will be audible.”
While I was trying to digest this difficult idea, I noticed a partial dimming of the light above the tripod and its weird apparatus. A vertical shaft of faint shadow, surrounded by a still fainter penumbra, was forming in the air. The tripod itself, and the wires, gongs and hammers, were now a trifle indistinct, as if seen through some obscuring veil. The central shaft and its penumbra seemed to widen; and looking down at the flood, where the outer adumbration, conforming to the room’s outline, crept toward the walls, I saw that Averaud and myself were now within its ghostly triangle.
At the same time there surged upon me an intolerable depression, together with a multitude of sensations which I despair of conveying in language. My very sense of space was distorted and deformed as if some unknown dimension had somehow been mingled with those familiar to us. There was a feeling of dreadful and measureless descent, as if the floor were sinking beneath me into some nether pit; and I seemed to pass beyond the room in a torrent of swirling, hallucinative images, visible but invisible, felt but intangible, and more awful, more accurst than that hurricane of lost souls beheld by Dante.
Down, down, I appeared to go, in the bottomless and phantom hell that was impinging upon reality. Death, decay, malignity, madness, gathered in the air and pressed me down like Satanic incubi in that ecstatic horror of descent. I felt that there were a thousand forms, a thousand faces about me, summoned from the gulfs of perdition. And yet I saw nothing but the white face of Averaud, stamped with a frozen and abominable rapture as he fell beside me.
Like a dreamer who forces himself to awaken, he began to move away from me. I seemed to lose sight of him for a moment in the cloud of nameless, immaterial horrors that threatened to take on the further horror of substance. Then I realized that Averaud had turned off the switch, and that the oscillating hammers had ceased to beat on those infernal gongs. The double shaft of shadow faded in mid-air, the burden of terror and despair lifted from my nerves and I no longer felt the damnable hallucination of nether space and descent.
“My God!” I cried. “What was it?” Averaud’s look was full of a ghastly, gloating exultation as he turned to me.
“You saw and felt it, then?” he queried — “that vague, imperfect manifestation of the perfect evil which exists somewhere in the cosmos? I shall yet call it forth in its entirety, and know the black, infinite, reverse raptures which attend its epiphany.”
I recoiled from him with an involuntary shudder. All the hideous things that had swarmed upon me beneath the cacophonous beating of those accursed gongs, drew near again for an instant; and I looked with fearful vertigo into hells of perversity and corruption. I saw an inverted soul, despairing of good, which longed for the baleful ecstasies of perdition. No longer did I think him merely mad: for I knew the thing which he sought and could attain; and I remembered, with a new significance, that line of Baudelaire’s poem — “The hell wherein my heart delights.”
Averaud was unaware of my revulsion, in his dark rhapsody. When I turned to leave, unable to bear any longer the blasphemous atmosphere of that room, and the sense of strange depravity which emanated from its owner, he pressed me to return as soon as possible.
“I think,” he exulted, “that all will be in readiness before long. I want you to be present in the hour of my triumph.”
I do not know what I said, nor what excuses I made to get away from him. I longed to assure myself that a world of unblasted sunlight and undefiled air could still exist. I went out; but a shadow followed me; and execrable faces leered or mowed from the foliage as I left the cypress-shaded grounds.
For days afterward I was in a condition verging upon neurotic disorder. No one could come as close as I had been to the primal effluence of evil, and go thence unaffected. Shadowy noisome cobwebs draped themselves on all my thoughts, and presences of unlineamented fear, of shapeless horror, crouched in the half-lit corners of my mind but would never fully declare themselves. An invisible gulf, bottomless as Malebolge, seemed to yawn before me wherever I went.
Presently, though, my reason reasserted itself, and I wondered if my sensations in the black triangular room had not been wholly a matter of suggestion or auto-hypnosis. I asked myself if it were credible that a cosmic force of the sort postulated by Averaud could really exist; or, granting it existed, could be evoked by any man through the absurd intermediation of a musical device. The nervous terrors of my experience faded a little in memory; and, though a disturbing doubt still lingered, I assured myself that all I had felt was of purely subjective origin. Even then, it was with supreme reluctance, with an inward shrinking only to be overcome by violent resolve, that I returned to visit Averaud once more.
For an even longer period than usual, no one answered my knock. Then there were hurrying footsteps, and the door was opened abruptly by Fifine. I knew immediately that something was amiss, for her face wore a look of unnatural dread and anxiety, and her eyes were wide, with the whites showing blankly, as if she gazed upon horrific things. She tried to speak, and made that ghastly inarticulate sound which the mute is able to make on occasion as she plucked my sleeve and drew me after her along the somber hall to the triangular room.
The door was open; and as I approached it, I heard a low, dissonant, snarling murmur, which I recognized as the sound of the gongs. It was like the voice of all the souls in a frozen hell, uttered by lips congealing slowly toward the ultimate torture of silence. It sank and sank till it seemed to be issuing from pits below the nadir.
Fifine shrank back on the threshold, imploring me with a pitiful glance to precede her. The lights were all turned on and Averaud, clad in a strange medieval costume, in a black gown and cap such as Faustus might have worn, stood near the percussive mechanism. The hammers were all beating with a frenzied rapidity; and the sound became still lower and tenser as I approached. Averaud did not seem to see me: his eyes, abnormally dilated, and flaming with infernal luster like those of one possessed, were fixed upon something in mid-air.
Again the soul-congealing hideousness, the sense of eternal falling, of myriad harpy-like incumbent horrors, rushed upon me as I looked and saw. Vaster and stronger than before, a double column of triangular shadow had materialized and was becoming more and more distinct. It swelled, it darkened, it enveloped the gong-apparatus and towered to the ceiling. The double column grew solid and opaque as ebony; and the face of Averaud, who was standing well within the broad penumbral shadow, became dim as if seen through a film of Stygian water.
I must have gone utterly mad for a while. I remember only a teeming delirium of things too frightful to be endured by a sane mind, that peopled the infinite gulf of hell-born illusion into which I sank with the hopeless precipitancy of the damned. There was a sickness inexpressible, a vertigo of redeemless descent, a pandemonium of ghoulish phantoms that reeled and swayed about the column of malign omnipotent force which presided over all. Averaud was only one more phantom in this delirium, when with arms outstretched in his perverse adoration, he stepped toward the inner column and passed into it till he was lost to view. And Fifine was another phantom when she ran by me to the wall and turned off the switch that operated those demoniacal hammers.
As one who re-emerges from a swoon, I saw the fading of the dual pillar, till the light was no longer sullied by any tinge of that satanic radiation. And where it had been, Averaud still stood beside the baleful instrument he had designed. Erect and rigid he stood, in a strange immobility; and I felt an incredulous horror, a chill awe, as I went forward and touched him with a faltering hand. For that which I saw and touched was no longer a human being but an ebon statue, whose face and brow and fingers were black as the Faust-like raiment or the sullen curtains. Charred as by sable fire, or frozen by black cold, the features bore the eternal ecstasy and pain of Lucifer in his ultimate hell of ice. For an instant, the supreme evil which Averaud had worshipped so madly, which he had summoned from the vaults of incalculable space, had made him one with itself; and passing, it had left him petrified into an image of its own essence. The form that I touched was harder than marble; and I knew that it would endure to all time as a testimony of the infinite Medusean power that is death and corruption and darkness.
Fifine had now thrown herself at the feet of the image and was clasping its insensible knees. With her frightful muted moaning in my ears, I went forth for the last time from that chamber and from that mansion. Vainly, through delirious months and madness-ridden years, I have tried to shake off the infrangible obsession of my memories. But there is a fatal numbness in my brain as if it too had been charred and blackened a little in that moment of overpowering nearness to the dark ray of the black statue that was Jean Averaud, the impress of awful and forbidden things has been set like an everlasting seal.
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CHAPTER I
Time for Murder
It never occurred to Vance, until the morning when Dyson’s car rolled up before the house, that there might be a practical use of the thing he had discovered. But as he stood there in the second story window looking down onto the graveled horseshoe drive, the plan hit him with such force that he trembled visibly. His face became alive with an intensity that made his sallow skin grow tight over his cheek-bones.
A practical use—there was the test of every laboratory achievement, to determine whether or not it was a worthwhile one. He had thought this one just a freak of acoustical science. He had toyed with it in the laboratory until he knew it had great possibilities as a show-trick, but such a use as the one that now occurred to him had been undreamed-of. But there is always a useful purpose for any new discovery, he had found, however impractical it may seem.
And the purpose to which Vance was going to put his discovery was murder.
He turned, now, and left his bedroom. His face was still sleep-wrinkled and his hair tousled, though it was ten o’clock. He hurried down the hall, descended the stairs, and went to open the front door. Dyson stood there, framed blockily in the portal, when he opened it. His face was sullen and contemptuous, and his clipped gray moustache seemed to bristle with distaste. Dyson’s skin was healthy-looking and firm, and his eyes, though he was over sixty, were as clear and sharp as those of a much younger man.
Vance put a smile on his lips as he invited, “Come on in. It’s good to see you, Father.”
“Don’t ‘Father’ me,” Dyson clipped. “Just remember Ellen’s dead, now. I’m no longer any kin of yours, in-law or otherwise.”
Vance moistened his lips. Within one second of their meeting for the first time in a year, the old trouble had risen again and left them both standing tense and angry. They stood for a second glaring at each other. Then Vance raised his shoulders and let them fall. “As you like,” he said. “But don’t forget that I’ve suffered too. I loved Ellen. Her death was as much a shock to me as it was to you.”
Dyson’s fine lips lifted in a sneer. “I’d smash your yellow face in for that,” he breathed. “But I don’t even want to soil my hands with you. You loved Ellen, did you? You loved her so much you broke her heart and sent her back to me after two hellish years with you! Two years! I wonder how any woman could stand two days!”
A cold rage built up in Vance’s thin body. His skinny fists clenched as he faced the older man, and then he turned and muttered, “Let’s sit down, anyway. No use digging up old grievances.”
But as he led the way to the library he would have liked to have turned on Dyson and beaten the life out of him. Only he knew he couldn’t. His father-in-law was an ex-military man, and certain life-long habits, such as physical fitness, he had carried into private life when he retired. He knew that Dyson, with all his sixty-three years, could whale the daylights out of him, though he was scarcely thirty. But then he remembered the way those rats had died up in his laboratory—without a sign on their bodies—and he smiled thinly.
He knew that his father-in-law had never liked him, any more than he had cared for him. He remembered, too, the ill grace with which he had given his daughter to him in marriage four years ago. Well, maybe it had been a mistake at that.
Though, for the first few months after they were married, Vance and his wife had got along very happily. But after that a hundred little things had arisen between them that gradually turned Vance’s love to hate, though Ellen still followed him around with a dog-like devotion that disgusted the scientist. She was one of those persons who are disgustingly cheerful in the morning, whereas Vance was never ready to wipe the scowl off his face before ten o’clock. Then, too, she carried the “married-lover” business to an extreme; every time he had to go down town for a few hours, she had to kiss him good-bye as though he were leaving for a year. God knows, there were many times when he wished he were!
In the first place, Vance reminded himself, he had only married her as a matter of convenience anyway. He needed money to carry on his laboratory work in physics, and the idea of teaching in a university to get money for his experiments was distasteful to him. So, when he met the pretty young daughter of wealthy Henry Dyson, he got the idea of marrying her and letting her allowance support him in luxury.
A pang of regret gripped him as he offered Dyson a seat in the library. For the first time he wished he had put up with Ellen and not made life such a hell for her that she went back to her father. Because now, with her dead from an automobile accident, her father was going to throw him out…
Only the girl’s intervention, for a love that she still had not lost, had made Dyson allow him to stay on here, with an allowance of a hundred a month. With Ellen dead, that intervention no longer mattered.
Dyson’s low voice brought him out of his remorseful thoughts. “I only wish I were about ten years older,” he was saying. “If I were, I’d kill you the way I would step on an ant. At that age, I wouldn’t care so much about being hung for it. God knows you deserve killing if anyone ever did!”
Vance bristled, “You’re going a little too far when you say that. After all, the worst you can say of me was that I told her I didn’t love her any more. And women don’t die of broken hearts these days.”
“No,” Dyson agreed, shaking his head slowly. “They don’t die of broken hearts—but sometimes they kill themselves over scoundrels like you!”
“Kill themselves!” Vance gasped. He felt a cold feeling in his stomach. They’d told him Ellen died in an automobile accident.
“Yes. That accident could have been avoided. There wasn’t a trace of skid marks on the road where her car went off the cliff. Ellen deliberately drove over the edge.” Dyson’s brown eyes burned into the other man’s.
The scientist went rigid. His nature was shocked to its very bottom by the terrible news, for he could not escape the thought that it was he who had caused Ellen to kill herself.
Dyson went on grimly, “That’s why I came here this morning, to tell you that. Perhaps you have human feelings enough to realize what kind of a thing you’ve done.” He stood up and reached for his hat. “There’s another reason I came here, Vance,” he went on with obvious relish of his position. “I came to tell you to be out in two weeks. This is my property, and my house. If you aren’t out in two weeks I’ll come in and break every damned piece of equipment you’ve got here.”
Vance was shocked out of his horror. He had expected the blow, but not to be thrown out so quickly. “Two weeks!” he echoed, running his bony fingers through his hair. “Why—it’ll take me a couple of months to pack everything and move out.”
Dyson shrugged. “That’s your problem,” he said.
A crafty look flitted over the scientist’s lips. “You’ll be hurting more than just me if you enforce that threat,” he warned Dyson. “I’ve made a discovery this week that can restore normal hearing to thousands of deaf persons. My work in acoustics, which you have always laughed at, is becoming practical now—practical enough for a business man like yourself to appreciate. But if you make me move out that quickly, many of my things will be ruined. It takes time to pack delicate instruments such as I use. Give me—a month, at least.”
Dyson regarded him calculatingly. He seemed to be weighing his words. Finally he replied, “All right—one month from today I’ll expect you out. I don’t for one minute think you’ve got anything that can help humanity, but even a man like you might stumble onto something sometimes. Just on the off chance that you have, I’ll give in. If you can really do what you say, my sacrifice will have been worthwhile.”
Vance smiled his thanks—a smile that they both knew was forced. He was thinking how gullible Dyson was, for his invention was scarcely what he had represented it to be. With it, he could very easily deafen a person, even kill rats in the fraction of a second—but as for restoring hearing to anyone, that was sales talk.
He was still smiling when his father-in-law turned and left the room. With an attempt at hostly cordiality, he followed him to the vestibule, bade him good-bye, and closed the door behind him. Then, in a flash, his face darkened and an almost animal-like snarl escaped his lips. He shook as with ague. Then he got control of himself by an effort and turned hastily to the stairs.



CHAPTER II
The SuperSonic Machine
It was like entering the cool sanctuary of a cathedral for him to go into the laboratory on the second floor. These were the only friends he owned, these shining articles of scientific equipment, these guinea pigs and rats on which he experimented. These—and his music—were his life. All of Vance’s waking moments were spent in the laboratory or at the console of the electric organ in the small room off his study. And the organ itself was very closely allied with his work.
He rubbed his hands as he glanced over the display. In the center of the long room was his sound projector, a gleaming, cigar-shaped affair mounted almost like a cannon. Beside it, in a shallow pit in the floor, was a battery of electric power equipment guarded by a brass rail. Off to his right, at the other end of the room, was the target at which he aimed the sound waves of his experiments. It consisted of a small barrel thickly lined with glass-fiber insulation. Around the walls, and in little islands about the floor, were other groups of scientific paraphernalia.
A look of triumph mingled with hate flitted across Vance’s sallow features as he recalled the way that rat had died in the target-barrel the other day. One shot from the high-powered sound “cannon” and it writhed for a second and then died. He had been stupefied for a while at the results. Then, on analyzing the animal’s brain, he began to understand. And it was the unbelievable condition of that dead rat’s brain that had given him the idea of doing away with Dyson.
With his father-in-law dead, he would be rich. The only living relative of the old man, he was in line to receive everything, even if he had to sue to get it. Hence it was imperative that he do away with him immediately, before he could be put out and perhaps get word of the trouble into the papers. Things like that always looked bad in case a lawsuit was necessary.
For a second a feeling of despair clutched at his heart. One month to build a lethal weapon out of a scientific toy! It was a task that would have defeated the average scientist at the outset. But Vance was far above the average scientist—in some ways—and he knew it could be done. He knew, too, that if he could perfect that discovery he had recently made, he could kill Dyson without leaving a scar, a bruise, a trace of poison, or any other indication of how it had been done.
Nothing but a peculiar condition of the brain, as in the case of the rat. For the animal had looked perfectly all right until he opened the skull, and there he found the secret of its death. The brain was almost as hard as clay! Instead of the customary jelly-like consistency, the little gray mass of protoplasm was hard and almost unyielding!
It seemed only logical, therefore, that if the sound waves could be greatly magnified, a human brain could be similarly affected.
Suddenly he went into his workrooms and fell to work again. The belief that he was on the right track stimulated him to intense work, for the prize was indeed worth his labors.
Until midnight Vance did not leave the laboratory. He moved about it like some weird scientist of another world, calculating furiously for hours at a time, then leaping up to make some change in his sound cannon. The shadow from his long figure fell across the floor in a grotesque pattern.
By midnight he knew he was working on the wrong assumption. He stood wearily in the center of the big room clutching the sheaf of papers covered with his calculations in his hand, staring down at them with his head bowed. His tests had showed him far off the track. The theory he was basing his work on was that any tone, intensified sufficiently, could cause chemical changes in any body. He had doubled the intensity of his sound cannon. And even that was insufficient to kill a guinea pig!
He could kill a rat with half the power, but the guinea pig remained untouched. Obviously he was going in the wrong direction. For at this rate it would take a force sufficient to crumble a brick wall, in order to touch the human brain!
With a muttered oath, Vance shambled from the laboratory and went to bed.
Contrary to the usual practice of the scientist, he was out of bed at eight o’clock the next morning, and hard at work by eight-thirty.
Hoping that it might have been his machinery, and not his calculations, which were wrong, he took his sound projector apart and gave it a thorough overhauling. It was simple in construction though complex in operation. It appeared exactly like a cigar with a large marble affixed to the rear end, and pivoted through the middle on an axis. The part of it where the axis passed through was open on the top, for the entrance of sound waves. These waves, of supersonic, or inaudible, frequency, were projected down into it from an amplifier on the ceiling; then, as they passed into its interior, a powerful arrangement of electron multipliers and cathode tubes, augmented by a device of Vance’s own invention for condensing the molecules of air in the supersonic waves, met the sound waves with a terrific drive of power. The result caused the harmless stream of inaudible sounds to be hurled from the open end of the sound cannon in an almost solid bolt of sound.
When these projectiles struck a rat, the animal was instantly killed. But even a double charge of power was insufficient to kill a guinea pig. That was wrong, Vance knew. And yet when the machine was reassembled and tried once more, it still held true.
In despair he plunged into his calculations again and sought for some solution to the problem. No philanthropic scientist battling to give humanity a cure for some disease ever labored any harder than did Vance, whose sole aim was to kill a man. He worked without eating until ten o’clock that night. His face grew more sallow than ever and became stubbled with a growth of blond beard. Finally, when his hands shook so that he could no longer write, he flung the papers to the floor and left the laboratory.
In despair he sought the consolation of music. He made his way wearily to his little conservatory off the study and flipped the switch that started the generators in the small electric organ. He sat down and adjusted the stops and draw-bars. Fatigue flowed through his body like an electric current, leaving him almost limp from his long hours of labor.
His fingers touched lightly over the keys. Almost instantly the fatigue left him like a garment sliding from his shoulders. His playing became animated. The strains of a movement from Tchaikovsky’s Fifth Symphony filled the room with sonorous power. Vance’s long figure swayed gracefully at the console as though wafted this way and that by the force of the composition.
The song ended, and he drifted immediately into the sad measures of Valse Triste. The sweet, melancholy tones of the organ swelled and fell in slow cadences, swaying Vance’s emotions with every changing mood. The avaricious mask that covered his finer features seemed to slide off as the beauty of the music touched his soul. For a moment his pale blue eyes were dark with passion that belied his character, covered by the husk of greed, and his lips were half parted in ecstasy as he gazed upward at the sound-window above him. His hands seemed acting without any directing impulses from his brain. Over the shining ivories they drifted gracefully, reaching now and then to adjust a stop or change the position of a draw-bar.
And then, as though a malignant force had seized him, Vance’s thin body lurched from the seat. He stood erect, trembling, the music dying with a burst of sound. Gone was the ecstatic, godlike expression of his face; in its place was a malicious visage that was sharp with cunning and cruel in its implication of danger. His lips gleamed with saliva.
“Why not?” Vance muttered to himself. “Why not!”
For his mind had not been idle while he sat at the console. It had been in an inactive state, resembling sleep, and yet as ready to register any stray thought that presented itself as a photographic plate is able to seize a nebulous ray of light in the very instant it is made manifest. And the very sweetness of the music had given him the answer to the problem before him…
While he sat half-dreaming at the organ, the scientist’s keenly analytic mind had been considering, unconscious even to himself, a number of facts that seemed somehow to fall together. The failure of a mighty surge of power to affect a guinea pig—a stray sentence he had been impressed by in a work on acoustics—the effect of the music on his emotion. Taken separately, the facts seemed disjointed. Considered together, his shrewd brain had acted as a catalyst to fuse the mass of facts into a homogeneous group of facts that led him definitely nearer the solution.
Eager to fix the facts in his mind before he could lose the thread, he rushed upstairs, seized a pencil and a pad of paper, and commenced scribbling every thought that came into his head.
His notes made, Vance’s fingers dropped the pencil and he stood up, paced back and forth through the laboratory. He stopped at the sound cannon and stared at it owlishly. Suddenly he swore and struck it with his foot. “Useless!” he muttered. “It must be completely done over. It’s got to be stronger, bigger—more deadly. Then we’ll see whether or not I am the fool Dyson takes me for!”



CHAPTER III
The Machine Completed
It took two weeks for the scientist to decide exactly what must be done and then to do it. For three days he sat almost incessantly at the organ, playing every different type of music in existence. He analyzed the effects of martial music, of dreamy lullabies, of sad compositions, of humorous pieces. And from them he isolated the elements that gave them the power they had.
When at last the new apparatus was finished, Vance regarded it with rightful pride. It was twice as long as the former sound-focusing machine, for he had employed Poisson’s theory that “if the wave of sound be confined in a tube with a smooth interior, it may be conveyed to great distances without sensible loss of intensity”. Thus, by projecting the sound waves from a smooth tube with great force, they were carried along for a time almost as though they were still confined within the pipe.
The cannon was now twelve feet long, a gleaming silver cylinder about a foot thick. The rear end of it was a sphere three feet thick, in which all the apparatus was carried. He had carried his small electric organ up to the laboratory and hooked it up with the projector, so that every conceivable sound he might require was at his finger-tips. The controls of the projector were even mounted on the upper end of the manuals, within easy reach.
Seated at the organ, he could command a wide view through the big windows fronting the street. From here he could see children returning home from school, laborers going to work, and off across the sloping valley the business district of the city.
Only one thing remained to be done—the machine must be tested before he could put it in operation. Just how to test it he was uncertain for a time. Then his eyes caught a flash of color on the street below, and he smiled bleakly as he realized the perfect chance for a test had come. Five school children were walking past the house, engaged in animated talk and kicking at rocks and anything else that presented itself. Hurriedly, Vance went to the organ and slid onto the seat.
His long fingers trembled a little as he flipped the generator switch and selected his tones. It was no matter of guesswork with him. He knew exactly which notes he needed to produce his effects.
Another switch caused the great cylinder to revolve slowly on its axis and then to point down at the boys on the sidewalk. A low humming arose as the ultra-powerful electron magnifiers and cathode tubes went into action.
Now he struck a chord, using only five tones. A weird, sonorous sound rolled from the sound cannon. The entire room seemed to tremble slightly as the lowest tone, a frequency of only eight vibrations per second, or half as many as are necessary for the human ear to detect, rolled its silent thunder through the atmosphere. To the boys on the street, the sound must have seemed like nothing more destructive than a vacuum cleaner running somewhere and a truck rumbling by down the block. But suddenly it happened.
One second the five small boys had been talking and laughing in the good humor common to boys just let out of school, and the next they were like angry animals. With one accord they turned on each other and fell to pummeling with flying fists and screaming with insane rage. Two of them fell to the pavement and rolled, kicking and squirming, into the street. The other three formed a milling huddle of enraged, shrill voices and struggling bodies.
In the next moment the fighting stopped. The youngsters looked foolish, and then, abruptly, they broke into gales of laughter. Their boyish cries of merriment filled the street with sound— and yet there was no sound of genuine amusement in it. It was as though they were being forced to laugh by some power greater than they were. The laughter became shrill and forced, but the boys continued to scream their amusement until several were lying on the ground contorted with delighted gasps, clutching their sides.
The ray of intense sound had changed to a higher pitch. The low rumble had ceased. For Vance, sitting erect and stiff on the bench, had flicked two new stops and struck a new chord. His pale face was lighted up with intense enjoyment. The pale eyes burned with an unholy fire as he watched the proof of his success. He was playing on the helpless victims’ emotions as he played on the organ. A mere flick of his finger would change them into savage animals again, seeking to tear each others’ eyes out.
A queer breathlessness caught him as he realized that only a forward tipping of his foot, resting on the volume pedal, would kill every one of them. He had struck the proper sound frequency to reach their brains directly, with no regard for tympanum or ear fluid. Now, if he increased the power to the terrific intensity required, their brains would be destroyed as the rat’s was!
Elation filled him at that thought. Dyson’s days were marked. His life was to be the price of trying to throw him out of his home. He was going to meet a death no mortal ever had—a death by music, but an unholy music that would make a fiend of him, or a Pan, and whose sweetest tones would be as deadly as the venom of a cobra.
With a sudden whim, Vance raised his hand and pressed in two draw-bars, then adjusted a third. He reached out and twisted the switch that operated the projector. The gleaming tube swung about to follow the boys. A movement of his foot, and the new sound-bolt struck the children. The laughter ceased. In its wake came a sound of soft sobbing.
The essence of sadness was being instilled in their brains. Tears of sorrow took the place of the tears of joy of a moment before. Small shoulders shook with racking sobs.
Finally, convinced of his success, Vance shut off the motors. A smile of derision touched his lips as he watched the boys awake. Shame-faced expressions came over their tear-and dirt-streaked countenances. Bewildered by something they could not understand, they shuffled off down the street in silence.
Vance turned away. He regarded the instrument-filled laboratory with complete satisfaction. Another week and the plan would be ready. For he was not quite prepared for Dyson yet. A few changes in the study downstairs, and then the organ would be ready to play its song of Death, for an audience of one…



CHAPTER IV
The Melody of Death
He was alone, in the laboratory, when the doorbell rang a week later. Vance’s whole body trembled with expectation. With an effort he controlled himself and hurried to let Dyson in.
His father-in-law had got his telegram, he decided. That, in itself, had been a master stroke. A curt note to the elderly man saying he had found a number of letters and things belonging to Ellen, and that he would destroy them unless called for by Friday, had turned the trick.
When he opened the door he was perfectly calm—outwardly, at least. He nodded curtly, “Come in. I see you got my wire.”
Dyson’s face was dark with fury as he reached forward and seized the scientist by the throat. “I got it, Vance,” he breathed, “and I’ve come here to take those letters and then give you a beating you’ll never get over. I knew you were worthless, but…”
“I’m warning you,” Vance cut in huskily, striving to control his quivering underlip, “that unless you release me right now you’ll never see the letters. Nor the picture she had taken just before she left me!”
The elderly militarist looked at the younger man as though he would crush him right then. His eyes pinched dangerously. Then he let his hand drop. The club was held by the weakling in this battle. “All right,” he bit out. “Give them to me. Then get out and keep out of my sight, if you value your life.”
Vance’s heart leaped. The old fool was playing right into his hands! He turned away quickly to hide the triumph in his eyes. “Wait in the study,” he growled. “I’ll be right down with them.”
But scarcely had the door closed behind Dyson as he went into the small, walnut-paneled room than he sprang into action. He rushed down the hall to the room where the organ had been reinstalled. He closed the door behind him softly and hurried to the switchboard across from him. His hand swung a bar-like switch down and there was a loud snap from somewhere in the wall.
Vance’s lips were half parted in a smile. The man in the study was there for good. The turning of the switch had thrown bolts into every door, locking him securely. Now he drove a huge knife-switch home. A loud humming of electric motors filled the room. For a second, nothing happened.
In the next moment the wall between the study and the anteroom commenced to slide down through the floor. Between the two sections of paneling a thick glass shield remained. After a moment Dyson’s startled figure was seen standing in the middle of the other room staring transfixedly at the vanishing wall. He jerked around as a sound grated behind him.
Vance had operated another motor that exposed the huge second cannon behind the organ. The long, silver snout of it moved forward toward the glass panel, turned toward Dyson slowly.
Quickly Vance dashed to the organ and seated himself. He could see Dyson’s mouth shouting at him through the glass wall, but the words were inaudible because of mineral-wool insulation in the walls. His long, tapering fingers touched the controls.
After a moment he commenced playing. Dyson stopped his shouting and gesticulating. He looked startled as the sounds came from the projector. The scientist’s playing grew faster. He burst into a lively number of his own composition, full of breathless runs and cadences. The militarist could be seen to stiffen and throw his shoulders back. His fine face glowed with alertness and well-being. Suddenly he did an about-face.
“Now, march, damn you!” Vance shouted. “March, like the would-be soldier you are!” His fingers flashed over the keys in a stirring march overtoned by strange chords.
Dyson’s figure was a pathetic sight as he marched back and forth down the room, the great sound cannon always following him like a vigilant eye. He looked like some old man playing soldier like a six-year-old boy. His erect, white head, thrown back, bobbed rhythmically. Up and down, back and forth, he led his imaginary battalions, shouting orders, executing weird maneuvers.
Vance laughed until the tears streamed down his face. Tired of it at last, he switched to a humorous composition. On the upper manual he set the keys needed to produce the tones that would irritate the nerve centers of Dyson’s brain. Then, to the rollicking tune that swelled from the organ, the elder man commenced to laugh. He screamed with merriment. He slapped his knee and doubled over as the breath was goaded from his lungs like a depressed bellows. Finally he fell on the floor and lay there writhing in agony, but still shouting insane laughter.
But Vance did not let him die of strangulation, which would have occurred in a few more moments. He burst into a new piece. The room commenced to vibrate slightly from the power of the sound-waves driving out of the mouth of the cannon. Even the organ bench shook a little as the floor was agitated.
Dyson felt the tones immediately. Anger distorted his face and pulled his mouth wide open into a savage snarl. Louder and louder the music grew, while he grew more and more insane with fury and raced back and forth, pounding the wall that separated him from his murderer, not knowing why he did it. All reason was blasted from his mind by the bolt of solid sound that pounded at him from the projector which followed him everywhere.
Vance’s foot commenced to tilt the power pedal still further. The whole house was trembling now from the deep tones. They were inaudible, and yet the whole body seemed to hear them. Dyson’s knees buckled and he went down on hands and knees, still raging, but growing weaker. His body shook as with ague.
Vance’s fingers flashed over the keys in a wild song that filled the house with mad echoes, shaking the windows and rattling the doors. He threw his head back and laughed in defiance of Dyson’s attempts to break through and kill him. All the joy of triumphing over this man who had challenged him was in his eyes, and all the greed in his soul was in his saliva-gleaming lips. He looked down to the manual for a moment, then glanced back to see what effect the change of chords he had just made would produce.
Suddenly a curse came from his lips. Dyson had staggered out of the sound beam and was showing signs of recovery. With a savage snarl Vance reached for the direction control and swung it hard over. At the same time his foot shoved the volume control farther open.
“My God!” A start of horror racked him. The sound cannon had not moved. The vibrations must have torn the wires loose that controlled that part of its mechanism! Desperately he shoved the volume pedal wide open. The house shook violently. Abruptly, there was a shrill screech of collapsing metal.
Too late Vance saw what he had done. The tremendous force of the sound waves had cracked the sound cannon. Before he could move to turn off the power a change came over him. It seemed as though a hot ice pick was being driven through his brain. He felt a stiffness coming over his limbs and he tried to move far enough to reach the switches, but he was powerless. Even in his ghastly predicament he was able to figure out what had happened. The beam of the music was touching and freezing his own brain. Unless he could stop it instantly he was lost!
With a final attempt to save himself, he crashed his hands, fingers splayed, down upon the keys. There was a roar of sound from the cannon. An almost visible beam of power shot from it straight into the man at the organ.
The organ itself leaped from the floor six inches and vibrated. Suddenly the music stopped. The death instrument had been destroyed. But Vance did not move from the bench.
He just sat there for a long moment, and then his body seemed to coil up almost like a piece of spaghetti. He slid from the bench and lay sprawled on the floor. His face was white and ghastly. There was something in his blank look that seemed to indicate that his brain was completely destroyed. And there was something in the limp look of his arms and legs that seemed to show that he had not a whole bone in his body.



STATUS: COMPLETE, by Leslie J. Furlong
To: Senior Manager Ozaki <ozaki@post.Toritomo.co.jp>, Project Manager Inoue <Inoue@post.Toritomo.co.jp>
CC: Officer Oe <oe42@jpa-mie.ne.jp>
From: Team Manager Ono
Re: Final report (MG-709X status)
First, I would like to say how much I have enjoyed the past 17 years as part of the Toritomo Recovery Industries’ corporate family. I have always appreciated working on the latest (forgive the pun) cutting edge technologies. I realize that the marketplace is continuing to go through changes, and that companies must change with them in order to survive. These kinds of personnel decisions must not come easily for someone in your position, especially as decisions of any kind have never been your forte.
On to business.
My final report deals with the current status of the MG-709X-WHRU (wiring harness recovery unit). If you pay attention to diagram 1 (see attachment A), you will notice some of the improvements I have made to the MG-709X since our last meeting. As this is to be my last design project, I wanted it to be, if not the cutting edge (those words again) technology you’ve constantly demanded, at least a project with a lasting effect.
As preservation of the environment has become an increasing concern of different automotive companies, methods of separating the component parts (metal chassis, fabrics, rubber, etc.) that go into an automobile are becoming necessary. The MG-series of WHRUs provided an all-in-one solution, able to cut through a vehicle’s chassis, extract wiring harness and cables, and then strip away the insulation and other plastics with minimal training required for its operators.
However, those earlier versions of the MG-709X (the MG-707A, etc.) were plagued with design flaws, dating back to its first incarnation (which I am sure you are aware of, being a member of the original design team). These included (but weren’t limited to) overheating, uneven pull force, the rapid dulling of cutting blades, and the stability of the vehicle undergoing processing. I believe my new design overcomes these issues while ably addressing others.
This new design, while still large enough to accept a full-size automobile, has a footprint only 85% of the original, thanks to the strength of denser alloys utilized (see attached patent licensing agreement 1). A value add of these alloys is sound buffering, which makes for a less noisy work area (graph 1a).
New clamps and braces hold the vehicle (or other object) firmly in place within the MG-709X’s processing bay, allowing the blades (utilizing the same alloys) to cut through the chassis and paneling in less time without damaging internal components because of vibration, etc.
The extraction hooks are basically unchanged, however the armatures and the software that controlled them has been, much like my future, rewritten. They are now more sensitive to resistance and can automatically adjust to reduce stress on weaker points, another quality you should try to develop in yourself.
The inspection and testing stage for the new MG-709X was extensive, and was completed only this afternoon after the rest of the staff had left for the evening, and the results are impressive. Tests confirming the durability of the redesigned MG-709X were conducted with the kind contributions of Mrs. Ozaki (see image sequence 3A-3I for details). As you can tell from the photos in the sequence, the MG-709X’s ability to extract even the most delicate components has been greatly improved. The braces hold the subject in place securely, while the cutting blades that allow the hooks access to an object’s interior work just as well on soft, pliable material as on metal and hard plastics. And as I mentioned before, the soundproofing properties of the alloys were most effective, reducing any disturbing noises to such tolerable levels that ear protectors were not required.
Still, stripping items (such as, but obviously not limited to) cables and wires of their insulation remains messy and a point to be improved upon (see 3G-3I), but I must leave that challenge to the remaining members of the design team.
I have recorded every moment of these trials so that you might better understand. I thought it was important to be clearly understood. Copies should arrive in your inbox via inter-office mail tomorrow afternoon. I hope it will answer your remaining questions. Please pass on any comments you may have to my successor, as I am certain to be no longer available once I have completed my remaining tests.
Thank you again for this opportunity.
Regards,
Yoshiyaki Ono,
MG-709X Redesign project team leader



FOOD FOR THOUGHT, by Jack Dolphin
Findings of The Trial Board of the New York City Police Department in the matter of: Detective Sergeant Michael Francis Xavier Conover



A Preliminary Report
Date: July 23, 1924
On this date the Trial Board met for the final of three sessions in the case of Det. Sgt. Michael F. X. Conover, who was brought up on interdepartmental charges stemming from his behavior during the July 15th investigation into the disappearance of the members of the Pelgimbly Oceanographic Expedition.
The investigation was initiated following the discovery of the expedition’s abandoned vessel, “The Ark of Capella”, floating near the mouth of New York Harbor on July 14th of this year. In view of the current crisis, it was the intention of this Board to streamline these proceedings as much as possible and, with an eye towards following that mandate, it will not repeat internal discussions regarding the events of 15th July, opting instead to present excerpts of pertinent testimony taken directly from the Trial Board transcripts, then rendering our verdict.




The first witness to be called was Captain Alfred Knox, the Assistant Harbormaster for the Port Of New York. The relevant sections of his testimony are as follows:
TRIAL BOARD: Once the ship had been towed in, you called the police. Why?
CAPTAIN KNOX: Well, first we went aboard to see what we could find. There was no one aboard, of course, but we saw considerable evidence of violence, bloodstained walls in the companionways, extreme damage to the woodwork in several of the cabins, smashed instrumentation on the bridge and so forth. The Port has limited resources for investigative work and the Coast Guard are stretched rather thin at present, what with the ongoing battle against the rumrunners, so we alerted the patrolman in the area of our dock and had him come aboard for a looksee. It took only a few minutes to convince him of the seriousness of the situation and he sent round to the stationhouse for the detectives.
TB: That would be Detective Sgt. Conover and Detective Samuel Hawks?
CK: Yes, that’s right. I met them as they came aboard. The Sergeant sent Detective Hawks aft to look around and I accompanied the Sergeant to the bridge. After a brief inspection of the bridge, we proceeded down to C deck, where we examined the crew’s quarters. Then we worked our way up to the quarters belonging to the members of the expedition. That’s where Detective Hawks rejoined us.
The next witness to be called was Detective Samuel Hawks, partner of Det. Sgt. Conover in the Homicide Squad, headquartered at the Manhattan South precinct. The relevant sections of his testimony are as follows:
TB: Detective, how long have you been partnered with Det. Sgt. Conover?
DETECTIVE SAMUEL HAWKS: Six months, sir.
TB: In the course of your association have you ever observed the Sergeant exhibiting any extreme, irrational or violent behavior?
DSH: No, sir, the Sergeant is a very calm and collected individual. In point of fact, his nickname in the precinct is the Traffic Warden because he’s always cautioning others to slow down and think before they act.
TB: So you would characterize the Sergeant as a cautious individual?
DSH: Yes, sir, but not to the extreme that he is incapable of acting when necessary. He’s a decisive man and once he’s sure of something, he has no hesitation in following through on whatever course of action he deems best suited.
TB: It says in your file that you and the Sergeant were recently involved in another incident that ended in gunplay. Could you elaborate on that for us?
DSH: We were investigating the murder of a prominent gangland figure, one Seamus Peasley, part of the Hell’s Kitchen mob that runs the beer in Manhattan. As you’re no doubt aware, the statistics on solving these gangland killings are pretty dismal, mostly because no one will talk to us. The insiders won’t rat and the witnesses are too scared, but in this particular case, we caught a break. Peasley’s girl, a chorus doll named Nora Fitzgerald, was with Peasley when he was shot. She caught a bullet in the cheek and was anxious for revenge, since the scar ruined her Broadway career.
She was willing to testify, so on her identification, we went to pick up Luigi Ceracini, a gunman with the Ganolese gang. Unfortunately, Ceracini and his boys saw us coming. They opened fire on us as we were getting out of our car. We had a couple of patrolmen with us as backup. One of them was wounded and it turned into a running gun battle through the streets of Little Italy. Detective Sergeant Conover shot and killed Ceracini in the battle and, I might add, saved my life when one of the gang had snuck around behind me. He’d have had me sure, but Mike… I mean, the Sergeant saw him and put one in his shoulder.
TB: When you arrived at the ship, the Sergeant sent you aft to investigate. Why?
DSH: Well, sir, coming aboard we saw an unusually large number of cats congregating on the deck of the ship. They were coming up the gangway in droves and the Sergeant sent me to find out what they were after.
TB: Have you ever noticed Sgt. Conover expressing any hostility towards animals?
DSH: No, sir, I have not. He always seemed rather fond of dogs and cats.
TB: When you went to investigate, what did you discover?
DSH: There was an open hold containing a large pile of fish. The fish were rotting and the smell was extraordinary, but the cats were having a feast regardless. I asked some of the dock workers who were hanging about if there was any way to close off the hatch to stop the endless parade of cats from getting underfoot but there was no way to get rid of the ones already there and they did not seem inclined to worry about it. I looked around the deck, went down into the hold, saw nothing of interest, had one of the harbormaster’s men show me to the engine room, the boiler room and the other parts of the ship’s workings.
I saw much the same thing as had been reported elsewhere—signs of violence and destruction, smashed gauges in the engine room, the hatch between the radio room and the bridge torn from its hinges, evidence that some of the crew had attempted to barricade themselves in the galley, then apparently fought a retreat back to the dry stores and finally the cold storage locker, where the blood pools made it clear no one got out of there alive. The laboratory facilities were utterly destroyed. All in all, it appeared that they had been doing battle with some force much stronger and ferocious than themselves. But there was nothing to indicate what that force might have been.
TB: At that point, you returned to report to the Sergeant?
DH: Yes, sir. We found him with the Assistant Harbor Master in the quarters belonging to one of the members of the expedition. I told him what I had seen and he directed me to search some of the other quarters nearby. We were hoping to discover some sort of message that might indicate what had happened to these men.
TB: And you were the one that found the notebook?
DSH: Yes, sir, in the cabin of a journalist who accompanied the expedition, one Thaddeus Rajala, a writer for a scientific journal published by a New England university. He had evidently documented the entire journey, as the pages were dated, but we were unable to read the entries because he had written them in some form of shorthand. I recognized the scribbling as similar to what my wife used when she was a secretary, but I can’t read it.
TB: Was there no one aboard that could read it?
DH: No, sir. We were about to send one of the officers on duty by the gangplank round to the stationhouse to see if someone could be found to translate it, but as we emerged on deck, they were trying to hold back a rather large, angry individual who insisted on coming aboard. Once we straightened things out, we found we were dealing with Thaddeus Rajala Sr., father of the missing journalist. It seems the expedition had been overdue by some weeks and he had been trying to get information on their whereabouts from the Pelgimbly Family, who had bankrolled the enterprise, but no one knew what had become of the ship.
When word reached him that the vessel had been discovered and brought into NY Harbor, he caught a train down from Boston and came straight to the dock. It was a lucky break for us because it turns out young Thaddeus used a form of shorthand that he and his father had developed as a private means of communication and, short of getting some of those codebreaker chaps from Washington, he was the only one who could translate his son’s notes.
TB: You then convened in the galley while Rajala Sr. read the notebook?
DSH: Yes, sir. We gave him a few moments to scan through the notebook, then Sgt. Conover began asking him for specific information. It took a while as he had to page back and forth through the notebook to find sections that could fill in the blanks for us. It appears that nothing unusual happened during the first several weeks of the expedition. They left Boston on February 19th and were in position for their research southeast of Bermuda by the end of the month. But soon after they began their work, the trouble began.
The next witness to be called was Thaddeus Rajala Sr., father of the journalist whose notebook provided all of what we know about the events that transpired on the ship. The relevant sections of his testimony are as follows:
TB: You and your son developed your own form of shorthand as a private means of communication; could you explain your reasons?
THADDEUS RAJALA SR.: It began when Thad was young, maybe 12 or so. He developed an interest in codes and ciphers and that expanded to include a fascination with symbols and “phonography”, which is the use of a written language of symbols that represent sounds, more popularly referred to as shorthand. We took traditional shorthand and melded some cipher principles to it and gradually came up with out own system of phonograms. We would use the code to send one another brief notes and the like. It was sort of a private joke between us. When Thad began working as a journalist, he found that our code worked quite well for taking notes in the field. It allowed him to keep records as quickly as regular shorthand would but with the added benefit that no one else could read his notes.
TB: Was such secrecy often necessary in his work?
TRS: Not really. Thad was never involved in anything that would be considered sensitive. He just preferred to keep his notes private. And, I dare say, he delighted in having his own code that only he and I could read.
TB: Detective Hawks testified that you were somewhat surprised by what you saw in the notebook. Can you elaborate?
TBS: Well, yes. You see, Thad was an obsessively neat fellow. His penmanship was a point of honor for him. The first fifty or so pages of the notebook make that amply clear. But then the writing got progressively messier and he was writing smaller and smaller until at the end it was often quite difficult to make out what he was trying to convey.
TB: Was there a specific event that occurred at the point where the entries started getting sloppy?
TRS: It started soon after the expedition began testing its submersible chamber.
TB: Can you please clarify that statement, sir?
TRS: The primary goal of the expedition was exploration of the ocean at a depth considerably lower than any that had been previously attempted. They had developed a chamber they believed could carry two men down under the sea to previously unexplored depths. I imagine that the easiest way to describe it would be to say it was not unlike a diving helmet but it was big enough for two people to sit inside of it. There were instruments onboard and provisions for gathering and storing specimens, long hoses connected to the ship through which fresh air could be pumped and pressure could be kept equal to that of the outside surroundings. Also communications were possible via a telegraphic link by a cable attached to the outside of the air hose and a system of lighting allowed for illumination of the immediate area outside of the chamber’s porthole.
TB: And what was it that set off this chain of events you mentioned?
TRS: Apparently, the first week’s experiments had gone well which set the stage for the first dive below previously visited depths for the next week. Professor Anton Grimaldi and Dr. Isaac Moss were chosen for the first dive. Grimaldi is, er…was a noted marine biologist and Moss a Nobel laureate in physics as pertains to oceanographic studies. By Thad’s account written that night, all went well. They were able to reach a depth some 2000 feet lower than ever before attempted and the two men showed no ill effects when they returned to the surface. You may not be all that familiar with the difficulties associated with going down that far underwater, but I’m sure you’ve heard of caissons disease or the bends. Nitrogen dissolves in the bloodstream while at great depths due to the extreme pressure. It must be gradually relieved before one can return to the surface.
So, while a descent can be made in under an hour, returning to the surface can take several hours or more. Nevertheless, it appeared that Moss and Grimaldi had made the ascent slowly enough and both men reported no difficulties. Although the object of the day’s exercise had been primarily to test the submersible chamber at significant depth, the two scientists did avail themselves of the opportunity to do some preliminary investigations of the marine life at that level of the sea. They were able to gather several specimens with the aid of the mechanical arm attachment and there was some excitement over a new species they discovered amongst their prizes-some sort of fish that they managed to entice into the specimen storage chamber.
TB: What was it about this fish that caused the excitement?
TRS: Discovery of a never-before seen species is a very important event for any expedition, but especially so in such an early part of the trip. It makes the sponsoring body’s investment in time and money appear worthwhile; it excites the board of trustees who approved said budget; it cements the expedition’s reputation in the scientific community. Regardless of any further success or lack thereof, the expedition had already secured its page in the journals and the history books. In addition, it is customary for the new species to receive a name that somehow includes a mention of the sponsoring body in this case, the fish’s “common” name will be the Pelgimble, after the Institute that bankrolled its discovery. It should be noted that, while this may seem of little importance to us, it is a rare and coveted honor amongst the scientific community.
TB: And what was the incident that caused young Rajala to first suspect something was amiss?
TRS: By the end of the week that saw the discovery of the Pelgimble, all of the scientists of the expedition had been down in the submersible chamber. There were several other new species discovered; there was a great deal of material with which to commence their laboratory work; there was a message of congratulations from the Institute read aloud over brandy and cigars following that Friday night’s dinner. All in all, it should have been a very pleasant evening and, until about eight o’clock, it was. But then, Dr. Moss and Professor Grimaldi got into a rather heated discussion regarding their planned work for the upcoming week. Some of the others tried to calm them down, but it got rather nasty and, much to everyone’s shock and dismay, blows were struck. It settled down after that and both participants were considerably chagrined at their behavior, but Thad’s notes that night indicated his uneasy belief that something nearly imperceptible had changed that night.
He wanted to believe it was just an aberration, but he noted several small incidents in the days following that appeared to indicate a general shift in the attitudes and demeanor of the expedition members—people behaving snappishly, insults perceived in innocent remarks, grumbling about others behind their backs. All in all, Thad seemed to be feeling more than somewhat uneasy about the situation in which he found himself and I detected a slight tone of regret that he had signed on-something I would never have believed if I hadn’t read it myself.
TB: Why is that?
TRS: Well, you should understand that this was quite a feather in Thad’s cap. He was invited to accompany this expedition on the basis of some articles he had written over the previous year, concerning the future of oceanographic exploration and it would appear his thoughts on the subject met with the approval of Grimaldi himself. They had been corresponding for some months before the Professor extended the invitation and Thad had told me that he got along quite well with the man. So, to find his mentor was suddenly turning hostile to one and all, Thad apparently included, was quite a disappointment for the lad. He had no opportunity to write to us at home so we had no idea of his situation and I must confess my thoughts now are consumed with sadness and horror for what the lad endured.
This behavior continued to spread amongst the expedition’s members and, one by one, they began to report headaches of an extremely severe nature. The medical staff aboard was made up of two prominent New England physicians and a well-known surgeon whose outside interests included oceanography. They also had two orderlies and a sick bay large enough to handle six patients but they were quickly overwhelmed by the plethora of those needing treatment. The level of pain being experienced was, in fact, so severe that one of the doctors confided to Thad that if he wasn’t certain such a phenomenon was impossible, he’d swear he had a boatload of brain tumors. And in a sense, it turned out that was almost exactly what he had.
Although the equipment at the doctors’ disposal was quite impressive for an oceangoing vessel, it was not equal to what they could have used here at any reasonably large hospital, so it took some time to fully understand what was causing these headaches. And there were certain phenomena accompanying the headaches that were, quite simply, inexplicable.
TB: What sort of phenomena?
TRS: Well, to begin with, it was determined that the headaches were afflicting only those men who had gone down in the submersible and the older a man was, the more severe the headaches. Several younger scientists reported very little discomfort and, in order to find out if the cause was connected to visiting the lower depths, they continued to take the submersible chamber down to the area they were investigating. About a week after the start of the headaches, those younger scientists began to notice something unusual—their hats no longer fit their heads. You understand, of course, in those climes, going without a hat while on deck in the daytime is an extremely risky mistake to make, so they were considerably upset that their hats would no longer fit properly, not to mention the worry attendant upon discovering such an unusual change.
After a few days of taking careful measurements, it was discovered that their craniums were, in fact, growing larger and it was believed that this was the factor that prevented their experiencing the headaches that afflicted their older colleagues. The theory that developed suggested that the headaches were caused by swelling of the brain and that the bone structure of younger men still had enough elasticity to adapt to such changes, whereas the older men, whose bone matter was harder and had lost its flexibility, were suffering from the brain expanding into an area too small to accommodate its growth.
TB: And what, if anything, could be done for these older scientists?
TRS: They decided to operate in an effort to relieve the pressure, with Professor Oxley, the oldest member of the expedition, as the first subject. Oxley had grown incoherent with pain and had been sedated for some 48 hours before the group agreed that an operation was the only possible solution. They began early the next day. Morningstar, the surgeon, had made clear his misgivings concerning an operation to drill into the cranium, but Grimaldi, who had no medical training as far as anyone knew, kept insisting it was neither dangerous nor difficult. That marked the first really serious evidence of what was to come—Grimaldi’s apparent complete break from reality.
Then, frustrated with the timidity of the doctors and the attending surgeon, Grimaldi, in a fit of what Thad described as superhuman strength, threw Morningstar out of the operating theater and finished the operation on Oxley himself—demonstrating a surgical skill that left the other two physicians in awe. He not only opened Oxley’s skull but he literally removed the top and fashioned some sort of membranous covering that conformed to the swollen balloon of his brain. But that was not the most extraordinary thing—not by far. What happened next was that Oxley, finally free of the pain from his cranial pressure, woke up in midoperation and began consulting with Grimaldi on the best way to proceed with the fabrication of the covering. The doctors could understand none of the discussion, which they later privately agreed was filled with science they had never before encountered and language that they couldn’t follow.
TB: What did they make the covering from?
TRS: Thad wasn’t sure what it was, but he knew that it was somehow connected with work they’d been doing in the lab a few days prior. He suspected the material was a kelp-like substance they’d brought up with them on one of the descents. But whatever it was, over the next day and a half, they performed the operation on every member of the expedition that was so afflicted and all of them came through it well.
TB: I’m sorry, Mr. Rajala, but you must understand how hard it is to believe such a thing.
TRS: Quite. I reread that section several times before I told the detectives what it said. I confess I feared they might think me mad. Or worse. But things on that ship were so…inexplicable, that we seemed to agree instinctively to wait until we’d finished Thad’s account before we tried to make sense of it. I worried that my boy had grown delusional and that perhaps the others had locked him inside his cabin where he’d concocted this story in a delirium, but when I voiced that concern, the Sergeant pointed out that one disturbed young journalist was unlikely to be capable of causing the chaos we had seen surrounding us.
TB: Let’s return to the account of the events. Did your son indicate how the scientists accounted for their behavior?
TRS: According to Thad, they didn’t. It was clear that the entire group had made some sort of leap forward in intelligence—their brains were not simply swelling, they were growing. And their capabilities were growing just as quickly. Thad’s notes indicated it was only a matter of days before he and the crew and the lab assistants were completely unable to communicate with the bulk of the expedition’s scientists. Their talking was on a level none of the others could comprehend. But what they could comprehend, though, was the intent of these men, whose arrogance made them feel no compunction to hide their disdain for the less intelligent among them.
Thad said it rapidly devolved to a sort of nobility/peasant relationship and the physical fear these madmen were capable of projecting made the crew loathe to even discuss the matter. Evidence that their leaders’ senses had grown more acute gave rise to a belief that they could hear a whisper through the thickness of the bulkhead and that they could see around corners and the usually benign superstitions of the seafarer gave way to wild paranoia that was seemingly proven as even the smallest defiance was not only quickly and harshly dealt with but in some cases was actually anticipated.
TB: You said nearly all of the expedition’s members were afflicted. Who wasn’t?
TRS: Two of the scientists, Professor Archibald Cooke, from a small New Hampshire university, and Dr. Karl Forbush of the Pacific Institute of Oceanographic Studies exhibited no sign of the brain growth seen in the others. Thad never talked with Cooke, but he managed one conversation with Forbush about his unusual resistance to whatever had affected the others and Forbush was quite unable to account for the anomaly. That evening at dinner, Forbush suggested some tests that could be performed to see what, if anything, could be learned about this phenomenon, but the others grew belligerent before the tests could be implemented and Forbush disappeared several days later.
TB: Disappeared? Did your son have any idea how or to where Dr. Forbush had vanished?
TRS: Thad indicated in his notes that he planned to speak with the man again the night he disappeared, but when he went to meet him on the rear observation deck, Forbush was nowhere to be found. The other scientists, excepting Cooke, were unconcerned by Forbush’s disappearance and it took Thad and Cooke several hours to convince crew members to aid in a search. Dr. Forbush’s cabin was undisturbed, there were no lifeboats or lifejackets missing and there was no sign of the doctor anywhere on the ship. They wanted to signal for help but at this point they found the ship’s radio had mysteriously ceased to function.
Unfortunately, this was only the first of several disappearances, always of people who made their opposition to the expedition leaders known. They had no proof, of course, but they were certain the missing men were being killed or disabled, then thrown overboard.
TB: Did your son have any idea of what these scientists were doing or planning?
TRS: No, Thad watched their actions as closely as he dared, but their activities made no sense to him. They continued to visit the lower depths, apparently in an obsessive hunt for something, but Thad was unable to determine what they were after, except to note they continued to gather specimens of the kelp they had used to form their head coverings and also they kept catching more Pelgimbles, in spite of having thoroughly examined, catalogued and preserved a more than adequate number of specimens.
TB: Did Thad know why they kept gathering Pelgimbles?
TRS: It seems that after performing every test and examination they could think of, one of the scientists determined they should find out how it tasted. It was clearly edible and so each night the expedition members tried it in a variety of preparations. The consensus was that it was best served lightly fried with a lemon butter sauce, but Grimaldi preferred it baked with a mushroom and wine sauce.
The night Morningstar vanished, one of the crew claimed to have seen Grimaldi and several of his colleagues performing some bizarre rite on the quarter deck, following which he watched them disembowel Morningstar and toss the remains overboard. This revelation led to open rebellion between the “Brains” as they had taken to calling the afflicted scientists and the rest of the crew and staff. But they were ill-equipped to cope with either the superior intellect or the superior strength of the “Brains” and their numbers were quickly decimated. It became clear that the “Brains” were becoming evermore egomaniacal and Thad had a horrifying conversation with one of the physicians, a Dr. Faberman of New York University Hospital.
Faberman believed that the “Brains” were so dangerous that it might be necessary for the others to sacrifice themselves and destroy the ship to prevent these madmen from reaching land again. By that evening, Faberman was gone, thrown overboard one surmises. The remaining crew and staff barricaded themselves in the galley but the “Brains” easily breached their defenses and Thad believed that he was the only one to escape. He continued to document what he had seen, taking pains after each entry to conceal his notebook as best he could. The poor lad managed to elude a grisly death for nearly another week, long enough to see Grimaldi and Moss go through a final change.
They lectured the others on the futility of corporeal existence, urged them to cast off the burden of earthly life and join their leaders in a “sort of mental continuance on another plane.” There was apparently more to their sales pitch but Thad found it to be above him and he was worried that the others might sense him listening, so he went back to his cabin to fill in the information in his journal. On his way back, he mentioned he was confronted by Cooke, who was now displaying some of the symptoms the others had shown at the start. This was noted in his last entry. I can only assume he was killed somehow by those fiends but I do not suppose I will ever know for certain…
TB: Our condolences, sir. Do you need a moment?
TRS: Thank you, gentlemen, no, let’s continue.
TB: So, we have no clear information about the eventual fate of any of these men?
TRS: No, we do not. However, the Coast Guard are quite certain there were no bodies on board, nor any living beings. So, we must conclude that they fell victim to the sea in some way or, perhaps, to the illness that was consuming them.
TB: How did the circumstances arise that precipitated Sgt. Conover’s outburst?
TRS: We were trying to put all the pieces together when the sergeant asked me a series of questions. I had no idea what he was getting at, but as he narrowed things down, the truth slowly dawned on me. He asked me to give him a listing of the men who had gone down in the submersible. When I finished, he asked why I had left out Cooke’s name. I assured him there was no mention of Cooke having gone down in the submersible. His specialty was chemical analysis so he spent all his time in the lab. Sgt. Conover said that this proved that going down in the chamber could not have been the cause of their affliction. We went back and forth making lists in the Sergeant’s notebook, when he asked me to reread the passage about Thad’s last confrontation. I reread it, with some difficulty as the boy’s writing had deteriorated to an alarming degree, and the sergeant asked me a question. He asked if it was possible that the reference I took to be concerning Professor Cooke could possibly be a reference to the ship’s cook.
I reread the passage as carefully as I could and I concluded that it was indeed possible. In fact, if we took Thad at his word, Cooke had most likely been among those who perished in the fighting below decks a week earlier. I asked him why he thought that might be relevant. He asked me what all the afflicted had in common besides going down below in the chamber. I couldn’t think of anything, but young Detective Hawks spoke up. He said he thought they had all eaten the fish and that there had been no mention of anyone else eating it.
Conover directed me back to the passage about the Pelgimble being served at dinner and, sure enough, Cooke had an acute seafood allergy. Thad noted it because he suffered from the same thing himself. Forbush had also refused to sample the fish, although his reasons went unrecorded. No one else was offered any, so it seemed likely that the fish had been a factor—which seems ironic in light of the fact that we so often refer to fish as brain food.
Sgt. Conover then explained that the cook would likely have tasted the fish whilst preparing it but such small samples would have delayed the appearance of the symptoms in him until near the end. We all sat there quietly for a few moments, trying to come to terms with what we’d learned, when all of a sudden, the sergeant leapt to his feet and went charging out of the cabin, yelling “Oh, my God!” at the top of his lungs. We heard him banging his way up the stairs yelling to the men on deck, “Don’t let those cats off of the ship!”
It was immediately after that, the shooting started.




