Homer Eon Flint
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Listerine Antiseptic Treatment Fights Infectious Dandruff
Clinical Tests Showed Marked improvement in 76% of Cases

If you are troubled with infectious dandruff, give
Listerine Antiseptic a chance to prove how helpful
it can be...how quickly it attacks the infection and
those humiliating scales...how fresh, clean, and
invigorated it makes your scalp feel. Users every-
where acclaim its benefits.

The treatment is as casy as it is delightful. Just
douse the scalp, morning and night, with full
strength Listerine Antiseptic — the same Listerine
Antiscptic that has been famous for 25 years as a
mouth wash and gargle. Massage hair and scalp vig-
orously and persistently. In clinical tests, dandruff
sufferers were delighted to find that this treatment
brought rapid improvement in most cases.

Kills Bottle Bacillus

Dandruff is the most frequent scaly disease of the
scalp. When this condition is due to germs, as is
often the case, Listerine is especially fitted to aid
you. It gives the scalp and hair a cooling and invig-
orating antiseptic bath ... kills millions of germs
associated with infectious dandruff, including Pity-
rosporum Ovale. This strange “bottle bacillus” is
recognized by outstanding dandruff specialists as 2
causative agent of infectious dandruff.

Improvement in 76% of Test Cases

Rabbits inoculated with Pityrosporum Ovale de-
veloped definite dandruff symptoms which dis-
appeared shortly after being treated with Lister-
ine Antiseptic daily.

And in a dandruff clinic, 76% of the men and
women who used Listerine Antiseptic and massage
twice a day showed complcte disappearance of or
marked improvement in the symproms of dfmdruff
within 30 days.

Don’t Delay.

If you arc troubled with dandruff, don’t neglect
what may be a real infection. Start with Listerine
Anmcptu. and massage rlght now - delay may
aggravate the trouble. it’s the merhod th'lt has
demonstrated its usefulness in a substantial majority
of test cases.

LAMBERT PHARMACAL CoO., St. Louis, Mo.

Use Listerine Now

THE TREATMENT

MEN: Douse full strength Listerine Antiseptic
on the scalp morning and night. WOMEN:
Part the hair at various places, and apply Lis-
terine Antiseptic right along the part with a
medicine dropper, to avoid wetting the hair
excessively.

Always follow with vigorous and persist-
ent massage with fingers or a good hair
brush. Continue. the treatment so long as
dandruff is in evidence. And even though
you're free from dandruff, enjoy a Listerine
massage once a week to guard against
infeetion.

Genuine Listerine Antiseptie is guaran-
teed not to bleach the hair or
affect texture.

St
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Why Trained Accountants Command

—and how ambitious men are qualifying
by the La Salle Problem Method

4

rw_J ET this straight.

' By “accountancy’ we do not mean “bookkeep-
ing.” For accountancy begins where bookkeeping
" leaves off.

The skilled accountant takes the figures handed
him by the bookkeeper, afid analyzes and interprets
them.

He knows how much the costs in the various
departments should amount to, how they may
be lowered.

He knows what profits should be expected from
a given enterprise, how they may be increased.

He knows, 1n a given business, what per cent of
one’s working capital can safely be tied up in mer-
chandise on hand, what per cent is safe and ade-
quate for sales promotion. And these, by the-way,
are but two of scores of percentage-figures where-
with he points the way to successful operation.

He knows the intricactes of govern-
ment taxation.

He knows how to survey the trans-
actions of a business over a given
period; how to show i cold, hard
figures the pirogress it has made and
where it is going. He knows how to
use these findings as a basis for con-
structive policies.

In short, the trained accountant is
the controlling engineer of business—
one man business cannot do without.

Small wonder that he commands a
salary -two to ten times as great as
that of the book-

Business
Control

High Salaries

LaSalle accountancy students.* For example—one
man was a plumber, 32 years old, with only an
eleventh grade education. He became auditor for

. a large bank with an income 325 per cent larger.

Another was a drug clerk at 330 a week. Now
he heads his own very successful accounting firm
with an income several times as large.

A woman bookkeeper—buried in details of a
small job—is now auditor of an apartment hotel,
and her salary mounted in proportion to her work.

A -credit manager—earning $200 a month
moved up quickly to $3000, to $5000, and then to
a highly profitable accounting business of his own
which netted around $10,000 a year.

And What It Means to You

Why let the other fellow walk away with the
better job, when right in your own home you may
equip yourself for a splendid future in this profit-
able profession?

Are you really determined to get
ahead? If so, you can start at once
to acquire—by the LaSalle Problem
Method—a thorough understanding
of Higher Accountancy, master its
fundamental principles, hgcome ex-
pert in the practical app']Fication of
those principles—this without losing
an hour from workyor a dollar of pay.

Preliminary knowledge of book-
keeping is unnecessary. You,will be
given whatever training, instruction
or review on the subject of bookkeep-

ing you may personal-

Through
Accountancy

ly need—and without

keeper. Indeed, as an
independent operator

LaSalle Extension University

any extra expense to
you.

(head of his own ac- *

counting firm) he may
earn as much as the

. president of the-big

sand influential bank

~in his community, or
the operating man-
ager of a great rail-
road. »

Some Exémples

Small wonder that ac-
countancy offers the
trained man such fine
opportunities—op-
portunities well 1llus-
trated by the success
of thousands of

A Correspondence Institution

DEPT. 358-HR CHICAGO

Opportunities in Accountancy—Check below and we will
gend you -a- copy of '‘Accountancy, the Profession that
Pays,”’ without obligation.

[(J Higher Accountancy:

Other LaSalle Opgortunities: If more interested in one
of the other ficlds of business indicated below, check here:
0] Business Management
0 Modern Satesmanship
0O Traffic Management
[ Law: Degreecof LL. B.
0 Industrial Management
1 Business Correspondence
D Credit and Collection

Correspondence

OCominercial Law

0 Modern Foremanship
‘O Expert Bookkeeping

O C. P. A, Coaching

0 Business English

O Stenotypy

[ Effective Speaking

O Railway Accounting

*Names available on request.

If you are dissatis-
fied with your present
equipment—if you
recognize the oppor-
tunities that lie ahead
of you through home-
study training — you
will do well to send at
once for full particu-~
lars. The coupon will
bringthemtoyou
without any obliga-
tion, also details of
LaSalle’s convenient
payment plan.

Check, sign and
mail the coupon

NOwW.
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Coming in the
Hpril Issue!

Philip Fisher’s
Masterpiece

The Devil of the
Western Sea

Not -only requests, -but
demands, have come from
readers for this spectacu-
lar classic. It is one of
those stories which re-
mains in the memory of
every lover of the fan-
tastic. g

“The Devil,” as we call
it, is a fine conception of

time duality, in a roman--

tically adventurous set-
ting. Of its kind it is
rivalled only by the
equally famous “Fungus
Isle” and “The Ship of
Silent Men,” from the
pen of the same author.

Also—

The Beast Plants
by H. Thompson Rich

And a thrilling install-

ment of “The Blind Spot”

by Austin Hall and Homer
Eon Flint

ASTOUNDING!

The Blind Spot . ' .

Austin Hall and Homer Eon Flint
In Six Parts—Part I - :

AMAZING! _

The Planet Juggler. . ...]. George Frederick

" He could control the stars in their courses
STRANGE!

Bomb from Beranga.........Harry Walton
A young engineer’s whole destiny was sealed

_ inside it
THRILLING! = .
The Conquest of the Moon Pool..A. Merritt
_ - Part V
EERIE! | -

The Belated Tears of Louis Marcel
: Perley Poore Sheehan

Are there a few seconds of consciousness be-
tween life and death?

WEIRD!

A Place of Monsters. .. ...Thomas P. Byron
Aztec pearls were the lure that took men into

the swamp of doom, to wrestle with an unseen
. T~

menace : .
-The Editors”" Page.........couveinivennnnnnsn
The Readers’ Viewpoint..........

L I S

Cover Illustration, “Fantasy,” by Virgil Finlay
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ADVERTISING SECTION

W “BLACK, SWIRLING WATERS /.
SWALLOWED OUR BABY!"

A true experience of GEORGE W. HOYT, Litchfield, Mich.

1. “NO FOREBODING
of impending dan-
ger warned my wife
and me as we walked
home from town one
night, pulling our
two-year-old boy in
his wagon,” writes
Mr. Hoyt. “We were
in the middle of a
narrow footbridge,
spanning a stream,
when fate struck.

2. ““SUDDENLY A WHEEL
came off the wagon,
hurling our baby into
the black, swirling
waters of the river.
Luckily I had my flash-
light with me. 1
switched it on as 1
jumped over the rail-
ing. Despite a thor-
ough soaking, that
light did not fail me.

g

~ 3. “ITS BRIGHT, faithful beam disclosed my boy clinging to the branches of a
floating tree! Those dependable ‘Eveready’ fresh DATED batteries heiped save
our little boy’s life. I will never be without them in my flashlight!

. o I . - e s St ncd) ”

NOTE: An "Eveready” fashlight with Evercady (S1g .

basteries, will normally continue to burn under water. /QH“A(}/Q A ' (; T

The word “Eveready’ is a registered trade-mark of National Carbon Co., Inc.

FRESH BATTERIES LAST LONGER... (5 o sks DATE-LIN®

NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY, INC., 30 EAST 42nd STREET, NEW

Lot wf b owrae Lo l a RN DLyt run

In answering advertisetments it iy desirable thet you mention FaMous FANTASTIC MYSTERIES
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Free for Asthma
During Winter

w vou suffer with those tefrible attacks of Asthma when it
cold and damp; if raw, Wintry winds make you choke as if each
gasp for breath was the very last; il.restful sleep is impossible
because of the . struggle to breatho it you feel the disease 1is
slowly wearlng your life away, don’ t fail to send at once to the
Frontier Asthma Co. for a free trial of a remarkable method. No
matter where you live or whether you have any falth in any remedy
under the Sun, send for this free trial. If you have. suffered for 3
lifetime and tried everything you could learn of without rellef; even
if you are utterly discouraged, do not abandon hope but send today
for this free trial. It will cost you nothing. Address .

Frontier Asthma Co. #127-F Frontier Bldg.
462 Niagara St. Buffalo, N. Y.

&Y Your Trusss

FREE =Sece this Amazing New Discovery
Why suffer with tuptute? You need never wear

your truss again! You will be amazed at the wonderful
successful results. See how this discovery works. FREE.
Positively costs you nothing. No obligation. Just fill in and
re=—=—=MAIL COUPON TODAY!————-.
| PHEUMATIO IHSTITUTE. 24 Stone St.,,Dept.M NeuVork.N Y, l

1res und. lain d wre; Discov
I “l’anﬁeamonn::t%oobmm wbg“ Hew ver-

I Namse.
Address = [y

ndvanee cash commxsmbns ang 3

bonus writing easy orders, sparecﬂ\?s SH I RTS
time, We deliver ang collect. No exper
rience or money tequired. Represem
world’s largest’ shirt manufacturers
selling to wearer. One year guaraniee: §
halt price offer; customized *iit. Ful) B
line sportswear inchucding slacks and
ensemblgs, Hosiery for men and wamen.
Write for FREE money.making outfit.
ROSECLIFF.-QUAKER ¢0Rg
1239 Broadway, Dept. 53

Over 120,000 People Have Alread
Income Up to $100 a

Sick benefits up to $100 a month when you are laid up from
ANY kind of sickness will be paid under a New health polley no\‘)
issued by the National Protective Insurance Co.

Meon from ages 18 to 69 and women from ages 13 i{o 59—
whether employed .or not—and who are now in_ good health are
aliglbled No application to 1l out. No medical examination
require

Sickness etrikes suddenly and unexpectedly. It always causes
greatly increased 'expenses and usually a reduced income. Over
120,000 peoble have already beught National Protective héalth
policies,  Over one sand one-half million dollara have besn
promptly paid in benefits_to policyholders.

SEND NO MONEY. Just write your name, address, age and
sex to National Protective Insurance Co., 3220 Pickwick Build-
ing, Kansas City, Mo., and they will mail you a Doley for 10
days’ Free Inspection. See the poliey firgt and If you are satis-
fied, then send us $3.65 to pay the premium for nesrly five months.
This offer is llmited, 80 write today.

Provided a Cash
Month

Mrs Grace Blanchard had an ll at SELL
er story, gave it a new title and
g)lrd helt"ngHEﬂE TO SEND |

IDEA for a story. We criticized
She got a substantisl check THE FIRST TIME OUT. That Is a

YHRILL many of our graduates have each month. Let 22 years of ex- -

perience guide YDU Endorsed by Jack London

“THE ART OF STORY
FREE BOOKLET vt s cxin
eriticism and manuscript sales service, No obligations, Write!

HOOSIER INSTITUTE (Bet. 1917) Dept. BE33, FORT WAYNE, IND.

25300 gﬂo HIIIIS_EWIVES ARE WAITING.

. Makes Mopping and Wall Gleaning Easy
At last, a discovery that supplants
the old-fashioned type of cloth, fiber
and rubber sponge with the amazing
new, practicel du Pont Cellulose
Sponge that holds 20 times its weight
in water. 80 soft when wet, it ean-
not scratch or mar delicate surfaces. .
Can be sterilized by boiling, The
new Superfux Cleaner, with ita unique
mechanical wringing feature, keep
housewives’ hands awsy f{rom dirt;
water. It {1s light in weight anc
easy to operate. Removable head is
perfect’ for window and car waghing.
cusewives buy on .
AGENTS! o b '
one minute demon- !
stration.
them. Write today for full particulars
and learn how you can get your mop
free for demonhstrating purposes by
helping lntroduce it to others.
. THE LUX COMPANY, Depl. M58, ﬂkhaﬂ,lnd.

Increase your income at home by new,
simple Wentworth Tempera Color method.
Wae instruct you and supply you with

. work, Write today for FREE BOOKLET.

Classified Advertisements

The Purpose of this Department is to put the
reader in touch immediately with the newest need-
fuls for the HOME, OFFICE, FARM, or PERSON;
to offer, or seek, an unuaual BUSINESS OPPOR-
TUNIT'Y or to suggest a service that may be per-
formed satlsfactonly through correspondence, It
will pay a housewife or business man equally well
to'read these advertisements carefully.

—AGENTS & SALESMEN
MAGIC DISC

water without gas, coal or oil, Tremendous seller, Big profits. Pooket
samples for agents. Rush name for Free Offer
NUWAY, Dept, X-353, Des Moines, lowa.

CORRESPONDENCE COURSES

GORRESPONDENCE courses and educational ,books, slightly used.
Sold. Reuted, Exchanged. All subjects. Batisfaction guaranteed. Cash
paid fer used courses. Complete details and bargain catalog FREE,
Bendname. NELSON COMPANY, C-214, Manhattan Building, Chicago.

MALE HELP WANTED

STEADY WORK—GOOD PAY

Reliable man wanted to call on farmers. No experience or eapital
required. Pleasant work, Home every night. Make up to $I0 a day.
Wonderful new proposition. Particulars Free. Write

McNESS CO., Dept. 398, Freeporl, 1Hinois

OLD GOLD WANTED

GOLD—$35 OUNCE
Ship old gold teeth, crowns, jewelry, watches—recelve eash by retum
mell. Satisfaction Guarantesd. Free information.
SCHROEDER JEWELRY CO., 705 Olive St.,, St. Louis, Mo.

SONG POEMS WANTED

SONG POEMS W, ANTED AT ONCE! MOTHER, HO
TRIO’.I.'IC SACBED COMIC OR hiNY SUB?’E(];THP nl'gx‘z"&
—83END_Y POEM TODAY FOR TMMEDIATE CON-
BI'DEBATION BICHARD BROS., 61 WOODS BLDG., OHICAGG®

BUY MAGAZINES

when you want

GOOD FICTION

In answering advertigements it i desirable that you mention FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

Make big money stipplying ~-
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throat!”

Does your throat feel prickly when you swallow—
due to a cold? Benefit from Luden’s special formula.
Contains cooling menthol that helps bring quick re-
lief. Don’t suffer
another second.
Get Luden’s for
that “sandpaper

Copr. 1940,
T.uden’s, Inc.

.