It is the conclusion of this trial board that Sgt. Michael F. X. Conover’s actions were justified in the attempt to prevent or at least control the threat to the City of New York. Considering the devastation we have seen in the streets of Manhattan so far, it is this Board’s strong recommendation that the sergeant be reinstated immediately and returned to the streets to assist in bringing this crisis to a speedy conclusion.



DR. VARSAG’S EXPERIMENT, by Craig Ellis
Today I went to the funeral of Dr. Arnold Varsag and Dexter Montrex. I watched their simple black coffins lowered into the grave and shovelfuls of earth thrown down over them. I stood there until the boxes had been completely buried, then I turned away. Yes, Dexter Montrex and Dr. Arnold Varsag are dead, and how they died makes one of the strangest stories I have ever heard.
It all started one evening when I was sitting alone in my study reading the proofs of my new book. The telephone rang and I went to answer it. It was Dr. Varsag speaking with a voice of unusual tenseness. “I want you to come over right away, Bert,” he said. “It’s extremely important.”
I knew Varsag was excited about something, but he was usually in that state. But my proofs had to be in to the publisher within a week, and I told him so.
“Curse those proofs!” Varsag exclaimed. “This is something that will make all your inane books out of date!” His voice rose to a high pitch.
I was still reluctant to leave my work. “What’s this all about?” I insisted. “You can’t forever expect me to leave my work and come traipsing over to your place every time you get another one of your crazy notions.”
Varsag’s voice was a whisper. “All I can tell you is that it’s about the Mongoose,” he said. “You’ve got to come right over.” And then he had hung up.
After that, and probably according to Varsag’s expectations, it was impossible for me to continue with my own work. For weeks Varsag and Montrex had been talking about the Mongoose and all I had gleaned from their whispered conversation was that another one of Varsag’s amazing experiments was under way. And this one it seemed concerned a human life— and a Mongoose. Only one thing more I knew, and that at least partially explained the reason for secrecy. The Mongoose was an extremely dangerous animal in spite of its size, and it was illegal to import them or keep them anywhere in the country because they were so destructive to bird-life. I knew that Varsag had received his specimen illegally.
I dressed hurriedly and drove over to Varsag’s laboratory. His work rooms were cleverly located in a section of the city that was devoted to chemists’ and physicians’ laboratories, so that any late work he would be doing would not arouse any comment.
When I rang the bell the doctor himself answered it, almost immediately. His little intelligent black eyes were snapping with excitement. “I see you’ve got here, Bert,” he said, evidently pleased. “Follow me, quietly.”
He led me quickly into his lab and closed the door. The room was high-ceilinged and very well lit. As always, it was filled with polished apparatus and tall and short and odd-shaped shining bottles full of queer liquids and potions, and as always, I had not the slightest idea as to what any of this equipment meant. The whole scene was so familiar and orderly that I forgot my mistrust.
Just then I saw the apparatus table in the center of the room, and on it a recumbent form covered by a white sheet—
Suddenly I heard a vicious animal snarl and a short burst of high-pitched humming come from a corner of the room. As I recoiled with surprise Varsag laughed indulgently, his black eyes watching me intently. “No cause for alarm,” he said. “I’ll show you the harmless little animal.”
He led me to a corner of the room that had been curtained off and drew away the heavy cover from an ordinary case such as he used for experimental animals. There was nothing inside that case but a little black and white guinea pig.
But what a guinea pig! Instead of the placid fat ball which never does anything but eat and sleep, the creature was fast and tricky as a fox. The animal was standing close to the front of the cage near the netting. Varsag slapped at it with a stick. Before the stick had reached halfway, the little thing was across the cage, crouched near the back, gazing at us out of its penetrating, shoe-button eyes. It was humming that high-pitched note which had first startled me.
I looked to Varsag, but he had turned away toward a small, slanting table whose face was a maze of dials. On the largest dial a long red hand was revolving swiftly. Varsag was evidently studying it, and now he turned and faced me. “I think it’s time.”
“Time for what? What the hell’s going on here?”
Varsag smiled briefly. “You’ll find out in just about a minute,” he said. “Sit down here while I get my instruments together.”
He went to a sterilizer and began to remove surgical instruments from it. Then he looked at me, and was smiling again. “You’d like to ask me about it, wouldn’t you?” he said.
“Damned right I would. Who or what is that lying on that table under the white sheet?”
The doctor exclaimed as one of the heated instruments slipped from the towel and burned his finger. Without looking up, he said quietly, “The object of your curiosity is our old and mutual friend, Dexter Montrex.”
For a minute I was too stunned to speak. I simply sat there with my hands clenched and my mouth tightly shut, determined not to make any outbreak. And then by the time I had recovered sufficient composure to say something, it was unnecessary.
I sat there watching Varsag prepare for something…
Perhaps if you knew something of our past lives and relationships, it would be easier to understand what I felt.
We three, Montrex, Varsag and I, had gone to college together, in one of those ivy-covered New England campuses. Our friendship had come about naturally, for in those early days we had all been students in the scientific departments; neurology, bio and zoology. In time we became inseparable, and when we were graduated, we went out together to lick the world.
I did all right. Got myself a fair job in a research lab, then went out on my own as a consultant and kept going. The book I had on the presses right then was my third, and the others were almost standard texts.
Arnold Varsag had done a good deal better. He was much the most brilliant of our group, and even in his early days he had blazed with the fire of fanaticism, a restless, never-satisfied thirst for experimentation. He had gone on to medicine, specialized in several fields, and became an extremely good surgeon; even then he went on, deeper always into science. He might have been one of the great scientists of this day, if his passion for work had not taken forms too strange for most men. Recently he had passed up a chance to make a barrel of money because he was deep in some cockeyed experiments on the neural systems of small mammals.
Montrex followed the most bizarre career of all, for a scientist. After one or two bad breaks, and because he wanted to keep eating, he became a heavyweight prizefighter. Possibly to some extent this was conditioned by his love of physical activity and direct combat, which he had shown in college football days. He was a magnificently formed man. Life rushed through that fellow.
And now he was lying under a white sheet, while Varsag wheeled over a high table with his tools on it. Then he came over to me and sat down. “You’re upset, Bert,” he said, simply.
“That shouldn’t be so hard to understand,” I answered. “You call me away from work by mentioning that damned Mongoose that I know is around here somewhere—and then you tell me this. Why is Dexter lying there? What are you up to, Arnold?”
“Hold on now,” said Varsag calmly. “There’s nothing to be excited about. There isn’t much time, but I think I can tell you something about this.”
“It’s very decent of you,” I said.
“Save your sarcasm, Bert.” There was a trace of bitterness and impatience in Varsag’s voice as he continued. “Some moments ago I showed you a guinea pig. I think it must have looked a little odd to you. I am sure you must have some idea of what I’ve done to that guinea pig.”
“Only a vague one. I think you’ve worked out some insane scheme of cross-breeding between little animals and your infernal Mongoose.”
“Cross-breeding?” There was real amusement in Varsag’s laughter. “Hardly that. I made it.”
“You… made it?”
“Exactly. I made that guinea pig so fast by giving him the eyes and nervous system of a Mongoose! Here—”
He rose abruptly from his chair and crossed the room. He slid open the door of one of the compartments under a laboratory table.
There were several small cages inside, and as the door slid open, the blended humming of several animals’ voices filled the room. I followed Varsag and looked down. There were three Mongooses in the cages. Nasty looking little things they were, even for a man who had had cause to become familiar with all kinds of strange rodents. They couldn’t have been more than sixteen or eighteen inches long, with thin bodies which were made to look larger because their hair was standing on end. Now they were motionless, their beady little eyes taking everything in, watching us with a curious awareness.
I felt Varsag’s hand on my arm and for the moment it was as if I had been in a trance. “If we can do all that for a guinea pig,” Varsag said. “Think what we could do for a human being.”
“Arnold!” I began—
He was walking toward the apparatus table. I followed him and grabbed him by the arm. With his free arm, Varsag reached out and pulled the white sheet away from Dexter Montrex’s face. I saw Montrex lying there on the table, breathing slowly and peacefully, but imperceptibly.
“Look at him,” said Varsag. “What a magnificent specimen! He sleeps beautifully anywhere.”
“What are you saying?” I said fiercely.
Varsag looked at me for a moment before he said a word. “You and I have known Dexter a long time, haven’t we, Bert?” he said. “We stood by helplessly while he fought to make a place for himself in a highly competitive world, and as much as he tried, we haven’t helped him much.” Varsag walked away as he continued speaking. He stood by one of the large windows and looked down into the dark street below. “Have you ever watched the way he holds his head and shoulders when he walks? He has what one calls a regal air about him. Or what other people call the—look of an animal. That hasn’t helped him much either.”
I knew what Varsag meant. In spite of every physical endowment, Dexter Montrex hadn’t done especially well as a prize fighter. You had to be more of a killer than he was to get by with plug-uglies. He had taken several bad beatings after doing well in his early years in the ring. His beautiful physique might have been pounded into a derelict shell after kicking around the fight clubs. All of us knew what lay at the end of that kind of road.
“What are you leading up to?”
“Imagine a creature so fast that it could dodge a snake—a snake as swift as a Cobra, which strikes so swiftly that it is only a blur to the human eye!” Varsag was standing there, almost talking to himself now, carried away by his own words. “Think what a nervous system such a being would have, think what marvelous speed of sight, what control and precision of muscular movement, what lightning reflexes!”
He turned and looked at me. “There is such an animal—the Mongoose. For some purposes, of all the living things on earth, the Mongoose has the best developed of all possible nervous systems. A human being with that equipment would be invincible in personal combat. You couldn’t possibly put a finger on him. He could strike a dozen blows before you realized he had started to move.”
I was shouting before Varsag had finished speaking. “You’re not going to experiment on Montrex!”
Very quietly Varsag answered me. “You saw what I did with the guinea pig? This isn’t an experiment any longer. I know what I can do, and I’ve shown it to Dexter. We’ve both made our minds up.”
I stood there for a minute helpless with confusion and rage, and for a half a moment I was almost tempted into violence. Standing there, watching him carefully, Varsag must have known what was going on in my mind. He smiled faintly.
“I hardly think so, Bert,” he said. “Not two such old friends as we. Not when Dexter himself, as well as I, think that this is the best thing to do.” He held out a hand shortly, knowing I would take it, and I did. “I am almost sorry I told you about this,” he went on. “I anticipated your reactions weeks ago, that’s why I kept quiet. Then, when I remembered the early direction of your work, and realizing that I would need help, I thought we could take the chance. I hope you won’t make me sorry.”
And so, the battle that had loomed suddenly and irresistibly in my mind, was quite as suddenly over. There were times when it was impossible to fight Varsag. I nodded slowly in agreement…
I will not describe for you the details of that operation, for the same reason that I destroyed all notes on observations and experiments, and destroyed with my own hands Varsag’s experimental animals. In spite of everything that happened, at least I knew from the beginning that Arnold Varsag was an extremely competent man, and more than that—he was honest. If his studies and notes had ever gotten into other hands…
I watched and helped as well as I could that night, half fearful, half fascinated, while Varsag grafted sections of Mongoose eye on Montrex’s eyes, and made some extremely minute changes in the optic nerve. During this time he worked from a series of very detailed models he had constructed from dissections of Mongooses. I might add that there was some variation made in the dendrites around the nerve center of the brain. Nothing, however, could induce me to go into the matter any further.




Montrex was convalescent for almost ten days. During that time Varsag fed him on food mixed with a brown paste. He would not tell even me what this paste consisted of, but gave me to believe it was manufactured—unbelievable as it sounds—from some of the vital organs of the Mongoose.
Such was the splendid body of our patient that he was on his feet in less than half the time it would have taken an ordinary man after the terrific beating he took on that operating table. It is a wonder to me that he survived at all.
During this period of ten days Varsag checked over his notes again and again to be sure he had made no mistake. He made careful and detailed notes on all his observations of the patient’s condition. As for me, the nervous strain of that period was almost beyond endurance. The proofs of my book lay where I had left them that night Varsag had called, and I ignored a dozen cajoling and threatening letters from my publisher.
And then Montrex was on his feet again. The operation, it appeared, was a success. Our first impressions were that a glorious man had been created, faster and more potent than any man that had ever lived. At first I never doubted a striking contribution to humanity had been made, except when I sometimes would accidentally see one of the Varsag Mongooses slinking around in a cage, looking at everything with that horribly penetrating, furtive look. Then I shook as if with a strange fever that might have come from the Asiatic home of the damned creatures.
I will never forget the first display of Montrex’s new power. It was his first day out of doors. Varsag and I were walking with him through a nearby park. We passed a little boy playing with a large brown dog. For some reason the animal suddenly growled deep in its throat and a slightly mad look came into its eyes. It flung itself at Montrex’s legs! Montrex moved easily aside and the dog’s rush carried it past him. It turned and came at him again, jaws slavering. Again Montrex dodged without effort.
While Varsag and I stood by, watching the queer scene intently, a burly policeman rushed up, his gun half out of its holster. ‘Whose dog is that?” he shouted. “It’s gone mad!”
“Rubbish!” said Varsag.
The officer spun around. “Who the hell are you?”
Varsag looked coolly at the speechless officer and turned to Montrex and me. “The dog will be all right. Let’s be on our way.”
Someone grabbed the animal and we walked quickly off. As soon as Montrex had walked out of its range the animal quieted and stopped struggling with its captor, though continuing its hoarse growl. Montrex laughed loudly. It was one of the few times he laughed after the operation.
“We must be careful of such minor accidents,” said Varsag, “or we’ll be creating a sensation everywhere we go.”
He solved the problem neatly, I must say. After that, whenever a dog grew angry in Montrex’s presence, and they did every time he passed, Varsag would throw a small bit of meat he carried about with him. Instead of rushing Montrex, the dog would stand guarding the meat until we were out of range. In this way we avoided further difficulty.
In a few weeks, Montrex’s dodging powers increased tremendously. We used to make quite a game out of trying them. He would walk unharmed through the wildest automobile traffic, scaring motorists out of their wits, crossing through the streams of whizzing cars while the drivers looked at him foolishly.
As his health returned completely, we decided it was time for him to resume prizefighting. There was some difficulty getting him a match, but we finally contracted for him to meet a fighter named Walloping Wharton in a small local club. Wharton was good. He had knocked out many of the big names in the ring, but he was old and could be worn down after taking a few rounds of punishment; his legs would begin to fail as the fight progressed. The usual method of fighting him was to stay away from him for as long as possible and try to get him after he had tired. Wharton was clever and a deadly puncher when fresh.
By the time the night of the fight came, I didn’t know whether Varsag or I was the more excited: certainly Montrex was exceedingly calm. We watched him carefully. He seemed very quiet except for his eyes, which, though they seemed to have grown smaller, looked everywhere. When the time came to enter the ring, he suddenly adopted a curious shuffling gait, and his shoulders became slightly hunched, with his head bent forward. It was a startling change from his former free stride and high-held head.
The bell rang and Montrex just walked out to meet Wharton with his hands at his sides. Wharton, obviously perplexed, threw a raking, though hesitant, left jab squarely at Montrex. Montrex moved his head slightly and the blow went harmlessly past his head. Wharton led again with his left, this time more quickly. Again Montrex dodged.
The crowd became restless, sensing a strange situation. Suddenly Wharton started to close in on Montrex with a furious barrage of fast right and left hand blows.
Montrex did not move backwards. He merely stood still, moving his head and body slightly, almost twitching, just enough to miss the blows, until Wharton had come in too close to do anything but clinch. Not once did Montrex’s hands come up from his sides.
Wharton’s face twisted into a curious expression of savagery and bewilderment. He had never before struck so surely and with less effect. And still Montrex stood completely passive. We in his corner could see the rapid darting of his eyes. Wharton came toward Montrex again, his arms well up in a close guarding position. The crowd roared for him to knock out this strange creature who could not be touched, and yet would not hit back.
But all his efforts to land a blow on Montrex’s strong body were futile. The weird spectacle lasted almost to the end of the round. Not once had Montrex raised a hand in his own defense. Not once did Wharton manage to touch Montrex with a blow. With about fifteen seconds to go, I noticed Montrex’s cheek twitch slightly. He stepped in quickly and Wharton went down. He was out cold.
Yet all that Montrex had done—seemingly— was to slip forward, flash down, and send a hand forward with a single light punch. One, no more.
“Fake!” The massed cry roared through the hall, furiously. Momentarily we expected violence. But Montrex seemed composed even as he was roundly jeered, climbing through the ropes and walking back to the dressing room. His face was still completely expressionless, but his eyes were in every corner of that hall.




The next morning the fight drew comment in the papers only to be condemned as a “tank show.” Only one sports writer commented briefly on Montrex’s amazing exhibition of his ability to avoid punishment. The consensus, what there was of it, was that the whole thing had been framed.
We bided our time. Only the manager of the local fight club, who had booked our first fight, was certain there had been no fraud. He called at Varsag’s home while I was there two days later. He sat uneasily on the edge of a chair, his eyes traveling about the room, as if he were afraid of something happening.
It didn’t take long to understand what was troubling him. He had had a long talk with Walloping Wharton, it seems, and what he had heard…“Well,” as he put it, “the long and short of it, Doc, is that I’d like yer fighter to show his stuff at my club again.”
There was something curious, something roundabout and underhanded, in the way he proposed the whole deal. Evidently he had some plan in mind, and was hoping we wouldn’t see through it. I wagged my head for Varsag to leave the room with me, and we stepped into the adjoining library.
“You know what he’s up to, don’t you, Arnold?” I said.
“I think so. I think it’s rather a good thing.”
“Fine. My reaction, exactly. I hope we’re correct.”
We were correct. When our fight came up, I looked carefully all about the house, and in a corner of the balcony, I saw the evidence, Montrex was fighting another has-been named Sailor Darrel, but looking around at the names in the sporting world who had managed to find their way to this little club, I knew that the word had gone out. It hadn’t taken as long as we’d thought.
I sat tensely the first few rounds. The fight was almost a replica of the first one. Montrex came in with his hands loosely at his sides and weaved easily away from everything Sailor Darrel threw at him. In the fourth around Darrel began to look frightened. It was evident he had been warned of what to expect, but even the warning had not prepared him for anything like this. After throwing a series of punches, he would back away and look to his seconds in their corner, not knowing what to do.
It was just about then that Montrex came in slowly, ducked for an instant and flicked his right hand out.
The Sailor went down as if he had been hit by a steam hammer. The fight was over. A lone voice cried out, angrily, “Phony!” but no one took up the cry. More than one pair of eyes looked up at that balcony, and when Montrex left the arena, he walked up an aisle that was strangely silent.
It broke the next morning.
There had been a slow-motion moving-picture camera secreted in the balcony—and they had photographed the whole fight! Now they knew. Where they had seen one light punch strike Sailor Darrel, the camera showed the delivery of nine lightning thrusts— and behind those blows was the perfect timing and muscular coordination of the fastest animal on earth!
The story was a newspaper sensation. It was ballyhooed all over the United States and every foreign country. Offers for bouts poured in by the dozens. Some bright sports writer christened Montrex “The Human Cobra,” and “The Human Cobra” he remained to the American public. Varsag and Montrex and I chuckled at that. We could still laugh about it then, about the ironical way that Montrex’s speed, taken from the Mongoose, the deadly enemy of the Cobra, had given him that name. We did not dare to reveal, however, how it was that Montrex acquired his speed. After all, it was against every law of society and nature.
Then something happened that stopped Varsag and me cold for a time. In Montrex’s third fight, he revealed two new habits. As he moved around his helpless opponent, he began to hum in a peculiar high pitch—and his hair bristled and stood on end. The habits of the mongoose in battle!
We cropped Montrex’s hair close so its bristling would not be noticed. The sports writers did notice the new habit of humming, but they put it down to the fighter’s efforts to maintain body rhythm, and some of them actually compared the habit to one exhibited by Jack Dempsey, who apparently used to hum as he moved about the ring.
The habits did not give us much trouble, but the development they were a sign of did. In six weeks Montrex had defeated seven fighters including Young Michael, Terry Burns, Foxy Gottlieb, Cannonball Martin Pollock, and some of the toughest opponents in the ring. Varsag and I lived in an increasing state of fear, apprehensive lest someone discover our secret, and more and more concerned with the strange developments of Montrex’s habits. He was turning into a morose and sly brute. He had almost killed the last three men he had fought, paralyzing them with the incredible swiftness and mounting savagery of his attacks.
It was with a sharp shock that I realized he was beginning to be bored with fighting in the prize ring!
Neither Varsag nor I realized the transformation in him until the night we signed the contracts for the fight with Big Bo Porter, the giant Negro champion. For the past week or more, we had become concerned with evidences of a strange fatigue that came over Montrex at night. He couldn’t rise as early in the morning as he had, and he was often tired for half a day. On this night, Varsag and I and “The Human Cobra” were preparing for sleep and Montrex had just been showing us how he had learned a new way to shave himself. Using a razor blade somewhat smaller than the usual size, microscopically sharp, and a magnifying mirror which enlarged his face many times, he cut off each whisker individually, moving his hand so quickly that it could not be followed, and still finishing his shave in half the time it took an average man shaving the regular way.
But when he put down the razor he seemed unusually morose and nervous. The recently ever-present twitch returned in his cheek. I attempted to lighten the tension by jocularity. “Well, Dexter,” I said, “if everything else fails you can always be a barber.”
Montrex was not listening. He put down his razor and his face dropped its lively expression, resuming that quiet, yet furiously nervous look. He began to pace about the room, turning quickly, shoulders slightly hunched. I realized forcibly that Montrex was looking and acting more like an animal every day. That quiet expression, with its nervous searching glance, was like that of an animal in a cage! Montrex was getting restless. I feared we could no longer hold him in check. I looked at Varsag and caught his glance. Was Montrex’s fatigue a psychological one?
Later, I spoke to Varsag and resolved to stay awake that night and stand a sort of guard.
How futile a gesture! I could not have kept Montrex in that room unless I chained him. At about two in the morning I began to doze slightly.
A slight click roused me instantly, in time to see Montrex, fully dressed, going out the door! He had gotten out of bed and dressed without making the slightest sound. Only the clicking of the door latch had given him away.
I ran to follow and realized I was not dressed. Quickly I shook Varsag awake and we pulled on some clothes. By the time we were ready to pick up his trail, it was impossible to trace him. We returned to the apartment.
Back in the room I turned suddenly to Varsag and said, “Montrex is becoming an animal.” My voice was challenging. Varsag nodded. His face looked misshapen. His eyes were hard and black as coal.
“Our glorious man,” he said bitterly. “Our gift to himself and to humanity!”
It relieved me a little to see that Varsag realized the menace of Montrex in his present form. ‘We must find a way to change him back,” I said.
“Change him back!” Varsag almost leaped at me. A fanatical fire burned from his eyes. “Destroy the experiment?”
I looked directly at him. He saw my resolution and for once he was on the defensive. “What good would changing him back do?” he said. “This may be only a temporary development. Dexter would never submit to another operation now. I’m not sure it can be performed. Bert, you’re not being reasonable.”
“We must change him back,” I said. “Dexter is our friend.”
“If he is our friend, why destroy him?” Varsag cried. “I am the only man in the world who could have made this operation and I am the only man in the world who can undo it!” He held himself erect, the lamp making grotesque light and shade patterns of his features, and his eyes shone. “I’ll see this experiment through or die,” he said. “And you’ll see it through or Dexter dies! I swear it!”
I knew he meant it. There was nothing I could do but hope—hope that events would convince Varsag I was right. I had to stay. These men, the strange human-being-animal and the doctor who had made him, were my two best friends.
Montrex came in about dawn. He came in noiselessly. Apparently he had already learned how to open the door without clicking the latch. Varsag and I pretended to be asleep, but we watched him covertly. Fatigue lay heavily on him. His eyes were half-closed, his graceful body sagged. Sleep came quickly to him.




The next evening we were ready to follow Montrex when he got up and left. Shortly past midnight he slipped out again.
We followed him in Varsag’s car at a distance of about two hundred yards. At that distance the sensitivity of his vision did not seem to be so effective. He walked rapidly for about ten blocks, until he came to the great Bronx Zoological Gardens, and walked without hesitation toward the zoo—and then he disappeared into what appeared to be the reptile house!
“Arnold!” I said, fiercely, “do you know where he’s going?”
Varsag nodded grimly. We got out of the car and followed Montrex. We did not know then how he had effected an entrance through the iron fence that surrounded the snake-house. I learned later he had stolen a key from the guard during the day. Such an act would be extraordinarily simple for a man of his speed and precision of movement.
There was an almost full moon that evening. It shone through the huge plate windows of the snake-house and illumined the scene slightly.
As we looked on, Montrex appeared, and entered the cage of a solitary cobra, a huge creature of the breed named Sadu. He had stripped to the waist and thrown his clothes carelessly on the limbs of a felled tree lying in the glass house.
The reptile was awake. As Montrex came into the cage it lifted its head, with the great hood spreading out behind it. The moonlight gleamed on scaly sides as the snake coiled swiftly. In the quiet we could hear Montrex’s peculiar high-pitched humming as he moved quickly back and forth in front of the swaying head of the reptile. He was only a foot away from its head—
There was a blur as the cobra struck! Montrex must have eluded the lancing movement, for he resumed his weaving before the snake’s head. The whole movement and recoil had been too swift for us to follow. The flat head whipped forward again, and again Montrex danced aside precisely the right distance.
Sadu struck again and again. Each time Montrex was untouched, coming back to the duel with his expression unchanged. It was impossible to follow the action. All we knew was that when the snake returned to position after striking, there was Montrex, elusive, imperturbable, tantalizing.
A cloud passed from the moon and we got a glimpse of Montrex’s face. It was flatly immobile, but we knew that under the shadow of the brows the beady mongoose eyes were completely alive. His tongue lolled slightly out of his half-open mouth.
The bizarre combat continued. Although it took place without a sound save for Montrex’s humming and a slithering noise from the coils of the snake, the whole zoo somehow sensed a fight was in progress, and mysteriously, the howls of the giant cats and chattering of the monkeys began to be heard. A vast rustling filled the snake house as every reptile in it came alive. It seemed as if the life of an entire jungle were ringed about the combatants in the tiny cell.
The battle in the patch of moonlight was nearing its end. The giant Sadu seemed to be tiring. Its hood dropped slightly and it relaxed its coil for a moment. The moment was enough. When we could make out the action again the snake was away in a corner where Montrex seemed to have kicked it. It was still alive, though apparently exhausted.
I was suddenly aware of Varsag’s hand tightly clutched around my arm, his fingers digging fiercely into my flesh.
Montrex left the cage quickly and disappeared. The noises of the animals in the zoo subsided almost instantly. Varsag and I found the car and sped home, in order to be in bed when Montrex returned.
For a time neither of us said anything. At length as we covered the few blocks to the apartment Varsag said, “You know, Bert, Dexter Montrex is still human.”
“You can still say that after tonight?”
“If he were completely animal,” Varsag said, in a voice that was utterly calm, “he would have killed and eaten that cobra.”
“What little human is left in him,” I said, “is quickly disappearing. In a month… we’ve got to stop—”
“Bert!” Varsag said sharply. “We’ve been over this before. Understand me, now. I’m seeing it through no matter what happens!”




And so matters continued as the time of the fight approached. We spent most of our waking hours devising ways to keep Montrex away from the snake-house. Partly by tiring him as much as we could in the daytime so he would not prowl at night, partly by giving him a doped drink before he went to bed whenever we had the opportunity, we managed to avoid further visits to the zoo. On one occasion, however, nothing we did was of any avail, and we were forced to creep out into the night and once more watch Montrex go through his amazing contest with Sadu, the giant cobra. Again he tired it completely, but did not kill it, ending the fight by kicking it into a corner.
We trained Montrex strictly for this fight, although there was no more need of it than there was for any of the other battles. Even the power and strength of Big Bo Porter would be useless against Montrex. We only went through the routine so that he would be too tired at night to indulge his monstrous passion for those bouts with Sadu.
On the evening of the battle with Big Bo Porter it was of course impossible to dope Montrex or tire him out, since he had to fight a battle for the heavyweight championship of the world.
But as night drew on he became more and more restless. It was only by watching him continually and exercising almost main force that we could get him into the stadium, dress him in his fighting trunks and put the protective bandages on his hands. And then he stopped speaking to us. He continued pacing about the dressing room.
Upstairs a noisy crowd waited for the fight it had paid from fifteen to fifty dollars to see, thousands of people who had made “The Human Cobra” a 10-1 favorite in the betting to win the heavyweight championship of the world. A great shouting warned that the last preliminary was over and that the championship fight was next on the program.
Varsag and I observed Montrex closely. His face was absolutely impassive.
A boy stuck his head in the door and called, “Ready!”
Varsag and I each moved to grasp one of Montrex’s arms, but he evaded us easily and stepped out the door. We followed him down the aisle of the huge boxing arena. As Montrex appeared, the crowd cheered deafeningly. “Come on, Cobra!” someone screamed.
Montrex did not respond with any sign, but walked quickly up to the ring and stepped through the ropes. A muscle twitched violently in his cheek. He did not utter a word during the referee’s instructions.
Big Bo Porter flexed his long, lithe arms, grinning nervously. His white teeth shone. He was a superb creature. I knew that probably he could outfight any human being in the world with his fists, but he should never have been in the same ring with Dexter Montrex. The men separated and went back to their corners. Montrex’s eyes darted wildly about.
The bell rang, and suddenly Montrex had leaped out from the corner and darted at Porter. With an overwhelming fury he lashed at the Negro, catching him squarely on the back of the neck. It looked as he had struck the champion three or four times. In reality he must have hit him twenty or thirty crushing blows at the base of the skull.
It was the back of the head attack of the Mongoose!
Porter slumped suddenly. When he hit the canvas, his head was twisted at a peculiar angle. I saw Montrex bare his teeth and look at the fallen man.
The crowd was strangely silent. The referee never began his count. He just stood there with a hand upraised, but that hand didn’t come down. He could have counted to a million: Porter was dead.
In that vast and awesome silence, just as the first groan of the mob was beginning, a groan that would burst into the horrible cries of thousands, Montrex suddenly leaped from the ring. With fantastic speed he was down the aisle and out of the arena before anyone could have realized what he was doing, or raised a hand to stop him.
He had shouted only one word, just before he leaped from the ring.
“Sadu!”
And in a moment, like some huge animal awakening, the crowd was surging to life. In the midst of that overwhelming noise and confusion, with thousands streaming down to the arena, and the whole place a choked, single mass of people, we fought our way through them to the door. We knew where Montrex had gone.
It took our taxi forty minutes through heavy traffic to get to the Zoological Gardens. Through the din in the streets, and the growing shrieks of sirens, I heard Varsag, sitting beside me, cursing and moaning. The man seemed to have lost control of himself, partly from a terrible rage, more from a great feeling of frustration…
There was Montrex! Through the yellow gleam of one of the park lights, we saw him running ahead of us, straight toward the snake-house.
“Dexter! Stop!” I shouted, sprinting vainly behind him. It was impossible to catch him. He left me far behind, and ran the rest of the distance to the snake-house. With Varsag running grimly behind me, we kept going.
We just caught a glimpse of Montrex as he slipped through the gate, and in his hurry, he left it open. The bandages from his hands had been unwound, and they lay on the ground like white serpents.
We ran through the gate toward the snake-house… and a high-pitched, frenzied humming came to us. Again the sound was picked up by a hundred confined animals. Then the faint crescent of the new moon broke through the clouds, and we saw Montrex standing inside the snake-house, standing there in nothing but his short boxing trunks. A great screaming, full of wild cries, had filled the night air, yet over it all we heard him humming—watched him begin his weaving toward that great, coiled scaly body of the cobra, shining in the moonlight. Montrex, his short hair plainly on end, crouching, moving toward the glistening scales—
Suddenly the moon was shining on two scaly bodies!
Another cobra had been put into Sadu‘s cage! The two hoods ballooned. Frantically I shouted, “Dexter—there’s another!” He didn’t hear me. It was as if he were not of our world. The hood behind him danced, played an instant, then shot forward until its flat head had smashed into Montrex’s back.
For a moment the moonlight was full on his face. His expression softened, and he spun around, accidentally facing us. A look of childish surprise came to his little eyes. Soft lines sprang up around his mouth. The humming had stopped, and now something like a sad smile flitted over his face, and it became completely placid. Then he sank down limply into the shadows. He never knew that the great cobras had hit more than once.
Then, before I could realize what was happening, Varsag, sobbing hysterically, had flung himself around the snake-house and inside through the door, tearing at the heads that spit at the quiet body on the floor.
I heard him scream once, horribly. The hoods whipped about his body…




Today I went to the funeral of Dr. Arnold Varsag and Dexter Montrex.
I have just destroyed all of our notes, and the remains of our experiment. It was a small, vicious satisfaction to kill the ratty animals, and I took it. What will happen to me now, I don’t know.
I’ve told this story because I think it should be known. I cannot carry the whole secret within me, nor do I think it wise. I have asked the editors of this magazine to publish my story for me, because it seemed to me that within these pages, and here alone, might I find the audience for which I sought; people who might comprehend the meaning of an experiment, and not be too harsh when I tried to give a scientific justification.
For it is men like Arnold Varsag was, who make our world move. To the average person, it might have sounded fiendish. Only the men who understand such men as Varsag and, in his own way, Montrex, can sympathize with me.
Perhaps it is better that way.



PUBLIC SAFETY, by Matthew Johnson
Officier de la Paix Louverture folded Quartidi’s Pere Duchesne into thirds, fanning himself against the Thermidor heat. The news inside was all bad, anyway: another theater had closed, leaving the Comedie Francaise the only one open in Nouvelle-Orleans. At least the Duchesne could be counted on to report only what the Corps told them to, that the Figaro had closed for repairs, and not the truth—which was that audiences, frightened by the increasing number of fires and other mishaps at the theaters, had stopped coming. The Minerve was harder to control, but the theater-owners had been persuaded not to talk to their reporters, to avoid a public panic. No matter that these were all clearly accidents: even now, in the year 122, reason was often just a thin layer of ice concealing a pre-Revolutionary sea of irrationality.
On the table in front of him sat his plate of beignets, untouched. He had wanted them when he had sat down, but the arrival of the group of gardiens stagieres to the cafe made him lose his appetite. He told himself it was just his cynicism that caused him to react this way, his desire to mock their pride in their spotless uniforms and caps, and not the way they looked insolently in his direction as they ordered their cafes au lait. Not for the first time Louverture wondered if he should have stayed in Saint-Domingue.
The gardiens stagieres gave a cry as another of their number entered the cafe, but instead of heading for their table he approached Louverture. As he neared, Louverture recognized him: Pelletier, a runner, who despite being younger than the just-graduated bunch across the room had already seen a great deal more than they.
“Excuse me, sir,” Pelletier said. Though it was early, sweat had already drawn a thick line across the band of his cap: he must have run all the way from the Cabildo. “Commandant Trudeau needs to see you right away.”
Louverture nodded, glanced at his watch: it was three eighty-five, almost time to start work anyway. “Thank you, Pelletier,” he said; the young man’s face brightened at the use of his name. “My coffee and beignets just arrived, and it seems I won’t have time to enjoy them; why don’t you take a moment to rest?” He reached into his pocket, dropped four deci-francs in a careful pile on the table.
“Thank you, sir,” Pelletier said; he took off his cap, revealing a thick bristle of sweat-soaked blond hair.
Louverture tapped his own cap in reply, headed for the west exit of the Cafe du Monde; he lingered there for a moment, just out of sight, watched as Pelletier struggled to decide whether to sit at the table he had just vacated or join the group of young gardiens who were, assuming that out of sight meant out of hearing, now making sniggering comments about cafe au lait and creole rice. When Pelletier chose the empty table Louverture smiled to himself, stepped out onto Danton Street.
It had grown hotter, appreciably, in the time since he had arrived at the cafe; such people as were about clung to the shade like lizards, loitering under the awnings of the building where the Pasteur Brewery made its tasteless beer. Louverture crossed the street at a run, dodging the constant flow of velocipedes, and braced himself for the sun-bleached walk across Descartes Square. He walked past the statue of the Goddess of Reason, with her torch of inquiry and book of truth; the shadow of her torch reached out to the edge of the square, where stenciled numbers marked the ten hours of the day. He doffed his cap to her as always, then gratefully reached the shadows of the colonnade that fronted the Cabildo, under the inscription that read RATIO SUPER FERVEO.
“Commandant Trudeau wishes to see you, sir,” the gardien at the desk said. The stern portrait of Jacques Hebert on the wall behind glowered down at them.
Louverture nodded, went up the stairs to Trudeau’s office. Inside he saw Trudeau at his desk, looking over a piece of paper; Officier de la Paix Principal Clouthier was standing nearby.
“Louverture, good to see you,” Trudeau said. His sharp features and high forehead reminded those who met him of Julius Caesar; modestly, Trudeau underlined the resemblance by placing a bust of the Roman emperor on his desk. “I’m sorry to call you in early, but an important case has come up, something I wanted you to handle personally.”
“Of course, sir. What is it?”
Trudeau passed the paper to him. “What do you make of this?” It was a sheet of A4 paper, on which were written the words Elle meurt la treizieme.
“‘She dies on the thirteenth,’” Louverture read. “This is a photostat. There is very little else I can say about it.”
“Physical Sciences has the original,” Clouthier put in. His round face was redder than usual, with the heat; where Trudeau let his hair grow in long waves, Clouthier kept his cut short to the skull, like a man afraid of lice. “They barely consented to making two copies, one for us and one for the Graphologist.”
“And Physical Sciences will tell you it is a sheet of paper such as can be bought at any stationer’s,” Louverture said, “and the ink is everyday ink, and the envelope—if they remember to examine the envelope—was sealed with ordinary glue. They will not tell you what the letter smells like, or the force with which the envelope was sealed, because these things cannot be measured.”
“Which is why we need you,” Trudeau said. “Concentrate on the text for the moment: the other parts will fall into place in time.”
“I take it there was no ransom demand?” Louverture said; Trudeau nodded. That was why they had called him, of course: his greatest successes had been in finding the logic behind crimes that seemed, to others, to be irrational. Crimes they thought a little black blood made him better able to solve.
“No daughters of prominent families missing, either, so far as we know,” Clouthier said. “We have gardiens stagieres canvassing them now.”
Louverture smiled, privately, at the thought of the group at the cafe being called away on long, hot velocipede rides around the city. “Of course, the families of kidnap victims often choose not to inform the police—though rationally, they have much better chances with us involved. Still, I do not think that is the case here: if a kidnapper told the family not to involve the police, why the letter to us? Tell me, Commandant, to whom was the letter addressed? Did it come by mail or was it delivered by hand?”
“By hand,” Clouthier said before Trudeau could answer. “Pinned on one of the flames of Reason’s torch—a direct challenge to us.”
“Strange, though, that they should give us so much time to respond,” Trudeau mused. “The thirteenth of Fructidor is just under two decades away. Why so much warning? It seems irrational.”
“Crimes by sane men are always for gain, real or imagined,” Louverture said. “If not money, then perhaps power, as a man murders his wife’s lover to regain his lost power over her. The whole point may be to see how much power such a threat can give this man over us. Perhaps the best thing would be to ignore this, at least for now.”
“And let him think he’s cowed us?” Clouthier said.
“The Corps de Commande is not cowed,” Trudeau said gently. “We judge, sanely and rationally, if something is an accident or a crime; should it be a crime, we take the most logical course of action appropriate. But in this case, Officier Louverture, I think we must respond. If you are correct, ignoring this person would only lead him to do more in hopes of getting a response from us. If you are incorrect, then we certainly must take action, do you agree?”
“Of course, Commandant,” Louverture said.
“Very good. I have the Lombrosologist working on a composite sketch; once you have findings from him, Graphology, and Physical Sciences, the investigation is yours. I expect daily reports.”
Louverture nodded, saluted the two men, and stepped out into the hall. Clouthier closed the heavy live-oak door after he left, and Louverture could hear out his name being spoken three times in the minute he stood there. He hurried down the steps to the cool basement where the scientific services were and went into the Lombrosology department, knocking on the door as he opened it.
“Allard, what do you have for me?” he called.
“Your patience center is sorely underdeveloped,” a voice said from across the room. “Along with your minuscule amatory faculty, it makes for a singularly misshapen skull.”
The laboratory was a mess, as always; labeled busts on every shelf and table, and skulls in such profusion that without Allard’s cheerful disposition the place would have seemed like a charnel house. Instead it felt more like a child’s playroom, the effect magnified by the scientist’s system of color-coding the skulls: a dab of red paint for executed criminals, green for natural deaths, and a cheery bright blue for suicides. In the corner of the room Allard sat at the only desk with open space on it, carefully measuring a Lombroso bust with a pair of calipers and recording the results.
Louverture picked up a skull from the table nearest him; it had a spot of red paint and the words Meurtrier—Negre written on it. “It is not my skull I am concerned with today,” he said.
“But it is such a fascinating specimen,” Allard said in full sincerity. He had asked Louverture repeatedly to let him make a detailed study of his skull: on their first meeting he had, without introduction, run his hands over Louverture’s head and pronounced that he was fortunate to have the rational faculty of the Frank and the creativity of the Negro.
“Could we stick to the matter at hand?” Louverture said.
“Of course, of course.” Allard put down his calipers, turned his full attention to Louverture. “My sketch won’t be ready for an hour or so, though.”
“Never mind that. What can you tell me about the man who wrote the letter?”
Allard picked up the notes he had been consulting, peered through his pince-nez as he flipped through them. “He is most likely not a habitual criminal, so he will lack the prominent jaw we associate with that type. He also likely possesses a need for self-aggrandizement—a man of whom more was expected, perhaps, with very likely a prominent forehead. The need for attention suggests a second child or later, so look for a round skull overall—”
“I wasn’t aware you could tell birth order,” Louverture said, putting the skull in his hand back on the table.
“You haven’t been keeping up with the literature. It was in last Pluviose’s Journal—the mother’s parts, not yet stretched with birth, pinch the first child’s head, rendering it more pointed than later children. All else being equal, of course.”
Louverture nodded. “Yes, of course. And—the race—?” He was accustomed to tip-toeing around the subject; most of his colleagues seemed to feel they were doing him a favor by treating him as white to his face and black behind his back.
“A tricky question,” Allard said, apparently feeling no discomfort at the topic. In fact he was likely the least prejudiced man in the Corps, genuinely seeing black and white as scientific categories. “What we know shows significant forethought, which suggests a Frank or perhaps an Anglo-Saxon; the apparent motive, however, is irrational, which of course suggests a Negro. On the whole, I would tend to favor one of the European types. Why? Do you suspect…”
“It’s nothing,” Louverture said, letting the unspoken question hang in the air. It was the reason he had been given the case, of course: the fear that this was the work of irrationalists, believers in religion and black magic. The vodoun murders of three years previous had brought him here from Saint-Domingue, and though they had earned him his office and reputation, he had often heard whispers that like follows like.
“I can give you a sketch for each race, if you like,” Allard said. “It will take a bit longer, of course.”
“Take your time. The sketch will be of little use until we have a suspect to compare it to.”
Allard nodded abstractly, his attention returned to the model head in front of him. “As you say.”
Louverture tipped his cap in farewell, stepped out into the hallway and headed up the stairs towards his office, wondering how he might conduct an investigation in which he did not have a single lead. A cryptic threat to an unidentified woman, an unmailed letter delivered by an unseen hand… Clouthier’s canvass would turn up nothing, of course; if the culprit did not want a ransom, he might just as easily take a poor woman, or even a prostitute.
By the time he reached his office Louverture had decided that Allard’s delay, as well as the no-doubt slow progress of the graphologist and of Physical Sciences, gave him the excuse to do just what he had first proposed: ignore the whole matter and hope the letter-writer went away, or at least provided him with another clue. He was disappointed, therefore, to open his office door and find the graphologist’s report sitting on his desk. Louverture settled into his chair, lit the halogen lamp, and began to read. Open curves, large space between letters: male. Confident pen-strokes: written cool-headed, without excitement or fear of discovery. He frowned. That did not square with the notion that the letter-writer was seeking to arouse a reaction from the police, but what other motive made sense? Correctly-formed letters: well-educated in a good school. This seemed even more illogical. Anyone who received an education knew that all criminals were eventually caught, save those whose confederates turned on them first. Neat, precise capitals: a man of some authority.
Louverture closed his eyes, rubbed at them with thumb and forefinger. A confident man who nevertheless had a pathological need for attention, and felt neither fear nor excitement in taunting the police—as though the message had been composed and written by two different men. The writer, though, had not been coerced, since the letters showed no fear, so what sort of partnership was he looking at? An intelligent criminal with tremendous sang-froid, paired with an insecure, weak-willed…but no, it made no sense. The former would restrain the latter from any attention-getting activities, not assist in them; unless a bargain of some sort was involved, the cool-headed man having to gratify the other’s needs in order to gain something he required. Access to something he possessed, perhaps—or someone—
Well, it was a pretty play he had written: all he needed was a pair of actors to play the parts. Louverture tore a piece of paper from the pad on his desk, uncapped his fountain pen, and wrote Imagine two criminals—group like faculties on it. The first criminal, the cool-headed one, would have had little contact with the police, but the second, he very likely could not help it. He opened the bottom drawer of his desk, rummaged inside for a tube labeled LOMBROSOLOGIE; rolled the paper up, tucked it in the tube, and pushed the whole thing into the pneumatic. Standing, he turned the neck of his lamp to point its beam at his bookshelf, then scanned the leather-bound volumes of the Rogues’ Gallery there. What would the excitable man’s earlier crimes have been? Nothing spectacular, but at the same time something directed at gaining attention. Public nudity, perhaps? Harassment? A man with a wife, a daughter, a sister, perhaps a domestic living in. A man with little self-control, and yet not truly poor, or else how would he have met the educated man he was partnered with? If not poor, though, his neighbors would have complained about the noise that almost certainly came from his house; Louverture took Volume 23, Noise Infractions, off the shelf and added it to the pile on the desk.
He was not sure how much time had passed when he heard the door open. He looked up from the book in front of him, expecting to see Allard with his sketches; instead it was Clouthier. Louverture stood, gave a small salute.
“Officier Principal, what can I do for you?”
Clouthier cleared his throat, brushed at his dark blue jacket with his fingertips. “It’s past six. Are we going to see your progress report today?”
“I haven’t received anything from Lombrosology or Physical Sciences yet.”
“I’m told you haven’t given orders to any of the gardiens to search or arrest anyone. Have you spent the whole day reading books?” Clouthier asked, looking around at Louverture’s desk and shelves with distaste.
“I’ve been rounding up known criminals,” Louverture said. “Doing it this way saves your men time and energy. Incidentally, are my reports not to go to Commandant Trudeau?”
“To him through me. Public safety is my responsibility, and I must respond quickly to any threat.”
“We have almost twenty days,” Louverture said mildly.
“If whoever wrote that letter is being truthful. Have you often known criminals to be truthful, Louverture?”
“Why bother to give us the letter and then lie in it? If he wanted to avoid detection, wouldn’t it have been better not to alert us at all?”
Clouthier coughed loudly. “It’s nonsense to expect him to be logical—if he were a rational man, he’d know better than to be a criminal.”
Louverture nodded. “As you say. I’ll make sure my report is on your desk before you go—how much longer were you planning on staying tonight?”
“Never mind,” Clouthier said. “Just have it there before I get here in the morning.”
“Of course. Is there anything else?”
Clouthier seemed to think for a moment, then shook his head, turned to leave. “Just keep me informed.”
Louverture waited until Clouthier was out the door, then called to him. “Oh, Officer Principal, I forgot to ask—did your canvass turn anything up?”
With a barely perceptible shake of his head, Clouthier stepped out into the hall. Though he could not help smiling, Louverture wondered whether that had been a miscalculation. It was no secret that Clouthier did not like him, a situation caused as much by his coming from outside the local Corps hierarchy as by his mixed blood. It would be best, he thought, to leave off further teasing of the lion for now. Resolving to restrain himself better, Louverture returned to his desk and began writing his report.