Army-Navy Bargains

Haversacks ......... $0.75 Cart, Belt........... $0.60
Smart Cart. Box.... .25 C. W. Trench Tool.. .73
Sun Helmet ........ Rope Lariat ........ .75

5
Springfield Rifle 45/70 C/F $4.25
75th Annlversary Catalog 1865—1940, 308 pages, over
2,000 fllustrations of pistols, ritles, daggers, medals,
sa.ddles, etc., mailed for 50 cents, New circular for 3¢

FRAﬁ)CIS BANNERMAN SONS, 501 Broadway, New York

9
—of Bargains in Military,
Ouctdoor and Sport Goods,
Cloches, Shoes, Boors, Blankets,
Tears, Firearms, Boy Scaut Sup-
plics, etc. Send 10¢ for copy to
be redecemed on first order,

High School Course

CLM s (NI Many Finish in 2 Years

Go asrapidly as your time and abilities permit. Course
equivalent to resident school work — prepares you for
entrance to collcge. Btandard H. 8. texts supplied —
jploma, Credit for i. S. anbjects miread: complnod Slnw(e sub-
jects 1f desired. High school education is ver: ml%’ t for ld-
v-ne nt in business and induatey and sociully. Don't bo handi-
all your life. Be & High Schoul d\mce Start yonr
nln' now. Free Bulletin on request. No £‘

merican School. Dpt. 1339, Drexel at illh Chicage

Genuine Marble also Granite.
Low Pricss. Free lettering.
Batisfaction guaranteed. Erected
tn eomsurr if depired. Write
us now for WFREE Catalog of
beautiful designs, also ssmples

V. S. MARBLE & GRANITE CO.
ONECO, A-40, FLORIDA
RED % STA[R

BUY MAGAZINES

when you want

GOOD FICTION

ITc STOPPED

o a Jifty

-or Money Ba ck
For quick relief from itching of eczema, pimples, athlete’s foot,
scales, scabies, rashesand otherexternally caused skin troubles,
use world-famous, cooling, antiseptic, liquid D. D. D. Prescrip-
tion. Greaseless, stainless. Soothes irritation and quickly stops
the most intense itching. 35c trial bottle proves it, or money
back. Ask your druggist today for D, D, D. PRESCRIPTION,

PAYS
lp To

1789,
PROFIT

60 second Demon-
stration.
EVERY HOME CAN AFFORD
THIS AMAZING LOW COST
NEW |IMPROVED ELECGTRIC
WATER HEATER
Made by an OLD Reliable Company.
Amazing New Principle Heats Water In-
stantly. Just plug in the Hoht socket.
SELLS FAST and Pays Agents up to
178% PROFIT. No Risk  SAMPLE
OFFER. Write at ence for detslls.

THE LUX COMPANY
Deat. H-112 Elkhart, Ind.

HEATS WATER /
INSTANTLY .

Thousands of peopleare
disabled ev hour of
the day. Don’t let gick~
neas or accident ingd you

unprep:

"WE PAY YOU CASH

$8,000.00 COSTS ONLY $1 PER MONTH
R gl The'‘Security’’Sickness and Accident Pollcy glvea
$8,000.00 oot

our family quick cush when income 18 8to)
ays CABH protection of $25.00 a week u ten
weeks for accldent—$25.00 each week for sickness,
S as spocified in poliey—and up to $8,000.00 for accl-
dental death, losd of hands, eyes or feet. Also other
52 50_00 liberal fentures. Exaralne this new Security Policy
on our 10-day Free Inspection Offerl

5200 00 ) NO PHYSICAL EXAMINATION

vvvvv Any person may apply. Ages 16 to 75, man or Wo-
man. No physical examination. The Security Policy
s0ld by mail. No agent will call. The Arcadia Mu~
tual Casualty Company la asafe company—notan
assocluilon or assessment company.1t has the ap=
. {,“ proval of the IllinoisState lusurance Department.

act Ta Just mall the coupon_ for
DNLU-“ i JUU SEND No MGNEY complete information.You
RN alooejudgeand decide. Don't waituntilit'stoolate,

r——y—y—y ¥ T Xl

'I’HE ARCADIA MUTUAL CASUALTY CO., Desk 28-A NO AGENT I-
Easl Wackor Drive, Chicago, i, WiLL CALL ]

1. PI o {lete mtommtmn and tell me how 1 id get the
i Secunb" Pollcy for Duy Free nspection without obligation. 1
1 ]
I NaAM® . cecciccicmrcrccccccccccccccsccacccanm——— 1

1
B OAQATesS e cieccen H
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The Rhamda’s strength was not
human. He was working us toward
the Blind Spot. . .

. . . A great volume of sound!
The whir of a thousand vibrations!
i fell. . ..

¢
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- The Blind Spot

s - By AUSTIN HALL and HOMER EON FLINT

: Part_ 1

Where did that strange gateway lead?—beyond the door of Death?—to an-
other adventurous world like our own?—or to the destruction of mankind?

PROLOGUE

at the beginning. A mere matter of
news,

All the world at the time knew the

story; but for the benefit of those .who

have forgotten I shall repeat it. I am

PERHAPS it were just as well to start

merely giving it as I have taken it from

the papers with no elaboration and no
opinion. —' a mere statement of facts.

It was a celebrated case at the time and-

stirred the world to wonder. Indeed, it
still is celebrated, though to the layman

it is forgotten.
It has been labeled and indexed and

filed away in the archives of the profes-
- sion. To those who wish to look it up it

will be spoken of as one of the great
unsolved mysteries of the century. A
crime that leads two ways, one into mur-
der—sordid, cold, and calculating; and
the other into the nebulous screen that
thwarts us from the-occult.

hearsay and there is a great deal in
science still unthought of. It is an unfortu-

‘nate case; but there is much to be learned

in the circumstance that led the great
doctor into the Blind Spot.

CHAPTER 1
RHAMDA

AN A certain foggy morning in- Sep-
tember, 1905, a tall man wearing a
black overcoat and bearing in one hand
a small satchel of dark-reddish leather,
descended from a Geary Street car at the
foot of Market Street, San Francisco. It
was a damp morning; a mist was brood-
ing over the city blurring all distinctness,
and even from the center of the loop the
buildings facing East Street blurred in a

.dim, uncertain line.

Perhaps it is the character of Dr. Hol-

comb that gives the latter. He was a
great man and a splendid thinker. That
he should have been led into a maze of
cheap necromancy is, on the face, improb-
able. He had a wonderful mind. For years
he had been battering down the skepticism
that had bulwarked itself in the material.

‘He was a psychologist, and up to the

day the greatest, perhaps, that we have
known. He had a way of going out before
his fellows—it is the way of genius— and
“he had gone far, indeed, before them. If
we would trust Dr. Holcomb we have

. The man glanced about him; a tall man
of certain trim lines and distinctness and
a quick, decided step and bearing. In the
shuffle of descending passengers he was
outstanding, a certain inborn grace that
without the blood will never come from
training. Men noticed and women out of
instinct cast curious furtive glances and
then turned away; which was natural, in-
asmuch as the man was plainly old. But
for all that many ventured a second
glance — and wondered. .

An old man with the poise of twenty,
a strange face of remarkable features,
swarthy, of an Eastern cast, perhaps In-
dian; whatever the certainty of the man’s
age there was still a lingering suggestion
of splendid youth. If one-persisted in a

much to live for; our religion is not all third or fourth look this suggestion took

Copyright 1921 by The Frank A, Munsey Company
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almost a certain tone, the man’s age
dwindled, years dropped from him, and
the quizzical smile that played on the lips
seemed almost foreboding of boyish
laughter.

We say foreboding because in this case
it is not mistaken diction. Foreboding -
suggests coming evil; the laughter of boys
is whole-hearted. It was merely that,

things were not exactly as they should

be; it was not natural that age should
be so youthful. The fates were playing,
and in this case for once in the world’s
history their play was crosswise.

It is a remarkable case from the begin- -
ning and we are stating from facts. The ~

man crossed to the window of the Key
Route and purchased a ticket for Berkeley,
after which, with the throng, he passed
the turnstile and on to the boat that was
waiting. He took the lower deck, not from
choice, apparently, but more because .the
majority of his fellow passengers, being
men, were bound in his direction. The
same chance brought him -to the cigar-
stand. The men about . him purchased
cigars and cigarettes, and, as is the habit
of all smokers, strolled off with delighted
relish. The man watched them. Had any

‘one noticed his eyes he would have noted .

a peculiar color and a light' of surprise.
- With the prim step that made him so dis-
tinctive he advanced to the news-stand: °

“Pardon me; but I would like to pur-
" chase one of those.” Though he spoke per-
fect English it was in a strange manner,

after the fashion of one who has -found.

something that he has just learned how
to use. At the same time he made a sug-
gestion with his tapered fingers indicating
the tobacco in the ‘case and that already
lighted by his compamops The clerk
looked up-

A cigar, sir? Yes, sir. What will it be?”

“A cigar?” Again the strange articula-
tion. “Ah, yes, that is it. Now I remember.
And it has a little sister, the cigarette. I
think I shall take a cigarette, if—if—if
you will'show me how to use it.” -

It was a strange request. The clerk was
accustomed to all manner of men and their

FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

brands of humor; he was about to answer
in kind when he looked up-and into the
man’s eyes. He started.

“You mean,” he asked, “that you have

never before seen a cigar or cigarette; that
you do not know how to use them? A
man as old as you are.

- The stranger laughed. It was rather re-
sentful, but for all of that of a hearty
taint of humor.

“So old? Would you say that I am as
old as that; if you will look again—"

The yQung man did and what he be-
held is something that he could not quite
account for: the strange conviction of this
remarkable man; of age melting into

“youth, of an uncertain freshness, the smile,

not of sixty, but of twenty. The young

'man was not one to argue, whatever his

wonder; he was first of all a lad of busi-
ness; he could merely acquiesce.
“The first time! This is the first time

. y6u have ever seen a cigar or cigarette?”

- The stranger nodded.
“The first time. I have never beheld
one of them before. this morning. If you

- will allow me?” He indicated a package.
“I think I shall take one of these.”

. TN )
HE clerk took up the package, opened
the end, and shook out a single ciga-
rette. The man rolled .it in his hand after

the manner of the others; then he lighted -

it and, as the smoke poured out of his
mouth, held the cigarette tentatively in
his ﬁngers
“Like it?” It was the clerk who asked.
The other did not answer, his whole face

was the expression of haVing just discov--

ered one of the senses. He was a splendid

‘man and, if the word may be employed

of the sterner sex, one of beauty. His fea-
tures .were even: that is to be noted, his
nose chiseled straight and .to perfection,
the eyes of a peculiar somberness and lus-
ter almost burning, of a black of such
inténsity as to verge into red and to be
devoid of pupils, and yet, for all of that,
of a glow and softness. After a moment
he turned to the clerk. ' :
“You are young, my lad.”

Y

|
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“Twenty-one, srr
“You are fortunate You live in a won-
derful age. It is as wonderful as your

tobacco. And you still have many great

things before you.”

“Yes, sir.”

The man walked on to the forward part
of the boat; leaving the lad, who had been
in a sort of daze, watching. But it was not
for long. The whole thing had been strange
and to the lad almost inexplicable. The
man was not insane, he was certain; and
he was just as sure that he had not been
joking. From the start he had been taken
by the man’s refinement; he was one of
intellect and education; he was positive
that he had been sincere. Yet— .

The ferry detective happened at that
moment to be passing. The clerk made
an indication with his thumb.

“That man yonder,” he spoke, “the one

in black. Watch him.” Then he told his .

story. Whereat the detective laughed and
walked forward.

It is a most fortunate incident. It was
a strange case. That mere act of the cigar
clerk placed the police on the track and
gave to the world the only clue that it
holds of the Blind Spot.

The detective had laughed at the lad’s
recital-most any one had a patent for
being queer—and if this gentleman had

a whim for a certain brand of humor that -

was his business. Nevertheless, he would
stroll forward.

The man was not hard to distinguish;
he was standing on.the forward deck fac-
ing the wind and peering through the mist
at the gray, heavy heave of the water.
Alongside of them the dim shadow of a
sister ferry screamed its way through the
fogbank. That he was a landsman was
evidenced by his way of standing; he was
uncertain; at every heave of the boat he
would shift sidewise. An unusually heavy
roll caught him slightly off-balance and
jostled him against the detective. The lat-
ter held up his hand and caught him by
the arm.
© “A bad morning,” spoke "the officer.
“B-r-r-r! Did you notice the Yerba Buen-

na yonder? She just grazed us. A bad
morning.”

The stranger turned As the detective
caught the splendid face, the glowing eyes
and the youthful smile, he started much
as had done the cigar clerk. The same ef-
fect of age melting into youth and—the
officer being much more accustomed to
reading men—a queer sense of latent and
potent vision. The eyes were soft and re-
ceptive, but for all that of the delicate
strength and color that comes from ab-
normal intellect. He noted the pupils,
black, glowing, of great size, almost filling
the iris and the whole melting into inten-
sity that verged into red. Either the man
had been long without sleep or he was
one of unusual intelligence and vitality.

“A nasty morning,” repeated the of-
ficer.

“Ah! Er, yes—drd you say it was a
nasty mormng? Indeed, I do not know,
sir. However, it is very interesting.”

“Stranger ‘in San Francisco?”

“Well, yes. At least, I have never seen
lt »

“H- m!” The detectlve was a bit non-
plussed by the man’s evident evasion.
“Well, if you are a stranger I suppose it
is up to me to come to the defense of my
city. This is one of Frisco’s fogs. We have
them occasionally. Sometimes they last for
days. This one is a low one. It will lift
presently. Then you will see the sun. Have
you ever seen Frisco’s sun?” r

“My dear sir”’—this same slow articula-
tion—“I have never seen your sun nor
any other.”

(lHum!))

It was an answer altogether unexpected.
Again the officer found himself gazing into
the strange, refined face and wonderful
eyes. The man was not blind, of that he
was certain. Neither was his voice harsh
nor testy. Rather was it soft and polite,
of one merely stating a fact. Yet how could
it be? He remembered the cigar clerk.
Neither cigar nor sun! Of what manner
of land could the man come from? A de-
tective has a certain gift of intuition.
Though on the face of it, outside of the
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man’s pérsonality, there could be nothing

to it but a joke, he chose to act upon the
impulse. He pulled back the dbor which
had been closed behind them and reentered
the boat. When he returned the boat ar-
tived at the pier.

“You are going to Oakland?”

It was a chance question.

» “No, to Berkeley. I take a train here,
I understand. Do all the trains go to
Berkeley?”

“By no means. I am going to Berkeley
myself We can ride together My name
is Jerome. Albert Jerome.” ,

“Thanks. Mine is Avec. Rhamda Avec.
I am much obhged Your company- may
be instructive.”

E DID not say more; but watched
with “unrestrained interest their
. maneuver into the slip. A moment later
they were marching with the others
through the ways to the trains that were

waiting. Just as they were seated and the

electric was pulling out of the pier the sun
breaking through the mist blazed with
splendid light through the cloud rifts. The
stranger was next to the window where
he could look out over the water ahd be-
yond at the citied shoreline, whose sea of
housetops extended and serried to the
peaks of the first foot-hills. The sun was
just coming over the mountains.

The detective watched. There was sin-
cerity in the man’s actions. It was not
acting. When the light first broke he turned
his eyes full into the radiance. It was the

act of a child-and, so it struck the officer,

of the same trust and simplicity—and like-
wise the same effect. He drew away quick-
ly; for a moment blinded.

“Ah!” he said. “It is so. This is' the
sun. Your sun is wonderful!”

“Indeed it is,” returned the other. “But
rather common. We see it every day. It’s
the whole works, but we get used to it.

For myself I cannot see anything strange ,

in the ‘sun’s still shining.’” You have been
blind, Mr. Avec? Pardon the question. But
I must naturally infer. You say you have
never seen the sun. I suppose—"",

s

He stopped because of the other’s smile;
somehow it seemed a very superior one,
as if predicting a wealth of wisdom.

“My dear Mr. Jerome,” he spoke, “I
have never been blind in my life. I say it
ts wonderful! Tt is glorious and past de-
scribing. So is it all; your water, your
boats, your ocean. But I see there is one

. thing even stranger still. Tt is_yourselves.
* With all your greatness you are only part

of your surroundmgs Do you know what

is your sun?”
“Search me,’

no astronomer.

> returned the officer, “I'm
I understand they don’t

know themselves. Fire, I suppose, and a -.

hell of a hot one! But there is one thing
that I can tell.”

“And this—"

“Is the truth.”

If he meant it for insinuation it was
ineffective. The other smiled kindly. In
the fine effect of the delicate features, and

‘most of all in the eyes was sincerity. In

that face was -the mark of genius—he felt
it—and of a potent Superior intelligence.
Most of all did he note the beauty and.
the soft, silky superluster of the eyes.

We have the whole thing-from Jerome,
at least this part of it; and cur interest
being retrospect is multiplied far above
that of the detective. The stranger had a
certain call of character and of appearance,
not to say magnetism. The officer felt him-
self almost believing and yet restraining -
himself into caution of unbelief. It was a
remark preposterous on the face of it.
What puzzled Jerome was the purpose; he
could think of nothing that would neces-
sitate such statements and acting. He was
certain that the man was sane.

In the light of what came after great
stress has been laid by a certain class upon
this incident. We may say that we lean
neither way. We have merely given it in
some detail because of that importance.
We have yet no proof of the mystic and,
until it is proved, we must lean, like
Jerome, upon the cold material. We have
the mystery, but, even at that, we have
not the certainty of murder.