The next morning Louverture was reading over his notes, trying to get them to make sense. He had taken the omnibus instead of his velocipede so that he could read on his way to work, laying the pages on the briefcase on his lap, but the heat and vibration kept him from concentrating. His cap was damp with sweat, but he refused to take it off; he knew from experience how people reacted when they saw his dark, kinked hair emerge from under an officier’s hat. Not that there were many people to react this morning, the omnibus being only half-full.
He forced his mind to return to its task. If his theory was right, the second man was undoubtedly the key, but he had not found anyone in the Rogues’ Gallery that fit the profile. Could a man with such a need for attention possibly have hidden it all these years? Perhaps he had had another outlet until recently—an actor, for instance, put out of work by the theater closings…
A sudden jolt interrupted Louverture’s train of thought. He looked up from his notes, saw that the omnibus had stopped in the middle of the street; the driver had already disembarked, and the other passengers were filing off, grumbling.
“Excuse me,” he said to the man in front of him, “what has happened?”
“It broke down again,” the man said. “Third time this month. I’d do better on foot.”
Louverture followed the queue onto the sidewalk. A few of the passengers had gathered to wait for the next omnibus, the rest hailing pedicabs or walking off down the street. The driver had the bonnet open and was looking inside; Louverture tapped him on the shoulder. “What is the matter with it?”
The driver turned his head and opened his mouth to speak, closed it when he saw Louverture’s uniform. “It’s corroded, sir,” he said. “Do you smell that?”
Louverture took a sniff; a sharp smell, like lemon but much more harsh, was emanating from the omnibus’ hood. “That is the engine?”
“The battery, sir,” the driver said. “That’s sulfuric acid inside; eventually it eats away at the whole thing.”
“This happens often?”
The driver shook his head. “They break down sometimes, but not usually like this. The scientists think it may be the heat.”
“And they’re sure it’s a natural phenomenon? It hasn’t been reported to the Corps.”
“I suppose,” the driver said, shrugged. “Why in Reason’s name would anyone sabotage an omnibus? What’s to gain from it?”
“Well, I hope they solve the problem soon.”
The driver laughed. “Me too. Much longer and I’ll need another job—there’ll be no-one riding them at all.”
Louverture tapped the brim of his cap to the man, stepped over to the curb to hail a pedicab. He could hear the other passengers grumbling a bit when one stopped at the sight of his badge, saw the obvious annoyance of the man inside whose cab he had commandeered. He disliked being so high-handed, but he could not afford to be late: after his little dig at Clouthier the night before the man would be looking for reasons to undermine him.
His fears were realized when he arrived at the Cabildo at three-ninety five and the gardien at the desk waved him over. “Officier Principal Clouthier is waiting for you in the interrogation room, sir,” he said.
Louverture tapped his cap in acknowledgement and went through the big double doors that led to the interrogation and holding areas, hoping Clouthier had not done anything that would make his job more difficult. When he arrived at the interrogation room he saw the man himself, talking to the gardien at the door to the cell.
“Louverture, nice of you to come in,” Clouthier said, bursting with scarcely restrained smugness.
“What’s this?” Louverture asked, looked through one of the recessed portholes in the wall; he saw, inside, a dark-skinned Negro sitting at the table. “You have a suspect? How did you find him?”
“He was in possession of another copy of the note, along with paper, pen and ink that precisely matched those used to write the letter, according to Physical Sciences,” Clouthier said. “So we brought him in.”
Louverture took a long breath in and out. “And just how did you find this particular pen-and-paper owner?”
“I had my men search some of the worse areas of Treme at dawn this morning. I am not afraid to expend a little time and energy, if it gets results.”
“And I suppose he vigorously resisted arrest? I ask only because black skin shows bruises so poorly, I might not know otherwise.”
“A little rough handling only. Commandant Trudeau directed that I leave the interrogation to you.”
“Gracious thanks,” Louverture said. “If you’ll excuse me.” He nodded to the gardien to open the door and went inside. The suspect was sitting on a light cane chair, his hands chained behind his back; his face, at least, was unmarked. “I am Officier de la Paix Louverture,” he said in a calm voice. “What is your name?”
“Duhaime,” the man stuttered. “Lucien Duhaime.” His eyes darted to the door.
“We are alone,” Louverture said. “You may speak freely. Do you know why you have been arrested, Monsieur Duhaime?”
“I didn’t—I don’t know how that paper got there.”
“Someone planted paper, pen and ink in your house, without you knowing?” Duhaime opened his mouth to speak, closed it again. Louverture shook his head. “Well then, how did it get there?”
“I don’t. I don’t know.”
“I see.” Louverture sighed. Now there was one man to compose the note, another to write it, a third to deliver it: too large a cast for the play to be believable. Sitting down opposite Duhaime, he realized he still had his briefcase with him; in a sudden inspiration he set it on the table, opened it with the top towards the prisoner, so Duhaime could not see the contents. “I keep the tools of my trade in this case, Lucien. Do you know what they are?”
Duhaime shook his head.
“The most important one is my razor.”
Duhaime’s eyes widened. Louverture took out his badge, tapped on the image of a razor and metron, crossed. “This razor was given to me by a Monsieur Abelard, but it is not an ordinary razor. Instead of shaving hair, it lets me shave away what is improbable and leaves only the truth.” He peered over the open case at Duhaime. “It tells me that you wrote a note with that pen and paper, and placed it on the statue of Reason in Descartes Square, and that we must therefore charge you with suspicion of kidnapping.” Duhaime took an involuntary breath, confirming Louverture’s suspicion. He took the day’s paper from the case, showed the headline to Duhaime. It read Feu dans le marche: deuxieme du mois. “Have you seen this? ‘Manhunt for kidnapper.’ You’ve cost a lot of time and trouble, Lucien.”
“I didn’t know anything about a kidnapping. I didn’t know!” Duhaime tried to rise to his feet, was restrained by the chain fastening him to the table. “The man, he gave me three pieces of paper, said he’d pay if I delivered them for him. I thought it was a prank.”
Louverture leaned back, rubbed his chin. “You’ve intrigued me, Lucien. Tell me about this man.”
Duhaime shrugged, winced as he did so; Louverture saw his right shoulder was probably dislocated. “He was a rich man, well-dressed. A man like you.”
“A policier?”
“No, a white.”
“A convincing story requires more detail, Lucien,” Louverture said, shaking his head sadly.
“He spoke well, though he was trying not to. Clean shaven, with a narrow face. He wore those little smoke-tinted glasses, so I didn’t see his eyes.”
“And just where did someone like you meet this wealthy, well-spoken man?”
“I have a pedicab. It’s good money since the omnibuses started breaking down.” Duhaime looked at Louverture’s unbelieving eyes, then down at the table. “I stole it.”
“Very well. Where did you pick him up?”
“On Baronne street, just west of the Canal. He was going to the ferry dock.”
“Would you recognize him if you saw him again? Or a picture?”
“I’ll try,” Duhaime said, nodding eagerly.
Louverture closed his briefcase, rose to his feet. “Very well, Lucien, we shall test your theory,” he said. “You’ll remain our guest for the time being, and I’ll see your shoulder gets looked at.”
“Thank you, officier.”
“It’s nothing.” Louverture turned to go, paused. “Oh, one thing more. You said you were given three copies: we found the one you planted on the statue, and one more you had. Where is the other?”
“I was to deliver one every night,” Duhaime said.
“Where?”
“The statue, first; second the newspaper; and then Reason Cathedral.”
“So you delivered the second last night? To the Pere Duchesne?”
Duhaime shook his head. “No, sir. The other paper.”
Louverture swore under his breath, turned to the door and knocked on it harshly. The gardien on the other side opened it and he stepped through; Clouthier was still standing there, by one of the portholes in the wall. “We have a problem,” Louverture said. “The Minerve has a copy of the letter.”
“I’ll send a man—”
“It’s probably too late. It would have been waiting for them this morning.”
Clouthier rolled his eyes. “Assuming your man in there isn’t just telling stories.”
“He can’t read,” Louverture said, forcing his voice to stay level. “How do you suppose he wrote the letters? No, he’s telling the truth—and by this afternoon everyone will know that ‘she dies on the thirteenth.’”
“Perhaps it’s a good thing,” Clouthier said, shrugged. “It will make people alert; when he strikes, someone will see him and report it to us.”
“It will make people panic. With an unfocused threat like this, we’ll be sure to get mobs beating anyone they think is suspicious.”
“In the poorer neighbourhoods, maybe; we’ll set extra patrols in them. But this is not Saint-Domingue, my friend: most of the people here are entirely too rational for that.”
“I hope so,” Louverture said. Something was nagging at him, some overlooked detail; it slipped away as he probed for it, like a loose tooth.
“At any rate, we still have plenty of time before the thirteenth of Fructidor. Let us hope all the attention doesn’t cause our man to move up his timetable.”
Louverture nodded, frowned. “Yes, that is strange. Nearly twenty days ‘til then, but only three letters.” He turned to the gardien by the door. “Have him moved to a holding cell, and see that his shoulder gets looked at.”
The gardien looked from him to Clouthier, who gave a small nod.
“I’d best give the Commandant the news,” Clouthier said, then tapped his cap and headed for the stairs.
Watching him go, Louverture wondered how much of his theory could be salvaged. If Duhaime was telling the truth—and Louverture felt sure he was—he had been right about the culprit having a confederate, but he was still left with the impossibility of the letter having been written and composed by the same man. He followed his line of thought up the stairs to his office. When the inescapable conclusion of your assumptions seems impossible, he thought, question your assumptions. His theory depended on at least one of the culprits needing to gain attention for his actions, and the letter to the Minerve certainly supported that; the Pere Duchesne would not print it without approval from the Corps. If that was not the motive, though—or one of the motives—everything that followed from it changed; but what other motive could account for everything?
He opened the door to his office, saw four of Allard’s sketches sitting on his desk. Two were the ones they had discussed, assuming a single culprit: one version was white, one black. The other two, both white, were a split version of the first, the one having the physiognomy of a cautious, intelligent man, the second one emotional and impulsive. None of them much resembled anyone he had seen in the Rogues’ Gallery volumes the night before. He looked them over, wondering if any of them might be the man Duhaime said had hired him. The first two faces were like nobody he had ever seen, impossible configurations of rationality and impulsiveness; the fourth could be almost anyone. The third, though…he narrowed his eyes, imagining that man wearing smoke-tinted glasses. He looked a bit like Allard himself, or perhaps one of the men from Physical Sciences. Someone intelligent, certainly. Louverture tried to imagine what his next move would be. Did he know his messenger had been captured? If so, would he find another one, or would his purpose have been achieved with just the first two letters delivered? Would he be lying low or enjoying the chaos that the story in the Minerve would surely spark? No way to know without understanding his motive, and the more Louverture stared at the sketch the more he doubted that this man was seeking a thrill.
Louverture rolled up the sketches, his head starting to feel like a velodrome from the thoughts whizzing around in it. He was missing something, he knew that—some detail, just out of his reach—and he knew that chasing it around and around would not make it appear. Time to do things Clouthier’s way: he would have photostats of the sketches made, give them to gardiens assigned to where Baronne crossed the canal and to the ferry dock. Perhaps he could even make some of those snickering stagieres pretend to be pedicab drivers, in hopes the culprit would come to them seeking another messenger. He imagined the man was too smart for that, but all it would cost was time and energy.
Cheered, Louverture headed off to the photostat room. Clouthier could hardly complain about this; just to be sure, he would take part in the stakeout himself—at the docks, he thought, where the breeze off the river would make the heat more tolerable. He would be sure to salute all the pedicab drivers dropping off their passengers.




Early the next morning Louverture sat up suddenly in bed, seized by a sudden thought. Two pieces that had not fit: the thirteenth and just three letters to be delivered. If he was right, the two together made up a very important piece indeed, but he could not be sure without a great deal of work—and books that were in the office. He dressed quickly, went downstairs and mounted his velocipede, riding through the empty streets in the dark. Fortunately the rest of the city was still asleep; absorbed as he was by the new lines of thought opening up, he would not have noticed an omnibus bearing down on him. As it was he nearly startled the night guard to death, suddenly appearing in the pool of light cast by the sodium lamps in Descartes square and skidding to a stop mere metres from the door of the Cabildo. He flashed his badge and rushed up to his office. Hours of reading and calculation later he picked up the speaking tube to call Commandant Trudeau.
“Well, Louverture, here we are,” Clouthier said when the three of them assembled, some minutes later, in Trudeau’s office. “I take it you are going to tell us you’ve settled the case by doing figures all night?”
“Not the whole case, no, but I think you’ll want to hear it. Tell me, Officier principal, do you know the old calendar at all?”
“The royal calendar, you mean? No, I never studied history. Why?”
“What day of the month is it by that reckoning, do you suppose?” Louverture asked.
“What does it matter?”
Trudeau was smiling, nodding to himself. “May I venture a guess, Officier Louverture?” Louverture nodded magnanimously.
“Then if you are right, the timetable has been moved up—or rather, it was further along than we knew.”
“What do you mean?” Clouthier said, frowning deeply; then, eyes widening, “Oh—so it is the thirteenth today, by that calendar? Of Thermidor, or of Fructidor?”
“Augustus,” Trudeau said, with a glance at the bust on his desk. “Very good, Louverture, though I’m afraid this makes things a great deal more serious.”
Clouthier ran his head over his shaved scalp. “But I don’t understand. Even the English gave up that calendar years ago. Who would still use such an irrational system?”
“Irrationalists,” Louverture said with a faint smile. “And the day is no coincidence, either. Thirteen was a very powerful number to pre-rational minds, associated with disaster. Whatever they have in mind may be bigger than even murder.”
“You think it is the vodoun again, then? Is this all part of some irrational magic ritual?” Trudeau asked.
Louverture spread his hands. “I don’t know. The number thirteen, the royal calendar—yes, that is common to all of those that hew to the old religions. But the letters, no. The vodoun, the Catholics, the Jews, they all rely on secrecy to go undetected.”
“Perhaps the letter-writer is not a threat, but a warning? Someone inside this group who wishes to prevent whatever they are planning to do?”
“Then why not tell us more? And why the letters to the Minerve, and the cathedral?” Louverture chewed his lower lip. “If you’ll pardon me, that is, Commandant.”
Trudeau waved his objection away. “Of course, Officier. Speak freely.”
“Moreover, we still have the reports from Graphology and Lombrosology. These tell us the letter-writer is an educated, rational man.”
“How can he be a rational irrationalist?” Clouthier put in.
“How indeed?” Trudeau said. “It seems that we resolve one paradox only to create another.”
“Commandant, I’m sure I can—”
“I’m sorry, Louverture,” Trudeau said, putting up a hand. “Please do not take this as a lack of faith in you, but I am handing this matter over to Officier principal Clouthier. What you have discovered tells me that we must take immediate action.”
“But we have no motive! No suspects!”
“We know where our suspects are,” Clouthier said. “All the irrationalists—we know where they live, where they have their secret churches. We found your friend Lucien easily enough, didn’t we?”
“But—”
“Officier Louverture, I’m told you’ve been here since one seventy-five. You’ve rendered great service to the Corps today, and you deserve a rest.”
Louverture clamped his mouth shut, nodded. “Thank you, Commandant,” he managed to say. With a nod to each of his superiors he rose and left the room.
The sun was beating down outside, causing Louverture to realize he had forgotten his cap at home; as well, his abandoned velocipede was gone. Shading his eyes with his hands he quick-stepped across the square, then ducked into the Cafe to pick up a Minerve and found a shady spot to wait for the omnibus. The headline, predictably, read Elle meurt la treizieme; further down the page, another story trumpeted Une autre sabotage aux theatres: la Comedie Francaise ferme ses portes.He folded the paper under his arm, unable to cope with any more irrationality. To whose benefit would it be to sabotage all the theaters, without asking for protection money?
“She’s not coming,” someone said. He turned to see an older black man in a white cotton shirt and pants, sweating profusely; he had obviously been walking a long way in the sun.
“I’m sorry?” Louverture said.
“The omnibus. She’s not coming; broke down at Champs Elysees.” The man shook his head. “Sorry, son,” he said, continued walking.
Louverture mouthed a curse, scanned the empty street for pedicabs. He supposed that driver had been right in thinking he would be out of a job soon. It was almost like a sort of experiment to see how often buses could break down before people stopped taking them, the way people had stopped going to the theaters…
A terrible, inescapable thought hit him. Desperate to disprove it Louverture set out at a run. His face was red by the time he arrived at the theater, a very hot half-kilometre away; he banged on the stage door with a closed fist, catching his breath.
“We’re closed,” a voice came from inside.
“Corps de commande,” Louverture said. He imagined he could hear the man inside sighing as he opened up.
“What can I do for you?” the man said. He was tall, about a hundred eighty centimeters, with a long face and a deeply receding hairline, wearing black pants and turtleneck. He was quite incidentally blocking the doorway he had just opened.
“May I come in?”
The man’s eyes narrowed as he stepped aside. “You say you’re with the corps?”
Louverture realized that he was wearing neither his cap nor his uniform, and that his hair was showing. He took out his badge, showed it to the man. “Officier de la paix Louverture. And you are?”
“Gaetan. Gaetan Tremblay. I’m the stage manager. At least…”
Stepping inside, Louverture nodded, held up his copy of the Minerve. “What can you tell me about last night?”
“The cyclorama dropped,” Tremblay said. “That’s the backdrop that—”
“I know. Was anyone hurt?”
“No—but with all that’s happened at the other theaters, people just panicked.”
“May I see?”
Tremblay led him down the black, carpeted hallway to the backstage entrance, lit the halogens that hung above. In the pool of light that appeared Louverture could see the fallen cloth, as wide as the stage, gathered around a thick metal pole that sat on the ground. A slackened rope still extended from the far end of the pole to the fly gallery above; the rope from the near end was severed, lying in a loose coil on the floor. “We lowered the intact side so it wouldn’t fall unexpectedly,” Tremblay said.
Louverture picked up the snapped rope, ran it through his fingers until the end reached him. The strands were all the same length, except for one, and only that one had stretched and frayed. “Has anyone examined this?”
Tremblay shook his head. “I told them it was an accident, but you know how superstitious actors are.”
“That will be all I need, then,” Louverture said, waited for Tremblay to lead him back out the maze of corridor.
“Officier,” Tremblay said when they reached the door, “do you think if we close for a while—the people, will they—”
“Forget?” Louverture pushed the door open, blinked at the light outside. “Of course. With enough time, people can forget anything.”
His mind raced as he ran back to the Cabildo. A paradox was not a dead end, he had forgotten that: it was an intersection of two streets you hadn’t known existed. He smelled sulphur as he reached the square, saw smoke rising from near the courthouse. The gardien at the door leveled a pistol at him as he neared.
“Keep back, please,” the gardien said.
Louverture raised his hands. He could not recall if he had ever seen a gardien draw his gun before. “I’m Officier Louverture,” he said, slowly dropping his right hand. “I’m reaching for my badge.” He fished it out carefully, extended it at arm’s-length.
“Go in, then,” the gardien said, “and you might want to get a spare uniform if you’re staying.”
“What’s going on?”
“A bomb. In the courthouse.”
“Sweet Reason. Was anyone killed?”
The gardien shook his head. “It missed fire, or else it was just a smoke bomb—but they found two more just like it at the Cathedral and the Academie Scientifique.”
“Excuse me,” Louverture said, waving his badge at the desk man as he went inside.
“Louverture!” Commandant Trudeau said, looking up from the charts on his desk. “I told Clouthier you wouldn’t be able to stay away.” Clouthier, his back to Louverture, nodded absently. “Quite a mess, isn’t it?”
“Commandant—Officier principal—I think I understand it now,” he said. “I think I know who is doing this.”
“Which group of irrationalists?”
“Not irrationalists; scientists. It’s an experiment.”
Trudeau looked confused, the first time Louverture had seen it on his face. “Explain.”
“A series of larger and larger experiments. The theater accidents, the omnibus failures—they were done on purpose, to test how much it takes to change people’s behavior. The notes, and the bomb probably too—they were to test us. “
“Test us for what?”
“To see how much it would take to make us react irrationally, see every accident as sabotage, every abandoned briefcase as a bomb. Perhaps we too are just a test for a larger experiment.”
“But the notes,” Clouthier said, turning to face him. “Who were they threatening?”
Louverture glanced out the window, at the statue in the middle of the square. “Reason,” he said. “She dies tonight.”
“I’m sorry, Officier, but this makes no sense,” Trudeau said. “What would be the motive?”
“I’m not sure. Jealousy, a wish to possess reason for themselves alone? Or perhaps the motive is reason itself. Perhaps they simply want to know.”
“This is ridiculous,” Clouthier barked. “He wants us chasing phantoms. We know who the irrationalist leaders are; arrest them, and the others will follow soon enough.”
“And how will people react when they see the Corps out in force, with pistols? Will they remain rational, do you think?”
“I’ve ordered a couvre-feu for eight o’clock,” Clouthier said. “People will stay inside when they see the lights are out.”
Louverture closed his eyes. “As you say.”
“Will you join us, Louverture?” Trudeau said, his attention back on the maps on the desk. “We can use another man, especially tonight.”
“Is that an order, Commandant?”
There was a long pause; then Trudeau very carefully said, “No, Officier, it isn’t. Go home and get your rest—go quickly, and show your badge if anyone questions you.”
“Thank you, sir.”
Louverture went down the stairs, pushed through the gardiens assembling in the lobby; noticed Pelletier, saluted him. Pelletier did not answer his salute; perhaps the boy did not recognize him without his cap and uniform, and at any rate he was talking to the gardiens stagieres around him. Not wanting to interrupt, Louverture stepped outside.
The sun was nearly down, but the air was still hot; Reason’s torch cast a weak shadow on the number eight. Heading for Danton Street, Louverture saw a man approaching across the square. He was wearing a dark wool suit, despite the weather; a top hat and smoke-tinted glasses.
Louverture looked the man in the eyes as he neared, trying to read him; the man cocked his head curiously and gazed back at him. The two of them circled each other slowly, eyes locked. When they had exchanged positions the man doffed his hat to Louverture, his perfectly calm face creased with just a hint of a smile, and then turned and did the same to the statue of Reason. Louverture knew that look: it was the one Allard wore while measuring a skull. The man found an empty bench, sat down and waited, as though he expected a show to unfold in front of him at any moment.
The bells in the Cathedral of Reason rang out eight o’clock, and the sodium lamps in the square faded to darkness. The lights were going out all over town; Louverture did not suppose he would see them lit again.



THE WORLD IN A BOX, by Carl Jacobi
Jimmy Blane stopped his car, switched off the lights and paced to the door of the brownstone building. It was a huge many-windowed house of antique architecture, and the brass plate under the post box said: PROFESSOR SCOT HILLIARD.
Blane pushed the bell button, took a last puff at his cigarette and flung the butt over his shoulder.
“Sick of these Sunday supplement assignments,” he muttered to himself. “They’re all dry as dust. Wonder if McGraw’ll ever give in and let me have the police run.”
Presently heavy steps sounded within. A latch rasped and the door was thrown wide.
A huge, bulking figure stared out at the reporter. The man was dark-haired with a ragged, unkempt beard and thick-rimmed spectacles. An acid-stained rubber apron hung from his chest to his shoes, accentuating his height, and a green eye-shade was pushed far back on his forehead.
“Professor Hilliard?” Jimmy asked.
“Yes.”
“My name is Blane—of the Star-Telegram. I came in regard to an address you made before the Gotham Science Club, an address in which you declared you could reproduce in living miniature the prehistoric life of the earth. The University science staff has denounced your assertions as being false in every detail. Could I have a statement from you, please?”
For a long moment Scot Hilliard made no answer. Then he shrugged, curled his lips and nodded scornfully.
“Come in.”
Jimmy followed the man into the entrance-way and from there up a flight of stairs. At the second level he halted before a large double door that opened on the right, hesitated, and whirled abruptly.
“If I grant you this interview,” he said, “I must insist you write only the facts as I give them to you. I’ll show you my invention, yes, but I’m not interested in having it introduced to the general public in a sensational manner, colored by idiotic journalism. Understand?”
Blane nodded. The door swung open, and he passed into a brilliantly illuminated room. Two feet over the sill he stopped short, turning his eyes slowly about him.
The chamber was a huge laboratory, occupying apparently the full width of the house. From ceiling to floor the walls were lined with shelves, jammed with vials, tubes and glasses. Strange-looking apparatus glittered on all sides. The center floor was occupied by an enormous square-shaped object, fully fifteen feet across, its nature hidden by a loosely draped canvas.
But there was something else that stopped Blane’s roving gaze and held it while his heart thumped a little faster. Directly across from the door, bent over a zinc-topped table, stood a young girl. A girl with a satin complexion, black, lustrous hair and large, brown eyes. Even in the dark-colored smock, with her hands swathed in heavy rubber gloves, she was a vision of feminine loveliness.
Hilliard slid a stubby briar pipe between his lips and waved his arm stiffly in introduction.
“My niece, Eve Manning,” he said. “Mr. Blane is from the press. He’s come to ask me about my invention.”
A frown furrowed across the girl’s face as she heard these words. Her eyes narrowed.
“But Uncle,” she protested, “you’re not going to demonstrate that machine tonight! You haven’t tested it yet, you know, and something might happen.”
Hilliard smiled and patted her hand. “No danger,” he said easily. “Mr. Blane is just the type of witness I’ve been waiting for, and everything is in readiness.” He turned again to the reporter. “Your hat and coat, please, and make yourself comfortable while I get you a pair of colored sunglasses. I’m using a new kind of mango-carbon arc, and the glare might injure your eyes.”
He shoved a chair forward, turned and disappeared through a connecting doorway. Jimmy sat down and looked at the girl.
She was even prettier than first glance had showed. There were attractive dimples on either side of the mouth, and the mouth itself was a delicate carmine bow with just the right touch of cosmetics. For a moment she stood there, answering his gaze silently. Then, darting a look over her shoulder, she stepped closer and spoke in a low, hurried whisper.
“Mr. Blane,” she said, “you must leave here at once. Now, before my uncle returns. I’ll tell him you were suddenly called away on another matter. I’ll tell him you were—”
“Go?” Jimmy stared at her curiously. “Why, I’ve just come. Why on earth should I go?”
“You must go, I tell you. You’re in great danger. Greater danger than you possibly could imagine. Uncle has been holding off his experiment until he found a man of your type. A young and athletic man. If you stay here you may never leave this laboratory. Oh, I know all this sounds mad, senseless, but please believe me.”
Jimmy crossed his legs and glanced thoughtfully at the array of equipment surrounding him. A long interval passed while he groped for words to answer the girl.
“I’m a reporter,” he said at length. “I came merely to interview the professor, and I fail to see how any danger—”
The door slammed at the far end of the laboratory, interrupting further conversation, and Hilliard returned to the room. Striding to a switch-box on the near wall, the man made a careful adjustment to its contents, then crossed over to a chair opposite the reporter. In his hands were several pairs of green spectacles.
“Blane,” he said slowly, “I presume, since you were sent here to interview me, you know something of geology, something of the ancient rock-preserved history of the earth?”
Jimmy nodded, drawing forth pencil and paper. “I spent two years on the subject at Boston Tech,” he replied. “But I’ve probably forgotten as much as I ever learned.”
“You are acquainted with the divisions of time into which prehistoric world history has been divided, the Archeozoic era to the Cenozoic era?”
Jimmy nodded again.
“And which of those eras or periods strikes you as the most interesting, the most dramatic? Which one, if it were possible for you to pass back through the millions of years, would you choose to view with your own eyes?”
For an instant the reporter hesitated. Hilliard sat there far forward in his chair, eyes glittering with crafty determination. There were power and mental strength in that bearded face. And there was something else that brought a little chill coursing down the young man’s spine.
“The Mesozoic, I guess,” he answered. “What is more commonly known as the Age of Reptiles. I’ve always thought it would be an impressive sight to see those prehistoric monsters roaming about the scenery. Dinosaurs and pterodactyls, lizards as big as a house, and flying dragons.”
Hilliard nodded in satisfaction, then leaped to his feet and strode to the square-shaped object in the center of the room. With a single movement of his massive hands he flung back the canvas covering and motioned the reporter closer.
Momentarily Jimmy’s eyes were confused by a glaring light that burned before him. Then his eyes accustomed themselves to the blinding illumination, and he saw the object that housed the light. It was a glass-walled box, not unlike an ordinary showcase, save that the sides were of great thickness and the corners were fastened together with plates of riveted brass.
The light came from the middle of the case. At the near end, hanging in mid-air without support was an object that looked like a small ball of clay. Extending from the right exterior wall of the case was a black instrument panel, replete with dials, queer-shaped tubes and several switches.
Hilliard pointed into the interior. “Blane,” he said, “you are looking at an experiment that has been my work, my sole work, for almost five years. When I was still a member of the University faculty I postulated such a machine as this to my immediate superiors. They laughed at me, said I was an eccentric dreamy fool and that it would never work.
“The inside of this case is an absolute vacuum, the nearest parallel to the phenomenon of outer stellar space. In the center you see a mango-carbon arc, suspended by a slender wire and giving off an intense amount of heat as well as light. Here at this end is a very small globe. Together the two objects represent a portion of the solar system, a diminutive cross-section of a tiny part of our universe.
“The space between the arc and the globe is the ninety-three millions of miles which separate our earth from the sun, lessened to a few feet. The diameter of the globe is the diameter of our planet, reduced in proper ratio from over eight thousand miles. In short, you are looking at the manufactured equivalent of our sun and our earth on a dwarfed scale. Do you understand, Blane? A miniature sun and a miniature earth! Watch closely!”
The man’s hand slid downward, pushed a large switch into contact. Instantly there was a thundering roar and a pulsing vibration under the floor. The roar died away as the globe within the glass case trembled violently. Then it began to rotate faster and faster, moved and supported by some unseen power. Slowly it approached the arc in the center.
There was a note of suppressed excitement in the professor’s voice as he continued.
“The globe is now rotating on its axis and moving in an orbit around the arc, which constitutes its sun. The axis, just like the axis of the earth, is inclined to the plane of the orbit. That globe is now a living, growing world!”
With rising interest Jimmy squinted through the sun spectacles. He was thinking of the strange warning given him by the girl.
“A growing world?” he repeated slowly.
Hilliard nodded…
“But there are a hundred other things necessary to a planet’s growth which you could never manufacture,” Jimmy protested. “Things beyond your power, things—”
“Storms, wind erosion, climatic changes, volcanic up-thrusts?” Hilliard shook his head. “All has been taken care of. The globe is igneous, volcanic in nature, carefully made of powerful gases and molten rock, which will create an atmosphere. It is now in the first stages of the Archeozoic age, the beginning of a world. In a short time warm seas will form at the globe’s equatorial zones. Early single-celled life will live and die on a microscopic scale in a matter of seconds. The lowest type of jelly fish will give way to the higher forms of mollusks, arthropoids, and so to the amphibians. By nine o’clock, if my calculations are correct, the globe will have passed through the Proterozoic era and the Paleozoic era. By nine fifteen it will be far advanced into the Mesozoic.”
“You mean;” interposed Jimmy, his eyes wide with amazement now, “that the globe will develop life? You mean that there will be plants, trees, reptiles—living creatures?”
Hilliard nodded. “On a minute microscopic scale, that is exactly what I mean,” he said.
He seized a dial on the instrument panel and twisted it to its farthest marking. Beneath Blane’s eyes the globe leaped into faster motion, changed from a crystal clear object slowly passing about the arc-sun to a blur of light. Each revolution in the orbit constituted one year, and the decades and centuries were dropping into the discard like grains of falling sand.
For a moment Scot Hilliard watched the process intently. Then he jerked erect.
“With the globe moving as fast as it is,” he said, “it is impossible to study its surface without the aid of a specially designed rotating microscope. I have one in my other laboratory. One moment.”
He went out, closing the door, behind him. Silence swept into the white ceilinged room. Jimmy stood there, staring at the glass case, frowning. It wasn’t possible, this mad story he had heard. One man claiming he could reproduce in a few moments what nature had taken millions of years to accomplish. The reporter looked up as Eve Manning laid a hand on his shoulder.
“Will you go now?” she asked, a note of dread in her voice. “You have all the information necessary for your newspaper, and you can leave before Uncle returns. Please.”
Jimmy studied the pretty face deliberately.
“Just what,” he asked, “are you driving at?”
Her cheeks were ashen, her fingers trembling.
“Listen,” she said. “It’s not the geologic development of that little globe that Uncle is interested in alone. It’s something bigger, more dreadful, more horrible. He wants to see how man, civilized man of this age and generation, would act if he were suddenly thrown back to the Mesozoic age, the time of prehistoric reptiles. He wants to see if man’s brain would protect him against the hideous dangers which would then surround him.”
“He wants what?” repeated Jimmy blankly.
“Oh, don’t you understand, Mr. Blane? If you stay here, Uncle will use you for this experiment. He’ll put you on that little world in the glass case. He’ll insert you on that miniature planet and watch you through his microscope as if you were a worm or an insect.”
The Telegram reporter burst forth in a harsh, dry laugh. “You’re talking riddles. I could drop that globe in my pocket.”
She looked at him quietly for a moment, then turned and led the way to a far corner of the laboratory. There she pointed a shaking finger to a large cabinet affair fashioned of sheet metal with an ordinary door at one side. At the front a flexible cone-like projector tapered to a needlepoint.
“That,” she said hoarsely, “is a size reducer. Uncle calls it something different, something scientific. But it too is his own invention. Once in it and the power turned on, a full-grown dog will emerge a creature of microscopic size, so small our most powerful glass is barely able to detect it. It will act the same with a man, with a human being. Uncle—”
Her words died off, and she stared past Jimmy, eyes suddenly wide with terror.
The reporter whirled. And what he saw made his heart skip a beat. Five feet away, swaying sardonically on the balls of his feet, stood Scot Hilliard. The man’s face had lost its friendly smile now. It was contorted into a leer of fanaticism, grotesque with craft and cruelty. In his right hand was a leveled revolver.
“Since my niece has so inadvisedly told you of my plans,” he said, “I need go into no further explanation. Blane, pace slowly backward, open the door of that cabinet and stand on the center of the contact platform inside.”
Rigid, the reporter stared at the man. “You’re crazy,” he said. “Put down that gun.”
“Uncle!” cried Eve. “You’re mad.”
Hilliard’s black eyes narrowed to thin crescents.
“Back into that cabinet,” he said again, “or I fire.”
Jimmy’s heart was racing now as he shot a look about him, searching for a way of escape. Suddenly he leaped forward and slammed his fist hard against the professor’s arm. The automatic clattered to the floor, and the man reeled backward in fury.
An instant later the reporter was trading blow for blow, fighting with grim desperation. He used his fists with boxing skill, weaving slowly to the side in an attempt to reach the door.
“Fool!” roared Hilliard. “Don’t you realize the chance of a lifetime is before you? I’m offering you the greatest adventure conceivable to man. And you fight to avoid it. Stupid fool!”
“In the interests of science, eh?” Jimmy panted. “Experiment on yourself if you want to. I’m—”
He seized an opportunity, shot forth two trip-hammer blows, slipped past the man, and raced across the floor of the laboratory. Five feet, ten feet, to the edge of the door, he ran. Then Hilliard, recovering his breath, jerked his hand to the zinc table and seized a heavy iron-handled spatula. He took instant aim and threw the instrument with all the force of his gaunt arm.
Jimmy had the door ripped open when the spatula struck. The ceiling seemed to crash downward upon his head. Colored lights whirled in his vision. For an instant he stood there, reeling. Then with a low moan he sank to the floor.




When he awoke he was outside in the open air, and it was broad daylight. Sharp pains pulsed through the back of his head. His eyes were blurred, his brain confused, seeking to place in their proper order the events that had happened the night before.
He staggered to his feet unsteadily, took a step forward, then stopped with a short cry of amazement. A strange scene lay about him. He was in the midst of a fantastic world, an impossible world crowded with weird shapes and objects. Great palm-like trees, forty to sixty feet high, with great bush-like upper portions and curious scaled trunks, walled in the glade in which he stood. Enormous ferns, their stalks fat and dripping with over-nourishment, formed an undulating carpet that stretched to a wavering horizon.
To the left a reed-choked stream sent its oily water winding sluggishly between banks that were livid with white fungi and tangled yellow vines. And beyond the stream rose a jungle of growth, dark green, damp and forbidding.
Jimmy stood there, unable to believe his eyes. He walked forward, dipped his hand mechanically into the tepid water. He ran his hand over the woody frond of one of the ferns, drew it away, staring blankly.
Where was he? What had happened? The growth which pressed close about him on three sides was neither tropical nor subtropical. It was not the growth he was accustomed to nor that which he knew abounded in latitudes farther south. It was not of his world. And yet in spite of the utter strangeness of it all, in spite of the nightmarish dimensions and coloring, a faint chord of familiarity sounded far back in his mind.
For a moment he stood there, bewildered. Then like a knife thrust a thought came to him.
Back at Boston Tech in his senior year in historical geology he had built just such a landscape on a miniature scale. He had constructed a reproduction of this very vegetation, using bits of colored sponges, straw and plaster of Paris and the illustrations in his text books for models. His lips tightened slowly at the memory of that work and the more recent words of Professor Hilliard.
Horrible and impossible a realization as it was, he understood now. He was on the manufactured world in Hilliard’s glass case in the laboratory. He was a creature of microscopic size on a miniature man-made planet that revolved about a carbon arc instead of a sun. He was back millions of years in the midst of the Mesozoic age, the only man on a synthetic earth.
And somewhere up there in the sky, far beyond his range of vision, a colossal figure would be watching his every movement through a gigantic magnifying glass, while every moment in that world of his would constitute hours, days for him here.
For ten minutes Jimmy Blane stood there thinking. He was a castaway on a hideous, land, surrounded he knew only too well by hideous dangers. Yet somehow he did not wish to die. He was young, and life was sweet. He wanted to live.
He shaded his eyes and scanned the horizon. To the west the land seemed higher and dryer, leading off to a sort of tableland, marked by only an occasional clump of trees. Without knowing why the reporter scrambled up a little limestone acclivity and began walking in that direction. A hundred thoughts were whirling through his brain. He must find water, fresh water, and he must find food and a place to sleep.
And yet as he walked, he found himself unconsciously examining the curious growths around him, cataloguing them as the memory of his college studies slowly returned.
Here was the flora of a young world, vegetation in the early stages of development. Here were Thallophyta, Bryophyta, Pteriodophyta, cycads and conifers, curious bushy trees with stunted trunks, ferns of gigantic size, flaccid vines that spread their entanglement everywhere. But presently the jungle was left behind, and he emerged into the plain. There was no wind. The air was hot, lifeless, the sky above faintly blue, and the sun, now at its zenith, gleamed like a flat, white ball.
On and on he walked. The grass beneath his feet was thick and long. It rustled like silk, leaving the marks of his shoes clearly defined behind him. Ahead he saw that the plain was slowly descending again, leading into a lower swamp area that looked gloomy and forbidding.
Although as yet he had seen only botanical growths, Jimmy knew he was in a world teeming with life, life of strange forms and varieties. Yet had he been in the Proterozoic era, millions of years earlier, he could not have been more alone. Reptiles held sway now. It would be eons before the lowest type of ape would be born. Eons more before man would be created. Millions of years before some Babylon would raise its temples to the sky, before an Egypt would take form in a Sahara.
He had been walking in a daze, pacing mechanically while he lived with his thoughts. Now suddenly his mental train was swept away, and he stopped rigid, staring like a wooden image.
Twenty yards away a nightmare object had suddenly risen up before him, emerging from behind a clump of trees. Forty feet from head to tip of tail, it stood there staring at him with gleaming eyes. Jimmy’s heart leaped to his throat. The thing looked like a horribly malformed lizard, increased in size a thousand times. The head was small with a gaping slit for a mouth. A double row of great bony plates extended along the back and down the tail. It was a stegosaur, the great armored dinosaur of the Jurassic and Cretaceous, the colossal herbivorous reptile of a prehistoric age.
For a moment Jimmy stood riveted to the spot. He could hear the thing’s gasping, sucking inhalations of breath, and he could feel the ground tremble as it moved ponderously toward him.
Then, smothering a cry, the reporter turned and ran, ran blindly toward the nearest reaches of the marsh. Down the slope and into the foul ooze he raced, plunging through the thick water and into the dripping foliage. Insects swarmed about him in stinging hordes. Beneath his feet fat squirmy lengths of black horror wriggled to safety. Something ripped through his trouser leg, gashed through the flesh to the bone. Two crocodiles, twice the length of the modern gavial crocodile, came at him, white jaws agape.
He escaped them and plunged on. Not until he was far in the depths of the poisonous swamp did he stop. Then in a state of near exhaustion he climbed partway up a dead tree, flung his body over a wide limb and waited to regain his breath.




It was twilight before he at last fought his way out of the marsh. The sun was sinking in the west, and a starless sky above was slowly darkening. It seemed strange, inconceivable that that sun was but a manufactured mango-carbon arc suspended from the roof of a glass case by a piece of wire. It was hard for Jimmy to realize that this vast world surrounding him was a globe so small it could be dropped anywhere in the streets of his own city without attracting the slightest notice.
He was in open country again. Despair was in his heart as he stood gazing. As far as he could see from an elevated ridge it was all that same wild, virgin, fantastic country. No distant sail, no thin streamer of smoke, no sign of habitation of any kind. He was alone, utterly alone in an alien world.
Pangs of hunger and a sudden feeling of thirst sent him out of his brooding presently. He appeased the latter with long draughts from a clear spring that bubbled out of a fissure in the rock almost at his feet. Then, descending to the shore, he managed to find several species of mollusks which seemed edible. They were typical Mesozoic pelecypods, fossils of which he had studied in his student days. He gulped them down with repugnance, then hurried into the forest in search of dry wood and tinder.
The matches in his pocket were unharmed. He heaped several stones in a circle, forming a crude fireplace, shielded from the wind. Carefully he ignited the twigs.
And so Jimmy huddled close to his growing blaze and tried to convince himself that he was still in the midst of some wild dream from which he would rise shortly to laugh at his fears. But he knew it was no dream. The very sky above attested to that.
Black as velvet without a single ray of light, it engulfed him on all sides. There was no moon, no stars, for the simple reason that Professor Hilliard had created no moon and no stars. He had placed in his glass case but two bodies, this world and the artificial sun. And that sun was now bestowing its light and heat to another hemisphere.
At length bewilderment and sheer exhaustion overcame him, and he fell into a troubled sleep.
It was dawn when he awoke. The sea glinted like hammered silver, and the air was growing warm and humid again. Jimmy waded out into the surf, dashed water on his face and hands. Then, considerably refreshed, he returned to the beach and took stock of his surroundings.
Before another day had passed he would have to provide himself with weapons for hunting and for defense. He would have to explore the immediate district and find or erect a shelter that would give him protection from the elements and all dangers. The thought occurred to him that if he could, climb to the summit of some mountain he might cast himself in bolder relief and beg the professor that he be returned to his own world.
In the eastern sky the sun still hung just above the horizon line. It seemed stationary, and the reporter found himself watching it curiously.
At intervals, all during the time he again searched the shore for more mollusks, he stared at it, wondering if his eyes were playing him tricks. Unless Hilliard for some unknown reason had slowed down the globe’s rotating speed, that sun should be considerably higher in the artificial sky by now.
Then suddenly it happened.
A huge elongated shadow shot down from above, darkening the heavens, spreading an eclipse-like gloom over the landscape. From somewhere in the invisible reaches of the sky there came a droning roar like the continuation of a hundred thunders. And then a vast cone-shaped object slanted down from the heights. It was a funnel-like steel tube, so large it seemed to cover the whole sky. Half a mile away its smaller end came to rest on a low hillock.
For several minutes while the colossal thing hung there motionless, Jimmy stood by the water’s edge, unable to believe his eyes. Then with incredible rapidity the thing shot upward again, faded to a blur in the heavens and disappeared.
But at its contact point with the distant hillock something had been left behind, something that moved, that turned and began to run in the direction of the reporter.
With a shout Jimmy flung down his mollusks and raced toward it. Even at that distance with the light of the day only half risen, he saw that it was the figure of a girl, and he guessed rather than knew who that girl was.
They met in a little glade, a hundred-yards from the shore. Breathless, puzzled, Jimmy looked at her, stretched forth his hand.
“Eve!” he cried. “Miss Manning! How did you get here? What has happened?”
She cast a quick glance at the fantastic growths about her, moved forward and smiled tremulously.
“I couldn’t let you stay here, marooned on this world, without trying to help,” she said. “I knew if I followed, Uncle would forget this mad experiment and do everything to bring me back. If we’re together, it would mean your return too.”
“But—but I don’t understand,” Jimmy stammered. “How could you—”
“The size-reducing machine was still connected with the glass case when Uncle left the laboratory a moment,” she told him. “I’d seen how he worked the apparatus, how he stopped the revolutions oPS the little globe in its orbit around the sun, how he adjusted the projector of the size machine to rotate at the same speed as the globe on its axis, and how he controlled that projector to touch the surface of the globe at a certain spot. I simply set the automatic controls, slipped into the machine’s cabinet, and closed the door.”
For an hour after that they stood there in the little glade discussing the situation. Quickly the reporter told her of the strange life that surrounded them, of the long day before and the subsequent night.
As she listened, the girl’s eyes grew wide with amazement.
“But scarcely two minutes passed,” she said, “from the time you were placed here to the time I followed. It doesn’t seem possible.”
They walked down the beach to the site of Jimmy’s camp fire. To the east the sun was moving again, lifting from the horizon in its journey across the sky.
With Eve watching him half in tragic curiosity, half in amusement, the reporter placed several flat-topped stones in the glowing coals and proceeded to bake the oyster-like varieties he had found along the shore.
Jimmy was jubilant now. “All we have to do,” he told her, “is wait until your uncle drops his projector down from the sky, rescues us and returns us to the laboratory. Man, what a yarn I’ll have to write when I get back to the office! McGraw—he’s city editor—will think I’ve been smoking opium.”
She smiled with him, then suddenly grew serious. “It may not be as simple as all that,” she said, frowning slowly. “Uncle may not miss me for a long time. He hasn’t the slightest idea of what I’ve done, and until he sights the two of us here through his microscope, nothing will happen. Ten minutes of his time, you must remember, will constitute many days and nights for us here.”
It was true. Blane sobered and fell quiet. “You shouldn’t have come,” he said at length.
Several times while they sat there a huge gleaming body appeared at the surface far out in the sea, twisting and turning, showing a giant snakelike head:
“Mosasaur,” the reporter said quietly as Eve stared at it with horror. “Marine reptile. Carnivorous too. It shows definitely we’re in the latter portion of the Mesozoic. Lower Cretaceous probably. But I don’t think it will come any closer inshore.”
Huge repulsive-looking birds passed high over their heads from time to time, but did not trouble them. All had jaws with sharp teeth, and as the reporter said, probably belonged to the Ichthyornis order.
Noon came and passed with no sign of the projector. Jimmy, concealing his fears from the girl with a steady fire of conversation, set about to build a rough shelter for the night. It took long hours of tedious labor, that shelter, and crude and poorly fashioned as it was, dusk had come upon them before it was finally completed.
It was a lean-to, closed in on two sides, roofed with the fronds of a fern which Jimmy thought to be pteridosperm or plant of similar family.
Then once again, this time with Eve at his side, Jimmy stood on the summit of the ridge and surveyed the lonely scene. To the east stretched the sea, a leaden wedge continuing to the rim of the world.
To the west and circling far to the north and south rose the Cretaceous jungle, an impenetrable bastion of green, seething with unknown dangers.
“It’s frightening,” Eve said in an awed voice. “I can’t realize that all this is on a microscopic scale, that that ocean is really only a few drops of water on a globe which I could hold in my hand. Oh, why doesn’t Uncle do something?”
They returned to the lean-to shelter, ate a few more mollusks and lay down to sleep.
Outside there was black silence, broken only by the monotonous swishing of the waves against the lower shore.
Jimmy, tired unto exhaustion, drifted off quickly. He dreamed wild dreams of entering the Cretaceous jungle of this miniature world, losing his way, and walking on and on until his legs began to ache in their sockets and his whole body called out for rest.
Jimmy was awakened by a piercing cry. It seemed to come from far off, and it was repeated twice before his dulled senses grasped its significance. Then he leaped to his feet and looked about him. Broad daylight streamed through the front of the lean-to. But Eve—Eve was gone.
The reporter ran to the entrance, calling her name frantically. The ridge about the little camp was deserted. A hunched broom-like cycad tree waved its bushy branches in a low moan of mockery. Heart thumping, Jimmy raced higher up the acclivity and turned his eyes down toward the shore. And what he saw there froze him into immobility.
At the water’s edge, face white with terror, stood Eve. At her feet, scattered on the sandy floor where she had dropped them, lay a small pile of mollusks. And fifty yards down the shore, gazing at her like a creature out of hell, was a thing whose very existence the reporter found hard to believe.
It was a hideous giant-headed monster with fat, scaly body and cavernous, jagged-toothed mouth. It stood erect on its hind feet, the sharp claws of its forefeet extended, the long pointed tail thrown out far behind. Even as he stood there motionless, numb with terror, the reporter’s brain flashed back to his earlier studies and seized upon a name of classification. A theropod, a carnivorous Allosaurus
agilis, the most ferocious of Mesozoic dinosaurs.
The horrible reptile was moving closer, heading slowly’ toward its prey.
Jimmy stooped downward, scooped up two heavy rocks and raced down the ridge. Before he reached the shore he snapped back his arm and flung one of the stones with every ounce of strength he could command. The missile fell far short.
On to the girl’s side he ran, glancing over his shoulder at the approaching monster. They were hemmed in. Ahead was the sea, filled with dangers even more fearful than this theropod. Behind rose the ridge. And flanking the sea in both directions, the jungle. Their only alternative was the sandy shore which stretched far into the distance. But Jimmy and Eve knew that before they had covered two hundred yards of that shore the hideous thing behind them would have closed in and made its attack.
The reporter seized the girl’s arm. “Run!” he cried. “I’ll keep the thing’s attention until you’ve got a start.”
She hesitated.
“Run!” he repeated. “We wouldn’t have a chance together.”
Face white, lips drawn, she broke into a quick, jerky stride and raced down the beach.
Jimmy whirled, poised his second rock and looked at the monster. The theropod, moving kangaroo-like on its hind legs, was only a few feet away now. Its mouth was open, showing the dead, white interior. Its eyes were gleaming like hot coals, and the tail was lashing from side to side.
Again the reporter drew back his arm and let fly the stone. Brain filled with only one thought, the safety of the girl who had cast herself on this horrible planet to quicken his rescue, he watched the heavy object smash full force on the armored skull.
But the theropod only shook its head clumsily at the concussion. It paused an instant, then came on at renewed speed.
For a fleeting instant despair shot through the reporter like a bolt. Then he darted aside, thrust his body out of the theropod’s path and circled completely around the reptile. It was a trick of counted seconds, and he accomplished it with only the scantest of margin.
Heart racing, he ran twenty feet before the theropod was aware of the maneuver. Then he turned and hurled a third rock. The heavy missile caught the monster a crashing blow in the left eye, drew instant blood and half blinded it.
Now was the momentary advantage Jimmy had been waiting for, and with a frantic lunge he shot past the reptile, threw caution to the winds, and ran headlong down the shore.
Far ahead he could see Eve standing motionless, waiting for him to join her. The girl had seized a wooden cudgel, a dead branch from a tree, and was urging him on. Behind, though he did not look back, he could hear the theropod thundering in pursuit.
As he ran, turmoil pounded through the brain of the reporter. How long would they have to fight against these hideous dangers? How long before Professor Hilliard became aware of his niece’s action and took steps to rescue her?
And then suddenly as if in answer to his thoughts, a mighty shadow leaped down from sky to earth. A low, droning roar, tingling his whole body with its vibrations, sounded above. From somewhere in the upper reaches of the heavens that same cone-shaped tube of steel descended to eclipse the whole eastern horizon.
Down toward the water’s edge it came; resting on a wider patch of sand, a few yards from the shore.
With an exultant shout Jimmy increased his speed. “The projector!”
The theropod seemed to sense what was happening. A quick glance behind showed Jimmy that it was advancing at a terrific rate now.
Could he make it? The reporter made a frantic survey of the distance that lay between him and the entrance of the projector. He waved his arm at the girl, motioned her forward. But stubbornly she refused to move until he was abreast of her. Then silently, side by side, they raced toward the safety that seemed so near yet so far away. Twenty yards from the steel opening Eve tripped over a submerged stone and plunged headlong. The reporter bent downward, seized the girl and with the added weight continued onward in his flight.
But at length they were in the wider patch of sand, the projector rising up like some geometric inverted mountain before them. With one last lunge Jimmy shoved the girl into the opening and slipped in beside her.
Instantly blackness closed in on him, and a great roaring like the fury of a hundred maelstroms smote his ears. He had a momentary feeling of the projector leaping upward at sickening speed, of his body being hurled into the upper reaches of the tube by some unseen power…




Scot Hilliard was seated in one of the stiff-backed metal chairs in his laboratory.
His face was white and drawn, his eyes glazed and bloodshot. For ten minutes he had sat there in silence, staring across at the trim figure of his niece, Eve Manning, and at the reporter, Jimmy Blane.
At length he rose heavily; paced forward and extended his hand.
“I—I deserve no consideration,” he said haltingly. “But will you accept my deepest regrets and apologies, Mr. Blane? I’m sorry. I must have been mad, out of my mind. I didn’t realize the terrible thing I was doing when I placed you on that planet. It took the courage of my niece to show me what a fiend I was. If there is any way in which I can make amends, anything I can do—”
The Star-Telegram reporter looked at Eve and smiled. “Bygones are bygones,” he replied. “We came back safely, that’s all that matters. But what are you going to do with the globe, the little world in the glass case?”
Hilliard started and shook his head. For a moment he stood there, gazing blankly into space. “The globe,” he repeated. “Ah, yes, the globe. I have extinguished the arc-sun, Mr. Blane, turned off its heat and light. The little globe is no longer a living world. Until I choose to stop it, it will continue to rotate on its axis and revolve in its orbit, but it is as lifeless and cold as the moon.”



MACHINE RECORD, by Theodore R. Cogswell
“Good Heavens” said the disreputable political affairs researcher, “you must be a madman!”
“Exactly,” said the mad scientist, his eyes glittering with insane cunning.
“But…but what does this manifestly evil machine do?”
“Isn’t it evident?” The scientist cackled gaily. “It’s designed to conquer the world for me. What else?”
“Of course. What else?”
“It is made of indestructible materials, has wheels, jointed legs, tractor treads, and seven death rays of different frequencies. It draws its energy from a little atomic engine, the size of your thumb nail, which produces about the same potential as Grand Coulee Dam.”
“Remarkable,” said the researcher, looking at his thumb nail.
The machine was, indeed, a sight to inspire dread. Pear-shaped, its gleaming body was topped with bristling, odd-angled radar-like antenna. A few feet above its complex underpinnings was a double row of formidable looking muzzles, pointing in all directions. On one side was a small, push-button switch of insidious portent. Here, in this high vaulted dungeon of an ancient, blood-stained castle, high on a storm-beset mountain, in a small European principality, the effect was incredibly sinister.
The political affairs researcher, unscrupulous as he was, gasped with ill-concealed alarm.
“And what, sir,” he said, “have I to do with all this?”
The scientist’s eyes glittered. “You,” he said, “are to help me organize my conquests into an empire.”
“Good heavens,” the other man said again. “And you have brought me here to this dank dungeon to ask my assistance in a fiendish plot to conquer the world?” His imagination had not as yet assimilated the grandeur of the scheme.
“It’s not dank,” the scientist said, waving his hand impatiently. “This dungeon is quite properly air-conditioned.” And so it was. The mad savant had, in a moment of rare lucidity, equipped his castle cellar with a remarkably efficient air conditioning machine, together with do-it-yourself asphalt tiling, and a portable bar that played “The Last Rose of Summer” when you pressed the hidden button that brought it swinging out from its artful concealment behind a bookcase.
“That’s beside the point,” said the other. “I’m not altogether certain that I approve of your plot. Anyway,” he added primly, “I’m making forty a week where I’m working now.”
The scientist snapped his fingers, with a carefree, yet macabre laugh. “I’ll double it,” he said. “What’s more, I have a beautiful daughter.”
The researcher peeped at the machine out of the corner of his eye. “When do we turn it on?”
“As soon as you work out a campaign for me,” said the other. “I want to assume complete political control with a minimum of fuss and bother. A few days perhaps?”
The researcher stared at him blankly. “Where,” he said, “have you been for the past ten years?”
“Here,” said the scientist, rubbing his hands together, “perfecting my designs. Is something wrong?”
“Well…I rather thought you planned to just kill everybody.”
“Everybody?” A new glint flickered momentarily in the madman’s eye and he licked a speculative tongue over his lower lip. “I hadn’t thought of that.”
“It would be so much simpler.” The other’s tone was ingratiating.
The scientist thought for a moment, grinning evilly. Then he shook his head, which, I forgot to mention, sat somewhat crookedly upon his shoulders. “No,” he said, “no, I’m afraid not. That way my empire would be a little shabby. Nobody to rule,” he shook his head, “nobody to torture and all that. No, just work out a simple way for me to run things.”
“Hmm,” said the researcher, who was, I also forgot to say, portly, bespectacled, and wearing a gravy-spotted vest “this will take some thought.”
“Well take it,” said the scientist, “but don’t dawdle. I’m getting impatient.” His eyes took on a dreamy look. “I want to have a harem, and a movie made about my life, The Arnspiegle Story—that’s my name, Arnspiegle—starring Larry Parks and with Gordon Macrae’s voice dubbed in. I also want an orchid-colored Rolls-Royce and a pear-shaped swimming pool.”
“That’s reasonable,” said the researcher, “but it’s going to take a little doing.” He frowned. “You’ll have to give me a few days before we start blasting away.”
“If it’s absolutely necessary,” said the mad scientist petulantly, his voice registering his annoyance. He walked over and patted the monstrous machine with affection. “I’m going to have Liberace play at all my weddings,” he murmured.
Two weeks passed while the mad scientist tinkered with his machine, perfecting its lethal powers, and while the shabby political affairs researcher worked in a freshly Kemtoned upstairs chamber, surrounded by political research materials: editorial pages from The Christian Science Monitor, Pravda, and The Boston Evening Transcript. Every evening, glued to the short-wave receiver, with bated breath he listened to Edward R. Murrow.
Finally one day the mad scientist burst in on him, overflowing with impatience. “How’s it going, Alfred?” he asked. The researcher’s name was Alfred.
“Complete political control, did you say?” said Alfred evasively.
“Obviously. As Emperor of the World I have to have some simple central system for tax collection and young-virgin tribute and all. Why?”
“It’s a tougher job than I thought,” mumbled the other. “Or maybe I’m slipping. I used to be able to whip up a foolproof world government between the second and third Martini.” His voice suddenly became pleading. “Look,” he said, “let’s just kill everybody.”
“No,” the scientist said “definitely not. I’ve thought it all out and I’ve decided that it’s all or nothing with me.” He looked shyly at the great map of the world that covered the far wall. “I guess that’s just the kind of a guy I am.”
Two more weeks passed, and this time it was Alfred who came down to see the mad scientist. He found him busily installing a woofer in the far wall, trying obviously, for a greater fidelity on the low notes on his Liberace records.
His eyes lit up with their old evil gleam when he saw Alfred. “Ready?” he asked excitedly.
“Well…” Alfred said, “not exactly. I think maybe, while I’m ironing out the last few wrinkles, that there’s some reading you ought to do. You ought to pick up a little background from this Emperor business. You know, administrative problems and all that.”
“Oh.” The mad scientist’s voice was filled with disappointment.
The political researcher took him upstairs, where he presented him with copies of selected works of Marx, Freud, Darwin, Mary Baker Eddy, Veblen, and David Reisman. Also a considerable pile of clippings from Westbrook Pegler, Joseph Alsop and Dr. Brady; biographies of Joseph Stalin, I. V. Lenin, Franklin Delano Roosevelt, Bridey Murphy, Mao Tse-Tsung, Mahatma Gandhi, Joseph McCarthy, Chiang Kai-Chek. On top of the pile he placed a copy of The Power Of Positive Thinking. There was also an assortment of books on metaphysics, cybernetics, phrenology, hydrostatics, the Rosicrucians, the destiny of Man, the meaning of history, the meaning of life and the meaning of poetry.
“These will do for a starter,” he said, throwing in a copy of The Reader’s Digest for good measure.
“Hmmm,” said the mad scientist.
Six weeks later a far wiser mad scientist purposively mounted the castle steps to Alfred’s room. He found the portly gentleman beside the short wave set, listening to Gabriel Heatter, a look of abject horror on his face.
“Turn that thing off and come with me!” he commanded. Alfred followed him down to the dungeon. It was dank; the air conditioner had blown a tube. Books, pamphlets, and newspaper clippings were scattered all over the asphalt tile floor. Broken Liberace records lay everywhere. A rat scurried away, into the bowels of the hi-fi set, at their approach.
“Good heavens, man,” said Alfred. “What happened?”
The mad scientist looked at him and laughed a wicked, insane little laugh. “The scales,” he said, “have dropped from my eyes.”
“How’s that?”
“I have become politically enlightened.”
“It’s about time,” said Alfred. His gambit had paid off.
The mad scientist seemed hardly to hear him. His eyes had become focused sternly on some distant horizon. “I think what the situation calls for is a different approach.”
“Like turning on the machine?”
“Of course not!” The mad scientist’s voice fairly oozed authority. “It’s merely that there seems to be more to this thing —world-government-wise, that is—than I had suspected.” He waved a hand dramatically over the clutter of magazines, books, and badly mimeographed pamphlets that littered the floor. “I’m beginning to see that what you need, Alfred, is a fresh approach. A positive one. A totally new concept. You’ve been too much of a research man—not enough of a creative thinker.”
Alfred began eyeing him suspiciously. “So?” he said.
“I’ve decided that what we need is a middle man. Someone to handle the annoying administrative details.” The mad scientist inserted his thumbs under his suspenders and began rocking back and forth on his heels, still gazing at the unseen horizon. He looked very important. “Why go to all the trouble of setting up a new political machine when there’s one already in existence that is admirably suited to our purpose?”
Alfred began to look uneasy. The mad scientist fished an old fashioned coin purse from his pocket and took out a crumpled wad of bills. “Here,” he said, “go and buy yourself a Homburg. And a briefcase.”




“Well?” said the mad scientist.
“Defeat,” said the disreputable political affairs researcher, dusting his Homburg with the sleeve of his grey flannel suit.
“Did you present my ultimatum to the U.N.?”
“Well, I did finally get in to see the sub-secretary of the sub-secretary of a very important sub-secretariat.”
“Wouldn’t believe you, heh?” The mad scientist bristled angrily and took a step toward the monster. “I think I’ll wipe out Liechtenstein. That’ll show them we mean business!”
“Oh, he believed me all right,” said Albert hastily. “I told him that if the U.N. didn’t do what he wanted, we’d be forced to destroy the world.”
“So?”
“The trouble is I got there a little late. It seems that in the last six months fourteen major powers have delivered the same ultimatum.”
Two days later the mad scientist emerged from his crypt, red-eyed from lack of sleep but with his lips curled in a sneer of cold command. He had been thinking positively and it had paid off.
“The solution is obvious,” he said curtly. “We’ll just back one of the big countries. Shop around and see who’ll make us the best offer.”




When Alfred got back he found the mad scientist waiting impatiently by the drawbridge.
“What was Washington’s offer?”
The disreputable political researcher didn’t answer until they reached the dungeon. When they did, he set down his attache case and then made a decisive thumbs-down gesture.
“The Secret Weapons Division was so secret that nobody knew where it was. I did finally get in to see the President’s Advisory Council on Weapons for Peace though. They were all very pleasant but they turned me down flat. They pointed out economic implications that we hadn’t realized.”
“Such as?” demanded the mad scientist.
“Well, as they explained it, if they let one little machine take over the whole job, they’d have to abandon the National Defense Effort, and if they gave up the National Defense Effort, they wouldn’t be able to continue Deficit Financing, and without Deficit Financing to Keep the Wheels Turning, there would be Mass Unemployment and Rioting in the Streets.” He took a long pause to get his breath back. “And Rioting in the Streets might reflect on the Present Administration. And the NATO countries don’t want to give up NATO because of discounts and things.”
“Never Say Die,” said the mad scientist, capitalizing without realizing it. “If the “haves’ don’t want us, we’ll just have to try the ‘have nots.’ There must be some little country left somewhere that still has mad dreams of empire—and can’t raise the price of an H-bomb.” He wandered over to the large wall map and eyed it reflectively. Suddenly his face lit up and his forefinger stabbed down on a little purple blotch in the Arabian peninsula.
“Hagistan!” he announced triumphantly. “The last remnant of the Hashishite Empire. Go and kindle the flame of world conquest in the breast of Ibn-ad-Ibn.”




“He didn’t kindle,” announced the disreputable political affairs researcher despairingly, his voice loud against the ominous sound of distant, rumbling thunder. “As a matter of fact, he threw me out.” He dropped his leatherette attache case in one chair and then dropped himself wearily in another.
“Didn’t kindle”! The mad scientist seemed frantic. “But why?” he said. “Why? Why? He must dream of glory and empire, remembering the blood of ancient desert kings in his veins.”
“Not this one.” Alfred began scraping absently at a gravy spot on his chest. Thunder rumbled again, closer now. “Hagistan is swarming with Homburgs from fourteen major powers, all packers, all packing books of blank checks for Ibn-ad-Ibn to fill in. Each country’s trying to get him on its side so they’ve got a contest going to see who can put in the most indoor plumbing, railroads, post offices, and airfields, who can give away the most Cadillacs to Crown Princes, and who can build the most dams and mix the driest Martinis. It’s what you call Diplomacy.” He shook his head sadly. “All deductible, too. I didn’t have a chance. The delegation from Red China was installing high fidelity in the seraglio when I came in, and Ibn-ad-Ibn was lounging on the ungalah watching them doing it. I gave him a pitch about how he could conquer the world if he tied in with us. You know what he said?”
“How could I?” said the mad scientist sourly. “I wasn’t there.”
“He said, ‘Why shoot Santa Claus?’ I gotta admit I was stumped. He shook his head sadly again. “Why indeed?”
Through all this the mad scientist had been taking on the eerie, macabre look of a man possessed. Lightning now was flashing in abundance, sending weird, unworldly light through the casement, casting strange, half-real shadows on the walls of the dungeon. He turned and began to stare fixedly at the pear-shaped instrument of destruction, that instrument of prodigious lethality that embodied the very quintessence of his own twisted and brilliantly cunning mind.
And then, abruptly, there was a great clap of thunderous lightning, striking, seemingly, from the heart of heaven to the bowels of the very earth, and the whole ancient castle itself groaned with the mighty groan of Lucifer in Hell as the mad scientist began walking, fixedly, like a man in a dream, towards the machine.
Alfred looked aghast. “What are you going to do?”
There was no reply, only the muted distant sound of the now thunderous sea, beating crazily at the jagged base of the cliff, thousands of feet below them.
Alfred rose to his feet. “What are you going to do?” he demanded.
The voice of the mad scientist was soft, but it echoed hollowly in the now silent room. “The only thing that is left to do.” His movements were methodical, as if the whole grisly chain of events had been rehearsed many times for this one, ultimate performance.
Alfred stood frozen in wonder as the scientist unscrewed a plate from the side of the machine and with exquisite care disconnected some wires. Then he pushed a small lever all the way over to the left and replaced the plate. His hand poised itself over a large red button on the side of the machine, a button with the single, terse word ON engraved upon it. He hesitated, and then with a strong movement pushed down.
Instantly, one wall dropped away, revealing a sheer drop seven thousand feet to the sea. Wind and rain whistled into the room, soaking them both. There came a whirring noise from the machine and then the rumbling sound of rubber tires, tractor treads, and metal feet against the asphalt tile. Ponderously the pear-shaped monster rolled up to the now open wall, its muzzles, as always, pointing in all directions. The radar mast quivered expectantly.
The diabolical machine rolled through the gap in the wall to the edge of the cliff and stopped, ready to spew instant death out over a defenseless world. It clicked malevolently, and then with a sub-sonic rumble, hurled itself off the cliff into the sea. There was a long moment of silence followed by a breathtaking splash, and then the distant sound of dead fish popping to the surface.
The two men stood quietly for a moment, staring down at the churning water far below, each lost in their own gloomy thoughts. The mad scientist was the first to recover.
“Well,” he said, squaring his thin shoulders, “back to the old drafting board. The next time they can come to me!”
“Have you got an idea for a better model?” Alfred stroked his rain-soaked Homburg wistfully.
“No,” said the mad scientist sanely. “A better mousetrap.”



THE BIRTHMARK, by Nathaniel Hawthorne
In the latter part of the last century there lived a man of science, an eminent proficient in every branch of natural philosophy, who not long before our story opens had made experience of a spiritual affinity more attractive than any chemical one. He had left his laboratory to the care of an assistant, cleared his fine countenance from the furnace smoke, washed the stain of acids from his fingers, and persuaded a beautiful woman to become his wife. In those days when the comparatively recent discovery of electricity and other kindred mysteries of Nature seemed to open paths into the region of miracle, it was not unusual for the love of science to rival the love of woman in its depth and absorbing energy. The higher intellect, the imagination, the spirit, and even the heart might all find their congenial aliment in pursuits which, as some of their ardent votaries believed, would ascend from one step of powerful intelligence to another, until the philosopher should lay his hand on the secret of creative force and perhaps make new worlds for himself. We know not whether Aylmer possessed this degree of faith in man’s ultimate control over Nature. He had devoted himself, however, too unreservedly to scientific studies ever to be weaned from them by any second passion. His love for his young wife might prove the stronger of the two; but it could only be by intertwining itself with his love of science, and uniting the strength of the latter to his own.
Such a union accordingly took place, and was attended with truly remarkable consequences and a deeply impressive moral. One day, very soon after their marriage, Aylmer sat gazing at his wife with a trouble in his countenance that grew stronger until he spoke.
“Georgiana,” said he, “has it never occurred to you that the mark upon your cheek might be removed?”
“No, indeed,” said she, smiling; but perceiving the seriousness of his manner, she blushed deeply. “To tell you the truth it has been so often called a charm that I was simple enough to imagine it might be so.”
“Ah, upon another face perhaps it might,” replied her husband; “but never on yours. No, dearest Georgiana, you came so nearly perfect from the hand of Nature that this slightest possible defect, which we hesitate whether to term a defect or a beauty, shocks me, as being the visible mark of earthly imperfection.”
“Shocks you, my husband!” cried Georgiana, deeply hurt; at first reddening with momentary anger, but then bursting into tears. “Then why did you take me from my mother’s side? You cannot love what shocks you!”
To explain this conversation it must be mentioned that in the centre of Georgiana’s left cheek there was a singular mark, deeply interwoven, as it were, with the texture and substance of her face. In the usual state of her complexion—a healthy though delicate bloom—the mark wore a tint of deeper crimson, which imperfectly defined its shape amid the surrounding rosiness. When she blushed it gradually became more indistinct, and finally vanished amid the triumphant rush of blood that bathed the whole cheek with its brilliant glow. But if any shifting motion caused her to turn pale there was the mark again, a crimson stain upon the snow, in what Aylmer sometimes deemed an almost fearful distinctness. Its shape bore not a little similarity to the human hand, though of the smallest pygmy size. Georgiana’s lovers were wont to say that some fairy at her birth hour had laid her tiny hand upon the infant’s cheek, and left this impress there in token of the magic endowments that were to give her such sway over all hearts. Many a desperate swain would have risked life for the privilege of pressing his lips to the mysterious hand. It must not be concealed, however, that the impression wrought by this fairy sign manual varied exceedingly, according to the difference of temperament in the beholders. Some fastidious persons—but they were exclusively of her own sex—affirmed that the bloody hand, as they chose to call it, quite destroyed the effect of Georgiana’s beauty, and rendered her countenance even hideous. But it would be as reasonable to say that one of those small blue stains which sometimes occur in the purest statuary marble would convert the Eve of Powers to a monster. Masculine observers, if the birthmark did not heighten their admiration, contented themselves with wishing it away, that the world might possess one living specimen of ideal loveliness without the semblance of a flaw. After his marriage,—for he thought little or nothing of the matter before,—Aylmer discovered that this was the case with himself.
Had she been less beautiful,—if Envy’s self could have found aught else to sneer at,—he might have felt his affection heightened by the prettiness of this mimic hand, now vaguely portrayed, now lost, now stealing forth again and glimmering to and fro with every pulse of emotion that throbbed within her heart; but seeing her otherwise so perfect, he found this one defect grow more and more intolerable with every moment of their united lives. It was the fatal flaw of humanity which Nature, in one shape or another, stamps ineffaceably on all her productions, either to imply that they are temporary and finite, or that their perfection must be wrought by toil and pain. The crimson hand expressed the ineludible gripe in which mortality clutches the highest and purest of earthly mould, degrading them into kindred with the lowest, and even with the very brutes, like whom their visible frames return to dust. In this manner, selecting it as the symbol of his wife’s liability to sin, sorrow, decay, and death, Aylmer’s sombre imagination was not long in rendering the birthmark a frightful object, causing him more trouble and horror than ever Georgiana’s beauty, whether of soul or sense, had given him delight.
At all the seasons which should have been their happiest, he invariably and without intending it, nay, in spite of a purpose to the contrary, reverted to this one disastrous topic. Trifling as it at first appeared, it so connected itself with innumerable trains of thought and modes of feeling that it became the central point of all. With the morning twilight Aylmer opened his eyes upon his wife’s face and recognized the symbol of imperfection; and when they sat together at the evening hearth his eyes wandered stealthily to her cheek, and beheld, flickering with the blaze of the wood fire, the spectral hand that wrote mortality where he would fain have worshipped. Georgiana soon learned to shudder at his gaze. It needed but a glance with the peculiar expression that his face often wore to change the roses of her cheek into a deathlike paleness, amid which the crimson hand was brought strongly out, like a bass-relief of ruby on the whitest marble.
Late one night when the lights were growing dim, so as hardly to betray the stain on the poor wife’s cheek, she herself, for the first time, voluntarily took up the subject.
“Do you remember, my dear Aylmer,” said she, with a feeble attempt at a smile, “have you any recollection of a dream last night about this odious hand?”
“None! none whatever!” replied Aylmer, starting; but then he added, in a dry, cold tone, affected for the sake of concealing the real depth of his emotion, “I might well dream of it; for before I fell asleep it had taken a pretty firm hold of my fancy.”
“And you did dream of it?” continued Georgiana, hastily; for she dreaded lest a gush of tears should interrupt what she had to say. “A terrible dream! I wonder that you can forget it. Is it possible to forget this one expression?—‘It is in her heart now; we must have it out!’ Reflect, my husband; for by all means I would have you recall that dream.”
The mind is in a sad state when Sleep, the all-involving, cannot confine her spectres within the dim region of her sway, but suffers them to break forth, affrighting this actual life with secrets that perchance belong to a deeper one. Aylmer now remembered his dream. He had fancied himself with his servant Aminadab, attempting an operation for the removal of the birthmark; but the deeper went the knife, the deeper sank the hand, until at length its tiny grasp appeared to have caught hold of Georgiana’s heart; whence, however, her husband was inexorably resolved to cut or wrench it away.
When the dream had shaped itself perfectly in his memory, Aylmer sat in his wife’s presence with a guilty feeling. Truth often finds its way to the mind close muffled in robes of sleep, and then speaks with uncompromising directness of matters in regard to which we practise an unconscious self-deception during our waking moments. Until now he had not been aware of the tyrannizing influence acquired by one idea over his mind, and of the lengths which he might find in his heart to go for the sake of giving himself peace.
“Aylmer,” resumed Georgiana, solemnly, “I know not what may be the cost to both of us to rid me of this fatal birthmark. Perhaps its removal may cause cureless deformity; or it may be the stain goes as deep as life itself. Again: do we know that there is a possibility, on any terms, of unclasping the firm gripe of this little hand which was laid upon me before I came into the world?”
“Dearest Georgiana, I have spent much thought upon the subject,” hastily interrupted Aylmer. “I am convinced of the perfect practicability of its removal.”
“If there be the remotest possibility of it,” continued Georgiana, “let the attempt be made at whatever risk. Danger is nothing to me; for life, while this hateful mark makes me the object of your horror and disgust,—life is a burden which I would fling down with joy. Either remove this dreadful hand, or take my wretched life! You have deep science. All the world bears witness of it. You have achieved great wonders. Cannot you remove this little, little mark, which I cover with the tips of two small fingers? Is this beyond your power, for the sake of your own peace, and to save your poor wife from madness?”
“Noblest, dearest, tenderest wife,” cried Aylmer, rapturously, “doubt not my power. I have already given this matter the deepest thought—thought which might almost have enlightened me to create a being less perfect than yourself. Georgiana, you have led me deeper than ever into the heart of science. I feel myself fully competent to render this dear cheek as faultless as its fellow; and then, most beloved, what will be my triumph when I shall have corrected what Nature left imperfect in her fairest work! Even Pygmalion, when his sculptured woman assumed life, felt not greater ecstasy than mine will be.”
“It is resolved, then,” said Georgiana, faintly smiling. “And, Aylmer, spare me not, though you should find the birthmark take refuge in my heart at last.”
Her husband tenderly kissed her cheek—her right cheek—not that which bore the impress of the crimson hand.




The next day Aylmer apprised his wife of a plan that he had
formed whereby he might have opportunity for the intense thought and constant watchfulness which the proposed operation would require; while Georgiana, likewise, would enjoy the perfect repose essential to its success. They were to seclude themselves in the extensive apartments occupied by Aylmer as a laboratory, and where, during his toilsome youth, he had made discoveries in the elemental powers of Nature that had roused the admiration of all the learned societies in Europe. Seated calmly in this laboratory, the pale philosopher had investigated the secrets of the highest cloud region and of the profoundest mines; he had satisfied himself of the causes that kindled and kept alive the fires of the volcano; and had explained the mystery of fountains, and how it is that they gush forth, some so bright and pure, and others with such rich medicinal virtues, from the dark bosom of the earth. Here, too, at an earlier period, he had studied the wonders of the human frame, and attempted to fathom the very process by which Nature assimilates all her precious influences from earth and air, and from the spiritual world, to create and foster man, her masterpiece.
The latter pursuit, however, Aylmer had long laid aside in unwilling recognition of the truth—against which all seekers sooner or later stumble—that our great creative Mother, while she amuses us with apparently working in the broadest sunshine, is yet severely careful to keep her own secrets, and, in spite of her pretended openness, shows us nothing but results. She permits us, indeed, to mar, but seldom to mend, and, like a jealous patentee, on no account to make. Now, however, Aylmer resumed these half-forgotten investigations; not, of course, with such hopes or wishes as first suggested them; but because they involved much physiological truth and lay in the path of his proposed scheme for the treatment of Georgiana.
As he led her over the threshold of the laboratory, Georgiana was cold and tremulous. Aylmer looked cheerfully into her face, with intent to reassure her, but was so startled with the intense glow of the birthmark upon the whiteness of her cheek that he could not restrain a strong convulsive shudder. His wife fainted.
“Aminadab! Aminadab!” shouted Aylmer, stamping violently on the floor.
Forthwith there issued from an inner apartment a man of low stature, but bulky frame, with shaggy hair hanging about his visage, which was grimed with the vapors of the furnace. This personage had been Aylmer’s underworker during his whole scientific career, and was admirably fitted for that office by his great mechanical readiness, and the skill with which, while incapable of comprehending a single principle, he executed all the details of his master’s experiments. With his vast strength, his shaggy hair, his smoky aspect, and the indescribable earthiness that incrusted him, he seemed to represent man’s physical nature; while Aylmer’s slender figure, and pale, intellectual face, were no less apt a type of the spiritual element.
“Throw open the door of the boudoir, Aminadab,” said Aylmer, “and burn a pastil.”
“Yes, master,” answered Aminadab, looking intently at the lifeless form of Georgiana; and then he muttered to himself, “If she were my wife, I’d never part with that birthmark.”
When Georgiana recovered consciousness she found herself breathing an atmosphere of penetrating fragrance, the gentle potency of which had recalled her from her deathlike faintness. The scene around her looked like enchantment. Aylmer had converted those smoky, dingy, sombre rooms, where he had spent his brightest years in recondite pursuits, into a series of beautiful apartments not unfit to be the secluded abode of a lovely woman. The walls were hung with gorgeous curtains, which imparted the combination of grandeur and grace that no other species of adornment can achieve; and as they fell from the ceiling to the floor, their rich and ponderous folds, concealing all angles and straight lines, appeared to shut in the scene from infinite space. For aught Georgiana knew, it might be a pavilion among the clouds. And Aylmer, excluding the sunshine, which would have interfered with his chemical processes, had supplied its place with perfumed lamps, emitting flames of various hue, but all uniting in a soft, impurpled radiance. He now knelt by his wife’s side, watching her earnestly, but without alarm; for he was confident in his science, and felt that he could draw a magic circle round her within which no evil might intrude.
“Where am I? Ah, I remember,” said Georgiana, faintly; and she placed her hand over her cheek to hide the terrible mark from her husband’s eyes.
“Fear not, dearest!” exclaimed he. “Do not shrink from me! Believe me, Georgiana, I even rejoice in this single imperfection, since it will be such a rapture to remove it.”
“Oh, spare me!” sadly replied his wife. “Pray do not look at it again. I never can forget that convulsive shudder.”
In order to soothe Georgiana, and, as it were, to release her mind from the burden of actual things, Aylmer now put in practice some of the light and playful secrets which science had taught him among its profounder lore. Airy figures, absolutely bodiless ideas, and forms of unsubstantial beauty came and danced before her, imprinting their momentary footsteps on beams of light. Though she had some indistinct idea of the method of these optical phenomena, still the illusion was almost perfect enough to warrant the belief that her husband possessed sway over the spiritual world. Then again, when she felt a wish to look forth from her seclusion, immediately, as if her thoughts were answered, the procession of external existence flitted across a screen. The scenery and the figures of actual life were perfectly represented, but with that bewitching, yet indescribable difference which always makes a picture, an image, or a shadow so much more attractive than the original. When wearied of this, Aylmer bade her cast her eyes upon a vessel containing a quantity of earth. She did so, with little interest at first; but was soon startled to perceive the germ of a plant shooting upward from the soil. Then came the slender stalk; the leaves gradually unfolded themselves; and amid them was a perfect and lovely flower.
“It is magical!” cried Georgiana. “I dare not touch it.”
“Nay, pluck it,” answered Aylmer,—“pluck it, and inhale its brief perfume while you may. The flower will wither in a few moments and leave nothing save its brown seed vessels; but thence may be perpetuated a race as ephemeral as itself.”
But Georgiana had no sooner touched the flower than the whole plant suffered a blight, its leaves turning coal-black as if by the agency of fire.
“There was too powerful a stimulus,” said Aylmer, thoughtfully.
To make up for this abortive experiment, he proposed to take her portrait by a scientific process of his own invention. It was to be effected by rays of light striking upon a polished plate of metal. Georgiana assented; but, on looking at the result, was affrighted to find the features of the portrait blurred and indefinable; while the minute figure of a hand appeared where the cheek should have been. Aylmer snatched the metallic plate and threw it into a jar of corrosive acid.
Soon, however, he forgot these mortifying failures. In the intervals of study and chemical experiment he came to her flushed and exhausted, but seemed invigorated by her presence, and spoke in glowing language of the resources of his art. He gave a history of the long dynasty of the alchemists, who spent so many ages in quest of the universal solvent by which the golden principle might be elicited from all things vile and base. Aylmer appeared to believe that, by the plainest scientific logic, it was altogether within the limits of possibility to discover this long-sought medium; “but,” he added, “a philosopher who should go deep enough to acquire the power would attain too lofty a wisdom to stoop to the exercise of it.” Not less singular were his opinions in regard to the elixir vitae. He more than intimated that it was at his option to concoct a liquid that should prolong life for years, perhaps interminably; but that it would produce a discord in Nature which all the world, and chiefly the quaffer of the immortal nostrum, would find cause to curse.
“Aylmer, are you in earnest?” asked Georgiana, looking at him with amazement and fear. “It is terrible to possess such power, or even to dream of possessing it.”
“Oh, do not tremble, my love,” said her husband. “I would not wrong either you or myself by working such inharmonious effects upon our lives; but I would have you consider how trifling, in comparison, is the skill requisite to remove this little hand.”
At the mention of the birthmark, Georgiana, as usual, shrank as if a redhot iron had touched her cheek.
Again Aylmer applied himself to his labors. She could hear his voice in the distant furnace room giving directions to Aminadab, whose harsh, uncouth, misshapen tones were audible in response, more like the grunt or growl of a brute than human speech. After hours of absence, Aylmer reappeared and proposed that she should now examine his cabinet of chemical products and natural treasures of the earth. Among the former he showed her a small vial, in which, he remarked, was contained a gentle yet most powerful fragrance, capable of impregnating all the breezes that blow across a kingdom. They were of inestimable value, the contents of that little vial; and, as he said so, he threw some of the perfume into the air and filled the room with piercing and invigorating delight.
“And what is this?” asked Georgiana, pointing to a small crystal globe containing a gold-colored liquid. “It is so beautiful to the eye that I could imagine it the elixir of life.”
“In one sense it is,” replied Aylmer; “or, rather, the elixir of immortality. It is the most precious poison that ever was concocted in this world. By its aid I could apportion the lifetime of any mortal at whom you might point your finger. The strength of the dose would determine whether he were to linger out years, or drop dead in the midst of a breath. No king on his guarded throne could keep his life if I, in my private station, should deem that the welfare of millions justified me in depriving him of it.”
“Why do you keep such a terrific drug?” inquired Georgiana in horror.
“Do not mistrust me, dearest,” said her husband, smiling; “its virtuous potency is yet greater than its harmful one. But see! here is a powerful cosmetic. With a few drops of this in a vase of water, freckles may be washed away as easily as the hands are cleansed. A stronger infusion would take the blood out of the cheek, and leave the rosiest beauty a pale ghost.”
“Is it with this lotion that you intend to bathe my cheek?” asked Georgiana, anxiously.
“Oh, no,” hastily replied her husband; “this is merely superficial. Your case demands a remedy that shall go deeper.”
In his interviews with Georgiana, Aylmer generally made minute inquiries as to her sensations and whether the confinement of the rooms and the temperature of the atmosphere agreed with her. These questions had such a particular drift that Georgiana began to conjecture that she was already subjected to certain physical influences, either breathed in with the fragrant air or taken with her food. She fancied likewise, but it might be altogether fancy, that there was a stirring up of her system—a strange, indefinite sensation creeping through her veins, and tingling, half painfully, half pleasurably, at her heart. Still, whenever she dared to look into the mirror, there she beheld herself pale as a white rose and with the crimson birthmark stamped upon her cheek. Not even Aylmer now hated it so much as she.
To dispel the tedium of the hours which her husband found it necessary to devote to the processes of combination and analysis, Georgiana turned over the volumes of his scientific library. In many dark old tomes she met with chapters full of romance and poetry. They were the works of philosophers of the middle ages, such as Albertus Magnus, Cornelius Agrippa, Paracelsus, and the famous friar who created the prophetic Brazen Head. All these antique naturalists stood in advance of their centuries, yet were imbued with some of their credulity, and therefore were believed, and perhaps imagined themselves to have acquired from the investigation of Nature a power above Nature, and from physics a sway over the spiritual world. Hardly less curious and imaginative were the early volumes of the Transactions of the Royal Society, in which the members, knowing little of the limits of natural possibility, were continually recording wonders or proposing methods whereby wonders might be wrought.
But to Georgiana the most engrossing volume was a large folio from her husband’s own hand, in which he had recorded every experiment of his scientific career, its original aim, the methods adopted for its development, and its final success or failure, with the circumstances to which either event was attributable. The book, in truth, was both the history and emblem of his ardent, ambitious, imaginative, yet practical and laborious life. He handled physical details as if there were nothing beyond them; yet spiritualized them all, and redeemed himself from materialism by his strong and eager aspiration towards the infinite. In his grasp the veriest clod of earth assumed a soul. Georgiana, as she read, reverenced Aylmer and loved him more profoundly than ever, but with a less entire dependence on his judgment than heretofore. Much as he had accomplished, she could not but observe that his most splendid successes were almost invariably failures, if compared with the ideal at which he aimed. His brightest diamonds were the merest pebbles, and felt to be so by himself, in comparison with the inestimable gems which lay hidden beyond his reach. The volume, rich with achievements that had won renown for its author, was yet as melancholy a record as ever mortal hand had penned. It was the sad confession and continual exemplification of the shortcomings of the composite man, the spirit burdened with clay and working in matter, and of the despair that assails the higher nature at finding itself so miserably thwarted by the earthly part. Perhaps every man of genius in whatever sphere might recognize the image of his own experience in Aylmer’s journal.
So deeply did these reflections affect Georgiana that she laid her face upon the open volume and burst into tears. In this situation she was found by her husband.
“It is dangerous to read in a sorcerer’s books,” said he with a smile, though his countenance was uneasy and displeased. “Georgiana, there are pages in that volume which I can scarcely glance over and keep my senses. Take heed lest it prove as detrimental to you.”
“It has made me worship you more than ever,” said she.
“Ah, wait for this one success,” rejoined he, “then worship me if you will. I shall deem myself hardly unworthy of it. But come, I have sought you for the luxury of your voice. Sing to me, dearest.”
So she poured out the liquid music of her voice to quench the thirst of his spirit. He then took his leave with a boyish exuberance of gayety, assuring her that her seclusion would endure but a little longer, and that the result was already certain. Scarcely had he departed when Georgiana felt irresistibly impelled to follow him. She had forgotten to inform Aylmer of a symptom which for two or three hours past had begun to excite her attention. It was a sensation in the fatal birthmark, not painful, but which induced a restlessness throughout her system. Hastening after her husband, she intruded for the first time into the laboratory.
The first thing that struck her eye was the furnace, that hot and feverish worker, with the intense glow of its fire, which by the quantities of soot clustered above it seemed to have been burning for ages. There was a distilling apparatus in full operation. Around the room were retorts, tubes, cylinders, crucibles, and other apparatus of chemical research. An electrical machine stood ready for immediate use. The atmosphere felt oppressively close, and was tainted with gaseous odors which had been tormented forth by the processes of science. The severe and homely simplicity of the apartment, with its naked walls and brick pavement, looked strange, accustomed as Georgiana had become to the fantastic elegance of her boudoir. But what chiefly, indeed almost solely, drew her attention, was the aspect of Aylmer himself.
He was pale as death, anxious and absorbed, and hung over the furnace as if it depended upon his utmost watchfulness whether the liquid which it was distilling should be the draught of immortal happiness or misery. How different from the sanguine and joyous mien that he had assumed for Georgiana’s encouragement!
“Carefully now, Aminadab; carefully, thou human machine; carefully, thou man of clay!” muttered Aylmer, more to himself than his assistant. “Now, if there be a thought too much or too little, it is all over.”
“Ho! ho!” mumbled Aminadab. “Look, master! look!”
Aylmer raised his eyes hastily, and at first reddened, then grew paler than ever, on beholding Georgiana. He rushed towards her and seized her arm with a gripe that left the print of his fingers upon it.
“Why do you come hither? Have you no trust in your husband?” cried he, impetuously. “Would you throw the blight of that fatal birthmark over my labors? It is not well done. Go, prying woman, go!”
“Nay, Aylmer,” said Georgiana with the firmness of which she possessed no stinted endowment, “it is not you that have a right to complain. You mistrust your wife; you have concealed the anxiety with which you watch the development of this experiment. Think not so unworthily of me, my husband. Tell me all the risk we run, and fear not that I shall shrink; for my share in it is far less than your own.”
“No, no, Georgiana!” said Aylmer, impatiently; “it must not be.”
“I submit,” replied she calmly. “And, Aylmer, I shall quaff whatever draught you bring me; but it will be on the same principle that would induce me to take a dose of poison if offered by your hand.”
“My noble wife,” said Aylmer, deeply moved, “I knew not the height and depth of your nature until now. Nothing shall be concealed. Know, then, that this crimson hand, superficial as it seems, has clutched its grasp into your being with a strength of which I had no previous conception. I have already administered agents powerful enough to do aught except to change your entire physical system. Only one thing remains to be tried. If that fail us we are ruined.”
“Why did you hesitate to tell me this?” asked she.
“Because, Georgiana,” said Aylmer, in a low voice, “there is danger.”
“Danger? There is but one danger—that this horrible stigma shall be left upon my cheek!” cried Georgiana. “Remove it, remove it, whatever be the cost, or we shall both go mad!”
“Heaven knows your words are too true,” said Aylmer, sadly. “And now, dearest, return to your boudoir. In a little while all will be tested.”
He conducted her back and took leave of her with a solemn tenderness which spoke far more than his words how much was now at stake. After his departure Georgiana became rapt in musings. She considered the character of Aylmer, and did it completer justice than at any previous moment. Her heart exulted, while it trembled, at his honorable love—so pure and lofty that it would accept nothing less than perfection nor miserably make itself contented with an earthlier nature than he had dreamed of. She felt how much more precious was such a sentiment than that meaner kind which would have borne with the imperfection for her sake, and have been guilty of treason to holy love by degrading its perfect idea to the level of the actual; and with her whole spirit she prayed that, for a single moment, she might satisfy his highest and deepest conception. Longer than one moment she well knew it could not be; for his spirit was ever on the march, ever ascending, and each instant required something that was beyond the scope of the instant before.
The sound of her husband’s footsteps aroused her. He bore a crystal goblet containing a liquor colorless as water, but bright enough to be the draught of immortality. Aylmer was pale; but it seemed rather the consequence of a highly-wrought state of mind and tension of spirit than of fear or doubt.
“The concoction of the draught has been perfect,” said he, in answer to Georgiana’s look. “Unless all my science have deceived me, it cannot fail.”
“Save on your account, my dearest Aylmer,” observed his wife, “I might wish to put off this birthmark of mortality by relinquishing mortality itself in preference to any other mode. Life is but a sad possession to those who have attained precisely the degree of moral advancement at which I stand. Were I weaker and blinder it might be happiness. Were I stronger, it might be endured hopefully. But, being what I find myself, methinks I am of all mortals the most fit to die.”
“You are fit for heaven without tasting death!” replied her husband “But why do we speak of dying? The draught cannot fail. Behold its effect upon this plant.”
On the window seat there stood a geranium diseased with yellow blotches, which had overspread all its leaves. Aylmer poured a small quantity of the liquid upon the soil in which it grew. In a little time, when the roots of the plant had taken up the moisture, the unsightly blotches began to be extinguished in a living verdure.
“There needed no proof,” said Georgiana, quietly. “Give me the goblet I joyfully stake all upon your word.”
“Drink, then, thou lofty creature!” exclaimed Aylmer, with fervid admiration. “There is no taint of imperfection on thy spirit. Thy sensible frame, too, shall soon be all perfect.”
She quaffed the liquid and returned the goblet to his hand.
“It is grateful,” said she with a placid smile. “Methinks it is like water from a heavenly fountain; for it contains I know not what of unobtrusive fragrance and deliciousness. It allays a feverish thirst that had parched me for many days. Now, dearest, let me sleep. My earthly senses are closing over my spirit like the leaves around the heart of a rose at sunset.”
She spoke the last words with a gentle reluctance, as if it required almost more energy than she could command to pronounce the faint and lingering syllables. Scarcely had they loitered through her lips ere she was lost in slumber. Aylmer sat by her side, watching her aspect with the emotions proper to a man the whole value of whose existence was involved in the process now to be tested. Mingled with this mood, however, was the philosophic investigation characteristic of the man of science. Not the minutest symptom escaped him. A heightened flush of the cheek, a slight irregularity of breath, a quiver of the eyelid, a hardly perceptible tremor through the frame,—such were the details which, as the moments passed, he wrote down in his folio volume. Intense thought had set its stamp upon every previous page of that volume, but the thoughts of years were all concentrated upon the last.
While thus employed, he failed not to gaze often at the fatal hand, and not without a shudder. Yet once, by a strange and unaccountable impulse he pressed it with his lips. His spirit recoiled, however, in the very act, and Georgiana, out of the midst of her deep sleep, moved uneasily and murmured as if in remonstrance. Again Aylmer resumed his watch. Nor was it without avail. The crimson hand, which at first had been strongly visible upon the marble paleness of Georgiana’s cheek, now grew more faintly outlined. She remained not less pale than ever; but the birthmark with every breath that came and went, lost somewhat of its former distinctness. Its presence had been awful; its departure was more awful still. Watch the stain of the rainbow fading out the sky, and you will know how that mysterious symbol passed away.
“By Heaven! it is well-nigh gone!” said Aylmer to himself, in almost irrepressible ecstasy. “I can scarcely trace it now. Success! success! And now it is like the faintest rose color. The lightest flush of blood across her cheek would overcome it. But she is so pale!”
He drew aside the window curtain and suffered the light of natural day to fall into the room and rest upon her cheek. At the same time he heard a gross, hoarse chuckle, which he had long known as his servant Aminadab’s expression of delight.
“Ah, clod! ah, earthly mass!” cried Aylmer, laughing in a sort of frenzy, “you have served me well! Matter and spirit—earth and heaven—have both done their part in this! Laugh, thing of the senses! You have earned the right to laugh.”
These exclamations broke Georgiana’s sleep. She slowly unclosed her eyes and gazed into the mirror which her husband had arranged for that purpose. A faint smile flitted over her lips when she recognized how barely perceptible was now that crimson hand which had once blazed forth with such disastrous brilliancy as to scare away all their happiness. But then her eyes sought Aylmer’s face with a trouble and anxiety that he could by no means account for.
“My poor Aylmer!” murmured she.
“Poor? Nay, richest, happiest, most favored!” exclaimed he. “My peerless bride, it is successful! You are perfect!”
“My poor Aylmer,” she repeated, with a more than human tenderness, you have aimed loftily; you have done nobly. Do not repent that with so high and pure a feeling, you have rejected the best the earth could offer. Aylmer, dearest Aylmer, I am dying!”
Alas! it was too true! The fatal hand had grappled with the mystery of life, and was the bond by which an angelic spirit kept itself in union with a mortal frame. As the last crimson tint of the birthmark—that sole token of human imperfection—faded from her cheek, the parting breath of the now perfect woman passed into the atmosphere, and her soul, lingering a moment near her husband, took its heavenward flight. Then a hoarse, chuckling laugh was heard again! Thus ever does the gross fatality of earth exult in its invariable triumph over the immortal essence which, in this dim sphere of half development, demands the completeness of a higher state. Yet, had Alymer reached a profounder wisdom, he need not thus have flung away the happiness which would have woven his mortal life of the selfsame texture with the celestial. The momentary circumstance was too strong for him; he failed to look beyond the shadowy scope of time, and, living once for all in eternity, to find the perfect future in the present.