Understand, it was intuition that led
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Jerome into that memorable trip to
Berkeley ; he happened to be going off duty
and was drawn to the man by a chance
incident and the fact of his personality.
At this minute, however, he thought no
more of him than as an eccentric, as some
refined, strange, wonderful gentleman with
a whim for his own brand of humor. Only
thdt could explain it. The man had an evi-
dent curiosity for everything about him,
the buildings, the street, the cars, and the
people. Frequently he would mutter:
“Wonderful, wonderful, and all the time
we have never known it. Wonderful!”

As they drew into Lorin the officer ven-
tured a question. ‘

“You have friends in Berkeley. I see

' you are a-stranger. If I may presume, per-

haps I may be of assistance?”

“Well, yes, if—if--do you know of a
Dr. Holcomb?” '

“You mean the professor. He lives on
Dwight Way. At this time of the day you
would be more apt to find him at the uni-
versity. Is he expecting you?”

It was a blunt question and of course
none of his business. Yet, just what an-
other does not want him to know is ever
the pursuit of a detective. At the same
time the subconscious flashing and won-
dering at the name Rhamda Avec—surely

neither Teutonic nor Sanscrit nor anything

between,

“Expecting me? Ah, yes. Pardon me if
1 speak slowly. I am not quite used to
speech—yet. I see you are interested. After
I see Dr. Holcomb 1 may tell you. How-
ever, it is very urgent that I see the doc-
tor. He—well, I may say that we have
known each other a long time.”

“Then you know him?”’

“Yes, in a way; though we have never
met. He must be a great man. We have
much in common, your doctor and I; and
we have a great deal to give to your world.
However, I would not recognize him should
I see him. Would you by any chance—"

“You mean would I be your guide?
With pleasure. It just occurs-that T am
on friendly terms with your friend Dr.
Holcomb.”

CHAPTER 11
THE PROFESSOR OF PHILOSOPHY

ND now to start in on another angle.
There is hardly any necessity for
introducing Dr. Holcomb. All of us, at
least, those who read, and, most of all,
those of us who are interested in any man-
ner of speculation, knew him quite well.
He was the professor of philosophy at the
University of California: a great man and
a good one, one of those fine academic
souls who, not only by their wisdom, but

by their character, have a way of stamp-

ing themselves upon generations; a speaker
of the upstanding class, walking on his
own feet and utterly fearless when it came
to dashing out on some startling philos-
ophy that had not been borne up by his
forebears.

He was original. He believed that the
philosophies of the ages are but stepping
stones, that the wisdoms of the earth
looked but to the future, and that the
study of the classics, however essential,
are but the ground work for combining
and working out the problems of the fu-
ture. He was epigrammatic, terse, and
gifted with a quaint humor with which
he was apt, even when in the driest phi-
losophy,  to drive in and clinch his argu-
ment. '

Best of all, he was able to clothe the
most abstract thoughts in language so sim-
ple and concrete that he brought the deep-
est of all subjects down to the scope of
the commonest thinker. It.is needless to
say that he was copy. The papers about
the bay were ever and anon running some
startling story of the professor.

Had they stuck to the text it would all
have been well; but a reporter is a re-
porter; in spite of the editors there were
numerous little elaborations to pervert the
contex. A great man must be careful of
his speech. Dr. Holcomb was often busy
refuting; he could not understand the need
of these little twistings of wisdom. It kept
him in controversy; the brothers of his
profession often took him to task for these
little distorted -scraps of philosophy. He



did not like journalism. He had a way of
consigning all writers and editors to the
devil.

Which was vastly amusing to the re-

porters. Once they had him going they

poised their pens in glee and began splash-
ing their venomous ink. It was tragic; the
great professor standing at bay to his tor-

mentors. One and -all they loved him and-

one and all they took delight in his torture.
It was a hard task for a reporter to get
in at a lecture; and yet it was often the
lot of the professor to find himself and
his words featured in his breakiast paper.
. On the very day before this the doctor

had come out with one of his terse startling
statements. He had a way of inserting
parenthetically some’ of his scraps of wis-
dom. It was in Ethics 2b. We quote his
words as near as possible:

“Man, let me tell you, is egotistic. All
our philosophy is based -on ego. We live
threescore years and we balance it with
all eternity. We are it. Did you ever stop
and think of eternity? It is a rather long

time. What right have we to say that

life, which we assume to be everlastmg,
1mrned1ately becomes retrospect once it
passes out of the conscious individuality
which it is allotted upon this-earth? The
trouble is ourselves. We are five-sensed.
. We weigh everything with our senses.
Everything! We so measure eternity. Un-
til we step out into other senses, which
undoubtedly exist, we shall never arrive
at the conception of infinity. Now I am
going to make a rather startling announce-
ment.’

“The past few years have pr0m15ed a
culmination which has been guessed at and
yearned for since the beginning of time.

It is within, and still without, the scope-

of metaphysics. Those of you who have
attended my lectures have heard me call
myself the material idealist. I am a mystic

sensationalist. I_believe that we can de-

rive nothing from pure contemplation.
There is mystery and wonder in the veil
of the occult. The earth, our life, is merely
a vestibule of the universe. Contemplation
alone will hold us all as inapt and as im-
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o
potent as the old Monks of Athos. We
have mountains of literature behind us,
all, contemplative, and whatever its wis-
dom, it has given us not one thing outside

-of the abstract. From Plato down to the
present our philosophy has given us not .

one tangible proof, not one concrete fact
which we can place our hands on. We are
virtually where we were originally; *and
we can talk, talk, talk from now until the
clap of doomsday.

“What then?

“My friends, philosophy must take a
step sidewise. In this modern age young
science, practical science, has grown up
and far surpassed us. We must go back
to the beginning, forget our subjective mus-
ings and enter -the concrete. We are five-
sensed, and in the nature of things we
must bring the proof down into the con
crete where we cdn understand it. Can we
pierce the nebulous screen- that shuts us
out of the occult? We have doubted,
laughed at ourselves and been laughed at;
but the fact remains that always we have
persisted in the believing.

““I have said that we .shall never, never
understand infinity while within the limi-
tations of our five senses. I repeat it. But
that does not infer that we shall never
solve some of the mystery:of life. The oc-
cult-is not only a supposition, but a fact.
We have peopled it with terror, because,
like our .forebears before Columbus, we

.have peopled it with imagination.

“And now to my statement.

“I have called myself the Material Ideal-
ist. I have adopted an entirely new trend
of philosophy. During the past years, un-
known to you and unknown to my friends,
I have allied myself with practical science.
I desired something concrete. While my
colleagues and others were pounding out
tomes of wonderful sophistry I have been
pounding away at the screen of the occult.
This is a proud moment. I have succeeded.
Tomorrow I shall bring to.you- the fact
and the substance. I have lifted up- the
curtain and -flooded it with the light of
day. You shall have the fact for your
senses. Tomorrow I shall explain it all.

D
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I shall deliver my greatest lecture; in which
my whole life has come to a focus. It is
not spiritualism nor sophistry. It is con-
crete fact and common sense. The subject
of my lecture tomorrow will be: ‘The
Blind Spot.” ”

ERE begins the second part of the

mystery. o

We know now that the great lecture was
never delivered. Immediately the news was
scattered out of the class-room upon the
campus. It became common property. It
was spread over the country and was fea-
tured in all the great metropolitan dailies.
In the lecture-room next morning seats
were at a premium; students, professors,
instructors and all the prominent people
who could gain admission crowded into
the hall; even the irrepressible reporters
had stolen in to take down this greatest
scoop of the century. The place was
jammed until even standing room was un-
thought of. The crowd, dense and packed
physically uncomfortable, waited.

~ The minutes dragged by. It was a long,
long wait. But at last the bell rang that
ticked the hour. Every one was expectant.
And then fifteen minutes passed by, twenty
—the crowd settled down to waiting. At
length one of the colleagues stepped into
the doctor’s office and telephoned to his
-home. His daughter answered. "

“Papa? Why he left over two hours ago
for the campus.”

“About what timep” '

“Why, it was about seven-thirty. You
know he was to deliver his lecture to-day
on the Blind Spot. I wanted to hear it,
but he told me I could have it at home.
He said he was to have a wonderful guest
‘and 1 must make ready to receive him.
Isn’t papa there?”

“Not yet. Who was this guest? Did he
Say?)?

“Oh, yes! In a way. A most wonderful
man. And he gave him a wonderful name,
Rhamda Avec. I remember because it is
so funny. I asked papa if he was Sanscrit;
and he said he was much older than that.
Just imagine!”

“Did your father have his lecture with
him?” ,

“Oh, yes. Hé glanced over it at break-
fast. He told me he was going to startle
the world as it had never been since the
day of Columbus.”

“Indeed.”

“Yes. And he was terribly impatient.
He said he had to be at the college before
eight to receive the great man. He was
to deliver his lecture at ten. And after-
ward he would have lunch at noon and
he would give me the whole story. I am
all impatience.”

" “Thank you.”

Then he came back and made the an-
nouncement that there was a little delay;
but that Dr. Holcomb would be there
shortly. But he was not. At twelve o’clock
there were still some people waiting. At
one o'clock the last man had slipped out
of the room—and wondered. In all the
country there was but one person who
knew. That one was an obscure man who
had yielded to a detective’s intuition and
had fallen inadvertently upon one of the
greatest mysteries of modern times.

\

CHAPTER I11
“NOW THERE ARE TWO”

HE rest of the story is unfortunately
all too easily told. We go back to
Jerome and his strange companion.

At Center Street station they alighted
and walked up to the campus. Under the
Le Conte oaks they met the professor. He
was trim and happy, his short, well-built
figure clothed in black, his snow-white
whiskets trimmed to the usual square crop
and his pink skin glowing with splendid
health. The fog had by this time lifted
and the sun was just beginning to over-
come the chilliness of the air; on the ele-
vation beyond them the buildings of the
great university; and back of it all the
huge C upon the face of Charter Hill
There was no necessity for an introduction.

The two men apparently recognized each
other at once. So we have it from the de-
tective. There was sincerity in the delight



of their hand-clasp. A strangeé pair, both
of them with the distinction and poise that
come from refinement and intellectual
training; though in physique they were al-
most” opposite, there was still a strange,
almost mutual, bond between them. The

professor was short, well-set, and vener- .

able; his white hairs matched well the dig-
nity of his wisdom. The .other was tall,
lithe, graceful, and of that illusive poise
that blended into youthfulness. His hair
was black; his features well cut, and. of
the slightly swarthy tinge that suggested
an Eastern extraction. Unlike the profes-
sor, his face was smooth; he had no trace
of beard and very httle evidence that he
could grow one. Dt. Holcomb was beaming.

“At last!” he greeted. “At last! I was
“sure we could not fail. This, my dear Dr.
Avec, is the greatest day since Columbus,”

The other took the hand.

“So this is the great Dr. Holcomb. Yes,
indeed, it is a great day; though I know
nothing about your Columbus. So far it
has been simply wonderful. 1 can scarcely
credit my senses. So near and yet so far.
How can it be? A dream? Are you sure,
Dr. Holcomb?”

“My dear Rhamda,.I am sure that I
am the happiest man that ever lived. It
is the ‘culmination. I was certain we could
not fail; though, of course, to me also
it is an almost impossible climax.of fact.

I should never have succeeded w1th0ut’

your assistance.”

The other smiled. g

“That was of small account, my dear
doctor. To yourself must go the credit;
to me the pleasure- Take your sun, for in-
stance, I—but I have not the language
to tell you.” .
. But the doctor had gone to abstraction.

“A great day,” he was beaming. “A great
day! What will the world say? It is
proved.” Then suddenly: “You have
‘eaten?” )

“Not .yet. You must allow me a bit of
time. I thought of it; but I had not quxte
the courage to venture

“Then we shall eat,” said the other-man.
“Afterward we shall go up to the lec-
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ture-room. To-day I shall deliver my
lecture on- the Blind Spot. And when I
am through you shall deliver the words
that will astonish the world.”

But here it seems there was a hitch.
The other shook his head kindly. It was
evident that while the doctor was the
leader the other was a co- -worker who must
be considered.

“I am afraid, professor, that you have
promised a bit too much. I am not entirely
free yet, you know. Two hours is the most
.that I can give you; and not entirely that.
There are sonie details that may not be
neglected. It.is a far venture and now
that we have succeeded this far there is
surely no reason why we cannot go on.
However, it is necessary that I return to
the house on Chatterton Place. I have but

slightly over. an hour remaining.”

~The doctor was plainly disappointed.

““But the lecture?”

“It means my life, professor, and the
subsequent success of our experiment. A
few details,; a- few minutes. Perhaps if we
hurry we can get back in, time.2 '

The doctor glanced at his watch.
“Twenty minutes for the train, twenty for
the boat, ten minutes; that’s an hour, two

-hours. These details? Have you any idéa .

how long, Rhamda?”

“Perhaps not more than fifteen min-
utes.”

“We have still two hours. Fifteen min-
utes; perhaps a little bit late. Tell you
what I shall go with you. You can eat
upon the boat.” :

We bhave said that the detectlve had
intuition. He had it still.- Yet he had no
rational reason for suspecting either the
professor or his strange companion. Fur-
thermore he had never heard of the Blind
Spot in any way whatsoever; nor did he
know a_single thing of philosophy or any-
thing else in Holcomb’s teaching. He knew
the doctor as a man of eminent standing
and respectability. It was hardly natural
that he should suspect anything sinister °
to grow out of this meeting of two refined
scholars. He attached no great importance
to the trend of their conversation. It was
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strange to be sure; but he felt, no doubt,
that living in their own world they had
a way and a language of their own. He
was no scholar,

Still, he could think. The man Rhamda
had made an assertion that he could not
quite uncover. It puzzled him. As we say,
he had intuition. Something told him that
for the safety of his old friend it might
be well for him to shadow the strange pair
to the city.

When the pext train pulled out for the
pier the two scholars were seated in the
forward part of the car. In the last seat

was a man deeply immersed in a morning

paper.

It is rather unfortunate. In the natural
delicacy of the situation Jerome could not
crowd too closely. He had no certainty of
trouble; no proof whatever; he was known
to the professor. The best he could do was
to keep aloof and follow their movements.
At the ferry building they hailed a taxi
and started up Market Street. Jerome
watched them. In another moment he had
another driver and was winding behind in
their wheel tracks. The cab made straight
for Chatterton Place. In front of a sub-
stantial two-story house it drew up. The
two old men alighted. Jerome’s taxi passed
them. They were at the head of the steps;
a woman of slender beauty with a wonder-
ful loose fold of black hair was talking.
It seemed to the detective that her voice
was fearful, of a pregnant warning, that
she was protesting. Nevertheless, the old
men entered and the door slammed behind
them. Jerome slipped from the taxi and
spoke a few words to the chauffeur. A
moment later the two men were holding
the house under surveillance.

They did not have long to wait. The
man called Rhamda had asked for fifteen
minutes. At the stroke of the second the
front door reopened. Some one was laugh-
ing; a melodious enchanting laugh and
feminine. A woman was speaking. And
then two forms in the doorway. A man
and a woman. The man was Rhamda Avec,
tall, immaculate, black clad and distin-
guished. The woman, Jerome was not cer-

tain that she was the same who opened
the door or not; she was even more beau-
tiful. She was laughing. Like her com-
panion she was clad in black, a beautiful
shimmering material which sparkled in the
sun like the rarest silk. The man glanced
carelessly up and down the street for a
moment, Then he assisted the lady down
the steps and into the taxi. The door
slammed; and before the detective could
gather his scattered wits they were lost
in the city.

Jerome was expecting the professor. Nat-
urally when the door opened he looked
for the old gentleman and his companion.
It was the doctor he was watching, not
the other. Though he had no rational rea-
son for expecting trouble he had still his
hunch and his intuition. The man and
woman aroused suspicion; and likewise up-
set his calculation. He could not follow
them and stay with the professor. It was
a moment for quick decision. He won-
dered. Where was Dr. Holcomb? This was
the day he was to deliver his lecture on
the Blind Spot. He had read the announce-
ment in the paper coming over on the boat,
together with certain comments by the
editor. In the lecture itseli there was mys-
tery. This strange one, Rhamda, was mixed
in the Blind Spot. Undoubtingly he was
the essential fact and substance. Until now
he had not scented tragedy. Why had
Rhamda and the woman come out to-
gether? Where was the professor?

Where indeed?

T THE end of a half-hour Jerome

ventured across the street. He noted
the number 288. Then he ascended the
steps and clanged at the knocker. From
the sounds that came from inside, the place
was but partly furnished. Hollow steps
sounded down the hallway, shuffling, like

weary bones dragging slippers. The door

opened and an old woman, very old, peered
out of the crack. She coughed. Though it
was not a loud cough it seemed to the
detective that it would be her last one;
there was so little of her.

“Pardon me, but is Dr. Holcomb here?”

X
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-The old lady-looked up at him. The eyes
were of a blank expressionless blue she was
in her dotage.

- “You mean—oh, yes, I thmk s0, the pret- .

ty man with -the whlte Whlskers He was
here a few minutes ago, with that other.
But he just went out, sir, he just went
out.” -

“No, I don’t think so. There was a man
went out and a woman. But not Dr. Hol~
comb.”