HERBERT WEST—REANIMATOR, by H.P. Lovecraft
I. From The Dark
Of Herbert West, who was my friend in college and in after life, I can speak only with extreme terror. This terror is not due altogether to the sinister manner of his recent disappearance, but was engendered by the whole nature of his life-work, and first gained its acute form more than seventeen years ago, when we were in the third year of our course at the Miskatonic University Medical School in Arkham. While he was with me, the wonder and diabolism of his experiments fascinated me utterly, and I was his closest companion. Now that he is gone and the spell is broken, the actual fear is greater. Memories and possibilities are ever more hideous than realities.
The first horrible incident of our acquaintance was the greatest shock I ever experienced, and it is only with reluctance that I repeat it. As I have said, it happened when we were in the medical school where West had already made himself notorious through his wild theories on the nature of death and the possibility of overcoming it artificially. His views, which were widely ridiculed by the faculty and by his fellow-students, hinged on the essentially mechanistic nature of life; and concerned means for operating the organic machinery of mankind by calculated chemical action after the failure of natural processes. In his experiments with various animating solutions, he had killed and treated immense numbers of rabbits, guinea-pigs, cats, dogs, and monkeys, till he had become the prime nuisance of the college. Several times he had actually obtained signs of life in animals supposedly dead; in many cases violent signs but he soon saw that the perfection of his process, if indeed possible, would necessarily involve a lifetime of research. It likewise became clear that, since the same solution never worked alike on different organic species, he would require human subjects for further and more specialised progress. It was here that he first came into conflict with the college authorities, and was debarred from future experiments by no less a dignitary than the dean of the medical school himself—the learned and benevolent Dr. Allan Halsey, whose work in behalf of the stricken is recalled by every old resident of Arkham.
I had always been exceptionally tolerant of West’s pursuits, and we frequently discussed his theories, whose ramifications and corollaries were almost infinite. Holding with Haeckel that all life is a chemical and physical process, and that the so-called “soul” is a myth, my friend believed that artificial reanimation of the dead can depend only on the condition of the tissues; and that unless actual decomposition has set in, a corpse fully equipped with organs may with suitable measures be set going again in the peculiar fashion known as life. That the psychic or intellectual life might be impaired by the slight deterioration of sensitive brain-cells which even a short period of death would be apt to cause, West fully realised. It had at first been his hope to find a reagent which would restore vitality before the actual advent of death, and only repeated failures on animals had shewn him that the natural and artificial life-motions were incompatible. He then sought extreme freshness in his specimens, injecting his solutions into the blood immediately after the extinction of life. It was this circumstance which made the professors so carelessly sceptical, for they felt that true death had not occurred in any case. They did not stop to view the matter closely and reasoningly.
It was not long after the faculty had interdicted his work that West confided to me his resolution to get fresh human bodies in some manner, and continue in secret the experiments he could no longer perform openly. To hear him discussing ways and means was rather ghastly, for at the college we had never procured anatomical specimens ourselves. Whenever the morgue proved inadequate, two local negroes attended to this matter, and they were seldom questioned. West was then a small, slender, spectacled youth with delicate features, yellow hair, pale blue eyes, and a soft voice, and it was uncanny to hear him dwelling on the relative merits of Christchurch Cemetery and the potter’s field. We finally decided on the potter’s field, because practically every body in Christchurch was embalmed; a thing of course ruinous to West’s researches.
I was by this time his active and enthralled assistant, and helped him make all his decisions, not only concerning the source of bodies but concerning a suitable place for our loathsome work. It was I who thought of the deserted Chapman farmhouse beyond Meadow Hill, where we fitted up on the ground floor an operating room and a laboratory, each with dark curtains to conceal our midnight doings. The place was far from any road, and in sight of no other house, yet precautions were none the less necessary; since rumours of strange lights, started by chance nocturnal roamers, would soon bring disaster on our enterprise. It was agreed to call the whole thing a chemical laboratory if discovery should occur. Gradually we equipped our sinister haunt of science with materials either purchased in Boston or quietly borrowed from the college—materials carefully made unrecognisable save to expert eyes—and provided spades and picks for the many burials we should have to make in the cellar. At the college we used an incinerator, but the apparatus was too costly for our unauthorised laboratory. Bodies were always a nuisance—even the small guinea-pig bodies from the slight clandestine experiments in West’s room at the boarding-house.
We followed the local death-notices like ghouls, for our specimens demanded particular qualities. What we wanted were corpses interred soon after death and without artificial preservation; preferably free from malforming disease, and certainly with all organs present. Accident victims were our best hope. Not for many weeks did we hear of anything suitable; though we talked with morgue and hospital authorities, ostensibly in the college’s interest, as often as we could without exciting suspicion. We found that the college had first choice in every case, so that it might be necessary to remain in Arkham during the summer, when only the limited summer-school classes were held. In the end, though, luck favoured us; for one day we heard of an almost ideal case in the potter’s field; a brawny young workman drowned only the morning before in Summer’s Pond, and buried at the town’s expense without delay or embalming. That afternoon we found the new grave, and determined to begin work soon after midnight.
It was a repulsive task that we undertook in the black small hours, even though we lacked at that time the special horror of graveyards which later experiences brought to us. We carried spades and oil dark lanterns, for although electric torches were then manufactured, they were not as satisfactory as the tungsten contrivances of today. The process of unearthing was slow and sordid—it might have been gruesomely poetical if we had been artists instead of scientists—and we were glad when our spades struck wood. When the pine box was fully uncovered, West scrambled down and removed the lid, dragging out and propping up the contents. I reached down and hauled the contents out of the grave, and then both toiled hard to restore the spot to its former appearance. The affair made us rather nervous, especially the stiff form and vacant face of our first trophy, but we managed to remove all traces of our visit. When we had patted down the last shovelful of earth, we put the specimen in a canvas sack and set out for the old Chapman place beyond Meadow Hill.
On an improvised dissecting-table in the old farmhouse, by the light of a powerful acetylene lamp, the specimen was not very spectral looking. It had been a sturdy and apparently unimaginative youth of wholesome plebeian type—large-framed, grey-eyed, and brown-haired—a sound animal without psychological subtleties, and probably having vital processes of the simplest and healthiest sort. Now, with the eyes closed, it looked more asleep than dead; though the expert test of my friend soon left no doubt on that score. We had at last what West had always longed for—a real dead man of the ideal kind, ready for the solution as prepared according to the most careful calculations and theories for human use. The tension on our part became very great. We knew that there was scarcely a chance for anything like complete success, and could not avoid hideous fears at possible grotesque results of partial animation. Especially were we apprehensive concerning the mind and impulses of the creature, since in the space following death some of the more delicate cerebral cells might well have suffered deterioration. I, myself, still held some curious notions about the traditional “soul” of man, and felt an awe at the secrets that might be told by one returning from the dead. I wondered what sights this placid youth might have seen in inaccessible spheres, and what he could relate if fully restored to life. But my wonder was not overwhelming, since for the most part I shared the materialism of my friend. He was calmer than I as he forced a large quantity of his fluid into a vein of the body’s arm, immediately binding the incision securely.
The waiting was gruesome, but West never faltered. Every now and then he applied his stethoscope to the specimen, and bore the negative results philosophically. After about three-quarters of an hour without the least sign of life he disappointedly pronounced the solution inadequate, but determined to make the most of his opportunity and try one change in the formula before disposing of his ghastly prize. We had that afternoon dug a grave in the cellar, and would have to fill it by dawn—for although we had fixed a lock on the house, we wished to shun even the remotest risk of a ghoulish discovery. Besides, the body would not be even approximately fresh the next night. So taking the solitary acetylene lamp into the adjacent laboratory, we left our silent guest on the slab in the dark, and bent every energy to the mixing of a new solution; the weighing and measuring supervised by West with an almost fanatical care.
The awful event was very sudden, and wholly unexpected. I was pouring something from one test-tube to another, and West was busy over the alcohol blast-lamp which had to answer for a Bunsen burner in this gasless edifice, when from the pitch-black room we had left there burst the most appalling and daemoniac succession of cries that either of us had ever heard. Not more unutterable could have been the chaos of hellish sound if the pit itself had opened to release the agony of the damned, for in one inconceivable cacophony was centered all the supernal terror and unnatural despair of animate nature. Human it could not have been—it is not in man to make such sounds—and without a thought of our late employment or its possible discovery, both West and I leaped to the nearest window like stricken animals; overturning tubes, lamp, and retorts, and vaulting madly into the starred abyss of the rural night. I think we screamed ourselves as we stumbled frantically toward the town, though as we reached the outskirts we put on a semblance of restraint—just enough to seem like belated revellers staggering home from a debauch.
We did not separate, but managed to get to West’s room, where we whispered with the gas up until dawn. By then we had calmed ourselves a little with rational theories and plans for investigation, so that we could sleep through the day—classes being disregarded. But that evening two items in the paper, wholly unrelated, made it again impossible for us to sleep. The old deserted Chapman house had inexplicably burned to an amorphous heap of ashes; that we could understand because of the upset lamp. Also, an attempt had been made to disturb a new grave in the potter’s field, as if by futile and spadeless clawing at the earth. That we could not understand, for we had patted down the mould very carefully.
And for seventeen years after that West would look frequently over his shoulder, and complain of fancied footsteps behind him. Now he has disappeared.
II. The Plague-Daemon
I shall never forget that hideous summer sixteen years ago, when like a noxious afrite from the halls of Eblis typhoid stalked leeringly through Arkham. It is by that satanic scourge that most recall the year, for truly terror brooded with bat-wings over the piles of coffins in the tombs of Christchurch Cemetery; yet for me there is a greater horror in that time—a horror known to me alone now that Herbert West has disappeared.
West and I were doing post-graduate work in summer classes at the medical school of Miskatonic University, and my friend had attained a wide notoriety because of his experiments leading toward the revivification of the dead. After the scientific slaughter of uncounted small animals the freakish work had ostensibly stopped by order of our sceptical dean, Dr. Allan Halsey; though West had continued to perform certain secret tests in his dingy boarding-house room, and had on one terrible and unforgettable occasion taken a human body from its grave in the potter’s field to a deserted farmhouse beyond Meadow Hill.
I was with him on that odious occasion, and saw him inject into the still veins the elixir which he thought would to some extent restore life’s chemical and physical processes. It had ended horribly—in a delirium of fear which we gradually came to attribute to our own overwrought nerves—and West had never afterward been able to shake off a maddening sensation of being haunted and hunted. The body had not been quite fresh enough; it is obvious that to restore normal mental attributes a body must be very fresh indeed; and the burning of the old house had prevented us from burying the thing. It would have been better if we could have known it was underground.
After that experience West had dropped his researches for some time; but as the zeal of the born scientist slowly returned, he again became importunate with the college faculty, pleading for the use of the dissecting-room and of fresh human specimens for the work he regarded as so overwhelmingly important. His pleas, however, were wholly in vain; for the decision of Dr. Halsey was inflexible, and the other professors all endorsed the verdict of their leader. In the radical theory of reanimation they saw nothing but the immature vagaries of a youthful enthusiast whose slight form, yellow hair, spectacled blue eyes, and soft voice gave no hint of the supernormal—almost diabolical—power of the cold brain within. I can see him now as he was then—and I shiver. He grew sterner of face, but never elderly. And now Sefton Asylum has had the mishap and West has vanished.
West clashed disagreeably with Dr. Halsey near the end of our last undergraduate term in a wordy dispute that did less credit to him than to the kindiy dean in point of courtesy. He felt that he was needlessly and irrationally retarded in a supremely great work; a work which he could of course conduct to suit himself in later years, but which he wished to begin while still possessed of the exceptional facilities of the university. That the tradition-bound elders should ignore his singular results on animals, and persist in their denial of the possibility of reanimation, was inexpressibly disgusting and almost incomprehensible to a youth of West’s logical temperament. Only greater maturity could help him understand the chronic mental limitations of the “professor-doctor” type—the product of generations of pathetic Puritanism; kindly, conscientious, and sometimes gentle and amiable, yet always narrow, intolerant, custom-ridden, and lacking in perspective. Age has more charity for these incomplete yet high-souled characters, whose worst real vice is timidity, and who are ultimately punished by general ridicule for their intellectual sins—sins like Ptolemaism, Calvinism, anti-Darwinism, anti-Nietzscheism, and every sort of Sabbatarianism and sumptuary legislation. West, young despite his marvellous scientific acquirements, had scant patience with good Dr. Halsey and his erudite colleagues; and nursed an increasing resentment, coupled with a desire to prove his theories to these obtuse worthies in some striking and dramatic fashion. Like most youths, he indulged in elaborate daydreams of revenge, triumph, and final magnanimous forgiveness.
And then had come the scourge, grinning and lethal, from the nightmare caverns of Tartarus. West and I had graduated about the time of its beginning, but had remained for additional work at the summer school, so that we were in Arkham when it broke with full daemoniac fury upon the town. Though not as yet licenced physicians, we now had our degrees, and were pressed frantically into public service as the numbers of the stricken grew. The situation was almost past management, and deaths ensued too frequently for the local undertakers fully to handle. Burials without embalming were made in rapid succession, and even the Christchurch Cemetery receiving tomb was crammed with coffins of the unembalmed dead. This circumstance was not without effect on West, who thought often of the irony of the situation—so many fresh specimens, yet none for his persecuted researches! We were frightfully overworked, and the terrific mental and nervous strain made my friend brood morbidly.
But West’s gentle enemies were no less harassed with prostrating duties. College had all but closed, and every doctor of the medical faculty was helping to fight the typhoid plague. Dr. Halsey in particular had distinguished himself in sacrificing service, applying his extreme skill with whole-hearted energy to cases which many others shunned because of danger or apparent hopelessness. Before a month was over the fearless dean had become a popular hero, though he seemed unconscious of his fame as he struggled to keep from collapsing with physical fatigue and nervous exhaustion. West could not withhold admiration for the fortitude of his foe, but because of this was even more determined to prove to him the truth of his amazing doctrines. Taking advantage of the disorganisation of both college work and municipal health regulations, he managed to get a recently deceased body smuggled into the university dissecting-room one night, and in my presence injected a new modification of his solution. The thing actually opened its eyes, but only stared at the ceiling with a look of soul-petrifying horror before collapsing into an inertness from which nothing could rouse it. West said it was not fresh enough—the hot summer air does not favour corpses. That time we were almost caught before we incinerated the thing, and West doubted the advisability of repeating his daring misuse of the college laboratory.
The peak of the epidemic was reached in August. West and I were almost dead, and Dr. Halsey did die on the 14th. The students all attended the hasty funeral on the 15th, and bought an impressive wreath, though the latter was quite overshadowed by the tributes sent by wealthy Arkham citizens and by the municipality itself. It was almost a public affair, for the dean had surely been a public benefactor. After the entombment we were all somewhat depressed, and spent the afternoon at the bar of the Commercial House; where West, though shaken by the death of his chief opponent, chilled the rest of us with references to his notorious theories. Most of the students went home, or to various duties, as the evening advanced; but West persuaded me to aid him in “making a night of it.” West’s landlady saw us arrive at his room about two in the morning, with a third man between us; and told her husband that we had all evidently dined and wined rather well.
Apparently this acidulous matron was right; for about 3 a.m. the whole house was aroused by cries coming from West’s room, where when they broke down the door, they found the two of us unconscious on the blood-stained carpet, beaten, scratched, and mauled, and with the broken remnants of West’s bottles and instruments around us. Only an open window told what had become of our assailant, and many wondered how he himself had fared after the terrific leap from the second story to the lawn which he must have made. There were some strange garments in the room, but West upon regaining consciousness said they did not belong to the stranger, but were specimens collected for bacteriological analysis in the course of investigations on the transmission of germ diseases. He ordered them burnt as soon as possible in the capacious fireplace. To the police we both declared ignorance of our late companion’s identity. He was, West nervously said, a congenial stranger whom we had met at some downtown bar of uncertain location. We had all been rather jovial, and West and I did not wish to have our pugnacious companion hunted down.
That same night saw the beginning of the second Arkham horror—the horror that to me eclipsed the plague itself. Christchurch Cemetery was the scene of a terrible killing; a watchman having been clawed to death in a manner not only too hideous for description, but raising a doubt as to the human agency of the deed. The victim had been seen alive considerably after midnight—the dawn revealed the unutterable thing. The manager of a circus at the neighbouring town of Bolton was questioned, but he swore that no beast had at any time escaped from its cage. Those who found the body noted a trail of blood leading to the receiving tomb, where a small pool of red lay on the concrete just outside the gate. A fainter trail led away toward the woods, but it soon gave out.




The next night devils danced on the roofs of Arkham, and unnatural madness howled in the wind. Through the fevered town had crept a curse which some said was greater than the plague, and which some whispered was the embodied daemon-soul of the plague itself. Eight houses were entered by a nameless thing which strewed red death in its wake—in all, seventeen maimed and shapeless remnants of bodies were left behind by the voiceless, sadistic monster that crept abroad. A few persons had half seen it in the dark, and said it was white and like a malformed ape or anthropomorphic fiend. It had not left behind quite all that it had attacked, for sometimes it had been hungry. The number it had killed was fourteen; three of the bodies had been in stricken homes and had not been alive.
On the third night frantic bands of searchers, led by the police, captured it in a house on Crane Street near the Miskatonic campus. They had organised the quest with care, keeping in touch by means of volunteer telephone stations, and when someone in the college district had reported hearing a scratching at a shuttered window, the net was quickly spread. On account of the general alarm and precautions, there were only two more victims, and the capture was effected without major casualties. The thing was finally stopped by a bullet, though not a fatal one, and was rushed to the local hospital amidst universal excitement and loathing.
For it had been a man. This much was clear despite the nauseous eyes, the voiceless simianism, and the daemoniac savagery. They dressed its wound and carted it to the asylum at Sefton, where it beat its head against the walls of a padded cell for sixteen years—until the recent mishap, when it escaped under circumstances that few like to mention. What had most disgusted the searchers of Arkham was the thing they noticed when the monster’s face was cleaned—the mocking, unbelievable resemblance to a learned and self-sacrificing martyr who had been entombed but three days before—the late Dr. Allan Halsey, public benefactor and dean of the medical school of Miskatonic University.
To the vanished Herbert West and to me the disgust and horror were supreme. I shudder tonight as I think of it; shudder even more than I did that morning when West muttered through his bandages, “Damn it, it wasn’t quite fresh enough!”
III. Six Shots by Moonlight
It is uncommon to fire all six shots of a revolver with great suddenness when one would probably be sufficient, but many things in the life of Herbert West were uncommon. It is, for instance, not often that a young physician leaving college is obliged to conceal the principles which guide his selection of a home and office, yet that was the case with Herbert West. When he and I obtained our degrees at the medical school of Miskatonic University, and sought to relieve our poverty by setting up as general practitioners, we took great care not to say that we chose our house because it was fairly well isolated, and as near as possible to the potter’s field.
Reticence such as this is seldom without a cause, nor indeed was ours; for our requirements were those resulting from a life-work distinctly unpopular. Outwardly we were doctors only, but beneath the surface were aims of far greater and more terrible moment—for the essence of Herbert West’s existence was a quest amid black and forbidden realms of the unknown, in which he hoped to uncover the secret of life and restore to perpetual animation the graveyard’s cold clay. Such a quest demands strange materials, among them fresh human bodies; and in order to keep supplied with these indispensable things one must live quietly and not far from a place of informal interment.
West and I had met in college, and I had been the only one to sympathise with his hideous experiments. Gradually I had come to be his inseparable assistant, and now that we were out of college we had to keep together. It was not easy to find a good opening for two doctors in company, but finally the influence of the university secured us a practice in Bolton—a factory town near Arkham, the seat of the college. The Bolton Worsted Mills are the largest in the Miskatonic Valley, and their polyglot employees are never popular as patients with the local physicians. We chose our house with the greatest care, seizing at last on a rather run-down cottage near the end of Pond Street; five numbers from the closest neighbour, and separated from the local potter’s field by only a stretch of meadow land, bisected by a narrow neck of the rather dense forest which lies to the north. The distance was greater than we wished, but we could get no nearer house without going on the other side of the field, wholly out of the factory district. We were not much displeased, however, since there were no people between us and our sinister source of supplies. The walk was a trifle long, but we could haul our silent specimens undisturbed.
Our practice was surprisingly large from the very first—large enough to please most young doctors, and large enough to prove a bore and a burden to students whose real interest lay elsewhere. The mill-hands were of somewhat turbulent inclinations; and besides their many natural needs, their frequent clashes and stabbing affrays gave us plenty to do. But what actually absorbed our minds was the secret laboratory we had fitted up in the cellar—the laboratory with the long table under the electric lights, where in the small hours of the morning we often injected West’s various solutions into the veins of the things we dragged from the potter’s field. West was experimenting madly to find something which would start man’s vital motions anew after they had been stopped by the thing we call death, but had encountered the most ghastly obstacles. The solution had to be differently compounded for different types—what would serve for guinea-pigs would not serve for human beings, and different human specimens required large modifications.
The bodies had to be exceedingly fresh, or the slight decomposition of brain tissue would render perfect reanimation impossible. Indeed, the greatest problem was to get them fresh enough—West had had horrible experiences during his secret college researches with corpses of doubtful vintage. The results of partial or imperfect animation were much more hideous than were the total failures, and we both held fearsome recollections of such things. Ever since our first daemoniac session in the deserted farmhouse on Meadow Hill in Arkham, we had felt a brooding menace; and West, though a calm, blond, blue-eyed scientific automaton in most respects, often confessed to a shuddering sensation of stealthy pursuit. He half felt that he was followed—a psychological delusion of shaken nerves, enhanced by the undeniably disturbing fact that at least one of our reanimated specimens was still alive—a frightful carnivorous thing in a padded cell at Sefton. Then there was another—our first—whose exact fate we had never learned.
We had fair luck with specimens in Bolton—much better than in Arkham. We had not been settled a week before we got an accident victim on the very night of burial, and made it open its eyes with an amazingly rational expression before the solution failed. It had lost an arm—if it had been a perfect body we might have succeeded better. Between then and the next January we secured three more; one total failure, one case of marked muscular motion, and one rather shivery thing—it rose of itself and uttered a sound. Then came a period when luck was poor; interments fell off, and those that did occur were of specimens either too diseased or too maimed for use. We kept track of all the deaths and their circumstances with systematic care.
One March night, however, we unexpectedly obtained a specimen which did not come from the potter’s field. In Bolton the prevailing spirit of Puritanism had outlawed the sport of boxing—with the usual result. Surreptitious and ill-conducted bouts among the mill-workers were common, and occasionally professional talent of low grade was imported. This late winter night there had been such a match; evidently with disastrous results, since two timorous Poles had come to us with incoherently whispered entreaties to attend to a very secret and desperate case. We followed them to an abandoned barn, where the remnants of a crowd of frightened foreigners were watching a silent black form on the floor.
The match had been between Kid O’Brien—a lubberly and now quaking youth with a most un-Hibernian hooked nose—and Buck Robinson, “The Harlem Smoke.” The negro had been knocked out, and a moment’s examination shewed us that he would permanently remain so. He was a loathsome, gorilla-like thing, with abnormally long arms which I could not help calling fore legs, and a face that conjured up thoughts of unspeakable Congo secrets and tom-tom poundings under an eerie moon. The body must have looked even worse in life—but the world holds many ugly things. Fear was upon the whole pitiful crowd, for they did not know what the law would exact of them if the affair were not hushed up; and they were grateful when West, in spite of my involuntary shudders, offered to get rid of the thing quietly—for a purpose I knew too well.
There was bright moonlight over the snowless landscape, but we dressed the thing and carried it home between us through the deserted streets and meadows, as we had carried a similar thing one horrible night in Arkham. We approached the house from the field in the rear, took the specimen in the back door and down the cellar stairs, and prepared it for the usual experiment. Our fear of the police was absurdly great, though we had timed our trip to avoid the solitary patrolman of that section.
The result was wearily anticlimactic. Ghastly as our prize appeared, it was wholly unresponsive to every solution we injected in its black arm; solutions prepared from experience with white specimens only. So as the hour grew dangerously near to dawn, we did as we had done with the others—dragged the thing across the meadows to the neck of the woods near the potter’s field, and buried it there in the best sort of grave the frozen ground would furnish. The grave was not very deep, but fully as good as that of the previous specimen—the thing which had risen of itself and uttered a sound. In the light of our dark lanterns we carefully covered it with leaves and dead vines, fairly certain that the police would never find it in a forest so dim and dense.




The next day I was increasingly apprehensive about the police, for a patient brought rumours of a suspected fight and death. West had still another source of worry, for he had been called in the afternoon to a case which ended very threateningly. An Italian woman had become hysterical over her missing child—a lad of five who had strayed off early in the morning and failed to appear for dinner—and had developed symptoms highly alarming in view of an always weak heart. It was a very foolish hysteria, for the boy had often run away before; but Italian peasants are exceedingly superstitious, and this woman seemed as much harassed by omens as by facts. About seven o’clock in the evening she had died, and her frantic husband had made a frightful scene in his efforts to kill West, whom he wildly blamed for not saving her life. Friends had held him when he drew a stiletto, but West departed amidst his inhuman shrieks, curses and oaths of vengeance. In his latest affliction the fellow seemed to have forgotten his child, who was still missing as the night advanced. There was some talk of searching the woods, but most of the family’s friends were busy with the dead woman and the screaming man. Altogether, the nervous strain upon West must have been tremendous. Thoughts of the police and of the mad Italian both weighed heavily.
We retired about eleven, but I did not sleep well. Bolton had a surprisingly good police force for so small a town, and I could not help fearing the mess which would ensue if the affair of the night before were ever tracked down. It might mean the end of all our local work—and perhaps prison for both West and me. I did not like those rumours of a fight which were floating about. After the clock had struck three the moon shone in my eyes, but I turned over without rising to pull down the shade. Then came the steady rattling at the back door.
I lay still and somewhat dazed, but before long heard West’s rap on my door. He was clad in dressing-gown and slippers, and had in his hands a revolver and an electric flashlight. From the revolver I knew that he was thinking more of the crazed Italian than of the police.
“We’d better both go,” he whispered. “It wouldn’t do not to answer it anyway, and it may be a patient—it would be like one of those fools to try the back door.”
So we both went down the stairs on tiptoe, with a fear partly justified and partly that which comes only from the soul of the weird small hours. The rattling continued, growing somewhat louder. When we reached the door I cautiously unbolted it and threw it open, and as the moon streamed revealingly down on the form silhouetted there, West did a peculiar thing. Despite the obvious danger of attracting notice and bringing down on our heads the dreaded police investigation—a thing which after all was mercifully averted by the relative isolation of our cottage—my friend suddenly, excitedly, and unnecessarily emptied all six chambers of his revolver into the nocturnal visitor.
For that visitor was neither Italian nor policeman. Looming hideously against the spectral moon was a gigantic misshapen thing not to be imagined save in nightmares—a glassy-eyed, ink-black apparition nearly on all fours, covered with bits of mould, leaves, and vines, foul with caked blood, and having between its glistening teeth a snow-white, terrible, cylindrical object terminating in a tiny hand.
IV. The Scream of the Dead
The scream of a dead man gave to me that acute and added horror of Dr. Herbert West which harassed the latter years of our companionship. It is natural that such a thing as a dead man’s scream should give horror, for it is obviously, not a pleasing or ordinary occurrence; but I was used to similar experiences, hence suffered on this occasion only because of a particular circumstance. And, as I have implied, it was not of the dead man himself that I became afraid.
Herbert West, whose associate and assistant I was, possessed scientific interests far beyond the usual routine of a village physician. That was why, when establishing his practice in Bolton, he had chosen an isolated house near the potter’s field. Briefly and brutally stated, West’s sole absorbing interest was a secret study of the phenomena of life and its cessation, leading toward the reanimation of the dead through injections of an excitant solution. For this ghastly experimenting it was necessary to have a constant supply of very fresh human bodies; very fresh because even the least decay hopelessly damaged the brain structure, and human because we found that the solution had to be compounded differently for different types of organisms. Scores of rabbits and guinea-pigs had been killed and treated, but their trail was a blind one. West had never fully succeeded because he had never been able to secure a corpse sufficiently fresh. What he wanted were bodies from which vitality had only just departed; bodies with every cell intact and capable of receiving again the impulse toward that mode of motion called life. There was hope that this second and artificial life might be made perpetual by repetitions of the injection, but we had learned that an ordinary natural life would not respond to the action. To establish the artificial motion, natural life must be extinct—the specimens must be very fresh, but genuinely dead.
The awesome quest had begun when West and I were students at the Miskatonic University Medical School in Arkham, vividly conscious for the first time of the thoroughly mechanical nature of life. That was seven years before, but West looked scarcely a day older now—he was small, blond, clean-shaven, soft-voiced, and spectacled, with only an occasional flash of a cold blue eye to tell of the hardening and growing fanaticism of his character under the pressure of his terrible investigations. Our experiences had often been hideous in the extreme; the results of defective reanimation, when lumps of graveyard clay had been galvanised into morbid, unnatural, and brainless motion by various modifications of the vital solution.
One thing had uttered a nerve-shattering scream; another had risen violently, beaten us both to unconsciousness, and run amuck in a shocking way before it could be placed behind asylum bars; still another, a loathsome African monstrosity, had clawed out of its shallow grave and done a deed—West had had to shoot that object. We could not get bodies fresh enough to shew any trace of reason when reanimated, so had perforce created nameless horrors. It was disturbing to think that one, perhaps two, of our monsters still lived—that thought haunted us shadowingly, till finally West disappeared under frightful circumstances. But at the time of the scream in the cellar laboratory of the isolated Bolton cottage, our fears were subordinate to our anxiety for extremely fresh specimens. West was more avid than I, so that it almost seemed to me that he looked half-covetously at any very healthy living physique.
It was in July, 1910, that the bad luck regarding specimens began to turn. I had been on a long visit to my parents in Illinois, and upon my return found West in a state of singular elation. He had, he told me excitedly, in all likelihood solved the problem of freshness through an approach from an entirely new angle—that of artificial preservation. I had known that he was working on a new and highly unusual embalming compound, and was not surprised that it had turned out well; but until he explained the details I was rather puzzled as to how such a compound could help in our work, since the objectionable staleness of the specimens was largely due to delay occurring before we secured them. This, I now saw, West had clearly recognised; creating his embalming compound for future rather than immediate use, and trusting to fate to supply again some very recent and unburied corpse, as it had years before when we obtained the negro killed in the Bolton prize-fight. At last fate had been kind, so that on this occasion there lay in the secret cellar laboratory a corpse whose decay could not by any possibility have begun. What would happen on reanimation, and whether we could hope for a revival of mind and reason, West did not venture to predict. The experiment would be a landmark in our studies, and he had saved the new body for my return, so that both might share the spectacle in accustomed fashion.
West told me how he had obtained the specimen. It had been a vigorous man; a well-dressed stranger just off the train on his way to transact some business with the Bolton Worsted Mills. The walk through the town had been long, and by the time the traveller paused at our cottage to ask the way to the factories, his heart had become greatly overtaxed. He had refused a stimulant, and had suddenly dropped dead only a moment later. The body, as might be expected, seemed to West a heaven-sent gift. In his brief conversation the stranger had made it clear that he was unknown in Bolton, and a search of his pockets subsequently revealed him to be one Robert Leavitt of St. Louis, apparently without a family to make instant inquiries about his disappearance. If this man could not be restored to life, no one would know of our experiment. We buried our materials in a dense strip of woods between the house and the potter’s field. If, on the other hand, he could be restored, our fame would be brilliantly and perpetually established. So without delay West had injected into the body’s wrist the compound which would hold it fresh for use after my arrival. The matter of the presumably weak heart, which to my mind imperilled the success of our experiment, did not appear to trouble West extensively. He hoped at last to obtain what he had never obtained before—a rekindled spark of reason and perhaps a normal, living creature.
So on the night of July 18, 1910, Herbert West and I stood in the cellar laboratory and gazed at a white, silent figure beneath the dazzling arc-light. The embalming compound had worked uncannily well, for as I stared fascinatedly at the sturdy frame which had lain two weeks without stiffening, I was moved to seek West’s assurance that the thing was really dead. This assurance he gave readily enough; reminding me that the reanimating solution was never used without careful tests as to life, since it could have no effect if any of the original vitality were present. As West proceeded to take preliminary steps, I was impressed by the vast intricacy of the new experiment; an intricacy so vast that he could trust no hand less delicate than his own. Forbidding me to touch the body, he first injected a drug in the wrist just beside the place his needle had punctured when injecting the embalming compound. This, he said, was to neutralise the compound and release the system to a normal relaxation so that the reanimating solution might freely work when injected. Slightly later, when a change and a gentle tremor seemed to affect the dead limbs; West stuffed a pillow-like object violently over the twitching face, not withdrawing it until the corpse appeared quiet and ready for our attempt at reanimation. The pale enthusiast now applied some last perfunctory tests for absolute lifelessness, withdrew satisfied, and finally injected into the left arm an accurately measured amount of the vital elixir, prepared during the afternoon with a greater care than we had used since college days, when our feats were new and groping. I cannot express the wild, breathless suspense with which we waited for results on this first really fresh specimen—the first we could reasonably expect to open its lips in rational speech, perhaps to tell of what it had seen beyond the unfathomable abyss.
West was a materialist, believing in no soul and attributing all the working of consciousness to bodily phenomena; consequently he looked for no revelation of hideous secrets from gulfs and caverns beyond death’s barrier. I did not wholly disagree with him theoretically, yet held vague instinctive remnants of the primitive faith of my forefathers; so that I could not help eyeing the corpse with a certain amount of awe and terrible expectation. Besides—I could not extract from my memory that hideous, inhuman shriek we heard on the night we tried our first experiment in the deserted farmhouse at Arkham.
Very little time had elapsed before I saw the attempt was not to be a total failure. A touch of colour came to cheeks hitherto chalk-white, and spread out under the curiously ample stubble of sandy beard. West, who had his hand on the pulse of the left wrist, suddenly nodded significantly; and almost simultaneously a mist appeared on the mirror inclined above the body’s mouth. There followed a few spasmodic muscular motions, and then an audible breathing and visible motion of the chest. I looked at the closed eyelids, and thought I detected a quivering. Then the lids opened, shewing eyes which were grey, calm, and alive, but still unintelligent and not even curious.
In a moment of fantastic whim I whispered questions to the reddening ears; questions of other worlds of which the memory might still be present. Subsequent terror drove them from my mind, but I think the last one, which I repeated, was: “Where have you been?” I do not yet know whether I was answered or not, for no sound came from the well-shaped mouth; but I do know that at that moment I firmly thought the thin lips moved silently, forming syllables which I would have vocalised as “only now” if that phrase had possessed any sense or relevancy. At that moment, as I say, I was elated with the conviction that the one great goal had been attained; and that for the first time a reanimated corpse had uttered distinct words impelled by actual reason. In the next moment there was no doubt about the triumph; no doubt that the solution had truly accomplished, at least temporarily, its full mission of restoring rational and articulate life to the dead. But in that triumph there came to me the greatest of all horrors—not horror of the thing that spoke, but of the deed that I had witnessed and of the man with whom my professional fortunes were joined.
For that very fresh body, at last writhing into full and terrifying consciousness with eyes dilated at the memory of its last scene on earth, threw out its frantic hands in a life and death struggle with the air, and suddenly collapsing into a second and final dissolution from which there could be no return, screamed out the cry that will ring eternally in my aching brain:
“Help! Keep off, you cursed little tow-head fiend—keep that damned needle away from me!”
V. The Horror From the Shadows
Many men have related hideous things, not mentioned in print, which happened on the battlefields of the Great War. Some of these things have made me faint, others have convulsed me with devastating nausea, while still others have made me tremble and look behind me in the dark; yet despite the worst of them I believe I can myself relate the most hideous thing of all—the shocking, the unnatural, the unbelievable horror from the shadows.
In 1915 I was a physician with the rank of First Lieutenant in a Canadian regiment in Flanders, one of many Americans to precede the government itself into the gigantic struggle. I had not entered the army on my own initiative, but rather as a natural result of the enlistment of the man whose indispensable assistant I was—the celebrated Boston surgical specialist, Dr. Herbert West. Dr. West had been avid for a chance to serve as surgeon in a great war, and when the chance had come, he carried me with him almost against my will. There were reasons why I could have been glad to let the war separate us; reasons why I found the practice of medicine and the companionship of West more and more irritating; but when he had gone to Ottawa and through a colleague’s influence secured a medical commission as Major, I could not resist the imperious persuasion of one determined that I should accompany him in my usual capacity.
When I say that Dr. West was avid to serve in battle, I do not mean to imply that he was either naturally warlike or anxious for the safety of civilisation. Always an ice-cold intellectual machine; slight, blond, blue-eyed, and spectacled; I think he secretly sneered at my occasional martial enthusiasms and censures of supine neutrality. There was, however, something he wanted in embattled Flanders; and in order to secure it had had to assume a military exterior. What he wanted was not a thing which many persons want, but something connected with the peculiar branch of medical science which he had chosen quite clandestinely to follow, and in which he had achieved amazing and occasionally hideous results. It was, in fact, nothing more or less than an abundant supply of freshly killed men in every stage of dismemberment.
Herbert West needed fresh bodies because his life-work was the reanimation of the dead. This work was not known to the fashionable clientele who had so swiftly built up his fame after his arrival in Boston; but was only too well known to me, who had been his closest friend and sole assistant since the old days in Miskatonic University Medical School at Arkham. It was in those college days that he had begun his terrible experiments, first on small animals and then on human bodies shockingly obtained. There was a solution which he injected into the veins of dead things, and if they were fresh enough they responded in strange ways. He had had much trouble in discovering the proper formula, for each type of organism was found to need a stimulus especially adapted to it. Terror stalked him when he reflected on his partial failures; nameless things resulting from imperfect solutions or from bodies insufficiently fresh. A certain number of these failures had remained alive—one was in an asylum while others had vanished—and as he thought of conceivable yet virtually impossible eventualities he often shivered beneath his usual stolidity.
West had soon learned that absolute freshness was the prime requisite for useful specimens, and had accordingly resorted to frightful and unnatural expedients in body-snatching. In college, and during our early practice together in the factory town of Bolton, my attitude toward him had been largely one of fascinated admiration; but as his boldness in methods grew, I began to develop a gnawing fear. I did not like the way he looked at healthy living bodies; and then there came a nightmarish session in the cellar laboratory when I learned that a certain specimen had been a living body when he secured it. That was the first time he had ever been able to revive the quality of rational thought in a corpse; and his success, obtained at such a loathsome cost, had completely hardened him.
Of his methods in the intervening five years I dare not speak. I was held to him by sheer force of fear, and witnessed sights that no human tongue could repeat. Gradually I came to find Herbert West himself more horrible than anything he did—that was when it dawned on me that his once normal scientific zeal for prolonging life had subtly degenerated into a mere morbid and ghoulish curiosity and secret sense of charnel picturesqueness. His interest became a hellish and perverse addiction to the repellently and fiendishly abnormal; he gloated calmly over artificial monstrosities which would make most healthy men drop dead from fright and disgust; he became, behind his pallid intellectuality, a fastidious Baudelaire of physical experiment—a languid Elagabalus of the tombs.
Dangers he met unflinchingly; crimes he committed unmoved. I think the climax came when he had proved his point that rational life can be restored, and had sought new worlds to conquer by experimenting on the reanimation of detached parts of bodies. He had wild and original ideas on the independent vital properties of organic cells and nerve-tissue separated from natural physiological systems; and achieved some hideous preliminary results in the form of never-dying, artificially nourished tissue obtained from the nearly hatched eggs of an indescribable tropical reptile. Two biological points he was exceedingly anxious to settle—first, whether any amount of consciousness and rational action be possible without the brain, proceeding from the spinal cord and various nerve-centres; and second, whether any kind of ethereal, intangible relation distinct from the material cells may exist to link the surgically separated parts of what has previously been a single living organism. All this research work required a prodigious supply of freshly slaughtered human flesh—and that was why Herbert West had entered the Great War.
The phantasmal, unmentionable thing occurred one midnight late in March, 1915, in a field hospital behind the lines of St. Eloi. I wonder even now if it could have been other than a daemoniac dream of delirium. West had a private laboratory in an east room of the barn-like temporary edifice, assigned him on his plea that he was devising new and radical methods for the treatment of hitherto hopeless cases of maiming. There he worked like a butcher in the midst of his gory wares—I could never get used to the levity with which he handled and classified certain things. At times he actually did perform marvels of surgery for the soldiers; but his chief delights were of a less public and philanthropic kind, requiring many explanations of sounds which seemed peculiar even amidst that babel of the damned. Among these sounds were frequent revolver-shots—surely not uncommon on a battlefield, but distinctly uncommon in an hospital. Dr. West’s reanimated specimens were not meant for long existence or a large audience. Besides human tissue, West employed much of the reptile embryo tissue which he had cultivated with such singular results. It was better than human material for maintaining life in organless fragments, and that was now my friend’s chief activity. In a dark corner of the laboratory, over a queer incubating burner, he kept a large covered vat full of this reptilian cell-matter; which multiplied and grew puffily and hideously.
On the night of which I speak we had a splendid new specimen—a man at once physically powerful and of such high mentality that a sensitive nervous system was assured. It was rather ironic, for he was the officer who had helped West to his commission, and who was now to have been our associate. Moreover, he had in the past secretly studied the theory of reanimation to some extent under West. Major Sir Eric Moreland Clapham-Lee, D.S.O., was the greatest surgeon in our division, and had been hastily assigned to the St. Eloi sector when news of the heavy fighting reached headquarters. He had come in an aeroplane piloted by the intrepid Lieut. Ronald Hill, only to be shot down when directly over his destination. The fall had been spectacular and awful; Hill was unrecognisable afterward, but the wreck yielded up the great surgeon in a nearly decapitated but otherwise intact condition. West had greedily seized the lifeless thing which had once been his friend and fellow-scholar; and I shuddered when he finished severing the head, placed it in his hellish vat of pulpy reptile-tissue to preserve it for future experiments, and proceeded to treat the decapitated body on the operating table. He injected new blood, joined certain veins, arteries, and nerves at the headless neck, and closed the ghastly aperture with engrafted skin from an unidentified specimen which had borne an officer’s uniform. I knew what he wanted—to see if this highly organised body could exhibit, without its head, any of the signs of mental life which had distinguished Sir Eric Moreland Clapham-Lee. Once a student of reanimation, this silent trunk was now gruesomely called upon to exemplify it.
I can still see Herbert West under the sinister electric light as he injected his reanimating solution into the arm of the headless body. The scene I cannot describe—I should faint if I tried it, for there is madness in a room full of classified charnel things, with blood and lesser human debris almost ankle-deep on the slimy floor, and with hideous reptilian abnormalities sprouting, bubbling, and baking over a winking bluish-green spectre of dim flame in a far corner of black shadows.
The specimen, as West repeatedly observed, had a splendid nervous system. Much was expected of it; and as a few twitching motions began to appear, I could see the feverish interest on West’s face. He was ready, I think, to see proof of his increasingly strong opinion that consciousness, reason, and personality can exist independently of the brain—that man has no central connective spirit, but is merely a machine of nervous matter, each section more or less complete in itself. In one triumphant demonstration West was about to relegate the mystery of life to the category of myth. The body now twitched more vigorously, and beneath our avid eyes commenced to heave in a frightful way. The arms stirred disquietingly, the legs drew up, and various muscles contracted in a repulsive kind of writhing. Then the headless thing threw out its arms in a gesture which was unmistakably one of desperation—an intelligent desperation apparently sufficient to prove every theory of Herbert West. Certainly, the nerves were recalling the man’s last act in life; the struggle to get free of the falling aeroplane.
What followed, I shall never positively know. It may have been wholly an hallucination from the shock caused at that instant by the sudden and complete destruction of the building in a cataclysm of German shell-fire—who can gainsay it, since West and I were the only proved survivors? West liked to think that before his recent disappearance, but there were times when he could not; for it was queer that we both had the same hallucination. The hideous occurrence itself was very simple, notable only for what it implied.
The body on the table had risen with a blind and terrible groping, and we had heard a sound. I should not call that sound a voice, for it was too awful. And yet its timbre was not the most awful thing about it. Neither was its message—it had merely screamed, “Jump, Ronald, for God’s sake, jump!” The awful thing was its source.
For it had come from the large covered vat in that ghoulish corner of crawling black shadows.
VI. The Tomb-Legions
When Dr. Herbert West disappeared a year ago, the Boston police questioned me closely. They suspected that I was holding something back, and perhaps suspected graver things; but I could not tell them the truth because they would not have believed it. They knew, indeed, that West had been connected with activities beyond the credence of ordinary men; for his hideous experiments in the reanimation of dead bodies had long been too extensive to admit of perfect secrecy; but the final soul-shattering catastrophe held elements of daemoniac phantasy which make even me doubt the reality of what I saw.
I was West’s closest friend and only confidential assistant. We had met years before, in medical school, and from the first I had shared his terrible researches. He had slowly tried to perfect a solution which, injected into the veins of the newly deceased, would restore life; a labour demanding an abundance of fresh corpses and therefore involving the most unnatural actions. Still more shocking were the products of some of the experiments—grisly masses of flesh that had been dead, but that West waked to a blind, brainless, nauseous ammation. These were the usual results, for in order to reawaken the mind it was necessary to have specimens so absolutely fresh that no decay could possibly affect the delicate brain-cells.
This need for very fresh corpses had been West’s moral undoing. They were hard to get, and one awful day he had secured his specimen while it was still alive and vigorous. A struggle, a needle, and a powerful alkaloid had transformed it to a very fresh corpse, and the experiment had succeeded for a brief and memorable moment; but West had emerged with a soul calloused and seared, and a hardened eye which sometimes glanced with a kind of hideous and calculating appraisal at men of especially sensitive brain and especially vigorous physique. Toward the last I became acutely afraid of West, for he began to look at me that way. People did not seem to notice his glances, but they noticed my fear; and after his disappearance used that as a basis for some absurd suspicions.
West, in reality, was more afraid than I; for his abominable pursuits entailed a life of furtiveness and dread of every shadow. Partly it was the police he feared; but sometimes his nervousness was deeper and more nebulous, touching on certain indescribable things into which he had injected a morbid life, and from which he had not seen that life depart. He usually finished his experiments with a revolver, but a few times he had not been quick enough. There was that first specimen on whose rifled grave marks of clawing were later seen. There was also that Arkham professor’s body which had done cannibal things before it had been captured and thrust unidentified into a madhouse cell at Sefton, where it beat the walls for sixteen years. Most of the other possibly surviving results were things less easy to speak of—for in later years West’s scientific zeal had degenerated to an unhealthy and fantastic mania, and he had spent his chief skill in vitalising not entire human bodies but isolated parts of bodies, or parts joined to organic matter other than human. It had become fiendishly disgusting by the time he disappeared; many of the experiments could not even be hinted at in print. The Great War, through which both of us served as surgeons, had intensified this side of West.
In saying that West’s fear of his specimens was nebulous, I have in mind particularly its complex nature. Part of it came merely from knowing of the existence of such nameless monsters, while another part arose from apprehension of the bodily harm they might under certain circumstances do him. Their disappearance added horror to the situation—of them all, West knew the whereabouts of only one, the pitiful asylum thing. Then there was a more subtle fear—a very fantastic sensation resulting from a curious experiment in the Canadian army in 1915. West, in the midst of a severe battle, had reanimated Major Sir Eric Moreland Clapham-Lee, D.S.O., a fellow-physician who knew about his experiments and could have duplicated them. The head had been removed, so that the possibilities of quasi-intelligent life in the trunk might be investigated. Just as the building was wiped out by a German shell, there had been a success. The trunk had moved intelligently; and, unbelievable to relate, we were both sickeningly sure that articulate sounds had come from the detached head as it lay in a shadowy corner of the laboratory. The shell had been merciful, in a way—but West could never feel as certain as he wished, that we two were the only survivors. He used to make shuddering conjectures about the possible actions of a headless physician with the power of reanimating the dead.
West’s last quarters were in a venerable house of much elegance, overlooking one of the oldest burying-grounds in Boston. He had chosen the place for purely symbolic and fantastically aesthetic reasons, since most of the interments were of the colonial period and therefore of little use to a scientist seeking very fresh bodies. The laboratory was in a sub-cellar secretly constructed by imported workmen, and contained a huge incinerator for the quiet and complete disposal of such bodies, or fragments and synthetic mockeries of bodies, as might remain from the morbid experiments and unhallowed amusements of the owner. During the excavation of this cellar the workmen had struck some exceedingly ancient masonry; undoubtedly connected with the old burying-ground, yet far too deep to correspond with any known sepulchre therein. After a number of calculations West decided that it represented some secret chamber beneath the tomb of the Averills, where the last interment had been made in 1768. I was with him when he studied the nitrous, dripping walls laid bare by the spades and mattocks of the men, and was prepared for the gruesome thrill which would attend the uncovering of centuried grave-secrets; but for the first time West’s new timidity conquered his natural curiosity, and he betrayed his degenerating fibre by ordering the masonry left intact and plastered over. Thus it remained till that final hellish night; part of the walls of the secret laboratory. I speak of West’s decadence, but must add that it was a purely mental and intangible thing. Outwardly he was the same to the last—calm, cold, slight, and yellow-haired, with spectacled blue eyes and a general aspect of youth which years and fears seemed never to change. He seemed calm even when he thought of that clawed grave and looked over his shoulder; even when he thought of the carnivorous thing that gnawed and pawed at Sefton bars.
The end of Herbert West began one evening in our joint study when he was dividing his curious glance between the newspaper and me. A strange headline item had struck at him from the crumpled pages, and a nameless titan claw had seemed to reach down through sixteen years. Something fearsome and incredible had happened at Sefton Asylum fifty miles away, stunning the neighbourhood and baffling the police. In the small hours of the morning a body of silent men had entered the grounds, and their leader had aroused the attendants. He was a menacing military figure who talked without moving his lips and whose voice seemed almost ventriloquially connected with an immense black case he carried. His expressionless face was handsome to the point of radiant beauty, but had shocked the superintendent when the hall light fell on it—for it was a wax face with eyes of painted glass. Some nameless accident had befallen this man. A larger man guided his steps; a repellent hulk whose bluish face seemed half eaten away by some unknown malady. The speaker had asked for the custody of the cannibal monster committed from Arkham sixteen years before; and upon being refused, gave a signal which precipitated a shocking riot. The fiends had beaten, trampled, and bitten every attendant who did not flee; killing four and finally succeeding in the liberation of the monster. Those victims who could recall the event without hysteria swore that the creatures had acted less like men than like unthinkable automata guided by the wax-faced leader. By the time help could be summoned, every trace of the men and of their mad charge had vanished.
From the hour of reading this item until midmght, West sat almost paralysed. At midnight the doorbell rang, startling him fearfully. All the servants were asleep in the attic, so I answered the bell. As I have told the police, there was no wagon in the street, but only a group of strange-looking figures bearing a large square box which they deposited in the hallway after one of them had grunted in a highly unnatural voice, “Express—prepaid.” They filed out of the house with a jerky tread, and as I watched them go I had an odd idea that they were turning toward the ancient cemetery on which the back of the house abutted. When I slammed the door after them West came downstairs and looked at the box. It was about two feet square, and bore West’s correct name and present address. It also bore the inscription, “From Eric Moreland Clapham-Lee, St. Eloi, Flanders.” Six years before, in Flanders, a shelled hospital had fallen upon the headless reanimated trunk of Dr. Clapham-Lee, and upon the detached head which—perhaps—had uttered articulate sounds.
West was not even excited now. His condition was more ghastly. Quickly he said, “It’s the finish—but let’s incinerate—this.” We carried the thing down to the laboratory—listening. I do not remember many particulars—you can imagine my state of mind—but it is a vicious lie to say it was Herbert West’s body which I put into the incinerator. We both inserted the whole unopened wooden box, closed the door, and started the electricity. Nor did any sound come from the box, after all.
It was West who first noticed the falling plaster on that part of the wall where the ancient tomb masonry had been covered up. I was going to run, but he stopped me. Then I saw a small black aperture, felt a ghoulish wind of ice, and smelled the charnel bowels of a putrescent earth. There was no sound, but just then the electric lights went out and I saw outlined against some phosphorescence of the nether world a horde of silent toiling things which only insanity—or worse—could create. Their outlines were human, semi-human, fractionally human, and not human at all—the horde was grotesquely heterogeneous. They were removing the stones quietly, one by one, from the centuried wall. And then, as the breach became large enough, they came out into the laboratory in single file; led by a talking thing with a beautiful head made of wax. A sort of mad-eyed monstrosity behind the leader seized on Herbert West. West did not resist or utter a sound. Then they all sprang at him and tore him to pieces before my eyes, bearing the fragments away into that subterranean vault of fabulous abominations. West’s head was carried off by the wax-headed leader, who wore a Canadian officer’s uniform. As it disappeared I saw that the blue eyes behind the spectacles were hideously blazing with their first touch of frantic, visible emotion.
Servants found me unconscious in the morning. West was gone. The incinerator contained only unidentifiable ashes. Detectives have questioned me, but what can I say? The Sefton tragedy they will not connect with West; not that, nor the men with the box, whose existence they deny. I told them of the vault, and they pointed to the unbroken plaster wall and laughed. So I told them no more. They imply that I am either a madman or a murderer—probably I am mad. But I might not be mad if those accursed tomb-legions had not been so silent.



ZAPT’S REPULSIVE PASTE, by J.U. Giesy
“Meow-w-w-w!” The sound was one of feline protestation, a sort of outraged plaint, uttered in the accents of a snarling rage.
“Goodness! Was that Fluffy?” exclaimed Miss Nellie Zapt to her fiance, Bob Sargent, with whom she was sitting in the dusk, back of the vines on the porch of her father’s house.
“Sounded like her voice, at any rate,” Bob agreed.
“Meouw! Psst! Zit!”
Nellie started to her feet and stood slenderly poised as a fresh outburst of something suspiciously like inarticulate profanity drifted to her ears. And then she laid hold of her companion.
“Come along, there’s something wrong,” she urged, and dragged him to his feet.
She darted into the house intent on learning what had evoked the outcries so vociferously emitted by her pet, and Sargent followed very much as he had been following her for something like a year. She was a dainty, glowing creature, and Bob was all tangled up in her feminine charms. So he kept close now as with a tapping of quick little heels on polished wood she entered the living-room of the house via the entrance hall.
And then Nellie paused. She stared—at the figure of a small man with spectacles on the bridge of a high, thin nose, and iron-gray whiskers, who stood with back-tilted head, beside a small tin-pail deposited on the table in the center of the room.
“Father!” Miss Zapt gasped.
And Sargent also gave vent to an exclamation: “Good Lord!”
“Eh?” Xenophon Xerxes Zapt, “Unknown Quantity Zapt,” as his associates sometimes called him because of the double “X” in his name, the celebrated investigator of the unknown in science, lowered his head and jerked it around in the direction of his daughter’s voice. There was the atmosphere about him of a small boy apprehended in some prank. He put out a hand and laid it on the little tin-pail. “Did you speak, my dear?” Out of nearsighted blue, eyes, he peered at his radiant offspring, who had drawn herself up in an indignant fashion.
“I did,” said Miss Zapt firmly. “I suppose you’re responsible for that?”
She lifted a graceful arm and pointed overhead, as indeed she very well might, considering that she pointed at the wildly gyrating form of a superb Angora cat.
One would hardly expect to find a Persian Angora flattened, with no visible means of support, against the ceiling of a room, as this one certainly was. She hung there threshing with frantic legs at the impalpable air, with a motion not unlike a rather desperate effort at swimming, the total result of which was that she spun herself about in a circle, marked by a rapidly alternating head, from which gleamed yellow eyes and a twitching bushy tail. Her demeanor was little short of hysteria itself.
“Meouw!” she voiced her perturbation of spirit once more as she heard her mistress’s voice.
With poor tact Sargent chuckled. “Seems to have got the Angora’s angora,” he began.
Miss Zapt gave him a withering glance.
“Never mind, Fluffy pet,” she called encouragement to the glaring creature that had temporarily given over its efforts and rested with back pressed against the ceiling. And then she bore down on the little man who had once more lifted his eyes to the animal above him. “I suppose this is another of your detestable experiments,” she went on in a voice half tears and half rage. “What have you done to my cat?”
“Nothing, nothing—about the seventy-fifth of an ounce.” Professor Zapt fumbled in the pocket of a limp house-coat for notebook and pencil, opened the former and touched the latter to his lips.
“Father!” Miss Zapt seized both book and pencil. She stamped her slippered foot.
“Eh? Oh, yes, yes—exactly.” Xenophon Xerxes glanced into her flushed face. “As a matter of fact I have done nothing to your pet, my child—nothing at all worth mentioning, that is. Indeed, as you will note I have even exercised extreme caution. I have closed the windows, and the ceiling, of course, prevents her further ascension. But—if you refer to her present position—”
“It is rather unusual, don’t you fancy, professor?” said Bob. “Now if she were a flying squirrel—”
“Exactly,” Xenophon Zapt cut him short. “The term flying-squirrel is a misnomer, however, Robert. The animal so-called is incapable of sustaining itself for any considerable time in the air. As to the former part of your remark, however—hers is indeed a most unusual position, and it is that which proves the complete success of my experiment. You are now witnessing one of the marvels of the ages—voluntary levitation—the rediscovery of one of the lost secrets of the ancients. The means by which—”
Abruptly Nellie caught up the little pail. “I suppose your lost secret’s in this?”
And swiftly Xenophon Zapt put out a hand to retrieve what she had seized. “Nellie,” he commanded sternly, “replace that receptacle where you found it. As you surmise, it contains a substance of incalculable value—the first practical preparation of Zapt’s Repulsive Paste.”
“Wha-a-at!” Sargent crossed to gaze into the little bucket his fiancee was holding. “Does look sort of repulsive,” he agreed after a glance at the mess in the bottom of the pail. “But—you mean this stuff is responsible for Fluffy’s sudden elevation in life?”
“Exactly.” Professor Zapt nodded. “The animal is not injured except in her feelings, I assure you. I merely rubbed a very small portion of the paste into the fur on the under side of her body, and she assumed the position you are now privileged to behold. I am sure that in later years you will be glad to recall this evening, to remember that you were the first to witness the reapplication of those principles once before known to our race. You—”
“Just at present,” his daughter interrupted, “I’m far more interested in knowing whether having sent her up there you intend letting her remain until she starves to death.”
“Eh?” Professor Zapt frowned. “Starves? Why, certainly not. Having demonstrated to our satisfaction the efficacy of this latest addition to science, we may consider the test as ended. If Robert will obtain a step-ladder from the basement, and you will procure some water in order that we may wash off the paste—”
“Sure,” Bob assented, and departed on his errand. Nellie went with him as far as the kitchen.
Professor Zapt shook his head in depreciative fashion, retrieved his notebook and pencil from the table where Nellie had cast them, and began jotting down certain memoranda. His thin lips moved as his pencil traced its way across a page. “The seventy-fifth part of an ounce,” he muttered.
Above his graying head glared a very much disgruntled cat. It was not the first time her mistress’s father had made her the subject of some experiment.
In due season Sargent and Nellie reappeared. Bob set up his ladder and mounted to the rescue. Below Nellie waited with a basin of warm water and a soft cloth in her hands.
“Lay her on her back,” Professor Zapt advised as Sargent descended with the Angora clinging desperately to him. “That way she will not present any tendency to rise. The paste does not affect anything beneath it, but merely what is superimposed. That is the secret of its adaptability.”
“Exactly,” Bob accepted, grinning, and got down upon his knees.
Nellie knelt beside him. Together they administered to the resentful cat. While Bob held her, Nellie applied water to the body of her pet and dried her fur with the cloth. Fluffy glared, but submitted to superior force.
“Steady,” said Bob at last, and turned her over. He removed his restraining hands, and in a flash she vanished through the door into the hall.
Xenophon watched the entire performance, his blue eyes glowing behind their lenses. He nodded as she disappeared. He rubbed his hands together as Rob rose and assisted Nellie to her feet. “A very satisfactory experiment,” he declared; “a very satisfactory experiment, indeed. By it we have demonstrated beyond any possible cavil—”
“If you don’t let Fluffy alone,” Nellie turned upon him, “I’ll—I’ll pack up and leave home.” For years, since her mother’s death, she had taken care of the little man’s temporal wants and managed the house, but there were times when his complete attention to his scientific pursuits and his lack of attention to everything else, got badly on her nerves. And now her violet eyes were winking, and her red mouth quivered.
“Any time you feel like that, I’ll see you have another to go to,” Bob suggested as she paused, with a little catch in breath.
“Ahem!” Xenophon Xerxes Zapt glared. He did not approve so wholly of Bob as did his daughter. “Do not make any premature preparations, Robert,” he said, after a rather tense interval in which Nellie blushed. “The animal is not injured, as you yourself have seen, and as Nellie will realize in time. The main difficulty against which scientists have to contend in these days of self-interest is the conventional attitude of the average mind.
“Human beings are prone to allow some purely personal view-point to overshadow the major object to be attained. In the present instance it is consideration for a cat. It is permitted to obscure the fact that through her use we have demonstrated the rediscovery of the means by which the Egyptians built the Pyramids.”
“What? By Jove!” Sargent opened his eyes in wonder as the point struck home. “You really mean that, professor?”
“Exactly,” said Xenophon Zapt benignly, and stroked the graying whiskers on either side of his chin.
“But if that’s the case,” Bob began quickly, and came to a tongue-tied pause.
“It is the case, Robert.”
“I know—but—” Sargent floundered, “if it is, why couldn’t you have proved it just as well with a book or a rock or a box?”
For an instant the professor’s blue eyes twinkled. “I suppose I could have done so, Robert,” he replied, “but, as a matter of fact, I took the first object at hand when I was ready to make the test. I—er—that is, I didn’t, give the matter any further thought.
“My mind was focused on the larger point—the demonstrate which proves beyond question that Zapt’s Repulsive Paste will revolutionize the commercial world. By means of it we shall be able to accomplish marvels heretofore quite beyond any engineering scope we shall, by inserting definite quantities of the paste between the object to be transported and the Earth, be able to move enormous buildings, nullify the weight of tremendous loads, alter the entire present-day conception as appertaining to weight.
“I—don’t doubt it,” Bob agreed in actually enthusiastic fashion. “Lord, professor, it’s simply wonderful when you explain it; and it’s already sent Fluffy to the ceiling, and moved Nellie to tears.”
“You beast,” said Miss Zapt; but she smiled.
Her father frowned. “My chief objection to you, Robert, is the somewhat bizarre sense of humor which induces you to approach matters of weight in a light mood. If you would refrain from undue levity, there are times when I would be inclined to appreciate your otherwise not unintelligent apprehension of the results of scientific investigation.”
“I beg your pardon, sir,” Bob apologized meekly. “What was it you were saying about the Pyramids?”
“The world has long marveled how they were built, how it was possible to transport and place in their walls monoliths of such enormous size. The answer was suggested some years ago, but never carried further, so far as I am aware. It was reserved for me to prove the truth of that suggestion and give again to the world a substance similar in effect at least to the one they used.
“That substance you have seen in operation tonight. It is in principle a screen for gravitation. Objects above it become for the moment practically devoid of weight—mere trifles light as air.”
“You—you mean it cuts off the operation of gravitation on anything above it?” Bob exclaimed. “Why, that’s marvelous, professor.”
“Exactly,” Xenophon Zapt agreed.
“Dead or alive?”
“Animate or inanimate, as you have seen.” The professor rubbed his hands. He eyed the stylish oxfords his daughter’s fiance was wearing. “For instance, Robert, I could rub a certain amount on the soles of your shoes, and you would walk a certain distance above the floor. Depending upon the quantity employed in proportion to your weight, you would rise slightly or higher, as the centripetal force of the Earth revolutions threw you off.
“The entire action is capable of regulation by means of a calculation based upon the weight of the object to be moved. If I knew your exact weight I could cause you to lose ponderability altogether. I could even make you disappear. Still,” he sighed, “I presume Nellie would object to that even more loudly than she protested my use of the cat. However, as a matter of scientific demonstration, it would be interesting, I think.”
“Oh, very.” Bob drew his modish footwear well under the chair in which he was sitting, and Nellie stiffened.
Xenophon Zapt arose. “I think I shall go to my study now and write a brief account of my experiment. Tomorrow I shall begin the preparation of a large amount of the powder which, blended with water, constitutes the paste. I shall organize a company after a bit. If you wish, Robert, I shall permit you to purchase a reasonable amount of stock. Good night.”
“Good night, sir. Thank you,” said Bob, and watched him disappear, a quaint, little figure in his loose slippers, his iron-gray whiskers and his shapeless, flapping coat.
And after he was quite out of sight he turned to Nellie. “Lord! Do you suppose he’s really got it?” he remarked. “Something surely happened to Fluffy, and after we washed off the paste she was all right, and—I guess those old wiseacres did know something in their day. It makes a fellow feel funny—Egyptians and Pyramids, and all those things folks have pretty nearly forgotten. Say, what was that record you got the other day for the machine?”
Five minutes later, while, Professor Xenophon Xerxes Zapt drew paper before him and dipped his pen in ink, his daughter and Sargent sat very close together on the living-room couch, while a phonographic reproduction of “Mummy Mine,” echoed softly through the house.




True to his promise Professor Xenophon Xerxes Zapt spent the major portion of the succeeding day mixing and blending the ingredients of the powder which, when mixed with water, constituted the Repulsive Paste.
He heaped it upon a tray and left it on a table in the upstairs room that he habitually used as the scene of his scientific investigations—a room overlooking, from broad windows, the tree-shaded street.
And the succeeding morning he charged downstairs about ten and informed Nellie that he had nearly overlooked the fact that he meant to attend the meeting of a scientific body to which he belonged in a neighboring town. In considerable haste he arrayed himself in clean shirt and collar, the frock-coat, to which he consistently clung, and hat, and was on the point of departure for a train, when Nellie suggested that he had better wear his shoes, rather than the slippers on his feet. The professor acceding rather impatiently to the suggestion, the change of footgear was made and he departed. After that the day dragged past until four o’clock.
At that hour Bob Sargent, seated in the office where he dispensed legal advice to sundry clients, answered a ring on his phone.
“Oh, Bobby,” came the voice of Miss Zapt, “come up to dinner. Dad’s gone to one of his society meetings and he won’t be home till rather late, and with all these recent burglaries and holdups in the city, I’m sort of nervous.”
“Yes, you are,” said Sargent with a chuckle, deriding the confession of Miss Zapt’s timorous nerves.
“Yes, really I am,” she insisted. “You’ll come, won’t you, Bob?”
“I will,” said Bob without hesitation. And he did.
Because he was in love, and a dinner with his sweetheart tete-a-tete is something no true lover in his senses will pass up. He arrived about six with a box of Nellie’s favorite candy and anticipations of a pleasant evening, since Miss Zapt’s experience as manager of her father’s household had made a dinner under her supervision a thing not to be missed.
In this particular case anticipation proved no more than the precursor of realization. The dinner was a course affair of finely balanced quality, and the two young people rather dallied over it, from soup to cheese, as young people sometimes will, until a sudden deepening of the twilight sent Nellie to the window just as a peal of thunder reverberated sharply through the house.
“Goodness, it’s going to rain cats and dogs, Bob!” she exclaimed. “The sky’s as black as ink.”
“Let ‘er rain,” said Sargent, content with a well-filled stomach and the society of the lady of his affections. “We’ve a good roof over our heads, so we should worry.”
“I was thinking of father,” Nellie explained and giggled as she recounted the professor’s attempt to leave home without his shoes. “He’s so absent-minded about little things. Mercy!”
A small cyclone seemed sweeping through the house, sending curtains eddying in flapping streamers, and doors banging as they were caught and slammed in the draft.
There followed a few moments of rapid effort in closing windows and making all secure, and then youth and maiden stood briefly watching the first dashing flurry of the summer shower, before they pulled down the shades and withdrew to a low-toned conversation, dealing as usual under similar conditions, quite largely with themselves.
Meanwhile, some distance up the street a large and heavy-set figure sheltered itself as best it might beneath an arching tree, while waiting for the shower to pass.
It was that of Officer Dan McGuiness, patrolman on the beat that included the Zapt house. It wasn’t a very exciting beat as a rule, but recently Danny had been nursing hopes. As Miss Zapt had said to Bob that afternoon, there had been a lot of burglaries of late and Danny really couldn’t see why fate should not be kind and send one of the as yet unapprehended prowlers into his quiet street. He was thinking about it now as he listened to the patter of the rain among the leaves.
“Shure it would be a grand night for a poorch-climber to git in his fancy wuruk,” he soliloquized. “Th’ wind an’ th’ rain would cover any noises he might be makin’. ‘Tis th’ sort of noight I’d consider as made to me order was I a burglar myself.”
And the thought having taken hold upon him was with him still, as the shower swept on across the countryside, and the moon appearing, began to flirt with the dripping landscape from behind a veil of ragged clouds. It sent him on down the street with a wary eye for any burglarious-minded individual who might have been of the same opinion as himself.
Thus he came in time to a house, with a wide front porch, above which was an open window; and rising over the top of the porch as Danny watched, an object like a human head.
With a heart beginning to beat more quickly, McGuiness drew into the shadow of a tree and waited. He knew this house as the home of Professor Xenophon Xerxes Zapt, inhabited by the old man and his daughter; and that open window and the head rising cautiously over the edge of the porch roof fitted in with the thoughts he had been entertaining. He thrust his club into its loop and felt for his revolver. He was convinced that at last he had been given his chance to prove himself.
The head kept on rising. It was followed by a crouching body, and a pair of legs. It became the figure of a man crawling on top of the porch toward the open window with the silent caution of stealth. Once it appeared to hesitate, to slip on the slanting surface, and then it again went on.
Officer McGuiness had seen enough. He drew his gun and started at a heavy run for the gate in the fence before the house. And, having reached it, he slipped through it without sound and following not the walk, but tiptoeing with burly caution over the dampened lawn, made his way quite close to the porch. Then and then only did he lift his voice in a heavy, authoritative summons:
“Coom out of ut, me poorch-climbin’ beauty. What are ye doin’ up there?”
For a moment the figure above him went flat. The flirtatious moon peeped out long enough to reveal it sprawled on the rain-soaked shingles. And then, in most surprising fashion—it floated straight up into the air!
Danny McGuiness stared. Little by little while his breath came harshly, he tilted back his head to observe that most amazing ascent of a human body without apparent means or visible cause.
The man was swimming up as one might swim in water, to judge by the frantic threshing of his arms and legs. But—Danny had never heard of anyone swimming in the air.
His eyes popped and his jaw dropped as his intended prisoner mounted twenty, fifty, seventy feet and paused, seemingly unable to go any higher. The policeman removed his helmet and scratched his head. The thing was beyond all precedent of experience, a defiance of natural law. A criminal accosted might vault a fence, or climb a wall, or even scale a building in an effort at escape; but to drop on his face and bounce into the air—and—stay there like a—like a kite! Danny put some of his bewilderment into a baffled mutter.
“He—went—up,” he mumbled. “Howly Mither, is ut a man, or a flea or a flyin’-fish, divil take ‘im. Coom down, I says, an’ instead of realizin’ th’ disadvantages of his position, he rose straight up like a aeryoplane an’ there he is.”
And then remembering the dignity of the law and his own standing as a representative of its force, he addressed the figure above him: “Well, that’s enough now. Yer quite a burd to judge by yer actions, but—come on down out of that, and light.” Above him the figure was still undergoing contortions beneath the moon and the broken clouds. As he spoke it rolled half-way over and started like a plummet for the Earth. Out of it there broke a strangled exclamation of sheer instinctive terror. By a wild effort it again reversed its position and once more shot aloft.
“Up an’ down,” said Officer McGuiness. “Ye’ve foine control an’ quite a lot of speed, an’ that was a grand exhibition. But finish th’ trip th’ next time. I’ve seen enough of yer tricks.”
There followed a breathless interval and then a gasping response drifted faintly downward. “I c-a-a-a-an’t!”
“Huh?” Officer McGuiness began to feel the least bit annoyed. He began to entertain a suspicion that this night-hawk was making sport of a member of the police. At the least he was denying what Danny had actually seen with his own good eyes. “Ye can’t can’t ye?” he remarked at length. “Well, th’ way ut looked to me ye started all right.”
“Yes, an’ if I’d ‘a’ kept on, you dub, I’d a broke my neck.”
“Shmall loss an’ ye had,” said Danny, his anger rising at the other man’s form of address. “An’ ‘tis not all noight I hov to stand here watchin’ ye act like a bloomin’ bat.”
‘Who’s actin’?” It was a snarl that answered. “If you think I’m doin’ this for my health, you got even less sense than th’ average cop. I tell you—”
“That’s enough. You don’t need to tell me nuthin’.” Officer McGuiness’s outraged dignity came to his aid. “You’re under arrest.”
“Oh, am I?” Apparently the man in the air was inclined to dispute the patrolman.
“Ye are.” Danny stood by his statement none the less.
“Then why don’t you come up and get me?”
“Because I ain’t no rubber ball.” It was a taunt and nothing else, and Danny knew it, but he didn’t know exactly what to do about it. He shifted his position, moving in until he stood close beside the porch.
It was a most amazing situation by which he was faced. It offered obstacles he didn’t see just how to overcome. He might call the fire department and get the extension-tower, but—that would ruin the professor’s lawn. He might shoot the defiant captive, and yet he doubted if such action on his part would be considered as justified. There might be a question as to whether or no a man’s floating up in the air constituted resisting arrest.
He had been taught that an officer should always keep cool. Only it was hard to keep cool in the face of such an amazing situation. Once more he scratched his head and eyed the figure between himself and the moon. The odd thing was the fellow didn’t go any higher or even try to swim off. That was another thing that Danny couldn’t understand. In fact, he couldn’t understand anything that had happened during the last fifteen minutes. The whole thing was a bit too much for his brain.
“How do you do ut?” he asked at length.
“I don’t do it, you square-head.” The flying man disclaimed all hint at a personal prowess.
“Oh, don’t you?” A fine scorn crept into Danny’s tones. “Then I should loike to know who does.”
“I don’t know, dang it,” gibbered the other’s voice. “You started it yourself, comin’ up on me like you did. There was something on the roof, I tell you. I laid down in it when you yelled at me. I felt it, it was sticky. I got it on my clothes—”
“On th’ roof?” Danny interrupted with a flash of understanding. He knew considerable about Xenophon Zapt. He had even been mixed up once or twice in his experiments, quite outside his own intent. And this was the professor’s house, and the fellow had just said that there was something on the roof of the porch, and—
“Yes. It stuck to me when I laid down, an’ it’s keepin’ me up here, I guess. If I lay on my face I’m all right, but I start fallin’ as soon as I turn on my back. Here’s some of the danged stuff, if you want a closer look.” Something whistled through the air and hit the spot where Danny had been standing.
But Danny wasn’t there. As the other man spoke he had ducked and stepped aside. And straightway he became conscious of two things at once. The man had sunk a trifle nearer the Earth after throwing down whatever it was he had scraped from his clothing, and—there was something the matter with his, Officer McGuiness’s, foot.
It was exhibiting a most remarkable inclination to rise into the air despite Danny’s efforts to keep it on the ground—it was throwing him off his balance. Instinctively he hopped sidewise to save himself from falling, landed his one sane foot in what might have been a mass of soft mud on the grass under the eaves of the porch and became aware that it also had gone wild.
At once Officer Dan McGuiness found himself in a most bewildering case. He had large feet, powerful, tireless in the path of duty, and the soles of his shoes were of a large expanse. Yet, strangely enough now, those heavy feet seemed to have taken on a quality positively airy.
Strive as he would they refused to remain on the grass. In desperation he essayed a step and found himself unable to thrust either leg or foot downward to a contact with the Earth. Still struggling against belief he repeated the endeavor with the other foot and found himself mounting to the level of the porch roof. Then and then only did realization and acceptance of the situation come upon him.
“Whu-roo!” He gave vent to a full-toned Irish shout of comprehension and continued his progress aloft.
Inside the house as that shout woke the echoes of the night, Miss Zapt pricked her pretty ears. “Bob,” she said sharply, “what was that?”
“Sounded like a yell or a battle-cry or something,” Sargent made answer. “I’ve had a notion I heard voices outside for the past few minutes. Maybe I’d better find out.”
He rose, and Nellie followed him into the hall. He opened the door and they both stepped out on the porch.
At first they saw nothing, and then a gruff voice drifted to them: “Lie still, ye spalpeen. Ye tould me to come an’ git ye an’, begob, I hov. Quit yer squirmin’ or I’ll bust yer bean wid me club.”
“Bob!” Miss Zapt seized her companion’s arm. She had recognized those stentorian tones: “That’s Officer McGuiness. They—they must be on the roof.”
“Probably.” Sargent went down the porch steps before he lifted his eyes, and then he, too, gasped at what he beheld and his voice came a bit unsteady. “Good Lord, Nellie! Look at that!”
He lifted an arm and pointed to where Danny, treading air very much as a man treads water, was endeavoring to still the struggles of a human figure sprawled out weirdly with its face to the Earth.
Miss Zapt took one glance at the spectacle above her and shrieked: “Bob—they’ll be killed!”
There came the click of the gate and a little man with iron-gray whiskers and a flapping frock-coat came up the walk.
“Ahem,” he said rather dryly, “just what is the meaning of so excitable a statement? Who will be killed, may I ask?”
“Officer McGuiness and—somebody else,” Nellie stammered.
“Eh?” Professor Zapt stared, out of his nearsighted eyes. “Indeed? I fail to perceive any indications of an impending tragedy myself. Where are they?”
“There!” Once more Sargent pointed aloft.
“Huh?” The professor tilted back his head as Bob’s arm rose. “God bless my soul!” he exclaimed and stared through at least fifteen seconds of contemplation before he raised his voice in a question: “Officer McGuiness, exactly how did you get up there?”
Danny may have sensed the presence of those beneath him, but if so he had thus far given no sign. Now, however, he managed to snap the handcuffs on his man, tilted his head and shot a glance at the Earth.
“An’ is ut you, professor?” he replied. “Shure, an’ if it is how I got up here yer askin’ why I walked, though barrin’ th’ fact how I done ut I dunno, except that after this poorch-climbin’ beauty floated offen yer roof when I tould him to come down, I stepped into somethin’ on th’ grass an’ found mesilf endowed wid th’ ability of follerin’ after, belike because of whativer it was I had got on me fate. An’ ‘tis not so much how I got up is troublin’ me now, as how I shall git down wid th’ burd I’ve caught.”
“Remarkable—actually remarkable!” said Professor Xenophon Xerxes Zapt. “Officer, this is most amazing. Let me think—let me think.” He made his way to the porch steps and found himself a seat.
“If I moight be suggestin’, sor, don’t be thinkin’ too long at present.” Danny’s voice came down in the tone of a plaint. “‘Tis tiresome work entirely, this walkin’ on air. ‘Tis not an angel I am as yet, an’ there is nothin’ to sit on at all, at all, an’ th’ steady movement is tirin’ on th’ legs.”
“Then stop it,” said the professor in a manner of impatience: “Keep your feet still and float.” He began pulling at his graying whiskers as though minded to tear them out by the roots. Presently he hopped up, trotted a few steps down the walk, lifted his eyes to the laboratory windows and nodded.
And then he turned to Bob and Nellie. “Did it rain here tonight?”
“It did,” Bob declared.
“Wind—preceding the shower?”
“Lots of it at first.”
“That explains it,” said Xenophon Xerxes Zapt.
“Glad of it—” Bob began.
The professor gave him a glance. “If you will kindly let me finish my remarks. As I told you I would, I prepared a quantity of the Paste Powder the other day and left it when I departed this morning to catch a train. In my haste I forgot to close the windows. The wind blew the powder upon the roof and the rain converted it into the paste and washed some of it off on the lawn—”
“If yer quite done thinkin’, professor, sor,” Officer McGuiness interrupted, “would you moind tellin’ me how to get down?”
“Eh?” Xenophon Zapt jerked up his head to view the patrolman and his captive. “Oh, yes—yes—certainly. That’s simple. You have the substance merely on your feet?”
“Yes, sor.”
“Then hold them up.”
“Hould thim up? Hould thim up where?” Danny’s tones were growing a trifle excited. “If I try houldin’ up my fate, I’ll be losin’ my balance an breakin’ my—”
“Exactly.” Professor Zapt’s voice grew crisp. “Take hold of your prisoner, bend your legs at the knees, so as to elevate the soles of your shoes and let gravity do the rest. Robert—go turn on the hose that we may wash the paste off the officer’s feet when he reaches the ground. He’s all mussed up.” Bob departed, running on his errand. By the time he was back Danny had effected a landing and was kneeling on the grass with his captive stretched out on his back within reach.
Inside five minutes the paste was removed from McGuiness’s feet and he stood erect.
“Shure, an’ ‘tis wonderful stuff, professor,” he began after he had taken a deep breath of relief. “An’ what moight you call th’ same?”
“Zapt’s Repulsive Paste,” said the professor. “It robs anybody placed above it of weight.”
“What do ye think of that now?” Officer Dan exclaimed. “But ‘tis no more than th’ truth yer spakin’. I’ve had an example of its effects myself. Oh, would ye!”
He broke off and sprang, snatching into the air to grip and drag back the form of his prisoner, who in the momentary distraction of conversation had managed to roll himself on his face.
Danny slammed him down none too gently, it must be confessed. “Lie there now, ye human balloon,” he admonished in a growl, “or I’ll make ye more repulsive than any kind of paste ye ever saw. If ye think I’m going to let Spur Heel Eddie slip out of my fingers, once they grip him—”
“Spur Heel Eddie?” Sargent repeated in excitement. “McGuiness is that right?”
“Roight ut is—dead roight, Misther Sargent,” Danny chuckled. “Shure, an’ ‘tis a foine noight’s wuruk. He’s th’ burd we’ve been sort of thinkin’ was behindt all these here burgularies th’ last two weeks, an’—”
“And you caught him trying to burglarize my house.” Professor Zapt’s fingers slipped inside his coat. They came out with something crisp. “Officer, let me express my appreciation of your fidelity to duty.”
“Thank ye, sor.” Danny deftly pocketed the “appreciation” without removing his watchful eye from Eddie. “As I was sayin, McGuiness niver shirks his duty, an’ ‘tis a foine noight’s wuruk.”
“I’ll go in and telephone for the wagon,” suggested Bob.
“Don’t trouble, sor,” said Danny. “Begorra, I’ll be takin’ him in myself.”
Stooping, he rolled Eddie face downward, seized him securely by the slack of the trousers and started to walk with him across the grass.
“Ye’ll notice that wid all this Repulsive Paste smeared on him, if I carry him loike this he hasn’t any weight at all,” he announced from the gate.
“Exactly. You’re a man of intelligence, McGuiness.” Xenophon Xerxes Zapt turned to enter his house. “Good night.”
“Good night, sor,” Officer McGuiness made answer.
“Good night,” Bob echoed with a chuckle as he watched Eddie, literally held fast by the strong arm of the law, born off down the tree-shaded street until he disappeared.
Professor Zapt whirled upon him. “The occasion is not one of levity, Robert,” he remarked in decidedly acid tones.
“No, sir. Merely of levitation,” said Bob.