“A woman? There was no woman.”

“Oh, yes, there was a woman—a very
beautiful one.”

The old lady dropped her hand. It was
trembling.

“QOh, dear,” she was saying. “This makes

two. This morning it was a man and now

it is a woman, that makes.two.”

It seemed to the man as he looked down
in her eyes that he was looking into great
fear; she was so slight and frail and help-
less and so old; such a fragile thing to

bear burden and trouble. Her voice was
cracked and just above a shrill whisper,

almost uncanny. She kept repeating:

“Now there are two. Now there are two.
That makes two. This morning there was
one. Now there are two.’

Jerome could not understand He pltred~

the old lady.

“Did "you say that Dr. Holcomb is
here?”

Again she looked up: the same blank
expression, she was evidently trying to
gather her wits. X

“Two. A woman. Dr. Holcomb. Oh, yes,
Dr. Holcomb. Won’t you come in?”

She opened the door.

Jerome entered and took off his hat. -

Judicially he repeated the doctor’s name
to keep it in her mind. She closed the door
carefully and touched his arm. It seemed
to him that she was terribly weak and tot-
tering; her old eyes, however expression-
less, were full of pitiful pleading. She was
scarcely= more than a shadow. :

“You are his son?”

Jerome lied; but he did it for a reason.
(tYeS ”? . . .
“Then come.”

FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

She took him by the sleeve and led him
to a room, then across it to a door in the
side wall. Her step was slow.and totter-
ing; twice she stopped to sing 'the dirge
of her wonder. “First a ‘man and then a
Woman Now there is one. You are his
son.” ‘And twice she stopped and listened.
“Do. you hear anything? A bell? T love to
hear it: and then afterward I am afraid.
Did you ever notice a bell? It always
makes you think of church and the things
that are holy. This is a beautiful bell—
first—"

Either the woman was without her rea-
son or very nearly so: she was very weak
and tottering. .

" “Come, mother, I know, ﬁrst a bell, but

" Dr. Holcomb?” .

The name brought. her ‘back again. For

. a moment she was blank trying to ‘recall

her senses. And then she remembered. She
pointed to the door.
“In there—Dr. Holcomb. That’s where

they come. That’s where they go. Dr.-Hol-,

comb. The little old man with the beauti-
ful whiskers. This morning it was a man;

- now it is a woman. Now. there are'two.

Oh, dear; perhaps we shall hear the bell.”
Jerome began to scent a tragedy. Cer-
tainly the old lady was uncanny; the house

"was bare and hollow; the scant furniture

was threadbare with age and mildew; each
sound was exaggerated and fearful, even
their breathing. He placed his hand on the
knob and opened the_ door.

“Now there are two. Now there are
two.”

The room was emptv Not a bit of fur-
niture; a blank, bare apartment with an
old—fashioned high ceiling. Nothing else.
Whatever the weirdness and adventure
Jerome was getting nowhere. The old lady
was still clinging to his arm and still
droning:

“Now there are two, Now there are two.
This morning a man; now a woman. Now
there are two.”

“Come, mother, comé. This wrll ‘not do. .

Perhaps———
But just then the old lady s lean fingers
clinched into his arm;  her eyes grew

P
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brigilt; her mouth opened and she stopped
in the middle of her drone. Jerome grew
rigid. And no wonder. From the middle

of the room not ten feet way came the

tone of a bell, a great silvery voluminous
sound—and music. A church bell. Just one
stroke, full toned, filling all the air till the
whole room was choked with music. Then
as suddenly it died out and runed into
nothing. At the same time he felt the fin-
gers on his arm relax; and a heap at his
feet. He reached over. The life and in-
telligence that was so near the line was
just crossing over the border. The poor

old lady! Here was a tragedy he could

not understand. He stooped over to assist
her. He was trembling. As he did so he
heard the drone of her soul as it wafted

. to the shadow:

“Now there are two.”

CHAPTER 1V

GONE

EROME was a strong man, of iron’

nerve, and well set against emotion;
in the run of his experience he had. been
plumped ‘into many startling situations;
but none like this. The croon of the old
lady thrummed in his ears with endless
repetition. He picked her up tenderly and
bore her to another room and placed her
on a ragged sofa. There were still marks
on her face of former beauty. He wondered
who she was and what had been her life
to come to such an ending.

“Now there are two,” the words were
withering with oppression. Subconsciously
he felt the load that crushed her spirit. It
was as if the burden had been shifted; he
sensed the weight of an unaccountable
disaster,

The place was musty and ill- hghted He
looked about him, the dank, close air was
unwashed by daylight. A stray ray of sun-
shine filtering through the broken shutter
slanted across the room and sought vainly
to dispel the shadow. He thought of Dr.
Holcomb. Dr. Holcomb and the old lady.
“Now there are two.” Was it a double
tragedy? First of all he must investigate.

The place was of eleven rooms, six
downstairs and five on the upper story.
With the exception of one broken chair
there was no furmture upstairs; four of
the rooms on the lower floor were partly
furnished, two not at all. A rear room
had evidently been to the old lady the
whole of her habitation, serving as kitchen,
bedroom, and living-room combined. Ex-
cept in this room there were no carpets
whatever. His steps sounded hollow and-

ghostly; the boards creaked and each time

he opened a door he was oppressed by the
same gloom of dankness and stagnation.
There was no trace of Dr. Holcomb.

He remembered the bell and sought
vainly on both floors for anything that
would give him a clue to the sound. There
was nothing. The only thing he heard was

. the echoing of his own creaking footsteps
and the unceasing blur that thrummed in

his spirit, “Now there are two.”

At last he came to the door and looked
out into the street. The sun was shining
and the life and pulse was rising from the
city. It was daylight; plain, healthy day.
It was good to look at. On the threshdld
of the door he felt himself standing on

" the border of two worlds. What had be-

come of the doctor and who was the old
lady; and lastly and just as important who
was the Rhamda and his beautiful com-
panion?

Jerome telephoned to headquarters.

It is a strange case.

~ At the precise minute when his would-

be auditors were beginning to fidget over
his absence the police of San Francisco
had started the search for the great doctor.
Jerome had followed his intuition. It had
led him into a tragedy and he was ready
to swear almost on his soul that it was
twofold. The prominence of the professor,
together with his startling announcement
of the day previous and the world-wide
comment that it had aroused, elevated the
case to a national interest.

Dr. Holcomb had promised to tear away
the veil of the occult. He was not a man
to talk idly. The world had long regarded
him as one of its greatest thinkers. It was



a mystery that had shrouded over the ages.
Since man first blubbered out of apehood
he had fought with this great riddle of
‘infinity. And now, in the lecture on the
Blind Spot, was promised the great solu-
tion; and not only the solution, but the
fact and substance to back it.’ .
What was the Blind Spot? The world
conjectured; and, like the world has been
since beginning, it scoffed and derided.
Some there were, however, men well up
in the latest discoveries of science, who
did not laugh. They counseled forbearance;
they would wait for the doctor and his
lecture.
~ There was no lecture. In the teeth of
our expectation came the startling word
that the doctor had disappeared. Appar-
ently when on the very verge of announc-
ing his discovery he had been swallowed
by the very force that he had loosened.
There was nothing in known science, out-
side of optics, that could in any way be

blended with the Blind Spot. There were -

but two solutions; either the professor had
been a victim of a clever rogue, or he had
been overcome by the rashness of his own
wisdom. At any rate, it was known from
that minute on as “THE BLIND SPOT.”

ERHAPS it is just as well to take up

the findings of the police. The police
of course eluded from the beginning any
suggestion of the occult. They are mate-
rial; and were convinced from the start
that ‘the case -had its origin in downright
villainy. Man is complex; but being so,
is oft overbalanced by evil. Some genius
had made a fool of the doctor.

In the first place a thorough search was
made for the professor. The place at No.
288 Chatterton Place was ransacked from
cellar to attic. The records were gone over
and it was found that the property had
for some time been vacant; that the real
ownership was vested in a number of heirs
scattered about the country.

The old lady had apparently been living
.on the place simply through sufferance.
No one could find out who she was. A
few tradesmen in the vicinity had sold her

s
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some scant supplies_ahd that was all. The
stress that Jerome placed upon her actions

and words was given due account of. There

were undoubtedly two villains; but also
there were two victims. That the old lady
was such as well as the professor no one

" has doubted. The whole secret’lay in the

strange -gentleman with the Eastern cast
and ‘complexion. Who was Rhamda Avec?

And now comes the strangest part of
the story. Ever, when we recount the tale
there is something to overturn the theories
of the police. It has become a sort of leg-
end in San Francisco; one to be taken with
a grain of salt, to be sure, but for all that,
one at which we may well wonder. Here
the supporters of the professor’s philoso-
phy hold their strongest point—if it is true.
Of course we can venture no private opin-

ion, never having witnessed. It is this:

Rhamda Avec is with us and in our
city. His description and drawn likeness

has been published many times. There are -

those who aver that they have seen him

in the reality of the flesh walking through

the crowds.of Market Street.
He is easily distinguished, tall and dis
tinctive, refined to an ultra degree, and

" with the poise and alertness of a gentleman

of reliance and character. Women look
twice and wonder; he is neither old nor
young; when he smiles it is like youth
breaking in laughter. And with him often
is his beautiful companion,

Men vouch for her beauty and swear
that it is of the super kind- that drives to
distraction: She is fire and flesh and carnal
—she is superbeauty. There is allurement

‘about her body; sylphlike, sinuous; the

olive tint of her complexion, the wonderful
glory of her hair and the glowing night-
black of her eyes. Men pause; she is of
the superlative kind that rob the reason,
a supreme glory of passion and life and
beauty, at whose feet fools and wise men
would slavishly .frolic and folly. She sel-
dom speaks; but those who have heard her
say that it is like rippling water, of gentle-
ness and softness and of the mellow flow
that comes from love and passion and from
beauty, - _ '

™ 5
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Of course there is nothing out of the
ordinary in their walking down the streets.
Anybody might do that. The wonder comes
in the manner in which they elude the
police. They come and go in the broad,
bright davlight. Hundreds have seen them.
They make no effort at concealment, nor
disguise. And yet no fantoms were ever
more unreal than they to those who seek
them. Who are thev? The officers have
been summoned on many occasions; but
each and every time in some manner or
way thev have contrived to elude them.
There are some who have consigned them
to the limbo of illusion. But we do not
entirely agree.

In a case like this it is well to take into
consideration the respectability and char-
acter of those who have witnessed. Fan-
toms are not corporeal: these two are flesh
and blood. There is mysterv about them:
but they are substance, the same as we
are. All the secrets of the universe have
not been unriddled by anv means. We be-
lieve in Dr. Holcomb: and whether it was
murder or mystery, we do not think we
shall solve it until we have discovered the
laws and the clues that led the great doc-
tor up to the Blind Spot.

And lastly:

If you will take the Key Route ferry
some foggv morning you may see some-
thing to convince vou. It must be foggy
and the air must be gray and drab and
somber. Take the lower deck. Perhaps you
shall see nothing. If not try again; for they
say you shall be rewarded. Watch the for-
ward part of the boat: but do not leave
the inner deck. The great Rhamda watch-
ing the gray swirl of the water!

He stands alone, in his hands the case
of reddish leather. his feet slightly apart
and his face full of a great hungry wonder.
Watch his features: they are strong and
aglow with a great and wondrous wis-
dom: mark if vou see evil. And, remem-
ber. Though he is like you he is something
vastly different. He is flesh and blood: but
perhaps the master of one of the greatest
laws that man can attain to. He is the
fact and the substance that was promised,

but was not delivered by the professor.

This account has been taken from one of
the Sunday editions of our papers. I do
not agree with it entirely. Nevertheless,
it will serve as an excellent foundation for
my own adventures; and what is best of
all, save labor.

CHAPTER V
PALS

MY NAME is Harry Wendel.

I am an attorney and until re-
cently boasted of a splendid practice and
an excellent prospect for the future. I am
still & voung man; I have a good educa-
tion and still have friends and admirers.
Such being the case, you no doubt wonder
why I give a past inference to my practice
and what the future might hold for me.
Listen:

I might as well start ‘way back. I shall
do it completely and go back to the fast-
receding time that glowed with childhood.

The first that T can remember is a wrig-
gling ornerv mess of curls and temper;
for be it known, I have from the begin-
ning been of that passionate vindictive
stamp that surcharges the hot emotions
of life into high moments.

It is a recollection of childish disaster
—1I go ’way back. I had been making
strenuous efforts to pull the tail out of
the cat that T might use it for a feather
duster. My desire was supreme logic. I
could not understand objection; the cat
resisted for certain utilitarian reasons
of its own and my mother through humane
sympathy. I had been scratched and
spanked in addition: it was the first storm
center that I remember. I had been
punished but not subdued. At the first
opportunity I stole out of the house and
onto the lawn that stretched out to the
sidewalk.

I remember the day. The sun was shin-
ing, the sky was clear, and everything was
green with springtime. For a minute I
stood still and blinked in the sunlight. It
was beautiful and soft and balmy; the
world at full exuberance; the buds upon the

.

T T AT aidls

«“l;‘['z.';:

‘{;""-F“L_A_\ '

A

~ g

VEneer |1".I'.:\"iv'\ih e

Gl

[

RIS

L TS
T

4 .‘,' (M
o

S

o
P

B

Filigp b ek Lo

"'.‘:.'!'p"f.. ‘._A‘(r:‘ W it




p—

20 FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

trees, the flowers, and the song-birds sing-
ing. T could not understand it. It was so
beautiful and soft. My heart. was still

beating fiercely, still black with perversity -

and stricken rancor. The world had no
right to be so. I hated w1th the full rush
of childish anger.

And then I saw.

Across the street coming over to meet
me was a child of my age. He was fat and
chubby, a mass of yellow curls and laugh-
er; when he walked he held his feet .out
at angles as is the maner of fat boys and
his arms away from his body; he had on
his first' pair of pants and a white blouse
like T wore on Sunday. I slid off the porch
quietly.” Here was something that could

suffer for the cat and my mother. At my"

rush he stopped in wonder. T remember
his smiling face and my anger. In an in-
stant T had him by the hair and was biting
with all the fury of vindictiveness.

" At first he set up a great bawl for as-
sistance. He was fat and passive, a beau-
tiful, good-natured child. He could not
understand; "he screamed and held his
hands aloft to keep them out of my reach.
Then he tried to run away. But I had

learned from the cat that had scratched,

me. I clung on, biting, tearing. It was
good to rend him, to rip off his blouse and
collar; the shrill of his scream was music:
it was conflict, sweet and dehc1ous it was
strife, swift as instinct.

At last I stopped him; he ceased trymg
to get awdy and began to struggle. It was
better still; it was resistance. But he was
stronger than I; though I was quicker he
managed to get me by the shoulders, to
force me back, and finally to. upset me.
Then in the stolid way, and after the man-

ner of fat boys, he sat upon my chest.

When our startled mothers came upon the
scene they so found us — I upon my back,
clinching my teeth and threatening all the
dire fates of childhood, and he waiting
either for assistance or until my ire should
retire sufficiently to allow him to release
me in safety.

“Who did it? Who started it?”

That I remember plainly.

“Hobart, did you do this?” The fat boy
backed off quietly and clung to his mother;,
but he did not answer. .

" “Hobart, did you start this?”

Still no ‘answer.

“Harry, this was you; you started it.
Didn’t you try to hurt Hobart?”

+ I nodded.

My mother took me by the hand and‘
drew me away.

“He is a rascal, Mrs. Fenton, and has
a temper like sin; but he will tell the
truth, thank goodness.”

I am telling this not for the mere rela-
tion, but ‘by the way of introduction. It
was my first meeting with Hobart Fenton.
It is necessary that you know us both
and our characters, Our lives are so en-
twined and so related that without it you
could not get the gist of the story. In the
afternoon I came across the street to play
with - Hobart. He met me smiling. It ‘was
not in his healthy little soul to hold resent--
ment. T was either all smiles or anger. I
forgot as qulckly as T battled. That nlght
there were two happy’ youngsters tucked
into the bed and covers.

8] WE grew up; one with the other.

We played as children do and fought
as boys have done from the beginning. I
shall say right now that the fights were
mostly my fault. I started them one and
all; and if every battle had the same be-
ginning it likewise had the same ending.
That first fight was but the forerunner of
all the others. Though we have always
been chums we have always been willing

to battle. The boys would place a chip

upon, his shoulder to see me start it. He
has always outweighed me. I have knocked
off a thousand chips and have taken a
thousand beatings. I have still one more
coming. I would knock a chip off Hobart
Fenton’s shoulder if he weighed a ton.
Please do not think hard of Hobart.
He is the kindest soul in the world; there
never was a truer lad nor a kinder heart.
He loved me from the begmnmg He was
strong, healthy, fat, and like fat boys,
forever laughing. He folIowed me into

r
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trouble and when I was retreating he
valiantly defended the rear.  Stronger,
sturdier, and slower, he has been a sort
of protector from the beginning. I have
called him the Rear Guard: and he does
not resent it.