THE STRANGE CASE OF DR. JEKYLL AND MR. HYDE, by Robert Louis Stevenson
STORY OF THE DOOR
Mr. Utterson the lawyer was a man of a rugged countenance that was never lighted by a smile; cold, scanty and embarrassed in discourse; backward in sentiment; lean, long, dusty, dreary and yet somehow lovable. At friendly meetings, and when the wine was to his taste, something eminently human beaconed from his eye; something indeed which never found its way into his talk, but which spoke not only in these silent symbols of the after-dinner face, but more often and loudly in the acts of his life. He was austere with himself; drank gin when he was alone, to mortify a taste for vintages; and though he enjoyed the theatre, had not crossed the doors of one for twenty years. But he had an approved tolerance for others; sometimes wondering, almost with envy, at the high pressure of spirits involved in their misdeeds; and in any extremity inclined to help rather than to reprove. “I incline to Cain’s heresy,” he used to say quaintly: “I let my brother go to the devil in his own way.” In this character, it was frequently his fortune to be the last reputable acquaintance and the last good influence in the lives of downgoing men. And to such as these, so long as they came about his chambers, he never marked a shade of change in his demeanour.
No doubt the feat was easy to Mr. Utterson; for he was undemonstrative at the best, and even his friendship seemed to be founded in a similar catholicity of good-nature. It is the mark of a modest man to accept his friendly circle ready-made from the hands of opportunity; and that was the lawyer’s way. His friends were those of his own blood or those whom he had known the longest; his affections, like ivy, were the growth of time, they implied no aptness in the object. Hence, no doubt the bond that united him to Mr. Richard Enfield, his distant kinsman, the well-known man about town. It was a nut to crack for many, what these two could see in each other, or what subject they could find in common. It was reported by those who encountered them in their Sunday walks, that they said nothing, looked singularly dull and would hail with obvious relief the appearance of a friend. For all that, the two men put the greatest store by these excursions, counted them the chief jewel of each week, and not only set aside occasions of pleasure, but even resisted the calls of business, that they might enjoy them uninterrupted.
It chanced on one of these rambles that their way led them down a by-street in a busy quarter of London. The street was small and what is called quiet, but it drove a thriving trade on the weekdays. The inhabitants were all doing well, it seemed and all emulously hoping to do better still, and laying out the surplus of their grains in coquetry; so that the shop fronts stood along that thoroughfare with an air of invitation, like rows of smiling saleswomen. Even on Sunday, when it veiled its more florid charms and lay comparatively empty of passage, the street shone out in contrast to its dingy neighbourhood, like a fire in a forest; and with its freshly painted shutters, well-polished brasses, and general cleanliness and gaiety of note, instantly caught and pleased the eye of the passenger.
Two doors from one corner, on the left hand going east the line was broken by the entry of a court; and just at that point a certain sinister block of building thrust forward its gable on the street. It was two storeys high; showed no window, nothing but a door on the lower storey and a blind forehead of discoloured wall on the upper; and bore in every feature, the marks of prolonged and sordid negligence. The door, which was equipped with neither bell nor knocker, was blistered and distained. Tramps slouched into the recess and struck matches on the panels; children kept shop upon the steps; the schoolboy had tried his knife on the mouldings; and for close on a generation, no one had appeared to drive away these random visitors or to repair their ravages.
Mr. Enfield and the lawyer were on the other side of the by-street; but when they came abreast of the entry, the former lifted up his cane and pointed.
“Did you ever remark that door?” he asked; and when his companion had replied in the affirmative. “It is connected in my mind,” added he, “with a very odd story.”
“Indeed?” said Mr. Utterson, with a slight change of voice, “and what was that?”
“Well, it was this way,” returned Mr. Enfield: “I was coming home from some place at the end of the world, about three o’clock of a black winter morning, and my way lay through a part of town where there was literally nothing to be seen but lamps. Street after street and all the folks asleep—street after street, all lighted up as if for a procession and all as empty as a church—till at last I got into that state of mind when a man listens and listens and begins to long for the sight of a policeman. All at once, I saw two figures: one a little man who was stumping along eastward at a good walk, and the other a girl of maybe eight or ten who was running as hard as she was able down a cross street. Well, sir, the two ran into one another naturally enough at the corner; and then came the horrible part of the thing; for the man trampled calmly over the child’s body and left her screaming on the ground. It sounds nothing to hear, but it was hellish to see. It wasn’t like a man; it was like some damned Juggernaut. I gave a few halloa, took to my heels, collared my gentleman, and brought him back to where there was already quite a group about the screaming child. He was perfectly cool and made no resistance, but gave me one look, so ugly that it brought out the sweat on me like running. The people who had turned out were the girl’s own family; and pretty soon, the doctor, for whom she had been sent put in his appearance. Well, the child was not much the worse, more frightened, according to the Sawbones; and there you might have supposed would be an end to it. But there was one curious circumstance. I had taken a loathing to my gentleman at first sight. So had the child’s family, which was only natural. But the doctor’s case was what struck me. He was the usual cut and dry apothecary, of no particular age and colour, with a strong Edinburgh accent and about as emotional as a bagpipe. Well, sir, he was like the rest of us; every time he looked at my prisoner, I saw that Sawbones turn sick and white with desire to kill him. I knew what was in his mind, just as he knew what was in mine; and killing being out of the question, we did the next best. We told the man we could and would make such a scandal out of this as should make his name stink from one end of London to the other. If he had any friends or any credit, we undertook that he should lose them. And all the time, as we were pitching it in red hot, we were keeping the women off him as best we could for they were as wild as harpies. I never saw a circle of such hateful faces; and there was the man in the middle, with a kind of black sneering coolness—frightened too, I could see that—but carrying it off, sir, really like Satan. ‘If you choose to make capital out of this accident,’ said he, ‘I am naturally helpless. No gentleman but wishes to avoid a scene,’ says he. ‘Name your figure.’ Well, we screwed him up to a hundred pounds for the child’s family; he would have clearly liked to stick out; but there was something about the lot of us that meant mischief, and at last he struck. The next thing was to get the money; and where do you think he carried us but to that place with the door?—whipped out a key, went in, and presently came back with the matter of ten pounds in gold and a cheque for the balance on Coutts’s, drawn payable to bearer and signed with a name that I can’t mention, though it’s one of the points of my story, but it was a name at least very well known and often printed. The figure was stiff; but the signature was good for more than that if it was only genuine. I took the liberty of pointing out to my gentleman that the whole business looked apocryphal, and that a man does not, in real life, walk into a cellar door at four in the morning and come out with another man’s cheque for close upon a hundred pounds. But he was quite easy and sneering. ‘Set your mind at rest,’ says he, ‘I will stay with you till the banks open and cash the cheque myself.’ So we all set off, the doctor, and the child’s father, and our friend and myself, and passed the rest of the night in my chambers; and next day, when we had breakfasted, went in a body to the bank. I gave in the cheque myself, and said I had every reason to believe it was a forgery. Not a bit of it. The cheque was genuine.”
“Tut-tut,” said Mr. Utterson.
“I see you feel as I do,” said Mr. Enfield. “Yes, it’s a bad story. For my man was a fellow that nobody could have to do with, a really damnable man; and the person that drew the cheque is the very pink of the proprieties, celebrated too, and (what makes it worse) one of your fellows who do what they call good. Black mail I suppose; an honest man paying through the nose for some of the capers of his youth. Black Mail House is what I call the place with the door, in consequence. Though even that, you know, is far from explaining all,” he added, and with the words fell into a vein of musing.
From this he was recalled by Mr. Utterson asking rather suddenly: “And you don’t know if the drawer of the cheque lives there?”
“A likely place, isn’t it?” returned Mr. Enfield. “But I happen to have noticed his address; he lives in some square or other.”
“And you never asked about the—place with the door?” said Mr. Utterson.
“No, sir: I had a delicacy,” was the reply. “I feel very strongly about putting questions; it partakes too much of the style of the day of judgment. You start a question, and it’s like starting a stone. You sit quietly on the top of a hill; and away the stone goes, starting others; and presently some bland old bird (the last you would have thought of) is knocked on the head in his own back garden and the family have to change their name. No sir, I make it a rule of mine: the more it looks like Queer Street, the less I ask.”
“A very good rule, too,” said the lawyer.
“But I have studied the place for myself,” continued Mr. Enfield. “It seems scarcely a house. There is no other door, and nobody goes in or out of that one but, once in a great while, the gentleman of my adventure. There are three windows looking on the court on the first floor; none below; the windows are always shut but they’re clean. And then there is a chimney which is generally smoking; so somebody must live there. And yet it’s not so sure; for the buildings are so packed together about the court, that it’s hard to say where one ends and another begins.”
The pair walked on again for a while in silence; and then “Enfield,” said Mr. Utterson, “that’s a good rule of yours.”
“Yes, I think it is,” returned Enfield.
“But for all that,” continued the lawyer, “there’s one point I want to ask: I want to ask the name of that man who walked over the child.”
“Well,” said Mr. Enfield, “I can’t see what harm it would do. It was a man of the name of Hyde.”
“Hm,” said Mr. Utterson. “What sort of a man is he to see?”
“He is not easy to describe. There is something wrong with his appearance; something displeasing, something downright detestable. I never saw a man I so disliked, and yet I scarce know why. He must be deformed somewhere; he gives a strong feeling of deformity, although I couldn’t specify the point. He’s an extraordinary looking man, and yet I really can name nothing out of the way. No, sir; I can make no hand of it; I can’t describe him. And it’s not want of memory; for I declare I can see him this moment.”
Mr. Utterson again walked some way in silence and obviously under a weight of consideration. “You are sure he used a key?” he inquired at last.
“My dear sir…” began Enfield, surprised out of himself.
“Yes, I know,” said Utterson; “I know it must seem strange. The fact is, if I do not ask you the name of the other party, it is because I know it already. You see, Richard, your tale has gone home. If you have been inexact in any point you had better correct it.”
“I think you might have warned me,” returned the other with a touch of sullenness. “But I have been pedantically exact, as you call it. The fellow had a key; and what’s more, he has it still. I saw him use it not a week ago.”
Mr. Utterson sighed deeply but said never a word; and the young man presently resumed. “Here is another lesson to say nothing,” said he. “I am ashamed of my long tongue. Let us make a bargain never to refer to this again.”
“With all my heart,” said the lawyer. “I shake hands on that, Richard.”
SEARCH FOR MR. HYDE
That evening Mr. Utterson came home to his bachelor house in sombre spirits and sat down to dinner without relish. It was his custom of a Sunday, when this meal was over, to sit close by the fire, a volume of some dry divinity on his reading desk, until the clock of the neighbouring church rang out the hour of twelve, when he would go soberly and gratefully to bed. On this night however, as soon as the cloth was taken away, he took up a candle and went into his business room. There he opened his safe, took from the most private part of it a document endorsed on the envelope as Dr. Jekyll’s Will and sat down with a clouded brow to study its contents. The will was holograph, for Mr. Utterson though he took charge of it now that it was made, had refused to lend the least assistance in the making of it; it provided not only that, in case of the decease of Henry Jekyll, M.D., D.C.L., L.L.D., F.R.S., etc., all his possessions were to pass into the hands of his “friend and benefactor Edward Hyde,” but that in case of Dr. Jekyll’s “disappearance or unexplained absence for any period exceeding three calendar months,” the said Edward Hyde should step into the said Henry Jekyll’s shoes without further delay and free from any burthen or obligation beyond the payment of a few small sums to the members of the doctor’s household. This document had long been the lawyer’s eyesore. It offended him both as a lawyer and as a lover of the sane and customary sides of life, to whom the fanciful was the immodest. And hitherto it was his ignorance of Mr. Hyde that had swelled his indignation; now, by a sudden turn, it was his knowledge. It was already bad enough when the name was but a name of which he could learn no more. It was worse when it began to be clothed upon with detestable attributes; and out of the shifting, insubstantial mists that had so long baffled his eye, there leaped up the sudden, definite presentment of a fiend.
“I thought it was madness,” he said, as he replaced the obnoxious paper in the safe, “and now I begin to fear it is disgrace.”
With that he blew out his candle, put on a greatcoat, and set forth in the direction of Cavendish Square, that citadel of medicine, where his friend, the great Dr. Lanyon, had his house and received his crowding patients. “If anyone knows, it will be Lanyon,” he had thought.
The solemn butler knew and welcomed him; he was subjected to no stage of delay, but ushered direct from the door to the dining-room where Dr. Lanyon sat alone over his wine. This was a hearty, healthy, dapper, red-faced gentleman, with a shock of hair prematurely white, and a boisterous and decided manner. At sight of Mr. Utterson, he sprang up from his chair and welcomed him with both hands. The geniality, as was the way of the man, was somewhat theatrical to the eye; but it reposed on genuine feeling. For these two were old friends, old mates both at school and college, both thorough respectors of themselves and of each other, and what does not always follow, men who thoroughly enjoyed each other’s company.
After a little rambling talk, the lawyer led up to the subject which so disagreeably preoccupied his mind.
“I suppose, Lanyon,” said he, “you and I must be the two oldest friends that Henry Jekyll has?”
“I wish the friends were younger,” chuckled Dr. Lanyon. “But I suppose we are. And what of that? I see little of him now.”
“Indeed?” said Utterson. “I thought you had a bond of common interest.”
“We had,” was the reply. “But it is more than ten years since Henry Jekyll became too fanciful for me. He began to go wrong, wrong in mind; and though of course I continue to take an interest in him for old sake’s sake, as they say, I see and I have seen devilish little of the man. Such unscientific balderdash,” added the doctor, flushing suddenly purple, “would have estranged Damon and Pythias.”
This little spirit of temper was somewhat of a relief to Mr. Utterson. “They have only differed on some point of science,” he thought; and being a man of no scientific passions (except in the matter of conveyancing), he even added: “It is nothing worse than that!” He gave his friend a few seconds to recover his composure, and then approached the question he had come to put. “Did you ever come across a protege of his—one Hyde?” he asked.
“Hyde?” repeated Lanyon. “No. Never heard of him. Since my time.”
That was the amount of information that the lawyer carried back with him to the great, dark bed on which he tossed to and fro, until the small hours of the morning began to grow large. It was a night of little ease to his toiling mind, toiling in mere darkness and beseiged by questions.
Six o’clock struck on the bells of the church that was so conveniently near to Mr. Utterson’s dwelling, and still he was digging at the problem. Hitherto it had touched him on the intellectual side alone; but now his imagination also was engaged, or rather enslaved; and as he lay and tossed in the gross darkness of the night and the curtained room, Mr. Enfield’s tale went by before his mind in a scroll of lighted pictures. He would be aware of the great field of lamps of a nocturnal city; then of the figure of a man walking swiftly; then of a child running from the doctor’s; and then these met, and that human Juggernaut trod the child down and passed on regardless of her screams. Or else he would see a room in a rich house, where his friend lay asleep, dreaming and smiling at his dreams; and then the door of that room would be opened, the curtains of the bed plucked apart, the sleeper recalled, and lo! there would stand by his side a figure to whom power was given, and even at that dead hour, he must rise and do its bidding. The figure in these two phases haunted the lawyer all night; and if at any time he dozed over, it was but to see it glide more stealthily through sleeping houses, or move the more swiftly and still the more swiftly, even to dizziness, through wider labyrinths of lamplighted city, and at every street corner crush a child and leave her screaming. And still the figure had no face by which he might know it; even in his dreams, it had no face, or one that baffled him and melted before his eyes; and thus it was that there sprang up and grew apace in the lawyer’s mind a singularly strong, almost an inordinate, curiosity to behold the features of the real Mr. Hyde. If he could but once set eyes on him, he thought the mystery would lighten and perhaps roll altogether away, as was the habit of mysterious things when well examined. He might see a reason for his friend’s strange preference or bondage (call it which you please) and even for the startling clause of the will. At least it would be a face worth seeing: the face of a man who was without bowels of mercy: a face which had but to show itself to raise up, in the mind of the unimpressionable Enfield, a spirit of enduring hatred.
From that time forward, Mr. Utterson began to haunt the door in the by-street of shops. In the morning before office hours, at noon when business was plenty, and time scarce, at night under the face of the fogged city moon, by all lights and at all hours of solitude or concourse, the lawyer was to be found on his chosen post.
“If he be Mr. Hyde,” he had thought, “I shall be Mr. Seek.”
And at last his patience was rewarded. It was a fine dry night; frost in the air; the streets as clean as a ballroom floor; the lamps, unshaken by any wind, drawing a regular pattern of light and shadow. By ten o’clock, when the shops were closed the by-street was very solitary and, in spite of the low growl of London from all round, very silent. Small sounds carried far; domestic sounds out of the houses were clearly audible on either side of the roadway; and the rumour of the approach of any passenger preceded him by a long time. Mr. Utterson had been some minutes at his post, when he was aware of an odd light footstep drawing near. In the course of his nightly patrols, he had long grown accustomed to the quaint effect with which the footfalls of a single person, while he is still a great way off, suddenly spring out distinct from the vast hum and clatter of the city. Yet his attention had never before been so sharply and decisively arrested; and it was with a strong, superstitious prevision of success that he withdrew into the entry of the court.
The steps drew swiftly nearer, and swelled out suddenly louder as they turned the end of the street. The lawyer, looking forth from the entry, could soon see what manner of man he had to deal with. He was small and very plainly dressed and the look of him, even at that distance, went somehow strongly against the watcher’s inclination. But he made straight for the door, crossing the roadway to save time; and as he came, he drew a key from his pocket like one approaching home.
Mr. Utterson stepped out and touched him on the shoulder as he passed. “Mr. Hyde, I think?”
Mr. Hyde shrank back with a hissing intake of the breath. But his fear was only momentary; and though he did not look the lawyer in the face, he answered coolly enough: “That is my name. What do you want?”
“I see you are going in,” returned the lawyer. “I am an old friend of Dr. Jekyll’s—Mr. Utterson of Gaunt Street—you must have heard of my name; and meeting you so conveniently, I thought you might admit me.”
“You will not find Dr. Jekyll; he is from home,” replied Mr. Hyde, blowing in the key. And then suddenly, but still without looking up, “How did you know me?” he asked.
“On your side,” said Mr. Utterson “will you do me a favour?”
“With pleasure,” replied the other. “What shall it be?”
“Will you let me see your face?” asked the lawyer.
Mr. Hyde appeared to hesitate, and then, as if upon some sudden reflection, fronted about with an air of defiance; and the pair stared at each other pretty fixedly for a few seconds. “Now I shall know you again,” said Mr. Utterson. “It may be useful.”
“Yes,” returned Mr. Hyde, “It is as well we have met; and apropos, you should have my address.” And he gave a number of a street in Soho.
“Good God!” thought Mr. Utterson, “can he, too, have been thinking of the will?” But he kept his feelings to himself and only grunted in acknowledgment of the address.
“And now,” said the other, “how did you know me?”
“By description,” was the reply.
“Whose description?”
“We have common friends,” said Mr. Utterson.
“Common friends,” echoed Mr. Hyde, a little hoarsely. “Who are they?”
“Jekyll, for instance,” said the lawyer.
“He never told you,” cried Mr. Hyde, with a flush of anger. “I did not think you would have lied.”
“Come,” said Mr. Utterson, “that is not fitting language.”
The other snarled aloud into a savage laugh; and the next moment, with extraordinary quickness, he had unlocked the door and disappeared into the house.
The lawyer stood awhile when Mr. Hyde had left him, the picture of disquietude. Then he began slowly to mount the street, pausing every step or two and putting his hand to his brow like a man in mental perplexity. The problem he was thus debating as he walked, was one of a class that is rarely solved. Mr. Hyde was pale and dwarfish, he gave an impression of deformity without any nameable malformation, he had a displeasing smile, he had borne himself to the lawyer with a sort of murderous mixture of timidity and boldness, and he spoke with a husky, whispering and somewhat broken voice; all these were points against him, but not all of these together could explain the hitherto unknown disgust, loathing and fear with which Mr. Utterson regarded him. “There must be something else,” said the perplexed gentleman. “There is something more, if I could find a name for it. God bless me, the man seems hardly human! Something troglodytic, shall we say? or can it be the old story of Dr. Fell? or is it the mere radiance of a foul soul that thus transpires through, and transfigures, its clay continent? The last, I think; for, O my poor old Harry Jekyll, if ever I read Satan’s signature upon a face, it is on that of your new friend.”
Round the corner from the by-street, there was a square of ancient, handsome houses, now for the most part decayed from their high estate and let in flats and chambers to all sorts and conditions of men; map-engravers, architects, shady lawyers and the agents of obscure enterprises. One house, however, second from the corner, was still occupied entire; and at the door of this, which wore a great air of wealth and comfort, though it was now plunged in darkness except for the fanlight, Mr. Utterson stopped and knocked. A well-dressed, elderly servant opened the door.
“Is Dr. Jekyll at home, Poole?” asked the lawyer.
“I will see, Mr. Utterson,” said Poole, admitting the visitor, as he spoke, into a large, low-roofed, comfortable hall paved with flags, warmed (after the fashion of a country house) by a bright, open fire, and furnished with costly cabinets of oak. “Will you wait here by the fire, sir? or shall I give you a light in the dining-room?”
“Here, thank you,” said the lawyer, and he drew near and leaned on the tall fender. This hall, in which he was now left alone, was a pet fancy of his friend the doctor’s; and Utterson himself was wont to speak of it as the pleasantest room in London. But tonight there was a shudder in his blood; the face of Hyde sat heavy on his memory; he felt (what was rare with him) a nausea and distaste of life; and in the gloom of his spirits, he seemed to read a menace in the flickering of the firelight on the polished cabinets and the uneasy starting of the shadow on the roof. He was ashamed of his relief, when Poole presently returned to announce that Dr. Jekyll was gone out.
“I saw Mr. Hyde go in by the old dissecting room, Poole,” he said. “Is that right, when Dr. Jekyll is from home?”
“Quite right, Mr. Utterson, sir,” replied the servant. “Mr. Hyde has a key.”
“Your master seems to repose a great deal of trust in that young man, Poole,” resumed the other musingly.
“Yes, sir, he does indeed,” said Poole. “We have all orders to obey him.”
“I do not think I ever met Mr. Hyde?” asked Utterson.
“O, dear no, sir. He never dines here,” replied the butler. “Indeed we see very little of him on this side of the house; he mostly comes and goes by the laboratory.”
“Well, good-night, Poole.”
“Good-night, Mr. Utterson.”
And the lawyer set out homeward with a very heavy heart. “Poor Harry Jekyll,” he thought, “my mind misgives me he is in deep waters! He was wild when he was young; a long while ago to be sure; but in the law of God, there is no statute of limitations. Ay, it must be that; the ghost of some old sin, the cancer of some concealed disgrace: punishment coming, PEDE CLAUDO, years after memory has forgotten and self-love condoned the fault.” And the lawyer, scared by the thought, brooded awhile on his own past, groping in all the corners of memory, least by chance some Jack-in-the-Box of an old iniquity should leap to light there. His past was fairly blameless; few men could read the rolls of their life with less apprehension; yet he was humbled to the dust by the many ill things he had done, and raised up again into a sober and fearful gratitude by the many he had come so near to doing yet avoided. And then by a return on his former subject, he conceived a spark of hope. “This Master Hyde, if he were studied,” thought he, “must have secrets of his own; black secrets, by the look of him; secrets compared to which poor Jekyll’s worst would be like sunshine. Things cannot continue as they are. It turns me cold to think of this creature stealing like a thief to Harry’s bedside; poor Harry, what a wakening! And the danger of it; for if this Hyde suspects the existence of the will, he may grow impatient to inherit. Ay, I must put my shoulders to the wheel—if Jekyll will but let me,” he added, “if Jekyll will only let me.” For once more he saw before his mind’s eye, as clear as transparency, the strange clauses of the will.
DR. JEKYLL WAS QUITE AT EASE
A fortnight later, by excellent good fortune, the doctor gave one of his pleasant dinners to some five or six old cronies, all intelligent, reputable men and all judges of good wine; and Mr. Utterson so contrived that he remained behind after the others had departed. This was no new arrangement, but a thing that had befallen many scores of times. Where Utterson was liked, he was liked well. Hosts loved to detain the dry lawyer, when the light-hearted and loose-tongued had already their foot on the threshold; they liked to sit a while in his unobtrusive company, practising for solitude, sobering their minds in the man’s rich silence after the expense and strain of gaiety. To this rule, Dr. Jekyll was no exception; and as he now sat on the opposite side of the fire—a large, well-made, smooth-faced man of fifty, with something of a stylish cast perhaps, but every mark of capacity and kindness—you could see by his looks that he cherished for Mr. Utterson a sincere and warm affection.
“I have been wanting to speak to you, Jekyll,” began the latter. “You know that will of yours?”
A close observer might have gathered that the topic was distasteful; but the doctor carried it off gaily. “My poor Utterson,” said he, “you are unfortunate in such a client. I never saw a man so distressed as you were by my will; unless it were that hide-bound pedant, Lanyon, at what he called my scientific heresies. O, I know he’s a good fellow—you needn’t frown—an excellent fellow, and I always mean to see more of him; but a hide-bound pedant for all that; an ignorant, blatant pedant. I was never more disappointed in any man than Lanyon.”
“You know I never approved of it,” pursued Utterson, ruthlessly disregarding the fresh topic.
“My will? Yes, certainly, I know that,” said the doctor, a trifle sharply. “You have told me so.”
“Well, I tell you so again,” continued the lawyer. “I have been learning something of young Hyde.”
The large handsome face of Dr. Jekyll grew pale to the very lips, and there came a blackness about his eyes. “I do not care to hear more,” said he. “This is a matter I thought we had agreed to drop.”
“What I heard was abominable,” said Utterson.
“It can make no change. You do not understand my position,” returned the doctor, with a certain incoherency of manner. “I am painfully situated, Utterson; my position is a very strange—a very strange one. It is one of those affairs that cannot be mended by talking.”
“Jekyll,” said Utterson, “you know me: I am a man to be trusted. Make a clean breast of this in confidence; and I make no doubt I can get you out of it.”
“My good Utterson,” said the doctor, “this is very good of you, this is downright good of you, and I cannot find words to thank you in. I believe you fully; I would trust you before any man alive, ay, before myself, if I could make the choice; but indeed it isn’t what you fancy; it is not as bad as that; and just to put your good heart at rest, I will tell you one thing: the moment I choose, I can be rid of Mr. Hyde. I give you my hand upon that; and I thank you again and again; and I will just add one little word, Utterson, that I’m sure you’ll take in good part: this is a private matter, and I beg of you to let it sleep.”
Utterson reflected a little, looking in the fire.
“I have no doubt you are perfectly right,” he said at last, getting to his feet.
“Well, but since we have touched upon this business, and for the last time I hope,” continued the doctor, “there is one point I should like you to understand. I have really a very great interest in poor Hyde. I know you have seen him; he told me so; and I fear he was rude. But I do sincerely take a great, a very great interest in that young man; and if I am taken away, Utterson, I wish you to promise me that you will bear with him and get his rights for him. I think you would, if you knew all; and it would be a weight off my mind if you would promise.”
“I can’t pretend that I shall ever like him,” said the lawyer.
“I don’t ask that,” pleaded Jekyll, laying his hand upon the other’s arm; “I only ask for justice; I only ask you to help him for my sake, when I am no longer here.”
Utterson heaved an irrepressible sigh. “Well,” said he, “I promise.”
THE CAREW MURDER CASE
Nearly a year later, in the month of October, 18—, London was startled by a crime of singular ferocity and rendered all the more notable by the high position of the victim. The details were few and startling. A maid servant living alone in a house not far from the river, had gone upstairs to bed about eleven. Although a fog rolled over the city in the small hours, the early part of the night was cloudless, and the lane, which the maid’s window overlooked, was brilliantly lit by the full moon. It seems she was romantically given, for she sat down upon her box, which stood immediately under the window, and fell into a dream of musing. Never (she used to say, with streaming tears, when she narrated that experience), never had she felt more at peace with all men or thought more kindly of the world. And as she so sat she became aware of an aged beautiful gentleman with white hair, drawing near along the lane; and advancing to meet him, another and very small gentleman, to whom at first she paid less attention. When they had come within speech (which was just under the maid’s eyes) the older man bowed and accosted the other with a very pretty manner of politeness. It did not seem as if the subject of his address were of great importance; indeed, from his pointing, it some times appeared as if he were only inquiring his way; but the moon shone on his face as he spoke, and the girl was pleased to watch it, it seemed to breathe such an innocent and old-world kindness of disposition, yet with something high too, as of a well-founded self-content. Presently her eye wandered to the other, and she was surprised to recognise in him a certain Mr. Hyde, who had once visited her master and for whom she had conceived a dislike. He had in his hand a heavy cane, with which he was trifling; but he answered never a word, and seemed to listen with an ill-contained impatience. And then all of a sudden he broke out in a great flame of anger, stamping with his foot, brandishing the cane, and carrying on (as the maid described it) like a madman. The old gentleman took a step back, with the air of one very much surprised and a trifle hurt; and at that Mr. Hyde broke out of all bounds and clubbed him to the earth. And next moment, with ape-like fury, he was trampling his victim under foot and hailing down a storm of blows, under which the bones were audibly shattered and the body jumped upon the roadway. At the horror of these sights and sounds, the maid fainted.
It was two o’clock when she came to herself and called for the police. The murderer was gone long ago; but there lay his victim in the middle of the lane, incredibly mangled. The stick with which the deed had been done, although it was of some rare and very tough and heavy wood, had broken in the middle under the stress of this insensate cruelty; and one splintered half had rolled in the neighbouring gutter—the other, without doubt, had been carried away by the murderer. A purse and gold watch were found upon the victim: but no cards or papers, except a sealed and stamped envelope, which he had been probably carrying to the post, and which bore the name and address of Mr. Utterson.
This was brought to the lawyer the next morning, before he was out of bed; and he had no sooner seen it and been told the circumstances, than he shot out a solemn lip. “I shall say nothing till I have seen the body,” said he; “this may be very serious. Have the kindness to wait while I dress.” And with the same grave countenance he hurried through his breakfast and drove to the police station, whither the body had been carried. As soon as he came into the cell, he nodded.
“Yes,” said he, “I recognise him. I am sorry to say that this is Sir Danvers Carew.”
“Good God, sir,” exclaimed the officer, “is it possible?” And the next moment his eye lighted up with professional ambition. “This will make a deal of noise,” he said. “And perhaps you can help us to the man.” And he briefly narrated what the maid had seen, and showed the broken stick.
Mr. Utterson had already quailed at the name of Hyde; but when the stick was laid before him, he could doubt no longer; broken and battered as it was, he recognized it for one that he had himself presented many years before to Henry Jekyll.
“Is this Mr. Hyde a person of small stature?” he inquired.
“Particularly small and particularly wicked-looking, is what the maid calls him,” said the officer.
Mr. Utterson reflected; and then, raising his head, “If you will come with me in my cab,” he said, “I think I can take you to his house.”
It was by this time about nine in the morning, and the first fog of the season. A great chocolate-coloured pall lowered over heaven, but the wind was continually charging and routing these embattled vapours; so that as the cab crawled from street to street, Mr. Utterson beheld a marvelous number of degrees and hues of twilight; for here it would be dark like the back-end of evening; and there would be a glow of a rich, lurid brown, like the light of some strange conflagration; and here, for a moment, the fog would be quite broken up, and a haggard shaft of daylight would glance in between the swirling wreaths. The dismal quarter of Soho seen under these changing glimpses, with its muddy ways, and slatternly passengers, and its lamps, which had never been extinguished or had been kindled afresh to combat this mournful reinvasion of darkness, seemed, in the lawyer’s eyes, like a district of some city in a nightmare. The thoughts of his mind, besides, were of the gloomiest dye; and when he glanced at the companion of his drive, he was conscious of some touch of that terror of the law and the law’s officers, which may at times assail the most honest.
As the cab drew up before the address indicated, the fog lifted a little and showed him a dingy street, a gin palace, a low French eating house, a shop for the retail of penny numbers and twopenny salads, many ragged children huddled in the doorways, and many women of many different nationalities passing out, key in hand, to have a morning glass; and the next moment the fog settled down again upon that part, as brown as umber, and cut him off from his blackguardly surroundings. This was the home of Henry Jekyll’s favourite; of a man who was heir to a quarter of a million sterling.
An ivory-faced and silvery-haired old woman opened the door. She had an evil face, smoothed by hypocrisy: but her manners were excellent. Yes, she said, this was Mr. Hyde’s, but he was not at home; he had been in that night very late, but he had gone away again in less than an hour; there was nothing strange in that; his habits were very irregular, and he was often absent; for instance, it was nearly two months since she had seen him till yesterday.
“Very well, then, we wish to see his rooms,” said the lawyer; and when the woman began to declare it was impossible, “I had better tell you who this person is,” he added. “This is Inspector Newcomen of Scotland Yard.”
A flash of odious joy appeared upon the woman’s face. “Ah!” said she, “he is in trouble! What has he done?”
Mr. Utterson and the inspector exchanged glances. “He don’t seem a very popular character,” observed the latter. “And now, my good woman, just let me and this gentleman have a look about us.”
In the whole extent of the house, which but for the old woman remained otherwise empty, Mr. Hyde had only used a couple of rooms; but these were furnished with luxury and good taste. A closet was filled with wine; the plate was of silver, the napery elegant; a good picture hung upon the walls, a gift (as Utterson supposed) from Henry Jekyll, who was much of a connoisseur; and the carpets were of many plies and agreeable in colour. At this moment, however, the rooms bore every mark of having been recently and hurriedly ransacked; clothes lay about the floor, with their pockets inside out; lock-fast drawers stood open; and on the hearth there lay a pile of grey ashes, as though many papers had been burned. From these embers the inspector disinterred the butt end of a green cheque book, which had resisted the action of the fire; the other half of the stick was found behind the door; and as this clinched his suspicions, the officer declared himself delighted. A visit to the bank, where several thousand pounds were found to be lying to the murderer’s credit, completed his gratification.
“You may depend upon it, sir,” he told Mr. Utterson: “I have him in my hand. He must have lost his head, or he never would have left the stick or, above all, burned the cheque book. Why, money’s life to the man. We have nothing to do but wait for him at the bank, and get out the handbills.”
This last, however, was not so easy of accomplishment; for Mr. Hyde had numbered few familiars—even the master of the servant maid had only seen him twice; his family could nowhere be traced; he had never been photographed; and the few who could describe him differed widely, as common observers will. Only on one point were they agreed; and that was the haunting sense of unexpressed deformity with which the fugitive impressed his beholders.
INCIDENT OF THE LETTER
It was late in the afternoon, when Mr. Utterson found his way to Dr. Jekyll’s door, where he was at once admitted by Poole, and carried down by the kitchen offices and across a yard which had once been a garden, to the building which was indifferently known as the laboratory or dissecting rooms. The doctor had bought the house from the heirs of a celebrated surgeon; and his own tastes being rather chemical than anatomical, had changed the destination of the block at the bottom of the garden. It was the first time that the lawyer had been received in that part of his friend’s quarters; and he eyed the dingy, windowless structure with curiosity, and gazed round with a distasteful sense of strangeness as he crossed the theatre, once crowded with eager students and now lying gaunt and silent, the tables laden with chemical apparatus, the floor strewn with crates and littered with packing straw, and the light falling dimly through the foggy cupola. At the further end, a flight of stairs mounted to a door covered with red baize; and through this, Mr. Utterson was at last received into the doctor’s cabinet. It was a large room fitted round with glass presses, furnished, among other things, with a cheval-glass and a business table, and looking out upon the court by three dusty windows barred with iron. The fire burned in the grate; a lamp was set lighted on the chimney shelf, for even in the houses the fog began to lie thickly; and there, close up to the warmth, sat Dr. Jekyll, looking deathly sick. He did not rise to meet his visitor, but held out a cold hand and bade him welcome in a changed voice.
“And now,” said Mr. Utterson, as soon as Poole had left them, “you have heard the news?”
The doctor shuddered. “They were crying it in the square,” he said. “I heard them in my dining-room.”
“One word,” said the lawyer. “Carew was my client, but so are you, and I want to know what I am doing. You have not been mad enough to hide this fellow?”
“Utterson, I swear to God,” cried the doctor, “I swear to God I will never set eyes on him again. I bind my honour to you that I am done with him in this world. It is all at an end. And indeed he does not want my help; you do not know him as I do; he is safe, he is quite safe; mark my words, he will never more be heard of.”
The lawyer listened gloomily; he did not like his friend’s feverish manner. “You seem pretty sure of him,” said he; “and for your sake, I hope you may be right. If it came to a trial, your name might appear.”
“I am quite sure of him,” replied Jekyll; “I have grounds for certainty that I cannot share with any one. But there is one thing on which you may advise me. I have—I have received a letter; and I am at a loss whether I should show it to the police. I should like to leave it in your hands, Utterson; you would judge wisely, I am sure; I have so great a trust in you.”
“You fear, I suppose, that it might lead to his detection?” asked the lawyer.
“No,” said the other. “I cannot say that I care what becomes of Hyde; I am quite done with him. I was thinking of my own character, which this hateful business has rather exposed.”
Utterson ruminated awhile; he was surprised at his friend’s selfishness, and yet relieved by it. “Well,” said he, at last, “let me see the letter.”
The letter was written in an odd, upright hand and signed “Edward Hyde”: and it signified, briefly enough, that the writer’s benefactor, Dr. Jekyll, whom he had long so unworthily repaid for a thousand generosities, need labour under no alarm for his safety, as he had means of escape on which he placed a sure dependence. The lawyer liked this letter well enough; it put a better colour on the intimacy than he had looked for; and he blamed himself for some of his past suspicions.
“Have you the envelope?” he asked.
“I burned it,” replied Jekyll, “before I thought what I was about. But it bore no postmark. The note was handed in.”
“Shall I keep this and sleep upon it?” asked Utterson.
“I wish you to judge for me entirely,” was the reply. “I have lost confidence in myself.”
“Well, I shall consider,” returned the lawyer. “And now one word more: it was Hyde who dictated the terms in your will about that disappearance?”
The doctor seemed seized with a qualm of faintness; he shut his mouth tight and nodded.
“I knew it,” said Utterson. “He meant to murder you. You had a fine escape.”
“I have had what is far more to the purpose,” returned the doctor solemnly: “I have had a lesson—O God, Utterson, what a lesson I have had!” And he covered his face for a moment with his hands.
On his way out, the lawyer stopped and had a word or two with Poole. “By the bye,” said he, “there was a letter handed in to-day: what was the messenger like?” But Poole was positive nothing had come except by post; “and only circulars by that,” he added.
This news sent off the visitor with his fears renewed. Plainly the letter had come by the laboratory door; possibly, indeed, it had been written in the cabinet; and if that were so, it must be differently judged, and handled with the more caution. The newsboys, as he went, were crying themselves hoarse along the footways: “Special edition. Shocking murder of an M.P.” That was the funeral oration of one friend and client; and he could not help a certain apprehension lest the good name of another should be sucked down in the eddy of the scandal. It was, at least, a ticklish decision that he had to make; and self-reliant as he was by habit, he began to cherish a longing for advice. It was not to be had directly; but perhaps, he thought, it might be fished for.
Presently after, he sat on one side of his own hearth, with Mr. Guest, his head clerk, upon the other, and midway between, at a nicely calculated distance from the fire, a bottle of a particular old wine that had long dwelt unsunned in the foundations of his house. The fog still slept on the wing above the drowned city, where the lamps glimmered like carbuncles; and through the muffle and smother of these fallen clouds, the procession of the town’s life was still rolling in through the great arteries with a sound as of a mighty wind. But the room was gay with firelight. In the bottle the acids were long ago resolved; the imperial dye had softened with time, as the colour grows richer in stained windows; and the glow of hot autumn afternoons on hillside vineyards, was ready to be set free and to disperse the fogs of London. Insensibly the lawyer melted. There was no man from whom he kept fewer secrets than Mr. Guest; and he was not always sure that he kept as many as he meant. Guest had often been on business to the doctor’s; he knew Poole; he could scarce have failed to hear of Mr. Hyde’s familiarity about the house; he might draw conclusions: was it not as well, then, that he should see a letter which put that mystery to right? and above all since Guest, being a great student and critic of handwriting, would consider the step natural and obliging? The clerk, besides, was a man of counsel; he could scarce read so strange a document without dropping a remark; and by that remark Mr. Utterson might shape his future course.
“This is a sad business about Sir Danvers,” he said.
“Yes, sir, indeed. It has elicited a great deal of public feeling,” returned Guest. “The man, of course, was mad.”
“I should like to hear your views on that,” replied Utterson. “I have a document here in his handwriting; it is between ourselves, for I scarce know what to do about it; it is an ugly business at the best. But there it is; quite in your way: a murderer’s autograph.”
Guest’s eyes brightened, and he sat down at once and studied it with passion. “No sir,” he said: “not mad; but it is an odd hand.”
“And by all accounts a very odd writer,” added the lawyer.
Just then the servant entered with a note.
“Is that from Dr. Jekyll, sir?” inquired the clerk. “I thought I knew the writing. Anything private, Mr. Utterson?”
“Only an invitation to dinner. Why? Do you want to see it?”
“One moment. I thank you, sir;” and the clerk laid the two sheets of paper alongside and sedulously compared their contents. “Thank you, sir,” he said at last, returning both; “it’s a very interesting autograph.”
There was a pause, during which Mr. Utterson struggled with himself. “Why did you compare them, Guest?” he inquired suddenly.
“Well, sir,” returned the clerk, “there’s a rather singular resemblance; the two hands are in many points identical: only differently sloped.”
“Rather quaint,” said Utterson.
“It is, as you say, rather quaint,” returned Guest.
“I wouldn’t speak of this note, you know,” said the master.
“No, sir,” said the clerk. “I understand.”
But no sooner was Mr. Utterson alone that night, than he locked the note into his safe, where it reposed from that time forward. “What!” he thought. “Henry Jekyll forge for a murderer!” And his blood ran cold in his veins.
INCIDENT OF DR. LANYON
Time ran on; thousands of pounds were offered in reward, for the death of Sir Danvers was resented as a public injury; but Mr. Hyde had disappeared out of the ken of the police as though he had never existed. Much of his past was unearthed, indeed, and all disreputable: tales came out of the man’s cruelty, at once so callous and violent; of his vile life, of his strange associates, of the hatred that seemed to have surrounded his career; but of his present whereabouts, not a whisper. From the time he had left the house in Soho on the morning of the murder, he was simply blotted out; and gradually, as time drew on, Mr. Utterson began to recover from the hotness of his alarm, and to grow more at quiet with himself. The death of Sir Danvers was, to his way of thinking, more than paid for by the disappearance of Mr. Hyde. Now that that evil influence had been withdrawn, a new life began for Dr. Jekyll. He came out of his seclusion, renewed relations with his friends, became once more their familiar guest and entertainer; and whilst he had always been known for charities, he was now no less distinguished for religion. He was busy, he was much in the open air, he did good; his face seemed to open and brighten, as if with an inward consciousness of service; and for more than two months, the doctor was at peace.
On the 8th of January Utterson had dined at the doctor’s with a small party; Lanyon had been there; and the face of the host had looked from one to the other as in the old days when the trio were inseparable friends. On the 12th, and again on the 14th, the door was shut against the lawyer. “The doctor was confined to the house,” Poole said, “and saw no one.” On the 15th, he tried again, and was again refused; and having now been used for the last two months to see his friend almost daily, he found this return of solitude to weigh upon his spirits. The fifth night he had in Guest to dine with him; and the sixth he betook himself to Dr. Lanyon’s.
There at least he was not denied admittance; but when he came in, he was shocked at the change which had taken place in the doctor’s appearance. He had his death-warrant written legibly upon his face. The rosy man had grown pale; his flesh had fallen away; he was visibly balder and older; and yet it was not so much these tokens of a swift physical decay that arrested the lawyer’s notice, as a look in the eye and quality of manner that seemed to testify to some deep-seated terror of the mind. It was unlikely that the doctor should fear death; and yet that was what Utterson was tempted to suspect. “Yes,” he thought; “he is a doctor, he must know his own state and that his days are counted; and the knowledge is more than he can bear.” And yet when Utterson remarked on his ill-looks, it was with an air of great firmness that Lanyon declared himself a doomed man.
“I have had a shock,” he said, “and I shall never recover. It is a question of weeks. Well, life has been pleasant; I liked it; yes, sir, I used to like it. I sometimes think if we knew all, we should be more glad to get away.”
“Jekyll is ill, too,” observed Utterson. “Have you seen him?”
But Lanyon’s face changed, and he held up a trembling hand. “I wish to see or hear no more of Dr. Jekyll,” he said in a loud, unsteady voice. “I am quite done with that person; and I beg that you will spare me any allusion to one whom I regard as dead.”
“Tut-tut,” said Mr. Utterson; and then after a considerable pause, “Can’t I do anything?” he inquired. “We are three very old friends, Lanyon; we shall not live to make others.”
“Nothing can be done,” returned Lanyon; “ask himself.”
“He will not see me,” said the lawyer.
“I am not surprised at that,” was the reply. “Some day, Utterson, after I am dead, you may perhaps come to learn the right and wrong of this. I cannot tell you. And in the meantime, if you can sit and talk with me of other things, for God’s sake, stay and do so; but if you cannot keep clear of this accursed topic, then in God’s name, go, for I cannot bear it.”
As soon as he got home, Utterson sat down and wrote to Jekyll, complaining of his exclusion from the house, and asking the cause of this unhappy break with Lanyon; and the next day brought him a long answer, often very pathetically worded, and sometimes darkly mysterious in drift. The quarrel with Lanyon was incurable. “I do not blame our old friend,” Jekyll wrote, “but I share his view that we must never meet. I mean from henceforth to lead a life of extreme seclusion; you must not be surprised, nor must you doubt my friendship, if my door is often shut even to you. You must suffer me to go my own dark way. I have brought on myself a punishment and a danger that I cannot name. If I am the chief of sinners, I am the chief of sufferers also. I could not think that this earth contained a place for sufferings and terrors so unmanning; and you can do but one thing, Utterson, to lighten this destiny, and that is to respect my silence.” Utterson was amazed; the dark influence of Hyde had been withdrawn, the doctor had returned to his old tasks and amities; a week ago, the prospect had smiled with every promise of a cheerful and an honoured age; and now in a moment, friendship, and peace of mind, and the whole tenor of his life were wrecked. So great and unprepared a change pointed to madness; but in view of Lanyon’s manner and words, there must lie for it some deeper ground.
A week afterwards Dr. Lanyon took to his bed, and in something less than a fortnight he was dead. The night after the funeral, at which he had been sadly affected, Utterson locked the door of his business room, and sitting there by the light of a melancholy candle, drew out and set before him an envelope addressed by the hand and sealed with the seal of his dead friend. “PRIVATE: for the hands of G. J. Utterson ALONE, and in case of his predecease to be destroyed unread,” so it was emphatically superscribed; and the lawyer dreaded to behold the contents. “I have buried one friend to-day,” he thought: “what if this should cost me another?” And then he condemned the fear as a disloyalty, and broke the seal. Within there was another enclosure, likewise sealed, and marked upon the cover as “not to be opened till the death or disappearance of Dr. Henry Jekyll.” Utterson could not trust his eyes. Yes, it was disappearance; here again, as in the mad will which he had long ago restored to its author, here again were the idea of a disappearance and the name of Henry Jekyll bracketted. But in the will, that idea had sprung from the sinister suggestion of the man Hyde; it was set there with a purpose all too plain and horrible. Written by the hand of Lanyon, what should it mean? A great curiosity came on the trustee, to disregard the prohibition and dive at once to the bottom of these mysteries; but professional honour and faith to his dead friend were stringent obligations; and the packet slept in the inmost corner of his private safe.
It is one thing to mortify curiosity, another to conquer it; and it may be doubted if, from that day forth, Utterson desired the society of his surviving friend with the same eagerness. He thought of him kindly; but his thoughts were disquieted and fearful. He went to call indeed; but he was perhaps relieved to be denied admittance; perhaps, in his heart, he preferred to speak with Poole upon the doorstep and surrounded by the air and sounds of the open city, rather than to be admitted into that house of voluntary bondage, and to sit and speak with its inscrutable recluse. Poole had, indeed, no very pleasant news to communicate. The doctor, it appeared, now more than ever confined himself to the cabinet over the laboratory, where he would sometimes even sleep; he was out of spirits, he had grown very silent, he did not read; it seemed as if he had something on his mind. Utterson became so used to the unvarying character of these reports, that he fell off little by little in the frequency of his visits.
INCIDENT AT THE WINDOW
It chanced on Sunday, when Mr. Utterson was on his usual walk with Mr. Enfield, that their way lay once again through the by-street; and that when they came in front of the door, both stopped to gaze on it.
“Well,” said Enfield, “that story’s at an end at least. We shall never see more of Mr. Hyde.”
“I hope not,” said Utterson. “Did I ever tell you that I once saw him, and shared your feeling of repulsion?”
“It was impossible to do the one without the other,” returned Enfield. “And by the way, what an ass you must have thought me, not to know that this was a back way to Dr. Jekyll’s! It was partly your own fault that I found it out, even when I did.”
“So you found it out, did you?” said Utterson. “But if that be so, we may step into the court and take a look at the windows. To tell you the truth, I am uneasy about poor Jekyll; and even outside, I feel as if the presence of a friend might do him good.”
The court was very cool and a little damp, and full of premature twilight, although the sky, high up overhead, was still bright with sunset. The middle one of the three windows was half-way open; and sitting close beside it, taking the air with an infinite sadness of mien, like some disconsolate prisoner, Utterson saw Dr. Jekyll.
“What! Jekyll!” he cried. “I trust you are better.”
“I am very low, Utterson,” replied the doctor drearily, “very low. It will not last long, thank God.”
“You stay too much indoors,” said the lawyer. “You should be out, whipping up the circulation like Mr. Enfield and me. (This is my cousin—Mr. Enfield—Dr. Jekyll.) Come now; get your hat and take a quick turn with us.”
“You are very good,” sighed the other. “I should like to very much; but no, no, no, it is quite impossible; I dare not. But indeed, Utterson, I am very glad to see you; this is really a great pleasure; I would ask you and Mr. Enfield up, but the place is really not fit.”
“Why, then,” said the lawyer, good-naturedly, “the best thing we can do is to stay down here and speak with you from where we are.”
“That is just what I was about to venture to propose,” returned the doctor with a smile. But the words were hardly uttered, before the smile was struck out of his face and succeeded by an expression of such abject terror and despair, as froze the very blood of the two gentlemen below. They saw it but for a glimpse for the window was instantly thrust down; but that glimpse had been sufficient, and they turned and left the court without a word. In silence, too, they traversed the by-street; and it was not until they had come into a neighbouring thoroughfare, where even upon a Sunday there were still some stirrings of life, that Mr. Utterson at last turned and looked at his companion. They were both pale; and there was an answering horror in their eyes.
“God forgive us, God forgive us,” said Mr. Utterson.
But Mr. Enfield only nodded his head very seriously, and walked on once more in silence.
THE LAST NIGHT
Mr. Utterson was sitting by his fireside one evening after dinner, when he was surprised to receive a visit from Poole.
“Bless me, Poole, what brings you here?” he cried; and then taking a second look at him, “What ails you?” he added; “is the doctor ill?”
“Mr. Utterson,” said the man, “there is something wrong.”
“Take a seat, and here is a glass of wine for you,” said the lawyer. “Now, take your time, and tell me plainly what you want.”
“You know the doctor’s ways, sir,” replied Poole, “and how he shuts himself up. Well, he’s shut up again in the cabinet; and I don’t like it, sir—I wish I may die if I like it. Mr. Utterson, sir, I’m afraid.”
“Now, my good man,” said the lawyer, “be explicit. What are you afraid of?”
“I’ve been afraid for about a week,” returned Poole, doggedly disregarding the question, “and I can bear it no more.”
The man’s appearance amply bore out his words; his manner was altered for the worse; and except for the moment when he had first announced his terror, he had not once looked the lawyer in the face. Even now, he sat with the glass of wine untasted on his knee, and his eyes directed to a corner of the floor. “I can bear it no more,” he repeated.
“Come,” said the lawyer, “I see you have some good reason, Poole; I see there is something seriously amiss. Try to tell me what it is.”
“I think there’s been foul play,” said Poole, hoarsely.
“Foul play!” cried the lawyer, a good deal frightened and rather inclined to be irritated in consequence. “What foul play! What does the man mean?”
“I daren’t say, sir,” was the answer; “but will you come along with me and see for yourself?”
Mr. Utterson’s only answer was to rise and get his hat and greatcoat; but he observed with wonder the greatness of the relief that appeared upon the butler’s face, and perhaps with no less, that the wine was still untasted when he set it down to follow.
It was a wild, cold, seasonable night of March, with a pale moon, lying on her back as though the wind had tilted her, and flying wrack of the most diaphanous and lawny texture. The wind made talking difficult, and flecked the blood into the face. It seemed to have swept the streets unusually bare of passengers, besides; for Mr. Utterson thought he had never seen that part of London so deserted. He could have wished it otherwise; never in his life had he been conscious of so sharp a wish to see and touch his fellow-creatures; for struggle as he might, there was borne in upon his mind a crushing anticipation of calamity. The square, when they got there, was full of wind and dust, and the thin trees in the garden were lashing themselves along the railing. Poole, who had kept all the way a pace or two ahead, now pulled up in the middle of the pavement, and in spite of the biting weather, took off his hat and mopped his brow with a red pocket-handkerchief. But for all the hurry of his coming, these were not the dews of exertion that he wiped away, but the moisture of some strangling anguish; for his face was white and his voice, when he spoke, harsh and broken.
“Well, sir,” he said, “here we are, and God grant there be nothing wrong.”
“Amen, Poole,” said the lawyer.
Thereupon the servant knocked in a very guarded manner; the door was opened on the chain; and a voice asked from within, “Is that you, Poole?”
“It’s all right,” said Poole. “Open the door.”
The hall, when they entered it, was brightly lighted up; the fire was built high; and about the hearth the whole of the servants, men and women, stood huddled together like a flock of sheep. At the sight of Mr. Utterson, the housemaid broke into hysterical whimpering; and the cook, crying out “Bless God! it’s Mr. Utterson,” ran forward as if to take him in her arms.
“What, what? Are you all here?” said the lawyer peevishly. “Very irregular, very unseemly; your master would be far from pleased.”
“They’re all afraid,” said Poole.
Blank silence followed, no one protesting; only the maid lifted her voice and now wept loudly.
“Hold your tongue!” Poole said to her, with a ferocity of accent that testified to his own jangled nerves; and indeed, when the girl had so suddenly raised the note of her lamentation, they had all started and turned towards the inner door with faces of dreadful expectation. “And now,” continued the butler, addressing the knife-boy, “reach me a candle, and we’ll get this through hands at once.” And then he begged Mr. Utterson to follow him, and led the way to the back garden.
“Now, sir,” said he, “you come as gently as you can. I want you to hear, and I don’t want you to be heard. And see here, sir, if by any chance he was to ask you in, don’t go.”
Mr. Utterson’s nerves, at this unlooked-for termination, gave a jerk that nearly threw him from his balance; but he recollected his courage and followed the butler into the laboratory building through the surgical theatre, with its lumber of crates and bottles, to the foot of the stair. Here Poole motioned him to stand on one side and listen; while he himself, setting down the candle and making a great and obvious call on his resolution, mounted the steps and knocked with a somewhat uncertain hand on the red baize of the cabinet door.
“Mr. Utterson, sir, asking to see you,” he called; and even as he did so, once more violently signed to the lawyer to give ear.
A voice answered from within: “Tell him I cannot see anyone,” it said complainingly.
“Thank you, sir,” said Poole, with a note of something like triumph in his voice; and taking up his candle, he led Mr. Utterson back across the yard and into the great kitchen, where the fire was out and the beetles were leaping on the floor.
“Sir,” he said, looking Mr. Utterson in the eyes, “Was that my master’s voice?”
“It seems much changed,” replied the lawyer, very pale, but giving look for look.
“Changed? Well, yes, I think so,” said the butler. “Have I been twenty years in this man’s house, to be deceived about his voice? No, sir; master’s made away with; he was made away with eight days ago, when we heard him cry out upon the name of God; and who’s in there instead of him, and why it stays there, is a thing that cries to Heaven, Mr. Utterson!”
“This is a very strange tale, Poole; this is rather a wild tale my man,” said Mr. Utterson, biting his finger. “Suppose it were as you suppose, supposing Dr. Jekyll to have been—well, murdered what could induce the murderer to stay? That won’t hold water; it doesn’t commend itself to reason.”
“Well, Mr. Utterson, you are a hard man to satisfy, but I’ll do it yet,” said Poole. “All this last week (you must know) him, or it, whatever it is that lives in that cabinet, has been crying night and day for some sort of medicine and cannot get it to his mind. It was sometimes his way—the master’s, that is—to write his orders on a sheet of paper and throw it on the stair. We’ve had nothing else this week back; nothing but papers, and a closed door, and the very meals left there to be smuggled in when nobody was looking. Well, sir, every day, ay, and twice and thrice in the same day, there have been orders and complaints, and I have been sent flying to all the wholesale chemists in town. Every time I brought the stuff back, there would be another paper telling me to return it, because it was not pure, and another order to a different firm. This drug is wanted bitter bad, sir, whatever for.”
“Have you any of these papers?” asked Mr. Utterson.
Poole felt in his pocket and handed out a crumpled note, which the lawyer, bending nearer to the candle, carefully examined. Its contents ran thus: “Dr. Jekyll presents his compliments to Messrs. Maw. He assures them that their last sample is impure and quite useless for his present purpose. In the year 18—, Dr. J. purchased a somewhat large quantity from Messrs. M. He now begs them to search with most sedulous care, and should any of the same quality be left, forward it to him at once. Expense is no consideration. The importance of this to Dr. J. can hardly be exaggerated.” So far the letter had run composedly enough, but here with a sudden splutter of the pen, the writer’s emotion had broken loose. “For God’s sake,” he added, “find me some of the old.”
“This is a strange note,” said Mr. Utterson; and then sharply, “How do you come to have it open?”
“The man at Maw’s was main angry, sir, and he threw it back to me like so much dirt,” returned Poole.
“This is unquestionably the doctor’s hand, do you know?” resumed the lawyer.
“I thought it looked like it,” said the servant rather sulkily; and then, with another voice, “But what matters hand of write?” he said. “I’ve seen him!”
“Seen him?” repeated Mr. Utterson. “Well?”
“That’s it!” said Poole. “It was this way. I came suddenly into the theatre from the garden. It seems he had slipped out to look for this drug or whatever it is; for the cabinet door was open, and there he was at the far end of the room digging among the crates. He looked up when I came in, gave a kind of cry, and whipped upstairs into the cabinet. It was but for one minute that I saw him, but the hair stood upon my head like quills. Sir, if that was my master, why had he a mask upon his face? If it was my master, why did he cry out like a rat, and run from me? I have served him long enough. And then…” The man paused and passed his hand over his face.
“These are all very strange circumstances,” said Mr. Utterson, “but I think I begin to see daylight. Your master, Poole, is plainly seized with one of those maladies that both torture and deform the sufferer; hence, for aught I know, the alteration of his voice; hence the mask and the avoidance of his friends; hence his eagerness to find this drug, by means of which the poor soul retains some hope of ultimate recovery—God grant that he be not deceived! There is my explanation; it is sad enough, Poole, ay, and appalling to consider; but it is plain and natural, hangs well together, and delivers us from all exorbitant alarms.”
“Sir,” said the butler, turning to a sort of mottled pallor, “that thing was not my master, and there’s the truth. My master”—here he looked round him and began to whisper—“is a tall, fine build of a man, and this was more of a dwarf.” Utterson attempted to protest. “O, sir,” cried Poole, “do you think I do not know my master after twenty years? Do you think I do not know where his head comes to in the cabinet door, where I saw him every morning of my life? No, sir, that thing in the mask was never Dr. Jekyll—God knows what it was, but it was never Dr. Jekyll; and it is the belief of my heart that there was murder done.”
“Poole,” replied the lawyer, “if you say that, it will become my duty to make certain. Much as I desire to spare your master’s feelings, much as I am puzzled by this note which seems to prove him to be still alive, I shall consider it my duty to break in that door.”
“Ah, Mr. Utterson, that’s talking!” cried the butler.
“And now comes the second question,” resumed Utterson: “Who is going to do it?”
“Why, you and me, sir,” was the undaunted reply.
“That’s very well said,” returned the lawyer; “and whatever comes of it, I shall make it my business to see you are no loser.”
“There is an axe in the theatre,” continued Poole; “and you might take the kitchen poker for yourself.”
The lawyer took that rude but weighty instrument into his hand, and balanced it. “Do you know, Poole,” he said, looking up, “that you and I are about to place ourselves in a position of some peril?”
“You may say so, sir, indeed,” returned the butler.
“It is well, then that we should be frank,” said the other. “We both think more than we have said; let us make a clean breast. This masked figure that you saw, did you recognise it?”
“Well, sir, it went so quick, and the creature was so doubled up, that I could hardly swear to that,” was the answer. “But if you mean, was it Mr. Hyde?—why, yes, I think it was! You see, it was much of the same bigness; and it had the same quick, light way with it; and then who else could have got in by the laboratory door? You have not forgot, sir, that at the time of the murder he had still the key with him? But that’s not all. I don’t know, Mr. Utterson, if you ever met this Mr. Hyde?”
“Yes,” said the lawyer, “I once spoke with him.”
“Then you must know as well as the rest of us that there was something queer about that gentleman—something that gave a man a turn—I don’t know rightly how to say it, sir, beyond this: that you felt in your marrow kind of cold and thin.”
“I own I felt something of what you describe,” said Mr. Utterson.
“Quite so, sir,” returned Poole. “Well, when that masked thing like a monkey jumped from among the chemicals and whipped into the cabinet, it went down my spine like ice. O, I know it’s not evidence, Mr. Utterson; I’m book-learned enough for that; but a man has his feelings, and I give you my bible-word it was Mr. Hyde!”
“Ay, ay,” said the lawyer. “My fears incline to the same point. Evil, I fear, founded—evil was sure to come—of that connection. Ay truly, I believe you; I believe poor Harry is killed; and I believe his murderer (for what purpose, God alone can tell) is still lurking in his victim’s room. Well, let our name be vengeance. Call Bradshaw.”
The footman came at the summons, very white and nervous.
“Put yourself together, Bradshaw,” said the lawyer. “This suspense, I know, is telling upon all of you; but it is now our intention to make an end of it. Poole, here, and I are going to force our way into the cabinet. If all is well, my shoulders are broad enough to bear the blame. Meanwhile, lest anything should really be amiss, or any malefactor seek to escape by the back, you and the boy must go round the corner with a pair of good sticks and take your post at the laboratory door. We give you ten minutes, to get to your stations.”
As Bradshaw left, the lawyer looked at his watch. “And now, Poole, let us get to ours,” he said; and taking the poker under his arm, led the way into the yard. The scud had banked over the moon, and it was now quite dark. The wind, which only broke in puffs and draughts into that deep well of building, tossed the light of the candle to and fro about their steps, until they came into the shelter of the theatre, where they sat down silently to wait. London hummed solemnly all around; but nearer at hand, the stillness was only broken by the sounds of a footfall moving to and fro along the cabinet floor.
“So it will walk all day, sir,” whispered Poole; “ay, and the better part of the night. Only when a new sample comes from the chemist, there’s a bit of a break. Ah, it’s an ill conscience that’s such an enemy to rest! Ah, sir, there’s blood foully shed in every step of it! But hark again, a little closer—put your heart in your ears, Mr. Utterson, and tell me, is that the doctor’s foot?”
The steps fell lightly and oddly, with a certain swing, for all they went so slowly; it was different indeed from the heavy creaking tread of Henry Jekyll. Utterson sighed. “Is there never anything else?” he asked.
Poole nodded. “Once,” he said. “Once I heard it weeping!”
“Weeping? how that?” said the lawyer, conscious of a sudden chill of horror.
“Weeping like a woman or a lost soul,” said the butler. “I came away with that upon my heart, that I could have wept too.”
But now the ten minutes drew to an end. Poole disinterred the axe from under a stack of packing straw; the candle was set upon the nearest table to light them to the attack; and they drew near with bated breath to where that patient foot was still going up and down, up and down, in the quiet of the night. “Jekyll,” cried Utterson, with a loud voice, “I demand to see you.” He paused a moment, but there came no reply. “I give you fair warning, our suspicions are aroused, and I must and shall see you,” he resumed; “if not by fair means, then by foul—if not of your consent, then by brute force!”
“Utterson,” said the voice, “for God’s sake, have mercy!”
“Ah, that’s not Jekyll’s voice—it’s Hyde’s!” cried Utterson. “Down with the door, Poole!”
Poole swung the axe over his shoulder; the blow shook the building, and the red baize door leaped against the lock and hinges. A dismal screech, as of mere animal terror, rang from the cabinet. Up went the axe again, and again the panels crashed and the frame bounded; four times the blow fell; but the wood was tough and the fittings were of excellent workmanship; and it was not until the fifth, that the lock burst and the wreck of the door fell inwards on the carpet.
The besiegers, appalled by their own riot and the stillness that had succeeded, stood back a little and peered in. There lay the cabinet before their eyes in the quiet lamplight, a good fire glowing and chattering on the hearth, the kettle singing its thin strain, a drawer or two open, papers neatly set forth on the business table, and nearer the fire, the things laid out for tea; the quietest room, you would have said, and, but for the glazed presses full of chemicals, the most commonplace that night in London.
Right in the middle there lay the body of a man sorely contorted and still twitching. They drew near on tiptoe, turned it on its back and beheld the face of Edward Hyde. He was dressed in clothes far too large for him, clothes of the doctor’s bigness; the cords of his face still moved with a semblance of life, but life was quite gone: and by the crushed phial in the hand and the strong smell of kernels that hung upon the air, Utterson knew that he was looking on the body of a self-destroyer.
“We have come too late,” he said sternly, “whether to save or punish. Hyde is gone to his account; and it only remains for us to find the body of your master.”
The far greater proportion of the building was occupied by the theatre, which filled almost the whole ground storey and was lighted from above, and by the cabinet, which formed an upper story at one end and looked upon the court. A corridor joined the theatre to the door on the by-street; and with this the cabinet communicated separately by a second flight of stairs. There were besides a few dark closets and a spacious cellar. All these they now thoroughly examined. Each closet needed but a glance, for all were empty, and all, by the dust that fell from their doors, had stood long unopened. The cellar, indeed, was filled with crazy lumber, mostly dating from the times of the surgeon who was Jekyll’s predecessor; but even as they opened the door they were advertised of the uselessness of further search, by the fall of a perfect mat of cobweb which had for years sealed up the entrance. No where was there any trace of Henry Jekyll dead or alive.
Poole stamped on the flags of the corridor. “He must be buried here,” he said, hearkening to the sound.
“Or he may have fled,” said Utterson, and he turned to examine the door in the by-street. It was locked; and lying near by on the flags, they found the key, already stained with rust.
“This does not look like use,” observed the lawyer.
“Use!” echoed Poole. “Do you not see, sir, it is broken? much as if a man had stamped on it.”
“Ay,” continued Utterson, “and the fractures, too, are rusty.” The two men looked at each other with a scare. “This is beyond me, Poole,” said the lawyer. “Let us go back to the cabinet.”
They mounted the stair in silence, and still with an occasional awestruck glance at the dead body, proceeded more thoroughly to examine the contents of the cabinet. At one table, there were traces of chemical work, various measured heaps of some white salt being laid on glass saucers, as though for an experiment in which the unhappy man had been prevented.
“That is the same drug that I was always bringing him,” said Poole; and even as he spoke, the kettle with a startling noise boiled over.
This brought them to the fireside, where the easy-chair was drawn cosily up, and the tea things stood ready to the sitter’s elbow, the very sugar in the cup. There were several books on a shelf; one lay beside the tea things open, and Utterson was amazed to find it a copy of a pious work, for which Jekyll had several times expressed a great esteem, annotated, in his own hand with startling blasphemies.
Next, in the course of their review of the chamber, the searchers came to the cheval-glass, into whose depths they looked with an involuntary horror. But it was so turned as to show them nothing but the rosy glow playing on the roof, the fire sparkling in a hundred repetitions along the glazed front of the presses, and their own pale and fearful countenances stooping to look in.
“This glass has seen some strange things, sir,” whispered Poole.
“And surely none stranger than itself,” echoed the lawyer in the same tones. “For what did Jekyll”—he caught himself up at the word with a start, and then conquering the weakness—“what could Jekyll want with it?” he said.
“You may say that!” said Poole.
Next they turned to the business table. On the desk, among the neat array of papers, a large envelope was uppermost, and bore, in the doctor’s hand, the name of Mr. Utterson. The lawyer unsealed it, and several enclosures fell to the floor. The first was a will, drawn in the same eccentric terms as the one which he had returned six months before, to serve as a testament in case of death and as a deed of gift in case of disappearance; but in place of the name of Edward Hyde, the lawyer, with indescribable amazement read the name of Gabriel John Utterson. He looked at Poole, and then back at the paper, and last of all at the dead malefactor stretched upon the carpet.
“My head goes round,” he said. “He has been all these days in possession; he had no cause to like me; he must have raged to see himself displaced; and he has not destroyed this document.”
He caught up the next paper; it was a brief note in the doctor’s hand and dated at the top. “O Poole!” the lawyer cried, “he was alive and here this day. He cannot have been disposed of in so short a space; he must be still alive, he must have fled! And then, why fled? and how? and in that case, can we venture to declare this suicide? O, we must be careful. I foresee that we may yet involve your master in some dire catastrophe.”
“Why don’t you read it, sir?” asked Poole.
“Because I fear,” replied the lawyer solemnly. “God grant I have no cause for it!” And with that he brought the paper to his eyes and read as follows:
“My dear Utterson,—When this shall fall into your hands, I shall have disappeared, under what circumstances I have not the penetration to foresee, but my instinct and all the circumstances of my nameless situation tell me that the end is sure and must be early. Go then, and first read the narrative which Lanyon warned me he was to place in your hands; and if you care to hear more, turn to the confession of
“Your unworthy and unhappy friend,
“HENRY JEKYLL.”
“There was a third enclosure?” asked Utterson.
“Here, sir,” said Poole, and gave into his hands a considerable packet sealed in several places.
The lawyer put it in his pocket. “I would say nothing of this paper. If your master has fled or is dead, we may at least save his credit. It is now ten; I must go home and read these documents in quiet; but I shall be back before midnight, when we shall send for the police.”
They went out, locking the door of the theatre behind them; and Utterson, once more leaving the servants gathered about the fire in the hall, trudged back to his office to read the two narratives in which this mystery was now to be explained.
DR. LANYON’S NARRATIVE
On the ninth of January, now four days ago, I received by the evening delivery a registered envelope, addressed in the hand of my colleague and old school companion, Henry Jekyll. I was a good deal surprised by this; for we were by no means in the habit of correspondence; I had seen the man, dined with him, indeed, the night before; and I could imagine nothing in our intercourse that should justify formality of registration. The contents increased my wonder; for this is how the letter ran:
“10th December, 18—.
“Dear Lanyon,—You are one of my oldest friends; and although we may have differed at times on scientific questions, I cannot remember, at least on my side, any break in our affection. There was never a day when, if you had said to me, ‘Jekyll, my life, my honour, my reason, depend upon you,’ I would not have sacrificed my left hand to help you. Lanyon my life, my honour, my reason, are all at your mercy; if you fail me tonight, I am lost. You might suppose, after this preface, that I am going to ask you for something dishonourable to grant. Judge for yourself.
“I want you to postpone all other engagements for tonight—ay, even if you were summoned to the bedside of an emperor; to take a cab, unless your carriage should be actually at the door; and with this letter in your hand for consultation, to drive straight to my house. Poole, my butler, has his orders; you will find him waiting your arrival with a locksmith. The door of my cabinet is then to be forced: and you are to go in alone; to open the glazed press (letter E) on the left hand, breaking the lock if it be shut; and to draw out, with all its contents as they stand, the fourth drawer from the top or (which is the same thing) the third from the bottom. In my extreme distress of mind, I have a morbid fear of misdirecting you; but even if I am in error, you may know the right drawer by its contents: some powders, a phial and a paper book. This drawer I beg of you to carry back with you to Cavendish Square exactly as it stands.
“That is the first part of the service: now for the second. You should be back, if you set out at once on the receipt of this, long before midnight; but I will leave you that amount of margin, not only in the fear of one of those obstacles that can neither be prevented nor foreseen, but because an hour when your servants are in bed is to be preferred for what will then remain to do. At midnight, then, I have to ask you to be alone in your consulting room, to admit with your own hand into the house a man who will present himself in my name, and to place in his hands the drawer that you will have brought with you from my cabinet. Then you will have played your part and earned my gratitude completely. Five minutes afterwards, if you insist upon an explanation, you will have understood that these arrangements are of capital importance; and that by the neglect of one of them, fantastic as they must appear, you might have charged your conscience with my death or the shipwreck of my reason.
“Confident as I am that you will not trifle with this appeal, my heart sinks and my hand trembles at the bare thought of such a possibility. Think of me at this hour, in a strange place, labouring under a blackness of distress that no fancy can exaggerate, and yet well aware that, if you will but punctually serve me, my troubles will roll away like a story that is told. Serve me, my dear Lanyon and save
“Your friend,
“H.J.
“P.S.—I had already sealed this up when a fresh terror struck upon my soul. It is possible that the post-office may fail me, and this letter not come into your hands until to-morrow morning. In that case, dear Lanyon, do my errand when it shall be most convenient for you in the course of the day; and once more expect my messenger at midnight. It may then already be too late; and if that night passes without event, you will know that you have seen the last of Henry Jekyll.”
Upon the reading of this letter, I made sure my colleague was insane; but till that was proved beyond the possibility of doubt, I felt bound to do as he requested. The less I understood of this farrago, the less I was in a position to judge of its importance; and an appeal so worded could not be set aside without a grave responsibility. I rose accordingly from table, got into a hansom, and drove straight to Jekyll’s house. The butler was awaiting my arrival; he had received by the same post as mine a registered letter of instruction, and had sent at once for a locksmith and a carpenter. The tradesmen came while we were yet speaking; and we moved in a body to old Dr. Denman’s surgical theatre, from which (as you are doubtless aware) Jekyll’s private cabinet is most conveniently entered. The door was very strong, the lock excellent; the carpenter avowed he would have great trouble and have to do much damage, if force were to be used; and the locksmith was near despair. But this last was a handy fellow, and after two hour’s work, the door stood open. The press marked E was unlocked; and I took out the drawer, had it filled up with straw and tied in a sheet, and returned with it to Cavendish Square.
Here I proceeded to examine its contents. The powders were neatly enough made up, but not with the nicety of the dispensing chemist; so that it was plain they were of Jekyll’s private manufacture: and when I opened one of the wrappers I found what seemed to me a simple crystalline salt of a white colour. The phial, to which I next turned my attention, might have been about half full of a blood-red liquor, which was highly pungent to the sense of smell and seemed to me to contain phosphorus and some volatile ether. At the other ingredients I could make no guess. The book was an ordinary version book and contained little but a series of dates. These covered a period of many years, but I observed that the entries ceased nearly a year ago and quite abruptly. Here and there a brief remark was appended to a date, usually no more than a single word: “double” occurring perhaps six times in a total of several hundred entries; and once very early in the list and followed by several marks of exclamation, “total failure!!!” All this, though it whetted my curiosity, told me little that was definite. Here were a phial of some salt, and the record of a series of experiments that had led (like too many of Jekyll’s investigations) to no end of practical usefulness. How could the presence of these articles in my house affect either the honour, the sanity, or the life of my flighty colleague? If his messenger could go to one place, why could he not go to another? And even granting some impediment, why was this gentleman to be received by me in secret? The more I reflected the more convinced I grew that I was dealing with a case of cerebral disease; and though I dismissed my servants to bed, I loaded an old revolver, that I might be found in some posture of self-defence.
Twelve o’clock had scarce rung out over London, ere the knocker sounded very gently on the door. I went myself at the summons, and found a small man crouching against the pillars of the portico.
“Are you come from Dr. Jekyll?” I asked.
He told me “yes” by a constrained gesture; and when I had bidden him enter, he did not obey me without a searching backward glance into the darkness of the square. There was a policeman not far off, advancing with his bull’s eye open; and at the sight, I thought my visitor started and made greater haste.
These particulars struck me, I confess, disagreeably; and as I followed him into the bright light of the consulting room, I kept my hand ready on my weapon. Here, at last, I had a chance of clearly seeing him. I had never set eyes on him before, so much was certain. He was small, as I have said; I was struck besides with the shocking expression of his face, with his remarkable combination of great muscular activity and great apparent debility of constitution, and—last but not least—with the odd, subjective disturbance caused by his neighbourhood. This bore some resemblance to incipient rigour, and was accompanied by a marked sinking of the pulse. At the time, I set it down to some idiosyncratic, personal distaste, and merely wondered at the acuteness of the symptoms; but I have since had reason to believe the cause to lie much deeper in the nature of man, and to turn on some nobler hinge than the principle of hatred.
This person (who had thus, from the first moment of his entrance, struck in me what I can only describe as a disgustful curiosity) was dressed in a fashion that would have made an ordinary person laughable; his clothes, that is to say, although they were of rich and sober fabric, were enormously too large for him in every measurement—the trousers hanging on his legs and rolled up to keep them from the ground, the waist of the coat below his haunches, and the collar sprawling wide upon his shoulders. Strange to relate, this ludicrous accoutrement was far from moving me to laughter. Rather, as there was something abnormal and misbegotten in the very essence of the creature that now faced me—something seizing, surprising and revolting—this fresh disparity seemed but to fit in with and to reinforce it; so that to my interest in the man’s nature and character, there was added a curiosity as to his origin, his life, his fortune and status in the world.
These observations, though they have taken so great a space to be set down in, were yet the work of a few seconds. My visitor was, indeed, on fire with sombre excitement.
“Have you got it?” he cried. “Have you got it?” And so lively was his impatience that he even laid his hand upon my arm and sought to shake me.
I put him back, conscious at his touch of a certain icy pang along my blood. “Come, sir,” said I. “You forget that I have not yet the pleasure of your acquaintance. Be seated, if you please.” And I showed him an example, and sat down myself in my customary seat and with as fair an imitation of my ordinary manner to a patient, as the lateness of the hour, the nature of my preoccupations, and the horror I had of my visitor, would suffer me to muster.
“I beg your pardon, Dr. Lanyon,” he replied civilly enough. “What you say is very well founded; and my impatience has shown its heels to my politeness. I come here at the instance of your colleague, Dr. Henry Jekyll, on a piece of business of some moment; and I understood…” He paused and put his hand to his throat, and I could see, in spite of his collected manner, that he was wrestling against the approaches of the hysteria—“I understood, a drawer…”
But here I took pity on my visitor’s suspense, and some perhaps on my own growing curiosity.
“There it is, sir,” said I, pointing to the drawer, where it lay on the floor behind a table and still covered with the sheet.
He sprang to it, and then paused, and laid his hand upon his heart: I could hear his teeth grate with the convulsive action of his jaws; and his face was so ghastly to see that I grew alarmed both for his life and reason.
“Compose yourself,” said I.
He turned a dreadful smile to me, and as if with the decision of despair, plucked away the sheet. At sight of the contents, he uttered one loud sob of such immense relief that I sat petrified. And the next moment, in a voice that was already fairly well under control, “Have you a graduated glass?” he asked.
I rose from my place with something of an effort and gave him what he asked.
He thanked me with a smiling nod, measured out a few minims of the red tincture and added one of the powders. The mixture, which was at first of a reddish hue, began, in proportion as the crystals melted, to brighten in colour, to effervesce audibly, and to throw off small fumes of vapour. Suddenly and at the same moment, the ebullition ceased and the compound changed to a dark purple, which faded again more slowly to a watery green. My visitor, who had watched these metamorphoses with a keen eye, smiled, set down the glass upon the table, and then turned and looked upon me with an air of scrutiny.
“And now,” said he, “to settle what remains. Will you be wise? will you be guided? will you suffer me to take this glass in my hand and to go forth from your house without further parley? or has the greed of curiosity too much command of you? Think before you answer, for it shall be done as you decide. As you decide, you shall be left as you were before, and neither richer nor wiser, unless the sense of service rendered to a man in mortal distress may be counted as a kind of riches of the soul. Or, if you shall so prefer to choose, a new province of knowledge and new avenues to fame and power shall be laid open to you, here, in this room, upon the instant; and your sight shall be blasted by a prodigy to stagger the unbelief of Satan.”
“Sir,” said I, affecting a coolness that I was far from truly possessing, “you speak enigmas, and you will perhaps not wonder that I hear you with no very strong impression of belief. But I have gone too far in the way of inexplicable services to pause before I see the end.”
“It is well,” replied my visitor. “Lanyon, you remember your vows: what follows is under the seal of our profession. And now, you who have so long been bound to the most narrow and material views, you who have denied the virtue of transcendental medicine, you who have derided your superiors—behold!”
He put the glass to his lips and drank at one gulp. A cry followed; he reeled, staggered, clutched at the table and held on, staring with injected eyes, gasping with open mouth; and as I looked there came, I thought, a change—he seemed to swell—his face became suddenly black and the features seemed to melt and alter—and the next moment, I had sprung to my feet and leaped back against the wall, my arms raised to shield me from that prodigy, my mind submerged in terror.
“O God!” I screamed, and “O God!” again and again; for there before my eyes—pale and shaken, and half fainting, and groping before him with his hands, like a man restored from death—there stood Henry Jekyll!
What he told me in the next hour, I cannot bring my mind to set on paper. I saw what I saw, I heard what I heard, and my soul sickened at it; and yet now when that sight has faded from my eyes, I ask myself if I believe it, and I cannot answer. My life is shaken to its roots; sleep has left me; the deadliest terror sits by me at all hours of the day and night; and I feel that my days are numbered, and that I must die; and yet I shall die incredulous. As for the moral turpitude that man unveiled to me, even with tears of penitence, I can not, even in memory, dwell on it without a start of horror. I will say but one thing, Utterson, and that (if you can bring your mind to credit it) will be more than enough. The creature who crept into my house that night was, on Jekyll’s own confession, known by the name of Hyde and hunted for in every corner of the land as the murderer of Carew.
HASTIE LANYON
HENRY JEKYLL’S FULL STATEMENT OF THE CASE
I was born in the year 18— to a large fortune, endowed besides with excellent parts, inclined by nature to industry, fond of the respect of the wise and good among my fellowmen, and thus, as might have been supposed, with every guarantee of an honourable and distinguished future. And indeed the worst of my faults was a certain impatient gaiety of disposition, such as has made the happiness of many, but such as I found it hard to reconcile with my imperious desire to carry my head high, and wear a more than commonly grave countenance before the public. Hence it came about that I concealed my pleasures; and that when I reached years of reflection, and began to look round me and take stock of my progress and position in the world, I stood already committed to a profound duplicity of me. Many a man would have even blazoned such irregularities as I was guilty of; but from the high views that I had set before me, I regarded and hid them with an almost morbid sense of shame. It was thus rather the exacting nature of my aspirations than any particular degradation in my faults, that made me what I was, and, with even a deeper trench than in the majority of men, severed in me those provinces of good and ill which divide and compound man’s dual nature. In this case, I was driven to reflect deeply and inveterately on that hard law of life, which lies at the root of religion and is one of the most plentiful springs of distress. Though so profound a double-dealer, I was in no sense a hypocrite; both sides of me were in dead earnest; I was no more myself when I laid aside restraint and plunged in shame, than when I laboured, in the eye of day, at the furtherance of knowledge or the relief of sorrow and suffering. And it chanced that the direction of my scientific studies, which led wholly towards the mystic and the transcendental, reacted and shed a strong light on this consciousness of the perennial war among my members. With every day, and from both sides of my intelligence, the moral and the intellectual, I thus drew steadily nearer to that truth, by whose partial discovery I have been doomed to such a dreadful shipwreck: that man is not truly one, but truly two. I say two, because the state of my own knowledge does not pass beyond that point. Others will follow, others will outstrip me on the same lines; and I hazard the guess that man will be ultimately known for a mere polity of multifarious, incongruous and independent denizens. I, for my part, from the nature of my life, advanced infallibly in one direction and in one direction only. It was on the moral side, and in my own person, that I learned to recognise the thorough and primitive duality of man; I saw that, of the two natures that contended in the field of my consciousness, even if I could rightly be said to be either, it was only because I was radically both; and from an early date, even before the course of my scientific discoveries had begun to suggest the most naked possibility of such a miracle, I had learned to dwell with pleasure, as a beloved daydream, on the thought of the separation of these elements. If each, I told myself, could be housed in separate identities, life would be relieved of all that was unbearable; the unjust might go his way, delivered from the aspirations and remorse of his more upright twin; and the just could walk steadfastly and securely on his upward path, doing the good things in which he found his pleasure, and no longer exposed to disgrace and penitence by the hands of this extraneous evil. It was the curse of mankind that these incongruous faggots were thus bound together—that in the agonised womb of consciousness, these polar twins should be continuously struggling. How, then were they dissociated?
I was so far in my reflections when, as I have said, a side light began to shine upon the subject from the laboratory table. I began to perceive more deeply than it has ever yet been stated, the trembling immateriality, the mistlike transience, of this seemingly so solid body in which we walk attired. Certain agents I found to have the power to shake and pluck back that fleshly vestment, even as a wind might toss the curtains of a pavilion. For two good reasons, I will not enter deeply into this scientific branch of my confession. First, because I have been made to learn that the doom and burthen of our life is bound for ever on man’s shoulders, and when the attempt is made to cast it off, it but returns upon us with more unfamiliar and more awful pressure. Second, because, as my narrative will make, alas! too evident, my discoveries were incomplete. Enough then, that I not only recognised my natural body from the mere aura and effulgence of certain of the powers that made up my spirit, but managed to compound a drug by which these powers should be dethroned from their supremacy, and a second form and countenance substituted, none the less natural to me because they were the expression, and bore the stamp of lower elements in my soul.
I hesitated long before I put this theory to the test of practice. I knew well that I risked death; for any drug that so potently controlled and shook the very fortress of identity, might, by the least scruple of an overdose or at the least inopportunity in the moment of exhibition, utterly blot out that immaterial tabernacle which I looked to it to change. But the temptation of a discovery so singular and profound at last overcame the suggestions of alarm. I had long since prepared my tincture; I purchased at once, from a firm of wholesale chemists, a large quantity of a particular salt which I knew, from my experiments, to be the last ingredient required; and late one accursed night, I compounded the elements, watched them boil and smoke together in the glass, and when the ebullition had subsided, with a strong glow of courage, drank off the potion.
The most racking pangs succeeded: a grinding in the bones, deadly nausea, and a horror of the spirit that cannot be exceeded at the hour of birth or death. Then these agonies began swiftly to subside, and I came to myself as if out of a great sickness. There was something strange in my sensations, something indescribably new and, from its very novelty, incredibly sweet. I felt younger, lighter, happier in body; within I was conscious of a heady recklessness, a current of disordered sensual images running like a millrace in my fancy, a solution of the bonds of obligation, an unknown but not an innocent freedom of the soul. I knew myself, at the first breath of this new life, to be more wicked, tenfold more wicked, sold a slave to my original evil; and the thought, in that moment, braced and delighted me like wine. I stretched out my hands, exulting in the freshness of these sensations; and in the act, I was suddenly aware that I had lost in stature.
There was no mirror, at that date, in my room; that which stands beside me as I write, was brought there later on and for the very purpose of these transformations. The night however, was far gone into the morning—the morning, black as it was, was nearly ripe for the conception of the day—the inmates of my house were locked in the most rigorous hours of slumber; and I determined, flushed as I was with hope and triumph, to venture in my new shape as far as to my bedroom. I crossed the yard, wherein the constellations looked down upon me, I could have thought, with wonder, the first creature of that sort that their unsleeping vigilance had yet disclosed to them; I stole through the corridors, a stranger in my own house; and coming to my room, I saw for the first time the appearance of Edward Hyde.
I must here speak by theory alone, saying not that which I know, but that which I suppose to be most probable. The evil side of my nature, to which I had now transferred the stamping efficacy, was less robust and less developed than the good which I had just deposed. Again, in the course of my life, which had been, after all, nine tenths a life of effort, virtue and control, it had been much less exercised and much less exhausted. And hence, as I think, it came about that Edward Hyde was so much smaller, slighter and younger than Henry Jekyll. Even as good shone upon the countenance of the one, evil was written broadly and plainly on the face of the other. Evil besides (which I must still believe to be the lethal side of man) had left on that body an imprint of deformity and decay. And yet when I looked upon that ugly idol in the glass, I was conscious of no repugnance, rather of a leap of welcome. This, too, was myself. It seemed natural and human. In my eyes it bore a livelier image of the spirit, it seemed more express and single, than the imperfect and divided countenance I had been hitherto accustomed to call mine. And in so far I was doubtless right. I have observed that when I wore the semblance of Edward Hyde, none could come near to me at first without a visible misgiving of the flesh. This, as I take it, was because all human beings, as we meet them, are commingled out of good and evil: and Edward Hyde, alone in the ranks of mankind, was pure evil.
I lingered but a moment at the mirror: the second and conclusive experiment had yet to be attempted; it yet remained to be seen if I had lost my identity beyond redemption and must flee before daylight from a house that was no longer mine; and hurrying back to my cabinet, I once more prepared and drank the cup, once more suffered the pangs of dissolution, and came to myself once more with the character, the stature and the face of Henry Jekyll.
That night I had come to the fatal cross-roads. Had I approached my discovery in a more noble spirit, had I risked the experiment while under the empire of generous or pious aspirations, all must have been otherwise, and from these agonies of death and birth, I had come forth an angel instead of a fiend. The drug had no discriminating action; it was neither diabolical nor divine; it but shook the doors of the prisonhouse of my disposition; and like the captives of Philippi, that which stood within ran forth. At that time my virtue slumbered; my evil, kept awake by ambition, was alert and swift to seize the occasion; and the thing that was projected was Edward Hyde. Hence, although I had now two characters as well as two appearances, one was wholly evil, and the other was still the old Henry Jekyll, that incongruous compound of whose reformation and improvement I had already learned to despair. The movement was thus wholly toward the worse.
Even at that time, I had not conquered my aversions to the dryness of a life of study. I would still be merrily disposed at times; and as my pleasures were (to say the least) undignified, and I was not only well known and highly considered, but growing towards the elderly man, this incoherency of my life was daily growing more unwelcome. It was on this side that my new power tempted me until I fell in slavery. I had but to drink the cup, to doff at once the body of the noted professor, and to assume, like a thick cloak, that of Edward Hyde. I smiled at the notion; it seemed to me at the time to be humourous; and I made my preparations with the most studious care. I took and furnished that house in Soho, to which Hyde was tracked by the police; and engaged as a housekeeper a creature whom I knew well to be silent and unscrupulous. On the other side, I announced to my servants that a Mr. Hyde (whom I described) was to have full liberty and power about my house in the square; and to parry mishaps, I even called and made myself a familiar object, in my second character. I next drew up that will to which you so much objected; so that if anything befell me in the person of Dr. Jekyll, I could enter on that of Edward Hyde without pecuniary loss. And thus fortified, as I supposed, on every side, I began to profit by the strange immunities of my position.
Men have before hired bravos to transact their crimes, while their own person and reputation sat under shelter. I was the first that ever did so for his pleasures. I was the first that could plod in the public eye with a load of genial respectability, and in a moment, like a schoolboy, strip off these lendings and spring headlong into the sea of liberty. But for me, in my impenetrable mantle, the safety was complete. Think of it—I did not even exist! Let me but escape into my laboratory door, give me but a second or two to mix and swallow the draught that I had always standing ready; and whatever he had done, Edward Hyde would pass away like the stain of breath upon a mirror; and there in his stead, quietly at home, trimming the midnight lamp in his study, a man who could afford to laugh at suspicion, would be Henry Jekyll.
The pleasures which I made haste to seek in my disguise were, as I have said, undignified; I would scarce use a harder term. But in the hands of Edward Hyde, they soon began to turn toward the monstrous. When I would come back from these excursions, I was often plunged into a kind of wonder at my vicarious depravity. This familiar that I called out of my own soul, and sent forth alone to do his good pleasure, was a being inherently malign and villainous; his every act and thought centered on self; drinking pleasure with bestial avidity from any degree of torture to another; relentless like a man of stone. Henry Jekyll stood at times aghast before the acts of Edward Hyde; but the situation was apart from ordinary laws, and insidiously relaxed the grasp of conscience. It was Hyde, after all, and Hyde alone, that was guilty. Jekyll was no worse; he woke again to his good qualities seemingly unimpaired; he would even make haste, where it was possible, to undo the evil done by Hyde. And thus his conscience slumbered.
Into the details of the infamy at which I thus connived (for even now I can scarce grant that I committed it) I have no design of entering; I mean but to point out the warnings and the successive steps with which my chastisement approached. I met with one accident which, as it brought on no consequence, I shall no more than mention. An act of cruelty to a child aroused against me the anger of a passer-by, whom I recognised the other day in the person of your kinsman; the doctor and the child’s family joined him; there were moments when I feared for my life; and at last, in order to pacify their too just resentment, Edward Hyde had to bring them to the door, and pay them in a cheque drawn in the name of Henry Jekyll. But this danger was easily eliminated from the future, by opening an account at another bank in the name of Edward Hyde himself; and when, by sloping my own hand backward, I had supplied my double with a signature, I thought I sat beyond the reach of fate.
Some two months before the murder of Sir Danvers, I had been out for one of my adventures, had returned at a late hour, and woke the next day in bed with somewhat odd sensations. It was in vain I looked about me; in vain I saw the decent furniture and tall proportions of my room in the square; in vain that I recognised the pattern of the bed curtains and the design of the mahogany frame; something still kept insisting that I was not where I was, that I had not wakened where I seemed to be, but in the little room in Soho where I was accustomed to sleep in the body of Edward Hyde. I smiled to myself, and in my psychological way, began lazily to inquire into the elements of this illusion, occasionally, even as I did so, dropping back into a comfortable morning doze. I was still so engaged when, in one of my more wakeful moments, my eyes fell upon my hand. Now the hand of Henry Jekyll (as you have often remarked) was professional in shape and size: it was large, firm, white and comely. But the hand which I now saw, clearly enough, in the yellow light of a mid-London morning, lying half shut on the bedclothes, was lean, corder, knuckly, of a dusky pallor and thickly shaded with a swart growth of hair. It was the hand of Edward Hyde.
I must have stared upon it for near half a minute, sunk as I was in the mere stupidity of wonder, before terror woke up in my breast as sudden and startling as the crash of cymbals; and bounding from my bed I rushed to the mirror. At the sight that met my eyes, my blood was changed into something exquisitely thin and icy. Yes, I had gone to bed Henry Jekyll, I had awakened Edward Hyde. How was this to be explained? I asked myself; and then, with another bound of terror—how was it to be remedied? It was well on in the morning; the servants were up; all my drugs were in the cabinet—a long journey down two pairs of stairs, through the back passage, across the open court and through the anatomical theatre, from where I was then standing horror-struck. It might indeed be possible to cover my face; but of what use was that, when I was unable to conceal the alteration in my stature? And then with an overpowering sweetness of relief, it came back upon my mind that the servants were already used to the coming and going of my second self. I had soon dressed, as well as I was able, in clothes of my own size: had soon passed through the house, where Bradshaw stared and drew back at seeing Mr. Hyde at such an hour and in such a strange array; and ten minutes later, Dr. Jekyll had returned to his own shape and was sitting down, with a darkened brow, to make a feint of breakfasting.
Small indeed was my appetite. This inexplicable incident, this reversal of my previous experience, seemed, like the Babylonian finger on the wall, to be spelling out the letters of my judgment; and I began to reflect more seriously than ever before on the issues and possibilities of my double existence. That part of me which I had the power of projecting, had lately been much exercised and nourished; it had seemed to me of late as though the body of Edward Hyde had grown in stature, as though (when I wore that form) I were conscious of a more generous tide of blood; and I began to spy a danger that, if this were much prolonged, the balance of my nature might be permanently overthrown, the power of voluntary change be forfeited, and the character of Edward Hyde become irrevocably mine. The power of the drug had not been always equally displayed. Once, very early in my career, it had totally failed me; since then I had been obliged on more than one occasion to double, and once, with infinite risk of death, to treble the amount; and these rare uncertainties had cast hitherto the sole shadow on my contentment. Now, however, and in the light of that morning’s accident, I was led to remark that whereas, in the beginning, the difficulty had been to throw off the body of Jekyll, it had of late gradually but decidedly transferred itself to the other side. All things therefore seemed to point to this; that I was slowly losing hold of my original and better self, and becoming slowly incorporated with my second and worse.
Between these two, I now felt I had to choose. My two natures had memory in common, but all other faculties were most unequally shared between them. Jekyll (who was composite) now with the most sensitive apprehensions, now with a greedy gusto, projected and shared in the pleasures and adventures of Hyde; but Hyde was indifferent to Jekyll, or but remembered him as the mountain bandit remembers the cavern in which he conceals himself from pursuit. Jekyll had more than a father’s interest; Hyde had more than a son’s indifference. To cast in my lot with Jekyll, was to die to those appetites which I had long secretly indulged and had of late begun to pamper. To cast it in with Hyde, was to die to a thousand interests and aspirations, and to become, at a blow and forever, despised and friendless. The bargain might appear unequal; but there was still another consideration in the scales; for while Jekyll would suffer smartingly in the fires of abstinence, Hyde would be not even conscious of all that he had lost. Strange as my circumstances were, the terms of this debate are as old and commonplace as man; much the same inducements and alarms cast the die for any tempted and trembling sinner; and it fell out with me, as it falls with so vast a majority of my fellows, that I chose the better part and was found wanting in the strength to keep to it.
Yes, I preferred the elderly and discontented doctor, surrounded by friends and cherishing honest hopes; and bade a resolute farewell to the liberty, the comparative youth, the light step, leaping impulses and secret pleasures, that I had enjoyed in the disguise of Hyde. I made this choice perhaps with some unconscious reservation, for I neither gave up the house in Soho, nor destroyed the clothes of Edward Hyde, which still lay ready in my cabinet. For two months, however, I was true to my determination; for two months, I led a life of such severity as I had never before attained to, and enjoyed the compensations of an approving conscience. But time began at last to obliterate the freshness of my alarm; the praises of conscience began to grow into a thing of course; I began to be tortured with throes and longings, as of Hyde struggling after freedom; and at last, in an hour of moral weakness, I once again compounded and swallowed the transforming draught.
I do not suppose that, when a drunkard reasons with himself upon his vice, he is once out of five hundred times affected by the dangers that he runs through his brutish, physical insensibility; neither had I, long as I had considered my position, made enough allowance for the complete moral insensibility and insensate readiness to evil, which were the leading characters of Edward Hyde. Yet it was by these that I was punished. My devil had been long caged, he came out roaring. I was conscious, even when I took the draught, of a more unbridled, a more furious propensity to ill. It must have been this, I suppose, that stirred in my soul that tempest of impatience with which I listened to the civilities of my unhappy victim; I declare, at least, before God, no man morally sane could have been guilty of that crime upon so pitiful a provocation; and that I struck in no more reasonable spirit than that in which a sick child may break a plaything. But I had voluntarily stripped myself of all those balancing instincts by which even the worst of us continues to walk with some degree of steadiness among temptations; and in my case, to be tempted, however slightly, was to fall.
Instantly the spirit of hell awoke in me and raged. With a transport of glee, I mauled the unresisting body, tasting delight from every blow; and it was not till weariness had begun to succeed, that I was suddenly, in the top fit of my delirium, struck through the heart by a cold thrill of terror. A mist dispersed; I saw my life to be forfeit; and fled from the scene of these excesses, at once glorying and trembling, my lust of evil gratified and stimulated, my love of life screwed to the topmost peg. I ran to the house in Soho, and (to make assurance doubly sure) destroyed my papers; thence I set out through the lamplit streets, in the same divided ecstasy of mind, gloating on my crime, light-headedly devising others in the future, and yet still hastening and still hearkening in my wake for the steps of the avenger. Hyde had a song upon his lips as he compounded the draught, and as he drank it, pledged the dead man. The pangs of transformation had not done tearing him, before Henry Jekyll, with streaming tears of gratitude and remorse, had fallen upon his knees and lifted his clasped hands to God. The veil of self-indulgence was rent from head to foot. I saw my life as a whole: I followed it up from the days of childhood, when I had walked with my father’s hand, and through the self-denying toils of my professional life, to arrive again and again, with the same sense of unreality, at the damned horrors of the evening. I could have screamed aloud; I sought with tears and prayers to smother down the crowd of hideous images and sounds with which my memory swarmed against me; and still, between the petitions, the ugly face of my iniquity stared into my soul. As the acuteness of this remorse began to die away, it was succeeded by a sense of joy. The problem of my conduct was solved. Hyde was thenceforth impossible; whether I would or not, I was now confined to the better part of my existence; and O, how I rejoiced to think of it! with what willing humility I embraced anew the restrictions of natural life! with what sincere renunciation I locked the door by which I had so often gone and come, and ground the key under my heel!