I have always been in mischief, rest-
less, and eager for anything that would
bring quick action: and when I got into
deep water Hobart would come along,
pluck me out and pull me to shore and
safety. Did you ever see a great mastiff
and a fox terrier running together? It is
a homely illustration; but an apt one.

We were boys together, with our de-
lights and troubles, joys and sorrows. I
thought so much of Hobart that I did not
shirk stooping to help him take care of
his baby sister. That is about the supreme
sacrifice of a bov's devotion. In after
years, of course, he has laughed at me
and swears I did it on purpose. 1 do not
know, but T am willing to admit that I
think a whole lot of that sister.

Side by side we grew up and into man-
hood. We went to school and into college.

In our prep days we began playving foot-

ball. Even in the beginning he was sturdy,
strong and surtopped all the fellows. T was
wiry, alert, full of action and small. We
were kept together, he at center, and I at
quarter. There was a force between us that
was higher than all training, an intuition,
a strength and confidence that reached
out of the cradle.

I knew his actions, every move and
quiver; when 1 took the ball there was no
danger of the play being blocked. He was
in front of me fighting to shield me and
to give me a chance for action. Together.
at least. sn snoke the critics, we were a
great pair. We were never separated but
once. That was in college; it was the only
time I had doubts of myv ability as a
player. Robbing me of that broad back
was like stealing my instinct. We had
grown double. For all of my training and
experience I could not function; my foot-
ball wits were foggy, I lost all the snap
of action. It was so with Hobart. He was
slow and bewildered; he lost all the zest

and force that made him a great center.
The coaches perceived it immediately.
Thereafter we were never used in a game
unless they could keep us together.

And now just a bit more. Even as we
were at odds in our physical builds and
our dispositions, so were we in our studies.

From the beginning Hobart has had a

mania for screws, bolts, nuts, and pistons.
He is practical: he likes mathematics; he
can talk vou from the binomial theorem
up into Calculus; he is never so happy as
when the air is buzzing with a conversa-
tion charged with induction coils, alter-
nating currents, or atomic energy. The
whole swing and force of popular science
is his kingdom. I will say for Hobart that
he is just about in line to be king of it
all. Today he is In South America, one
of our greatest engineers. He is bringing
the water down from the Andes; and it
is just about like those strong shoulders
and that good head to restore the land of
the Incas,

About myself? I went Into the law. I
enjoy an atmosphere of strife and con-
tention. T might have made a good soldier;
but as there was no prospect of immediate
war I was content with strife forensic. I
liked books and discussion and I thought
that I would like the law. On the advice
of my elders I took up an A. B. course and
then entered the law college, and in due
time was admitted to practice. It was while
pursuing this letters course that I first
ran into philosophy. T was a lad to enjoy
quick, pithy, epigrammatic statements. I
have always favored a man who hits from
the shoulder. Professor Holcomb was of
terse, heavy thinking; he spoke what he
thought and he did not quibble. He fav-
ored no one.

RANKLY speaking, T will say that

the old white-haired professor left his
stamp upon me. He was one of the kind
whose characters influence generations. I
loved him like all the rest; though I was
not above playing a trick on the old fellow
occasionally. Still he had a wit of his own
and seldom came out second best, and
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when hé lost out he could laugh like the

next one. I was deeply impressed by the
doctor. As I took course after course under
him I was convinced that for all of his
dry philosophy the old fellow had a trick
up his sleeve; he had a way of expound-
ing that was rather startling; likewise, he
had a scarcely concealed contempt for
some of the demigods of our old phi-
losophy.

‘What this trick was I could never un-
cover. I hung on and dug into great tomes
of wisdom. I became interested and
gradually took up with . his speculation;
for all of my love of action I found that
I had a strong subcurrent for the philo-
sophical. .

Now I roomed with Hobart.’ When I
would come home with some dry tome and
would lose myself in it by the hour he
could not understand it. I was preparing
for the law. He could see no advantage
to be derived from this digging into specu-
lation. He was practical and unless he
could drive a nail into a thing or at least
dig into its chemical elements it was hard
to get him interested. -

“Of what use is it, Harry? Why waste
your brains? These old fogies have been
pounding on the question for three thou-
sand years.
could read all their literature from the
pyramids down to the present skyscrapers
and you wouldn’t get enough prcu.tlcal wis-
dom to drive a dump-cart. >

 “That’s just it,” T answered. “I’'m not
hankering for a dump—cart. You have an
idea -that all the wisdom in the world is
locked up in the concrete; unless a thing
has wheels, pistons, some sort of combus-
tion, or a chemical action you are not
interested. What gives you the control over
your machinery? Brains! But what makes
the mind go?” -

Hobart blinked.

“Fine,” he answered. “Go on.”

“Well,” I answered, “that’s what I am
after.”

He laughed.

-“Great. Well, keep at it. It’s your funer-
~al, Harry. When you have found it let

What have they got? You

me know and I’ll beat you to the patent.”
With that he turned to his desk and

~dug into one of his everlasting formulas.

Just the same, next day when I entered
Holcomb’s lecture-room 1 was in for a
surprise. My husky roommate was in the
seat heside me.

“What’s the big idea?” T asked.

“Big idea is right, Harry,” be grinned.
“Just thought I would beat you to.it, Had
a dickens of a time with Dan Clark, of
the engineering department. Told him I
wanted to study philosophy. The old boy
put up a beautiful holler. Couldn’t under-
stand what an engineer would want with
psychology or Ethics 2b. Neither could I
until I got to thinking last night when I
went to roost. Because a thing has never
been done is no reason why it never “wili
be; is it, Harry?”

I shrugged my shoulders.

“Certainly not. I don’t know just what
you are driving at: Perhaps you intend
to take your notes over to the machine
shop and hammer out the Secret of the
Absolute.”

He grmned

“Pretty wise head at that Harry, What
did you call it? The Secret of the Abso-
lute. Will remember that. I’'m not much
on phrases; but I am sure of the strong
boy with the hammer. You don’t object
to my sitting here beside you; so that
I, too, may drink in the little drops of
w1sd0m?”

It was in this way that Hobart entered
into the study of philosophy. When the
class was over and we were going down

the steps he patted me on the shoulder..

“Not so bad, Harry." Not so bad. The
old doctor is there; he’s got them going.
Likewise little Hobart has got a big idea.”

Now it happened that this was just
about six weeks before Dr. Holcomb an-
nounced his great lecture on the Blind

Spot. It was not more than a week after

registration. In the time ensuing Fenton
became Jjust as great an enthusiast as my-
self. His idea, of course, was chimerical
and a blind; his main purpose was to get
in with me where he could argue me out
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of my folly. He wound up by being a
convert of the professor.

Then came the great day. The night of
the announcement we had a long discussion.
It was a deep question. For all of my faith
in the professor I was hardly prepared
for a thing like this. Strange to say I was
the skeptic; and stranger still, it was
Hobart who took the side of the doctor.

“Why not?” he said. “It merely comes
down to this: you grant that a thing is
possible and then vou deny the possibil-
ity of a proof — outside of your abstract.
That’s good paradox, Harry; but almighty
poor logic. If it is so it certainly can be
proven. There’s not one reason in the
world why we can’t have something <on-
crete. The professor is right. I am with
him. He's the only professor in all the
ages.”

Well, it turned out as it did. It was a
terrible blow to us all. Most of the world
took it as a great murder or an equally
great case of abduction. There were but
few, even on the campus, who embraced
the side of the doctor. It was a case »f
villainy, of a couple of remarkably clever
rogues and a trusting scholar.

But there was one whose faith was not
diminished. He had been one of the last
to come under the influence of the doctor.
He was practical and concrete, and not
at all attuned to philosophy; he had not
the training for deep dry thinking. He
would not recede one whit, One day 1
caught him sitting down with his head
between his hands. I touched him on the
shoulder.

“What’s the deep study, pal?” I asked
him.

He looked up. By his eyes I could see
that his thoughts had been far away.

“What’s the deep study?” I repeated.

“] was just thinking, Harry; just
thinking.”

“What?”

“] was just thinking, Harry, that I
would like to have about one hundred
thousand dollars and about ten years
leisure.”

“That’s a nice thought,” I answered; “I

could think that myself. What would you
do with it?”

“Do? Why, there is just one thing that
I would do if I had that much money.
I would solve the Blind Spot.”

HIS happened years ago while we

were still in college. Many things
have occurred since then. I am writing
this on the verge of disaster. How little
do we know! What was the idea that
buzzed in the head of Hobart Fenton?
He is concrete, physical, fearless. He is in
South America. I have cabled to him and
expect him as fast as steam can bring
him. The great idea and discovery of the
professor is a fact, not fiction. What is
it? That I cannot answer, I have found it
and T am a witness to its potency.

Some law that has been missed through
the ages; phenomena that should not have
been discovered. It is inexorable and in-
sidious; it is concrete. Qut of the un-
known comes terror. Through the love
for the great professor I have pitted my-
self against it. From the beginning it has
been almost hopeless. 1 remember that
last digression in ethics. “The mystery of
the occult may be solved. We are five-
sensed. When we bring the thing down
to the concrete we may understand.”

Sometimes I wonder at the Rhamda.
Is he a man or a fantom? Does he con-
trol the Blind Spot? Is he the substance
and the proof that was promised by Dr.
Holcomb? Through what process and what
laws did the professor acquire even his
partial control over the phenomena?
Where did the Rhamda and his beautiful
companion come from? Who are they?
And lastly — what was the idea that
buzzed in the head of Hobart Fenton?

When I look back now I wonder. T have
never believed in fate. I do not believe
in it now. Man is the master of his own
destiny. We are cowards else. I lay my
all on honor, Whatever is to be known
we should know it. One’s duty is ever to
one’s fellows. Heads up and onward. T am
not a brave man, perhaps, under close
analysis; but once I have given my word
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I shall keep it. I have done my bit; my
simple duty. Perhaps I have failed. In
holding myself against the Blind Spot I
have done no more than would have been
done by a million others. 1 have only
“one regret. Failure is seldom rewarded. I
had hoped that my life would be the last;
I have a dim-hope still. If I fail in the
end, there must be still one more to
follow

Understand. I do not expect to die. Tt is

the unknown that I am afraid of. I ‘who -

thought that we knew so much have found
it still so little. There are so many laws
in the weave of Cosmos that are still un-
guessed: What is this death that we are
afraid of? What is life? Can we solve it?
Is it permissible? What is the Blind Spot?
1f Hobart Fenton is right it has nothing
to do with death. If so, what is it?

My pen is weak. [ am weary. I am wait-
ing for Hobart. Perhaps I shall not last.
When he comes T want him to know my
story. What he knows already will not
hurt repeating. It is well that man shail
have it; it may be that we shall both
fail — there is no telling; but if we do
the world can profit by our blunders and
guide itself — perhaps to the mastery of
the phenomena that controls the Blind
Spot. '

I ask you to bear with me. If I make
a few mistakes or I am a bit loose, remem-
ber the stress under which I am writing.
I shall try to be plam so that all may
follow.”

CHAPTER VI
CHICK WATSON

OW to go back.

In due time we were both of us
graduated from college. I went into the
law and Hobart into engineering. We wete
both successful. There was not a thing
to foreshadow that either of us was to
be jerked from his profession. There was
no adventure, but lots of work and the
plentiful reward of proportion.

Perhaps T was a bit more fortunate. I
was a lover and Hobart was still a con-

firmed bachelor. It was a ‘subject over
which he was never done joshing. It was
not my fault. I was innocent. If the blame
ran anywhere it would. have to be placed
upon that baby sister. We ~had wheeled
her on the sidewalks; watched her toddle
in her first footsteps; and to keep her from
crying had missed many a game of mar-
bles. Seriously, at the time I do not think
I had any thought of the future. When she
had grown into an awkward bundle of
arms and legs and pigtails I would have

run away at the suggestion. That is just

it.

It bappened as it has happened since
God first made the maiden. One fall Ho-
bart.and I started off for college. We left
Charlotte at the gate a girl of fifteen years
and ten times as many angles. I pulled one
of her pigtails, kissed her, and told her
I wanted her to get pretty. When- we came

~home next summer I went over to pull

the other pigtail. I did not pull it. I was
met by the fairest little lady I had ever
looked on. And I could not kiss her.
Seriously, was I to blame? -

NOW to the incident.

It was a night in September. Hobart
had completed the details of his affairs
and had booked passage to South America.
He was to sail next morning. We had
dinner that day with his family, and then
came up to San Francisco for a last and
farewell bachelor night. We could take
in the opera together, have supper at our
favorite café, and then turn in. It was a
long hark back to our childhood; but for
all that we were still boys together.

I remember that night. It was our fav-
orite opera — “Faust.” It was the one
piece that we could agree on. Looking
back since, I have wondered at the coin-
cidence. The 'old myth age to youth and
the subcurrent sin with its stalking,
laughing, subtle Mephistopheles. Even the
introductory Faust — the octogenarian,
scholar — the Mephisto, the element of
the supernatural — all have woven into
color. It is strange that we should have
taken in this one opera on this one eve-
ning. I recall our coming out of the build-
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ing; our minds thrilling to the music and
the subtle weirdness of a master.

A fog had fallen — one of those thick,
heavy, gray mists that sometimes come
upon us in September.  Into its somber
depths the crowd disappeared like shadows.
The lights upon the streets blurred yel-
low. At the cold sheer contact we hesi-
tated upon the sidewalk.

I had on a light overcoat. Hobart,
bound for the tropics, had no such pro-
tection. It was cold and miserable, a chill
wind stirring from the north was un-
usually cutting. Hobart raised his collar
and dug his hands into his pockets.

“Brr,” he muttered: “brr, some coffee
or“some wine! Something.”

The sidewalks were wet and slippery,
the mists settling under the lights had
the effect of drizzle. I touched Hobart’s
arm and we started across the street.

“Brr is right,” T answered, “and some
wine. Brr. Notice the shadows, like
ghosts.”

We were half across the street before
he answered; then he stopped.

“Ghosts! Did vou say ghosts, Harry?”
[ noted a strange inflection in his voice.
He stood still and peered into the fog
bank. His stop was sudden and suggestive.
Just then a passing taxicab almost caught
us and we were compelled to dodge
quickly. Hobart ducked out of the way
and I side-stepped in another direction.
We came up together on the sidewalk.
Again he peered into the shadow.

“Confound that cab,” he was saving,
“now we’ve missed him.”

He took off his hat and then put it
back on his head. It was his favorite trick
when bewildered. 1 looked up and down
the street.

“Didn’t vou see him? Harrv! Didn't
you see him? Tt was Rhamda Avec!”

I had seen no one: that is to notice; I
did not know the Rhamda. Neither did
he.

“The Rhamda? You don’t know him.”

Hobart was puzzled.

“No,” he said; “I do not: but it was
he, just as sure as I am a fat man.”

I whistled. I recalled the tale that was
now a legend. The man had an affinity
for the fog mist. To come out of “Faust”
and to run into the Rhamda! What was
the connection? For a moment we both
stood still and waited.

“I wonder — 7 said Hobart. “1 was
just thinking about that fellow to-night.
Strange! Well, let’s get something hot —
some coffee.”

But it had given us something for dis-
cussion. Certainly it was unusual. During
the past few days I had been thinking
of Dr. Holcomb: and for the last few
hours the tale had clung with reiterating
persistence. Perhaps it was the weirdness
and the tremulous intoxication of the
music. I was one of the vast majority who
disbelieved it. Was it possible that it was,
after all, other than the film of fancy?
There are times when we are receptive;
at that moment I could have believed it.

E ENTERED the café and chose a

table slightly to the rear. It was a
contrast to the cold outside; the lights so
bright, the glasses clinking, laughter and
music. A few young people were dancing.
I sat down: in a moment the lightness
and jollity had stirred my blood. Hobart
took a chair opposite. The place was full
of beauty. With the thrill of youth I noted
the marvelous array of girls and women.
In the back of my mind blurred the image
of the Rhamda. I had never seen him;
but I had read the description. I wondered
absently at the persistence. I recall Ho-
bart’s reiteration.

“On my honor as a fat man.”

I have said that T do not believe in
fate. I repeat it. Man should control his
own destiny. A great man does. Perhaps
that is it. T am not great. Certainly it was
circumstance,

In the back part of the room at one of
the tables was a young man sitting alone.
Something caught my attention. Perhaps it
was his listlessness or the dreamy uncon-
cern with which he watched the dancers;
or it may have been the utter forlornness
of his expression. I poted his unusual
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pallor and his cast of dissipation, also the
continual working of his long; lean fingers.
There are certain set fixtures in the night
life of any city. But this was not one. He
was not an habitué. From the first I
sensed it. There was a certain greatness
to his loneliness and his isolation. 1 won-
dered.

Just- then he looked up By a mere
coincidence our eyes met, He smiled, a
weak * smile and a forlorn one, and it
seemed to me rather pitiful. Then as sud-
denly his glance wandered to the door
behind me. Perhaps there was something
in my expression that caught Hobart’s
attention. He turned about.

“Say, Harry, who is that fellow? I know
that face, I'm certain.”

- “Come to think, I have seen him my-
self. T wonder—”

The young man lookéd up again. The

same weary smile. He nodded. And again
he glanced over my shoulder toward the
door. His face suddenly hardened.

“He knows us at any rate,”
tured.

Now Hobart was 51tt1ng with his face
toward the entrance. He could see any one
coming or “going. Following the young
man’s glance he looked over my shoulder.

1 ven-

He suddenly reached over and took me

by the forearm.

“Don’t look around ” he warned; ‘“take
it .easy. As I' said — on my honor as a
fat man.’

The very words foretold. I could not but
risk a glance: Across the room a man was

. tlve

coming down-the aisle — a tall man, dark, -
and of a very decided manner. I had read
his description many times; I had seen his
likeness as drawn by certain sketch ar-
tists of the city. They did not do him jus-
tice. He had.a wonderful way and pres-
ence — you might say, magnetism. I no-

- ticed the furtive wandering glances that

were cast, especially by the women. He

~was a handsome man beyond denying,

about the handsomest I had ever seen.
The same elusiveness.

At first I would have sworn him to be
of sixty; the next minute I was just as
certain of his youth. There . was some-
thing about him that could not be. put to
paper, be.it strength, force or vitality; he
was subtle. His step was prim and distinc-
light as shadow; in one hand he

!/
camed the red case that was so often
mentioned. I breathed an exclamation.
- Hobart nodded. -

“Am 1 a fat man? The famous Rhamda’
What say? Ah, ha! he has business with
our wan friend yonder. See! I would give

just about three pfennigs to get the trend

of their discourse.” _

And it was so. He took a chair opposite
the wan one. The young man straightened.
His face was even more familiar; but I

could not place him. His lips were set;

in their grim line — determination; what-
ever his exhaustion there was still a will.
Somehow one had a respect for this weak
one; he was not a mere weakling. Yet I
was not so sure that he was not afraid of
the Rhamda. He spoke to the waiter. The
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Doctors say ybur kidneys contain 15 miles of
_tiny tubes or filters which help to purify the
blood and keep you healthy. Kidneys remove
excess acids and poisonous waste from your
blood. They help most people pass about 3
-pints a day. . '

When disorder of kidney function permits
poisonous matter to remain in your blood, it
may cause nagging backache, rtheumatic pains,
leg pains, loss of pep and energy,- getting u‘p
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nights, swelling, puffiness under the eyes, head-
aches and dizziness. Frequent or scanty. pas-
sages with smarting and burning sometimes
shows 'there is something wrong with your kid-
neys-or bladder.

Don’t wait! Ask your druggist for Doan’s
Pills, used successfully by millions for over 40
years. They give happy relief and will help the
15 miles of kidney tubes flush out poisonous
waste from your blood. Get Doan’s Pills. (Aov.)
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Rhamda began talking. I noted the poise
in his maner; it was not evil, rather was
it calm — and calculating. He made an
indication. The young man drew back. He
smiled; it was feeble and weary, but for
all that disdainful. Though one had a pity
for his forlornness, there was still an ad-
miration.

The waiter brought glasses.

The young man swallowed his vintage
at a gulp, the other picked his up and
sipped it. Again he made the indication.
The youth dropped his hand upon the
table, a pale blue light followed the move-
ment of his fingers. The older man pointed.
So that was their contention? A jewel?
After all our fantom was material enough
to desire possession; his solicitude was
calmness; but for all that aggression. I
could sense a battle; but the voung man
turned the jewel to the palm side of his
fingers; he shook his head.

The Rhamda drew up. For a moment
he waited. Was it for surrender? Once he
started to speak, but was cut short by
the other. For all of his weakness there
was spirit to the young man. He even
laughed. The Rhamda drew out a watch.
He held up two fingers. I heard Hobart
mumble.

“Two minutes. Well, I'm betting on the
voung one. Too much soul. He's not dead;
just weary.”

E WAS right. At exactly one hundred

and twenty seconds the Rhamda
closed his watch. He spoke something.
Again the young man laughed. He lit a
cigarette; from the flicker and jerk of the
flame he was trembling. But he was still
emphatic. The other arose from the table,
walked down the aisle and out of the build-
ing. The vouth spread out both arms
and dropped his head upon the table.

It was a little drama enacted almost in
silence. Hobart and I exchanged glances.
The mere glimpse of the Rhamda had
brought us both back to the Blind Spot.
Was there any connection? Who was the
young man with life sapped out? I had a
flitting recollection of a face strangely

familiar. Hobart interrupted my thoughts.

“I'd give just about one leg for the gist
of that conversation. That was the
Rhamda; but who is the other ghost?”

“Do you think it has to do with the
Blind Spot?”

“I don’t think,” averred Hobart. “I
know., Wonder what’s the time.” He
glanced at his watch. “Eleven thirty.”

Just here the young man at the table
raised up his head. The cigarette was still
between his fingers; he puffed lamely for
a minute, taking a dull note of his sur-
roundings. In the well of gaiety and laugh-
ter coming from all parts of the room his
actions were out of place. He seemed
dazed; unable to pull himself together.
Suddenly he looked at us. He started.

“He certainly knows us,” I said. “I
wonder — by George, he’s coming over.”

Even his step was feeble. There was
exertion about every move of his body, the
wanness and effort of gone vitality; he
balanced himself carefully. Slowly, slowly,
line by line his features became familiar,
the underlines of another, the ghost of one
departed. At first I could not place him.
He held himself up for breath. Who was
he? Then it suddenly came to me — back
to the old days at college — an athlete,
one of the best of fellows, one of the
sturdiest of men! He had come to this!

Hobart was before me.

“By all the things that are holy!” he
exclaimed. “Chick Watson! Here, have
a seat. In the name of Heavens, Chick!
What!”

The other dropped feebly into the chair.
The body that had once been so powerful
was a skeleton. His coat was a disguise
of padding.

“Hello, Hobe; hello, Harry,” he spoke
in a whisper. “Not much like the old
Chick, am I? First thing, T'll take some
brandy.”

It was almost tragic. I glanced at Ho-
bart and nodded to the waiter. Could it
be Chick Watson? He had been an ath-
lete; had tipped two hundred pounds
and had been a letter man on the varsity.
I bad seen him a year before, hale,
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healthy, prosperous. And here he was — a
wreck!

“No,” he muttered, “I’m not sick — not
sick. Lord, boys, it’s good to meet you. I
just thought T would come out for this
one last night, hear some music, see a
pretty face, perhaps meet a f{riend. But
I am afraid, afraid—" He dropped off like
one suddenly drifting into slumber.

“Hustle that waiter,” I said to Hobart.
“Hurry that brandy.”

The stimulant seemed to revive him.
He lifted up suddenly. There was fear
in his eves; then on seeing himself among
friends — relief. He turned to me.

“Think I'm sick, don’t you?” he asked.

“You certainly are,” T answered.

“Well, I'm not.”

For a moment silence. 1 glanced at Ho-
bart. Hobart nodded.

“You're just about in line for a doctor,
Chick, old boy,” I said. I am going to
see that you have one. Bed for you, and
the care of mother—"

He started: he seemed to jerk himself
together.

“That’s it, Harry; that’s what I wanted.
It's so hard for me to think. Mother,
mother! That’s why I came down-town.
I wanted a friend. T have something for
you to give to mother.”

“Rats,” T said. “I'll take you to her.
What are vou talking about?”

But he shook his head.

“I wish that you were telling the
truth, Harry. But it's no use — not after
to-night. All the doctors in the world could
not save me. I'm not sick, boys, far from
it.”

Hobart spoke up.

“What is it, Chick? I have a suspicion.
Am T right?”

Chick looked up; he closed his eyes.

“All right, Hobe, what’s your suspicion?”

Fenton leaned over. It seemed to me
that he was peering into the other’s soul.
He touched his forearm.

“Chick, old boy, I think T know. But
tell me. Am I right? It’s the Blind Spot.”

At the words Watson opened his eyes;
they were full of hope and wonder, for

a moment, and then, as suddenly of a
great despair. His body went to a heap.
His voice was feeble.

“Yes,” he answered, “I am dying — of
the Blind Spot.”

CHAPTER VII
THE RING

T WAS a terrible thing; death stalking

out of the Blind Spot. We had almost
forgotten. It had been a story hitherto
—a wonderful one to be sure, and one to
arouse conjecture. I had never thought
that we were to be brought to its shivering
contact. It was out of the occult; it had
been so pronounced by the professor; a
areat secret of life holding out a guerdon of
death to its votaries. Witness Chick Wat-
son, the tvpe of healthy, fighting manhood
~—come to this, He opened his eyes feebly;
one could see the light; the old spirit was
there — fighting for life. What was this
struggle of soul and flesh? Why had the
soul hung on? He made another effort.

“More drink,” he asked: “more drink.
Anything to hold me together. I must tell
you. You must take my place and —- and
—fight the Blind Spot!”

“Order the drinks,” I told Hobart. “I
see Dr. Hansen yonder. Even if we can
not save him we must hold him until we
get his story.”

How well do I remember. What a mean-
ing has that moment! The restaurant was
full of people. In the midst of the flow
of repartee, while youth danced and music
welled, Death was keeping us company.
We must arouse no attention. We must
save him if possible; but most of all hold
him until he had given us what he knew.
We would avenge him. What was this
Rhamda and his Blind Spot?

The doctor came over.

“A strange case,” he murmured. “Pulse
normal; not a trace of fever. Not sick,
you say—"" Hobart pointed to his head.
“Ah, I see! Mr. Wendel, T would suggest
home and a bed.”

Just here Watson opened his eyes again.
They rested first upon the doctor, then
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upon myself, and finally upon the brandy.

He took it up and drank it with eagerness.

It was his third one; it gave him a bit
more life.

“Didn’t I tell you, boys, that there is
not a doctor on earth that can save me?
Excuse me, doc. I am not sick. I told
them. I am far past physic; 1 have gone
beyond medicine., All I ask is stimulant
and life enough to tell my story.”

“My boy,” asked the doctor kindly,
“what ails you?”

Watson smiled. He touched himself on
the forehead.

“Up here, doc. There are things in the
world with which we may not tamper.
I tried it. Somebody had to do it and
somebody has to do it yet. You remember
Dr. Holcomb; he was a great man; he
was after the secret of life. He began it.”

Dr. Hansen started. )

“Lord!” he exclaimed, looking at us
all; “you don’t mean this man is mixed
up in the Blind Spot?”

We nodded. Watson smiled; again he
deopped back into inertia; the speech
he had made was his longest yet; the
brandy was coming into effect.

.“Give him brandy,” the doctor said;
“it is as good as anything. It will hold him

- together and give him life for a while.

Here.” He reached into his pocket and
flicked something into the glass, “That will
help him. Gentleman, do you know what
it means? I had always thought! I knew
Dr. Holcomb! Crossing over the border!
It may not be done! The secret of life
is impossible. Yet—"

Watson opened his eyes again; his spirit
seemed to suddenly flicker into defiance.

“Who said it is impossible? Who said
it? Gentlemen, it is, too, possible. Dr.
Holcomb—pardon me. I do not wish to
appear as a sot; but this brandy is about
the only thing to hold me together. I have
only a few hours left.”

He took the glass, and at one gulp
downed the contents. I do not know what
the doctor had dropped into it. Chick

- pevived suddenly; a strange light blazed

.
B

up in his eyes, like life rekindled.

“Ah, now I am better. So?”

He turned to us all; then to the doctor. 3

“So you say the secret of life is im-
possible?”

“I__?T

Chick smiled wanly. “May I ask you:
what is it that has just flared up within
me? I am weak, anemic, fallen to pieces;
my muscles have lost the power to func-
tion, my blood runs cold, I have been
more than two feet over the border. And
yet—a few drinks of brandy, of stimu-
lants, and you have drawn me back, my
heart beats strongly, for an hour. By
means of drugs you have infused a new
life—which of course is the old—and
driven the material components of my -
body into correlation. It is the function
of medicine to so dish out and doctor to
our bodies; to keep life in us. You are
successful for a time; so long as niture
is with you; but all the while you are
held aghast by the knowledge that the
least flaw, the least disarrangement, and
you are beaten. ‘

“It is your business to hold this life or
what you may. When it has gone your
structures, your anatomy, your wonderful
human machine is worthless. Where has it
come from? Where has it gone? I have
drunk four glasses of brandy; I have a
lease of four short hours. Ordinarily it
would bring reaction; it is poison, to be
sure; byt it is driving back my spirit,
giving me life and strength enough to tell
my story—in the morning I shall be no
more. By sequence I am a dead man al-
ready. Four glasses of brandy; they are

speaking. Whence comes this affinity of

substance and of shadow?”

We all of us listened, the doctor most
of all. “Go on,” said the doctor.

“Can’t you see?” repeated Watson.
“There is affinity between substance and
shadow; and therefore your spirit or
shadow or what you will is concrete, is in
itself a substance. It is material just as
much as you are. Because you do not see
it is no proof that it is not substance. That
pot palm yonder does not see you; it is
not blessed with eyes.”
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HE DOCTOR looked at Watson; he
spoke gently.
“This is very old stuff, my boy, out of
our abstract philosophy. No man knows
the secret of life. Not even yourself.”

The light in Watson’s eyes grew brighter,-

he straightened; he began slipping the
ring from his finger.

“No,” he answered, “I do not. I have
tried an_d it was like playing with the
lightning. I sought for life and it is giv-
ing me death. But there is’one man. living
who has found it.”

“And this man?”

“Is Dr. Holcomb!” .

We all of us started. We had every one

given the -doctor up as dead. The very

presence of Watson was tragedy. We did
not doubt that he had been through some
terriple experience. There are things in
the world that may not be unriddled. Some
power, some sinister thing was reaching
for his vitality. What did he know about
the professor? Dr. Holcomb had been a
long time dead.

“Gentlemen. You must hear my story;
I have not long to tell it. However, before
[ start here is a proof for a beginning.”

He tossed the ring upon the table.

It was Hobart who picked it up. A
beautiful stone, like a sapphire; blue but
uncut and of a strange pellucid trans-
parency—a jewel undoubtedly; but-of a

kind we -had never seen. We all of us -

examined it, and were all, I am afraid, a

bit disappointed. It was a stone and noth- -

ing else. ’ :
Watson watched us. The waiter had
~ brought more brandy, and he was sipping
it, not because he liked it, he said, but
just to keep himself at the proper lift.
“You do not understand it, eh? You

see nothing? Hobart, have you a match?

There, that’s it; now give me the ring.
See—"” He struck the match and held
the flame against the jewel. “Gentlemen,
there is no need for me to speak. The
stone will give you a volume. It’s not
trickery, I assure you, but fact. There,
now, perfect. Doctor, you are the skeptic.
Take a look at the stone.””

The doctor picked it up casually and held

it up before his eyes. At first he frowned;
then a look of incredulity; h1s chin dropped

- and he rose in his chair,

“My God 7 he exclaimed, “the man’s
living! It—he

But Hobart and I had crowded over.
The doctor held the ring so we could see
it. Inside the stone was Dr. Holcomb!

1t was a strenuous moment, and the most
incredible, We all of us knew the doctor.
It was not a photograph, nor a likeness;
but the man himself. It was beyond aI]
reason that he could be in the jewel;
deed there was only the head visible; one
could catch the expression of hfe the
movements of the eyelids. Tt was natural
and life. Yet how could. it be? What was
it? It was Hobart who spoke first.

“Chick,” he asked, “what’s the mean-
ing? Were it not for my own eyes I would
call it impossible. It is absurd on the face.
The doctor! Yet I can see hxm—hvmg
'Where is her” '

" Chick nodded. i

“That’s the whole question. Where 'is
he? I know and yet I know nothing. You
are now looking into the Blind Spot. The’

+doctor sought the secret of life—and found
“it. He was trapped by his own wisdom!”

CHAPTER VIII
THE NERVINA

OR a moment we were silent. The

“jewel reposed upon the table. What
was the secret of its phenomena? I could
think of nothing in science that would
explain it. It was a kind T had never seen.
How had Watson come into its possession?
\What -was the tale he had to tell? The
lean, long figure that clutched for brandy!
What force was this that had driven him
to suck a verge? He was resigned; though
he was defiant he had already conceded
his surrender. I had known him a year
before, hale, happy, joyous, and success-
ful. The whole thing was hidden. Was
it Rhamda Avec? Dr. Hansen spoke.
" “Watson,” - he .asked, “what do you
know about the Blind Spot?”
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“Nothing.,”

We all turned to Chick. Hobart ordered
more brandy. The doctor’s eyes went to
slits. I could not but wonder. The man
had told us but a moment before that he
was dying of the Blind Spot. Yet he knew
nothing! I had to speak.