The next day, came the news that the murder had not been overlooked, that the guilt of Hyde was patent to the world, and that the victim was a man high in public estimation. It was not only a crime, it had been a tragic folly. I think I was glad to know it; I think I was glad to have my better impulses thus buttressed and guarded by the terrors of the scaffold. Jekyll was now my city of refuge; let but Hyde peep out an instant, and the hands of all men would be raised to take and slay him.
I resolved in my future conduct to redeem the past; and I can say with honesty that my resolve was fruitful of some good. You know yourself how earnestly, in the last months of the last year, I laboured to relieve suffering; you know that much was done for others, and that the days passed quietly, almost happily for myself. Nor can I truly say that I wearied of this beneficent and innocent life; I think instead that I daily enjoyed it more completely; but I was still cursed with my duality of purpose; and as the first edge of my penitence wore off, the lower side of me, so long indulged, so recently chained down, began to growl for licence. Not that I dreamed of resuscitating Hyde; the bare idea of that would startle me to frenzy: no, it was in my own person that I was once more tempted to trifle with my conscience; and it was as an ordinary secret sinner that I at last fell before the assaults of temptation.
There comes an end to all things; the most capacious measure is filled at last; and this brief condescension to my evil finally destroyed the balance of my soul. And yet I was not alarmed; the fall seemed natural, like a return to the old days before I had made my discovery. It was a fine, clear, January day, wet under foot where the frost had melted, but cloudless overhead; and the Regent’s Park was full of winter chirrupings and sweet with spring odours. I sat in the sun on a bench; the animal within me licking the chops of memory; the spiritual side a little drowsed, promising subsequent penitence, but not yet moved to begin. After all, I reflected, I was like my neighbours; and then I smiled, comparing myself with other men, comparing my active good-will with the lazy cruelty of their neglect. And at the very moment of that vainglorious thought, a qualm came over me, a horrid nausea and the most deadly shuddering. These passed away, and left me faint; and then as in its turn faintness subsided, I began to be aware of a change in the temper of my thoughts, a greater boldness, a contempt of danger, a solution of the bonds of obligation. I looked down; my clothes hung formlessly on my shrunken limbs; the hand that lay on my knee was corded and hairy. I was once more Edward Hyde. A moment before I had been safe of all men’s respect, wealthy, beloved—the cloth laying for me in the dining-room at home; and now I was the common quarry of mankind, hunted, houseless, a known murderer, thrall to the gallows.
My reason wavered, but it did not fail me utterly. I have more than once observed that in my second character, my faculties seemed sharpened to a point and my spirits more tensely elastic; thus it came about that, where Jekyll perhaps might have succumbed, Hyde rose to the importance of the moment. My drugs were in one of the presses of my cabinet; how was I to reach them? That was the problem that (crushing my temples in my hands) I set myself to solve. The laboratory door I had closed. If I sought to enter by the house, my own servants would consign me to the gallows. I saw I must employ another hand, and thought of Lanyon. How was he to be reached? how persuaded? Supposing that I escaped capture in the streets, how was I to make my way into his presence? and how should I, an unknown and displeasing visitor, prevail on the famous physician to rifle the study of his colleague, Dr. Jekyll? Then I remembered that of my original character, one part remained to me: I could write my own hand; and once I had conceived that kindling spark, the way that I must follow became lighted up from end to end.
Thereupon, I arranged my clothes as best I could, and summoning a passing hansom, drove to an hotel in Portland Street, the name of which I chanced to remember. At my appearance (which was indeed comical enough, however tragic a fate these garments covered) the driver could not conceal his mirth. I gnashed my teeth upon him with a gust of devilish fury; and the smile withered from his face—happily for him—yet more happily for myself, for in another instant I had certainly dragged him from his perch. At the inn, as I entered, I looked about me with so black a countenance as made the attendants tremble; not a look did they exchange in my presence; but obsequiously took my orders, led me to a private room, and brought me wherewithal to write. Hyde in danger of his life was a creature new to me; shaken with inordinate anger, strung to the pitch of murder, lusting to inflict pain. Yet the creature was astute; mastered his fury with a great effort of the will; composed his two important letters, one to Lanyon and one to Poole; and that he might receive actual evidence of their being posted, sent them out with directions that they should be registered. Thenceforward, he sat all day over the fire in the private room, gnawing his nails; there he dined, sitting alone with his fears, the waiter visibly quailing before his eye; and thence, when the night was fully come, he set forth in the corner of a closed cab, and was driven to and fro about the streets of the city. He, I say—I cannot say, I. That child of Hell had nothing human; nothing lived in him but fear and hatred. And when at last, thinking the driver had begun to grow suspicious, he discharged the cab and ventured on foot, attired in his misfitting clothes, an object marked out for observation, into the midst of the nocturnal passengers, these two base passions raged within him like a tempest. He walked fast, hunted by his fears, chattering to himself, skulking through the less frequented thoroughfares, counting the minutes that still divided him from midnight. Once a woman spoke to him, offering, I think, a box of lights. He smote her in the face, and she fled.
When I came to myself at Lanyon’s, the horror of my old friend perhaps affected me somewhat: I do not know; it was at least but a drop in the sea to the abhorrence with which I looked back upon these hours. A change had come over me. It was no longer the fear of the gallows, it was the horror of being Hyde that racked me. I received Lanyon’s condemnation partly in a dream; it was partly in a dream that I came home to my own house and got into bed. I slept after the prostration of the day, with a stringent and profound slumber which not even the nightmares that wrung me could avail to break. I awoke in the morning shaken, weakened, but refreshed. I still hated and feared the thought of the brute that slept within me, and I had not of course forgotten the appalling dangers of the day before; but I was once more at home, in my own house and close to my drugs; and gratitude for my escape shone so strong in my soul that it almost rivalled the brightness of hope.
I was stepping leisurely across the court after breakfast, drinking the chill of the air with pleasure, when I was seized again with those indescribable sensations that heralded the change; and I had but the time to gain the shelter of my cabinet, before I was once again raging and freezing with the passions of Hyde. It took on this occasion a double dose to recall me to myself; and alas! six hours after, as I sat looking sadly in the fire, the pangs returned, and the drug had to be re-administered. In short, from that day forth it seemed only by a great effort as of gymnastics, and only under the immediate stimulation of the drug, that I was able to wear the countenance of Jekyll. At all hours of the day and night, I would be taken with the premonitory shudder; above all, if I slept, or even dozed for a moment in my chair, it was always as Hyde that I awakened. Under the strain of this continually impending doom and by the sleeplessness to which I now condemned myself, ay, even beyond what I had thought possible to man, I became, in my own person, a creature eaten up and emptied by fever, languidly weak both in body and mind, and solely occupied by one thought: the horror of my other self. But when I slept, or when the virtue of the medicine wore off, I would leap almost without transition (for the pangs of transformation grew daily less marked) into the possession of a fancy brimming with images of terror, a soul boiling with causeless hatreds, and a body that seemed not strong enough to contain the raging energies of life. The powers of Hyde seemed to have grown with the sickliness of Jekyll. And certainly the hate that now divided them was equal on each side. With Jekyll, it was a thing of vital instinct. He had now seen the full deformity of that creature that shared with him some of the phenomena of consciousness, and was co-heir with him to death: and beyond these links of community, which in themselves made the most poignant part of his distress, he thought of Hyde, for all his energy of life, as of something not only hellish but inorganic. This was the shocking thing; that the slime of the pit seemed to utter cries and voices; that the amorphous dust gesticulated and sinned; that what was dead, and had no shape, should usurp the offices of life. And this again, that that insurgent horror was knit to him closer than a wife, closer than an eye; lay caged in his flesh, where he heard it mutter and felt it struggle to be born; and at every hour of weakness, and in the confidence of slumber, prevailed against him, and deposed him out of life. The hatred of Hyde for Jekyll was of a different order. His terror of the gallows drove him continually to commit temporary suicide, and return to his subordinate station of a part instead of a person; but he loathed the necessity, he loathed the despondency into which Jekyll was now fallen, and he resented the dislike with which he was himself regarded. Hence the ape-like tricks that he would play me, scrawling in my own hand blasphemies on the pages of my books, burning the letters and destroying the portrait of my father; and indeed, had it not been for his fear of death, he would long ago have ruined himself in order to involve me in the ruin. But his love of me is wonderful; I go further: I, who sicken and freeze at the mere thought of him, when I recall the abjection and passion of this attachment, and when I know how he fears my power to cut him off by suicide, I find it in my heart to pity him.
It is useless, and the time awfully fails me, to prolong this description; no one has ever suffered such torments, let that suffice; and yet even to these, habit brought—no, not alleviation—but a certain callousness of soul, a certain acquiescence of despair; and my punishment might have gone on for years, but for the last calamity which has now fallen, and which has finally severed me from my own face and nature. My provision of the salt, which had never been renewed since the date of the first experiment, began to run low. I sent out for a fresh supply and mixed the draught; the ebullition followed, and the first change of colour, not the second; I drank it and it was without efficiency. You will learn from Poole how I have had London ransacked; it was in vain; and I am now persuaded that my first supply was impure, and that it was that unknown impurity which lent efficacy to the draught.
About a week has passed, and I am now finishing this statement under the influence of the last of the old powders. This, then, is the last time, short of a miracle, that Henry Jekyll can think his own thoughts or see his own face (now how sadly altered!) in the glass. Nor must I delay too long to bring my writing to an end; for if my narrative has hitherto escaped destruction, it has been by a combination of great prudence and great good luck. Should the throes of change take me in the act of writing it, Hyde will tear it in pieces; but if some time shall have elapsed after I have laid it by, his wonderful selfishness and circumscription to the moment will probably save it once again from the action of his ape-like spite. And indeed the doom that is closing on us both has already changed and crushed him. Half an hour from now, when I shall again and forever reindue that hated personality, I know how I shall sit shuddering and weeping in my chair, or continue, with the most strained and fearstruck ecstasy of listening, to pace up and down this room (my last earthly refuge) and give ear to every sound of menace. Will Hyde die upon the scaffold? or will he find courage to release himself at the last moment? God knows; I am careless; this is my true hour of death, and what is to follow concerns another than myself. Here then, as I lay down the pen and proceed to seal up my confession, I bring the life of that unhappy Henry Jekyll to an end.



THE MAN WHO STOPPED THE EARTH, by Henry J. Kostkos
Solemnly the three grey-bearded old men filed through the door into the dim interior of the laboratory. The grim lines on their faces did not relax as they gathered around the amazing combination of coils, wires, motors, tanks and tubes that filled the large room in studied disorder. The bluish glow from a mercury vapor lamp illuminated the meter dials on the dull black switchboard and cast a weird tint over the wrinkled faces of the three scientists. A musty odor, that might have come from a newly opened tomb, hung like a blanket of death over the scene.
As his stooped frame bent low over the galvanometer of the electron gun Markrum said: “There is much danger, Rizzurt, in performing the Great Experiment.”
The man he addressed pushed his long hawklike features close to Markrum’s face. His eyes were alive with a thousand pinpoints of fire and his sallow skin reddened into an angry flush.
“Did I not tell you that not a single inhabitant of the Earth will be harmed? Must I repeat the test over and over again to convince you? Wirrtel has no childish doubts, why should you have any?” Wirrtel looked sidelong at Markrum, his white beard sweeping across his chest.
“Rizzurt is right. I have no doubts. But to convince yourself, make your own tests.”
Markrum dropped his head in resignation. With a heavy heart he started the small high-tension generators which lit up the tubes of the atom isolagraph. There was a silvery tinkle of broken glass as his nervous old hand knocked over a small flask, then taking a grip on himself he dexterously made a series of adjustments.
Then he straightened up and shuffled towards the control board, the nails in his shoes scraping audibly over the titles of the laboratory floor. Rapidly he threw a switch in and out and swiftly read the oscillating needle on the galvanometer dial. Each reading he entered in a scrawly hand on a pad of paper, while his two colleagues watched with glaring impatience.
Finally Markrum was satisfied. He sat down at a bench, and lost himself in intricate calculations. The two waited but said nothing. Then Markrum glanced up; his voice was harshly discordant:
“I have repeated your experiment, Rizzurt. Much of your wave atomic theory I am in perfect agreement with. But there is a serious error in your atom equation. The complex quantity psi that you interpret as…”
“Enough of your insults, Markrum. How dare you make me out as an incompetent dabbler? I am the great scientist Kirkland Rizzurt; take care how you speak to me,” he bellowed, his beard bristling as he thrust his chin pugnaciously towards the other. Then with a toss of his head he added defiantly. “The Great Experiment will take place at once! I have locked the door; you cannot get out.” Rizzurt stood upright under the mercury vapor lamp, his face sinister with a fanatic light. Then like one pronouncing a sentence of doom he shouted above the banging of the shutter as the night wind outside whistled under the eaves of the frame building. A flash of lightning foretold the coming of a storm and distant thunder rumbled menacingly above the tearing of the wind.
“There must be no further delay. The time for the Great Experiment has come. I WILL NOW STOP THE EARTH!”
Markrum’s rheumatic old frame shivered as if he were cold. Wirrtel tightened his grasp on the edge of the laboratory table; beyond this he showed no emotion. But Rizzurt had been transformed into a creature of eyes, great fiery red, flaming, fanatic orbs; they became quizzical, inquiring, more rational, then pleading, as the man lowered himself heavily to a stool, more like a tired old man, weary of the world, burned out, unhappy…
“Ah, Markrum, Markrum, if you would only understand. Here in our hands we have the means of doing a wonderful thing. Our Earth moves in a complex path; it rotates, travels in its orbit around the sun, the sun carries us through the galactic system, the galactic system speeds us amid the spiral nebulae… How fast are we going, what is our destination, what is gravity, can we exist outside of the orbit of the sun? These questions—think, man, just think—these problems, these unknowns, we can now answer.”
By this time the storm outside raged with fury. The laboratory was lit up brilliantly by flashes of lightning. The three old men instinctively drew closer together.
Then Markrum said quietly with resignation, “You are right, Rizzurt. We are old men. All our lives we have labored with you to find the answer. And we grow older; see how my hand shakes as those minute cells of muscle and nerves become feeble, and are soon to die. We are not long for this world. Now I also say that the Great Experiment must be performed!”
He sat down heavily. The other two nodded their heads silently, sympathetically. With a quick practiced hand, Rizzurt pushed some buttons. In the distance the solenoid-operated remote-control switches responded. Then the great generators below began to hum ponderously. Another series of switches operated and the row of giant tubes glowed fiery red. Rizzurt drew a test arc fifty feet long, and the air was filled with the pungent odor of ozone.
Wirrtel scrutinized the meters through his silver rimmed spectacles.
“The voltage is constant, Rizzurt, and the tubes are all behaving beautifully. Now—any time—you can apply the Atomic Brake,” he informed his chief.
“Good. The instruments that will measure our speed and direction of motion are ready. They will register as soon as I throw this switch, which will indicate that in this universe of billions of stars and planets, that tiny speck we call the Earth, has stopped in its mad flight to nowhere and is content to view the aimless motions of the others,” Rizzurt said philosophically.
Now, as if the elements had of a sudden become aware of these mites of men who were bold enough to tamper with the secrets of the universe, the crashing of thunder died away in a sullen rumble. The wind became soft and whining. The black thunder clouds passed swiftly across the face of the piteous white moon.
Markrum moved to the window and looked out. The clash of the last switch did not disturb him as he gazed out over a landscape now made luminous by the light of the moon. He could hear Rizzurt’s labored breathing as the man bent low over his instruments.
Then without warning the orb of the moon streaked like a flash across the sky! Markrum gave a low cry and clutched his head; he was dizzy. But when he turned suddenly towards his companions he felt eased, his head did not bother him nor did his eyes. He looked outside again.
The moon was gone! And in the sky thousands of points of light had become streaks of fire!
“We have done it! We have done it! The movement of the Earth is ceasing! All the stars and planets of the universe are rushing madly by. See, here on this dial.” Rizzurt’s voice was hoarse and the words came from his mouth, as if after great effort.
With a cry Markrum slumped to the floor. He had seen! That which he had feared had come true. The solid walls of the laboratory were crumbling into fine dust! The metal column against which his head was resting had become soft and yielding. And with horror he realized that the very flesh of his hands was wasting away, even as he gazed at them with slowly dimming eyes. He tried to see his companions; though they were but a few feet distant they were beyond the range of his vision.
“Rizzurt, Wirrtel,” he called in a hoarse whisper for his throat was dry and it was agony to speak. Yet he knew that it was too late.
As if from far off came the faint answer. Was it Rizzurt’s voice, or was it the voice of his own soul? He would never know. But he heard it, and with calm satisfaction he listened, listened as the roof of the laboratory crumbled and crashed down upon him, as the very floor under him became powder, as the Earth itself trembled violently and slowly crumbled into dust.
“Markrum. Markrum, you were right! Did you not warn me that the atom obeyed but one law? That the atoms and the electrons are kept within their orbits by electromagnetic force that is generated only when all matter, everything in the universe, is hurling through the magnetic field of space at incredible speeds. What happens when you stop turning an electric generator? The magnetic forces cease and there is no current generated. It is thus likewise with the Earth.
“You have truly evolved a stupendous theory. And I have unwittingly proved it for you, though there be none left to profit by it.”
Then as Markrum’s old body shriveled until nothing but the eyes seemed to be alive, those eyes flashed out for the last time over the world that had ceased to be. Those eyes had looked upon the breaking down of matter into its molecules, then the molecules became atoms, and as the chemicals of his flesh and bone united with the soft plastic substance that was once the Earth and the fullness thereof, these atoms broke into their constituent protons and electrons and then like a puff of smoke under the open sky, these charges, too, ceased to be.
Where the planet Earth was but a few minutes before, now there was nothing but void.




Far out in interstellar space, beyond the galaxy of stars that included the solar system, an observer might have witnessed a strange and inexplicable phenomenon. Not that the complete annihilation of such a minute speck as the Earth would have been noticeable at such a great distance, but a star, the Sun, changed its position in the constellation of which it was a part and assumed a new location, while its solar system unbalanced by the loss of a planet, sought erratically to heal its wound. For the cosmic systems must balance.



SYMPATHY FOR MAD SCIENTISTS, by John Gregory Betancourt Dear Dr. Schmidt:
It is with great pleasure that I received your invitation to address the Hammelberg Conference. That you deem my research of interest gives me great encouragement. Yes, yes, a thousand times yes! I shall be happy to attend.
Yours in science,
Baron Victor Frankenstein.




Dear Dr. Schmidt:
The train tickets have arrived. I am, however, forced to return one set to you. My assistant, Igor, has suffered an unfortunate accident. Until the pitchfork-punctures and torch-burns are healed, I have forbidden him to travel.
I anticipate no change in my own schedule, however. Indeed, I find myself keenly anticipating the company of open-minded scientists such as yourself. Here, in the lowlands, one is forced to suffer the boorish pranks and pryings of those who would suppress the sciences.
I remain,
Your humble & obedient servant, Victor




Dear Heinrich:
Pardon my boldness in addressing you by your Christian name, but I feel that I have grown to know you through our correspondence as a friend—as a brother. Your letters offer such support that, at times, I feel they are all that keeps me going.
My assistant, Igor, remains quite ill. I plan to operate on him tonight; perhaps some small part can be saved. Do not worry; nothing will prevent me from attending your conference!
Yours in science,



Victor




Dear Heinrich:
Thank you for asking about poor Igor. Alas, despite my best efforts, all I managed to save was his brain. He will be accompanying me after all, but in freight, as one of the displays for my lecture. (Although a crippled hunchback, he had a good mind. I find his disposition much improved now that he no longer suffers the constant physical agony his old body caused.) You will understand fully when I unveil my exhibits.
Yours,



Victor




Dear Heinrich:
Pay no attention to rumors spread by rabble such as Dr. Andersen. Although he was my professor some years ago, I have long outstripped his teachings. Rather than blackening the good name of Frankenstein, he should look to me for leadership and guidance. I would not scorn him, despite how he persists in treating me. If I have learned one thing from my research here, it is that the quest for knowledge must never be blocked. I am sure you agree.
There are peasants at the castle gates again. I have prepared a cauldron of a particularly noxious-smelling liquid to pour on them from the ramparts. I have had enough of them, and so has Igor!
If only Andersen could be dealt with so easily. I note from the programme you enclosed that I am scheduled to follow his paper on brain chemistry. Thank you for that favor, my friend. I shall show him up for the fool he is.
Yours in science,



Victor




Heinrich:
I am bewildered. How can you revoke my invitation to speak at the Conference? The programme has been printed! Can Dr. Andersen be the cause? Has he spread such vile lies about me that you fear to invite me lest I be assaulted? I can assure you that Igor makes a fine bodyguard. He is somewhat over seven feet tall, with the strength of any ten men. That is the extent of my genius. You will understand when you see him.
Andersen is such a small man.
Still, I return my train ticket herewith, as requested.
I hear the peasants again. Pray that my wrath does not extend beyond them to your Conference and its attendees.
Yours,



Baron Victor Frankenstein




Dear Heinrich:
It seems Igor overheard me reading my last letter to you aloud, and he has run off. His disappointment at not being able to visit your noble city—how eloquently I spoke of its gardens and architecture!—knew no bounds.
Another feather in the cap of Dr. Andersen. Had I wished to attend your conference now, I would not be able to—my chief exhibit has fled.
Yours,



Victor




Dear Heinrich:
I was saddened to hear of the death of Dr. Andersen. A beast tore him apart? How odd! I cannot imagine how such a thing could happen in this day and age. However, I am pleased to accept your apology. I will attend the conference.
More good news: Igor has returned. Perhaps he just needed some time alone.
I look forward to finally meeting you.
Yours,



Victor
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