“Chick,” I asked, “who is Rhamda
Avec?”

Watson turned.

“You saw him a few minutes ago? You
saw him with me? Let me ask you.”

“Yes,” I answered, “I saw him. Most
evenybody did. Is he invisible? Is he
really the fantom they say?”

Somehow the mention of the name
made him nervous; he looked cautiously
about the room.

“That I don’t know, Harry. It— If I
can only get my wits together. Is he a
fantom? Yes, I think so. I can’t under-
stand him. At least, he has the powers we
attribute to an apparition. He is strange
and unaccountable. Sometimes you see
him, sometimes you don’t. He was mixed
up, you remember, with Professor Hol-
comb. The first known of him was on the
day the doctor was to deliver his lecture
on the Blind Spot. He was tracked, you
know, to the very act. Then came in the
Nemna ”

“And who is the Nervma?”

Watson looked at me blankly.

“The Nervina?” he asked. “The Ner-
vina—what do you know about the Ner-
vina?”

“Nothing. You just now mentioned her.”
. His mind seemed to ramble. He looked

_about the room rather fearfully. Perhaps

he was afraid.
“Did I mention her? I don’t know,

E 8 Harry, my wits are muddled. The Ner-
k- vina? She is a goddess. Never was and

never will be woman. She loves; she never
hates, and still again she does not love.
She is. beautiful; too beautiful for man.
I bave quit trying.”

“Is she Rhamda’s wife?”

His eyes lit fire.

“No!”

“Do you love her?”
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He went blank again; but at last he ~
spoke slowly.

“No, I do not love her. What’s the use?
She is not for me. I did; but I learned
better. I was after the professor—and the
Blind Spot. She—"

Again that look of haunted pursuit. He
glanced about the room. Whatever had
been his experience, it was plain that he
had not given up. He held something and
ke held it still. What was it?

“You say you didn't find the Blind
Spot?”

“No, I did not find it.”

“Have you any idea?”

“My dear Harry,” he answered, “I am
full of ideas. That’s the trouble. I am
near it. It is the cause of my present
condition. I don’t know just what it is.
nor where. A condition, or a combination
of phenomena. You remember the lecture
that was never delivered? Had the docter
spoken that morning the world would have -
had a great fact. He had made a great dis-
covery. It is a terrible thing.” He turned
the ring so we could all see it—beyond all
doubt it was the doctor. “There he is—the -
professor. If he could onmly speak. The
secret of the ages. Just think what it means.
‘Where is he? I have taken that jewel to the
greatest lapidaries and they have one and -
all been startled. Then they all come to
the same conclusion—trickery-—Chinese or -
Hindu work, they say; most of them want
to cut.”

“Have you taken it to the police?”

“No.”

“Why?”

“T would simply be laughed at.”

“Have you ever reported this Rhamda?” .3

“A score of times. They have come and %
sought; but every time he has gone out— 3
like a shadow. It’s got to be an old story “if
now. If you call them up and tell them 8
they laugh.” - 3

“How do you account for it?”

“I don’t. I—I—I'm just dying.” -

“And not one member of the force— 3
surely?” E

“Oh, yes.There’s one. You have heard -7
of Jerome. He was the ferry detective, -
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Perhaps you have read of it in the sup-
plements. It’'s a bit melodramatic; but
still follows the facts fairly well. Jerome
followed the professor and the Rhamda
to the house of the Blind Spot, as he calls
it. He’s not a man to fool. He had eyes
and he saw it. He will not leave it till
he’s dead.”

“But he did not see the Blind Spot,
did he? How about trickery? Did it ever
occur to you that the professor might
have been murdered?”

ATSON reached over and turned
up the jewel.

“Take a look at that, Harry. Does that
look like murder? When you see the man
living?”

Here Hobart came in.

“Just a minute, Chick. My wise friend
here is an attorney. He’s always the first
into everything, especially conversation.
It’s been my job pulling Harry out of
trouble. Just one question.”

“All right.”

“Didn’t you—er—keep company, as
they say, with Bertha Holcomb while at
college?”

A kind look came into the man’s eyes;
he nodded; his whole face was soft and
saddened.

“] see. That naturally brought you to
the Blind Spot. You are after her father.
Am I correct?”

“Exactly.”

“All right, Perhaps Bertha has taken
you into some of her father’s secrets. He
undoubtedly had data on this Blind Spot.
Have you ever been able to locate it?”

“NO!”

“T see. This Rhamda?
sought that data?”

“Many, many times.”

“Does he know you haven't it?”

“NO.”

“So. T understand. You hold the whip
hand through your ignorance. Rhamda is
your villain—and perhaps this Nervina?
Who is she?”

“A goddess.”

Hobart smiled.

Has he ever

“Oh, yes!” He laughed. “A goddess.
Naturally! They all are. There are about
forty in this room at the present mo-
ment. Watch them dance!”

Now I had picked up the ring. It just
fitted the natural finger. I trie#t it on and
looked into the jewel. The professor was
growing dimmer. The marvelous blue was
returning, a hue of fascination, not the
hot flash of the diamond; but the frozen
light of the iceberg. It was frigid, cold,
terrible, blue, alluring. To me at the
moment it seemed alive and pulselike. I
could not account for it. I felt the lust
for possession. Perhaps there was some-
thing in my face. Watson leaned over and
touched me on the arm.

“Harry,” he asked, “do you think you
can stand up under the burden? Will you
take my place?”

I looked into his eyes; in their black
depths was almost entreaty. How haunting
they were; and beseeching.

“Will you take my place?” he begged.
“Are you willing to give up all that God
gives to the fortunate? Will you give up
your practice? Will you hold out to the
end? Never surrender? Will—"

“You mean will I take this ring?”

He nodded.

“Exactly. But you must know before-
hand. It would be murder to give it to
you without the warning. Either your
death or that of Dr. Holcomb. It is not
a simple jewel. It defies description. It
takes a man to wear it. It is subtle and
of destruction; it eats like a canker; it
destroys the body; it frightens the soul—”

“An ominous piece of finery,” I spoke.
“Wherein—"

But Watson interrupted. There was ap-
peal in his eyes.

“Harry,” he went on, “I am asking.
Somebody has got to wear this ring. He
must be a man. He must be fearless; he
must taunt the devil. It is hard work, I
assure you. I cannot last much longer.
You loved the old doctor. If we get at
this-law we have done more for mankind
than either of us may do with his pro-
fession. We must save the old professor.

o WR
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He is living and he is waiting. There are
perils and forces that we do not know
of. The doctor went at it alone and fear-
less; he succumbed to his own wisdom.
I have followed after, and I have been

crushed down—perhaps by my ignorance.’

I am not afraid. But I do not want my
work to die. Somebody has got to take it
and you are the man.”

They were all of them looking at me. .

I studied the wonderful blue and its light.
The image of the great professor had
dimmed almost completely. It was a sud-
den task and a great one. Here was a law;
one of the great secrets of Cosmos. What
was it? Somehow the lure caught into my
vitals. I was not afraid; perhaps because
{ had too much health. I could not pic-
ture myself ever coming to the extremity
of my companion. Besides, it ‘was a duty.

I owed it to the old doctor. It seemed

somehow - that he was speaking. Though
Watson did the talking I could feel him
calling. Would I be afraid? Besides, there
was the jewel. It was calling; already I
could feel it burning into my spirit. T
looked up.

“Do you take it, Harry?”

I nodded.

“T do. God knows I am worthless enough.
I’ take it up. It may perchance give me
a chance to tangle with this famous
Rhamda.”

“Be careful of this Rhamda, Harry.
And above all do not let him halve the
ring.” .
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“Because. Now listen. T am not Saying
this absolutely, understand. Nevertheless
the facts all point in one direction. Hold
the ring. Somewhere in that great luster
lies a great secret; it controls the Blind
Spot. The Rhamda himself may not take
it off your finger. You are immune from
vicience. Only the ring itself may kill
vou.”’

He coughed.
“God knows,”
me.”

It was rather ominous. The mere fact
of that cough and his weakness was
enough. One would come to this. He had
warned me, and he had sought me with
the same voice as the warning.

“But what is the Blind Spot?”

“Then you take the ring? What is the
time? Twelve. Gentlemen—"

Now here comes in one of the strange
parts of my story—one that I cannot ac-
count for. Over the shoulder of Dr. Han-
sen I could watch the door. Whether it
was the ring or not 1 do not know. At the
time I did not reason. I acted upon im-
pulse. It was an act beyond good breed-
ing. I had never done such a thing before.
I had never even seen the woman.

The woman? Why do I say it? She was
never a woman—she was a girl—far, far
transcendent. It was the first time I had
ever seen her—standing there before the
door. I had never beheld such beauty,
such profile, poise—the witching, laugh-
ing, night black of her eyes; the perfectly
bridged nose and the red, red lips that

he spoke, “it has killed

[Why?ﬂ . i
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smiled, it seemed to me, in sadness. She
hesitated, and as if puzzled, lifted a jeweled
hand to her raven mass of hair. To this
minute 1 cannot account for my action,
unless, perchance, it was the ring. Perhaps
it was. Anyway, I had risen.

How well do I remember.

It seemed to me that T had known her
a long, long time. There was something
about her that was not seduction; but far,
far above it. Some place .1 had seen her,
had known her. She was looking and she
was waiting for me. There was something
about her that was super feminine. I
thought it then, and I say it now.

Just then her glance came my way.
She smiled, and nodded; there was a note
of sadness in her voice.

“Harry Wendel!”

There is no accounting for my action,

nor my wonder; she knew me. Then it. was

true!' T was not mistaken! Some place I
had seen her. I felt a vague and dim rush
of dreamy recollections. Ah, that.was the
answer! She was a girl of dreams and
fantoms. Illusive as beauty; as tender as
love and with the freshness of a fairy.
Even then I knew it; she was not a
woman; not as we conceive her; she was
some materialization out of Heaven. Why
do T talk so? This strange beauty that is
woman! From the very first she held me
in a thrall that has no explanation.
“Do we dance?” she asked simply.

HE NEXT moment 1 had her in my
arms and we were out among the
dancers. That my actions were queer and
entirely out of reason never came to me.
There was a call about her beautiful body
“and in her eyes that T could not answer.
There was a fact between us, some strarge
hond that was bevond even passion. She
was lithe as a fairy, like the air; she was
subtle, I danced, and in an extreme emo-
tion of happiness. A girl out of the dreams
and the ether—a sprig of life woven out
of the moonbeams! :
“Do you know me?” she asked as we
danced.

“Yes,” 1 answered, “and no. I have
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seen you; but I do not remember;

‘come from the sunshine.”

She laughed prettily.

- “Do you always talk like this?”
“When I dance with the fairies.”
“Perhaps 1 am- not a fairy.”

“You are out of my dreams,” I an-
swered; “it is sufficient. But who are

y0u?7) .

She held back her pretty head and
looked at me;
at the corners, a sad smile, and tender, in
the soft wonderful depths of her eyes—
a pity.

“Harry,” she asked,
wear this ring?”

So that was it. The ring and the maiden.
What was the bond? There was weirdness
in its color, almost cabalistic—a call out
of the occult. The Strange beauty of the
girl her remarkable presence, and her con-
cern. Whoever and whatever she was her

“are you going to

anxiety was not personal. In some way .
she was woven up with this ring and poor-

Watson.

“I think 1 shall,” T answered,

Again the strange querulous pity, and
hesitation; her eves grew darker, almost
pleading.

“You won’t give it to me?r”

How near I came to doing it I shall
not tell, It would be hard to say it. 1
knew vaguely that she was playing; that
I was the plaything. It is hard for a man
to think of himself as being toved with.
From the very first she was a thing of
spirit, clothed in the flesh and alluring.
She was certain; she was confident of my
weakness. It was resentment, perhaps, and

" pride of self that gave the answer.

“T think I shall keep it.”

“Do you know the danger, Harry? It is
death to wear it. A thousand perils—"

“Then I shall keep it. T like peril. You
wish the ring. If T keep it I may have you.
This is the first time I have danced with
the girl out of the moonbeams.”

Her eyes snapped, and she 'stoppeq
dancing. I do not think my words dis-
pleased her. She was still a woman.

, “Is this finai? You are a fine young

you

her lips drooped slightly -
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man, Mr. Wendel. I know you. 1 st¢pped
in to save you. You are playing . with
‘something stranger than the moonbeams.
No man may wear that ring and hold to
life. Again Harry, I ask you,; for‘your
own sake.”

At this moment we passed Watson He
was watching; as our eyes glanch he
shook his head. Who was this girly She
was as beautiful as sin and as tender as
a‘virgin. What interest had she in myself?

“That’s just the reason,” I laughed.
“You are too interested. You are too
beautiful to wear it. I am a man; T revel
in trouble; you are a girl. It would not
be honorable to allow you to take it. I
shall keep it.”

She had overreached herself, and she
knew it. She bit her lip. But she took it
gracefully; so much so, in fact, that I
thought she meant it.

“I am sorry,” she answered slowly. “I
had hopes. It is terrible to look at Watson
and then to think of you. It is, really”—
a faint tremor ran through her body; her
hand trembled—it is terrible, You young
men are so unafraid. It is too bad.”

" Just then the door was opened; out-
side T could see the bank of fog; some-
one passed. She turned a bit pale. .

“Excuse me. I must be going. Oh,

Harry, don’t you see I’'m sorry—"

She held out her hand--the same sad-

little smile: On the impulse of the mo-
ment, unmindful of place, I drew it to my
hps and kissed it. She was gone.

I returned to the table. The three men
were watching me: Watson analytically,
the doctor with wonder, and Hobart with
plain disgust. Hobart spoke first.

“Nice for sister Charlotte, eh, Harry?
This is our last bachelor mght, all right!”

His contemptuous eyes took measure
‘from tip to tip of my body.

I - had not a word to say. In the full
rush of the moment I knew that he was
right. It was all out of reason. I had no
excuse outside of sheer insanity—and dis-
honor. The doctor said nothing. It was
only in Watson’s face that there was a
bit of understanding. '

“Hobart,” he said, “I have told you.
Tt is not Harry’s fault. It is the Nervina.
No man may resist her. She is beauty in-
carnate; she weaves with the hearts of
men, and she loves no one. It is the ring.
She, the Rhamda, the Blind Spot, and the
ring. I have never been able to unravel
them. Please do not blame Harry. He went
to her even as I. She has but to beckon.
But he kept the ring. I watched them.
This is but the beginning.”

But Hobart muttered: “She’s a beauty
all right—a beauty. That’s the rub. T
know Harry—I know him as a brother,
and T want him so in fact. But I’d hate
to trust that woman.”

Watson smiled.

“Never fear, Hobart, your sister is safe
enough The Nervma is not a woman. She
is not of the flesh.” h

“Brrr,” said the. doctor, ”you give me
the creeps.”

Watson reached for the brandy; he
nodded to the doctor.

“Just a bit more of that stuff if you
please. It is stimulating, it gives me life.
Whatever it is, on the last night one has
no fear of habit. There— Now, gentlemen,
if you will come with me, I shall take vou
to the house of the Blind Spot.”

CHAPTER IX

‘NOW THERE ARE THREE"

SHALL never forget that night. When
we stepped to the sidewalk the whole
world was shrouded. The heavy fog clung
like depression; life was gone out—a fore-
boding of gloom and disaster. It was cold,
dank, miserable; one shuddered instinc-
tively and battered against the wall with
steaming columns of breath. Just outside
the door we were detained.
“Dr. Hansen?”
Some one stepped heside us.
“Dr. Hansen?”
“Yes, sir.”
“A message, sir.”
The doctor made a gesture of im-
patience.
“Bother!” he spoke. ‘“Bother! A mes-
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sage. Nothing in the world would stop

me! I cannot leave.”
Nevertheless he stepped back into the
light. '

“Just a minute, gentiemen

He tore open ‘the envelope. Then he
looked up at the messenger and then at us.
His face was startled—almost frightened.

“Gentlemen,” he said, “I am sorry. Not
a thing in the world would detain me but
this. T would go with vou, but T may not.
My duty as a physician. I had hopes.”

"He came over to me and spoke softly. “I
am going to send you one of the greatest
specialists in the city in my stead. This
yvoung man should have attention. It were
a crime else. Have vou the address?”

“288 Chatterton’ I answered. _

“Very well, I am sorry, very much dis-
appointed. However, it is my daughter,
and I cannot do otherwise, Continue the
brandy for a while—and this.” He slipped
an envelope into my hand. “By that time
Dr. Higgins will be with you.”

“You think there is hope?” T asked.

“There is always hope,” replied _the
doctor. ' ’

I returned  to my companions. They
were walking slowly. It was work for poor
Watson. He dragged on, leaning on Ho-
bart’s arm. But at last he gave up. -

“Boys,” he spoke, “I can’t make it. I'm
too far gone. I had thought—Oh, what a
lapse it has been! I am eighty vears of
age; one vear ago I was a boy. If 1 only
had some more brandy. I have some at the
house. We miust make that. T must show
you; there I can give you the details.”

“Hail a cab,” 1 said. “Here’s one now.”

A few minutes later we were before
the House of the Blind Spot. It was a two-
story drab affair, much like a thousand
others, old-fashioned, and might have been

built in the early nineties. It had been out- -

side of the fire limits of 1906, and so had
survived the great disaster. Chatterton is
a short street running lengthwise along the
summit of the hill. A- flight of stone steps
decended to the sidewalk.
Watson straightened up with an efiort.
“This is the house,” he spoke. “I came

.
“

here a year ago. I go away to-night. I had
hoped to find it. T promised Bertha. I
came alone. I had reasons to believe 1 had
solved it. I found the Rhamda and the
Nervina. I had iron will and courage—

~ also strength. The Rhamda was never able

to control me. My life is gone but not my
will. Now I have left him another. Do

not surrender, Harry. It is a gruesome

task; but hold on to the end. Help me
up the steps.
minute till T procure a stimulant.”

He did not ring for a servant. That I
noticed. Instead he groped about for a
key, unlocked the door and stumbled into
a room. He fumbled for a minute among
some glasses. '

“Will you switch on a light?” he asked.

Hobart struck a match: when he found
it he pressed the button. '

“There now,” said Watson. “Boys, I
can hope you don’t think evil of me, but
I cannot help it. I never drank, vou know,
It is the only thing that will hold me—
this liquor. I must explain what I can—
then. Well, one of you must take my
place.”

I was thankful for the liquor., Without
it he would revert to the stupor. Life was
at a low ebb. He was striving to condense
enough of it to tell the story. I thought
of the envelope that Dr. "Hansen - had
given me and passed it over. At the same
time T breathed a prayer for the specialist.

HE ROOM in which we were standing
was a Jarge one, fairly well furnished,
and lined on two sides with book-shelves;
in the center was an oak table cluttered
about with papers, a couple of chairs, and
on one of them a long pipe, which, some-

~how; I did not think of as Watsons He

notlced my look

“Jerome’s,” he explained. “We live here
—Jerome the detective, and myself. He
has been here since the day of the doctor’s
disappearance. I came a year ago. He is
in Nevada at present. That leaves me
alone. You will notice the books. Mostly
occult: partly mine, partly the detective’s.
We have gone at it systematically from

There now. Just wait a

A“'
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the beginning. We have learned almost
everything but what would help us. Mostly
sophistry—and guesswork. Beats all how
much ink has been wasted to say nothing.
We were after the Blind Spot.”

“But what is it? Is it in this house?”

“I can answer one part of your ques-
* tion,” he answered, “but not the other,
It is here somewhere, some place. Jerome
is positive of that. You remember the old
lady? The one who died? Her actions
were rather postive even if feeble. She led
Jerome to this next room.” He- turned
and pointed; the door was opened. I could
see a sofa and a few chairs; that was
all. ’

“It was in there. The bell. Jerome never
gets tired of telling. A church bell. In the
center of the room. At first I did not be-
lieve; but now I accept it all. I know,

but what T know is by intuition.”

"~ “Sort of sixth sense?” .

“Yes. Or foresight.”

“You never saw this bell nor found
it? Never were able to arrive at an ex-
planation?”

“NO.” N -

“How about the Rhamda? The Ner-
vina? Do they come to this house?”

“Not often.” -

“How do they come in? Through the
window?”

He smiled rather sadly: “I do not know.
At least they come. You shall see them
vourself, The Rhamda has something to
do with Dr. Holcomb. Somehow his very
concern tells me the doctor is safe. Un-
doubtedly the professor made a great dis-
covery. But he was not alone. He had a
co-worker—the Rhamda. For reasons of
his own the Rhamda wishes to control

the Blind Spot.”
“Then the professor is in this Blind
Spot.”

“We think so. At least it is our con-
jecture. We do not know.”

“Then you do not think it trickery?”

“No, hardly.~Harry, you know better
than that. Can you imagine the great doc-
tor the dupe of a mere trickster? The pro-
fessor was a man of great science and
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was blessed with an almighty sound head.
But he had one weakness.”

Hobart spoke up.

“What is it, Chick? I think I know
what you mean. The old boy was honest?”

“Exactly. He had been a scholar all
his life. He taught ethics. He believed in
right, He practiced his creed. When he
came to the crucial experiment he found
himself dealing with a rogue. The Rhamda
helped him just so far; but once he had
the 'professor in his power it was not his
purpose to release him until he was secure
of the Blind Spot.”

“I see,” I spoke. “The man is a villain.
I think we can handle him.”

But Watson shook his head.

“That’s just it, Harry! The man! If
he were a man I could have handled him
in short order. That’s what I thought at
first. Do not make any mistake., Do not
try violence. That’s the whole crux of
the difficulty. If "he were only a man!
Unfortunately, he is not.”

“Not a man!” I exclaimed. “What do
you mean, Pray, then, what is he?”

“He is'a fantom.”

I glanced at Hobart and caught his eye.
Hobart believed him! The poor. pallid
face of Watson, the athlete; there was
nothing left to him but his soul! I shall

" not forget. Watson as he sat there, his
“lean, long fingers grasping the brandy

glass, his eyes burning and his life hold-
ing back from the pit through sheer will
and courage, Would I come to this?
Would T have the strength to measure up
to his standard?

Hobart broke the tension. -

“Chick is right. There is something in
it, Harry. Not all of the secrets -of the
universe have been unlocked by any means.

' By the way, shake me out one of those
coffin-nails. I never smoked one in my
life, but T have heard they are good for
the nerves. There. Light it. Now, Chick,
about details. Have you any data—any
notes?”’ S

Watson rose. I.could see he was grate-
ful.

“You believe me, don’t you, Hobart?
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It is good. I had hoped to find someone,
and I found you two. Harry, remember
what I have told you. Hold the ring.
You take my place. Whatever happens,
stick out to the end. You have Hobart
to help you. Now just a minute. The
library is here; you can look over my
books. I shall return in a moment.”,

E STEPPED out into the hall; we

could hear his weary . feet dragging
down the hallway—a hollow sound and
a bit uncanny. Somehow my mind, ram-
bled back to that account T had read in
the supplement— Jerome’s story —Like
weary bones dragging slippers.” And the
old lady. Who was ‘she? Why was every
one in this house pulled down to ex-
haustion—the words of the old lady, I
could almost hear them: the dank air
murmuring their recollectnon “Now. there
are two. Now there are two!”
_ T shook it off and endeavored to amuse
" myself by watching the pathetic contest
that was going on between Hobart’s fat
fingers and the cigarette. You didn’t shake

Hobart very often. He had taken to to-
bacco. I was nervous. Came the insistent

shivering croon out of the stillness. “Now
there are two. Now there are two!”

“What’s the matter, Harry?”

Perhaps I was frightened. T do not
know. I looked around. The sound of Wat-
son’s footsteps had died away; there was
a light in the back of the building com-
ing towards us. .

“Nothing! Only—damn thlS place, Ho-
bart. Don’t you notice it? It’s enough
to eat your heart out.”. ,

“Rather interesting,” said Hobart. Just
the same he burned himself and the smoke
got into his eyes. It was too interesting
for me. I stepped over to the shelves and
looked at the titles. Sanscrit and Greek;
German and French—the Vedas, Sir Oliver
Lodge, Besant, Spinoza, a conglomeration
of all ages and tongues; a range of meta-
physics that
about as enlightening. As Babel? Over
my shoulders came the strangest sound
of all, weak, piping, tremulous, fearful—

. foels we were!

was as wide as Babel, and’

“Now 'there are two. Now there are two.”
My heart gave a fearful leap. “Soon there
will be three! Soon—”

I turned suddenly about..I had a fear-
ful thought. I looked at Hobart. A strange,
insidious fear clutched up at me. Was the
thought intrinsic? If not, where had it
come from? Three! I strained my ears
to hear Watson’s footsteps. He was in
the back part of the building. T must
have some air.

“l am going to open the door, Hobart ”
I spoke. “The front door, and look out
into the street.”

“Don’t blame you much. Feel a bit
that way myself. About time for Dr.
Higgins. Here comes Chick again. Take
a - look outside and see if the doc is
coming.”

I opened the door and looked out into
the dripping fog bank. What a pair of
We both knew it, and
we were both seeking an excuse. We looked
at each other. In the next room through
the curtains I could see the weak form
of Watson; he was bearing a light.

Suddenly the light went ‘out.

I 'was at high tension; the mere fact
of the light was nothing, but it meant
a world at that moment—a strange sound
—a struggle—then the words of Watson—
Chick Watson’s:

“Harry' Harry! Hobart! Harry! Come
here! It is the Blind Spot!”

It was in the next room. The despalr
of that call is unforgettable, like that of
one suddenly falling into space. Then the
light dropped to the floor. I could see
the outlines of his figure and a weird,
single string of incandescence. Hobart
turned and T leaped. It was a blur, the
form of the man melting into nothing.
I sprang into the room, tearing down
the curtains. Hobart was on 'top of me.

.But we were too late. T could feel the

vibrancy of something uncanny as I rushed
across the room intervening. Through my
mind the staccatoed thrill of terror. It
had come suddenly, and in climax. It was
over before it had commenced. We landed
full force into the room. The light had
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gone out. Only by the gleam from the “Yes,” returned Hobart, “the Blind

other room could we make out each other’s

faces. The air was vibranf, magnetic.
There was no Watson. But we could hear
his voice. Dim and fearful, coming down
the corridors of time. ‘

- “Hold that ring, Harry! Hold that
ring!” Then the faint despair out of the
weary distance, faint, but a whole volume:

“The Blind Spot!”

It was over just that quickly. The
whole thing climaxed into an instant. It
is difficult to describe. One cannot always
analyze sensation. Mine, T am afraid, were
muddled. ‘A thousand insistent thoughts
clashed through my brain. Horror, won-
der, doubt! I have only one persistent
and predominating recollection. The old
lady! I could almost-feel her coming out
of the shadows. There was sadness and
pity; out of the stillness and the corners.
What had been the dirge of her sorrow?

“Now there are three!l”

T WAS Hobart who came to first. His

voice was good to hear. It was natural;
it was sweet and human, but it was preg-
nant with disappointment: “We are fools,
Harry; we are fools!”

I could only-stare. I remember saying:
“The Blind Spot?”

Spot. But what is it? We saw h1m go. Did
you see -it?”

“It gets me,” I answered. “He just van-
ished into space. It ” Frankly T was
afraid. '

“It tallies well with the supplements.
The old lady and Jerome. Remember?”

“And the bell?” I looked about the
room.

“Exactly. Phenomena! Watson was right.
I just wonder—but the bell? Remember
the doctor? ‘The greatest day since Col-
umbus.” No, don't cross the room. Harry,

‘T am a bit leary. A great discovery! I

should say it was. How do you account for
it?”

“Supernatural.”

Fenton shook his head.

“By no means! It is the gateway to
the universe—into Cosmos,” His eyes
sparkled. “My Lord, Harry! Don’t you
see! Once we control it. The Blind Spot!
What is beyond? We saw Chick Watson
go. Before our eyes. Where did he go to?
It beats death itself.” _ :

‘1 started across the room, but Hobart
caught me with both arms: “No, no, no,
Harry. My Lord! T don’t want to lose
you. No! You foolhardy little cuss—stand
back!”

MR. A.: Whew!1
hate the very thought
of having to take a
cathartic.

MR. B.:You wouldn't
if you’d only try Ex-

. It tastes swell
—just like chocolate.

youngsters, What
need Is dynamMtel

MR A.: Why, that’s MR. B
what we give to the
I . plenty effective, but

.: Don’t kid
yourself! Ex-Lax is

it won't upset you.

AR, B.: You said it,
pal! We’'ve been us-
ing Ex-Lax in our
family for 80 years!

MR. A.: Boy, T feel
like a million this
morning!ThatEx-Lax
sure 1s great stuff!

~ the family.

The action of Ex-Lax is thorough,
yet gentle! No shock. No strain.

No weakening after-effects
Just an easy, comfortable
bowel movement that
brings blessed relief.
Try Ex-Lax the next
time you need alax-
ative, It’s good for
every member of

A N\

10¢and 25¢
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He threw me violently against the wall.
The impact quite took my breath,

“Harry,” he was saying, “for the love of
Heaven, listen to reason! Have we got to
have a knock-down and drag-out on this
of all nights? Have I got to lick you
again? Do you want to roll“into the Blind
Spot?”

Why did God curse me with such a
temper? On such moments as this I.could
feel something within me snapping. It was
fury and unreason. How I loved him!
And yet we had fought a thousand times
over just such provocation. Over his shoul-
ders I could see the still open door that
led into the street; the heavy form was
hanging through the opening; out of the
corner'of my eye I caught the lines of the
form stepping out of the shadows—it
crossed the room and stood beside Hobart
Fenton. It was Rhamda Avec!

I leaped. The fury of a thousand con-
flicts—and the exultation. For the glory
of such moments it is well worth dying.

One minute flying through the air—the old

catapult tackle—and the next a crashing
of bone and sinew. We rolled over, head
on, and across the floor. Curses and exccra-
tions; the deep bass voice of Hobart:
“Hold him, Harry! Hold him! That’s
the way! Hold him! Hold him!”
We went crashing about the room. He

was the slipperiest thing I had ever laid
But he was bone—bone and

hold of.
sinew; he was a man! I remember the
wild thrill of exultation at the discov-
ery. It was battle] And death! The table
went over, we went spinning against the

wall, a crash of falling bookcases, books

and broken glass, a scurry and a flying
heap-of legs and arms, He was wonderful-
ly strong and active, like a panther. Each
time I held-him he would twist out like a
cat, straighten, and throw me out of hold.

I clung on, fighting, striving for a grip,-

working for the throat: He was a.man—a
man! T remembered that he must never
get away, He must account for Watson.
In the first rush T was a mad man. The
mere force of my onslaught had borne him
down. But in a moment he had recovered

o~

and was fighting systematically, As much .
as he could he kept over on -one side
of me, always forcing me toward the inner -
room where Watson had disappeared. In
spite of my fury he eluded every effort
that T made for a vital part. We rolled,
fought, struck and struggled,

I could hear Hobart’s bass thundering:
“Over! Over! Under! Look out! Now
you've got him! Harry! Harry! Look out!
Hold him, for the love of Heaven! I see
his trick. That’s his trick. The Blind
Spot!n . '

It was like Hobart tearing through the
center in the days of old. We were rolled
clear over, picked, heaved, shoved against
the front wall. There were three! The great

.heaving bulk of Fenton; the fighting

tiger between us; and myself! Surely such -
strength was not human; we could not
pin him; his quickness was uncanny; he
would uncoil, twist himself and throw us
loose. Gradually he worked us away from
the front wall and into ‘the center of the
room, .

JE KNEW his game now, both of

‘us. He was working us toward the

inner room and his cursed Blind Spot. He

would throw us into the abyss. We were all

in rags and tatters. I was torn and bleed-

ing. The tense face of Hobart, his veins

standing out, -his muscles bulged, all as

flitting as vision. The Rhamda twisted.

We went whirling around, the three of us
rollling over-—through the door.

Could any mere man fight so? Hobart
was as good as a ton; I was as much for
action. Slowly, slowly in spite of our ef-
forts, he was working us toward the Blind
Spot. Confident of success, he Wwas over,
around, and.jn and under. In a spin of a
second he -went into the aggressive, He
fairly bore us off our feet, We were on the
last inch of our line; the stake was—

What was it? We all went down. A
great volume of sound! We were inside
a-bell! My whole head buzzed to music
and a roar; the whir of a thousand vibra-
tions, the inside of sound. I fell face down-
ward; the room went black.

TO BE CONTINUED
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OU will find that each succeeding issue
of FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYS.
TERIES conforms further with the read-
ers’ requests. Many readers have suggested
that an illustrated cover would improve
the appearance of the magazine. We hope
you like the cover Virgil Finlay has done
for you 'this month. ‘
. L ]
Next month will bring “The Devil of
the Western Sea,” the colorful classic that
so many of you have been asking for. It is
a complete novelet, and fantastic in the
very best sense, o
Letters have asked just when “Dark-
ness and Dawn” will start. It is scheduled
for the issue after next. That will be the

Sept.-Oct.

~We have received hundreds of enthusi-

astic comments on the stories published in
the first five numbers of FAMOUS FAN-
TASTIC MYSTERIES. There is no doubt

about the standing of “The Radio Man”

and “The Conquest of the Moon Pool”

among the great fantastic stories of all -

time. The letters bear witness to their be-
ing “tops” and the only problem is to
choose the -order in which more of the
same kind of classics are-to be presented.
®

Your second installment of “The Blind
Spot” will be on the newsstands March 6.
The installment in this issue is the start-

. February:

off of a real thriller which gets more ex-

citing with every succeeding part. So get
around to your newsdealer before his sup-
ply is gone. If your newsdealer is sold
out, you can obtain back issues by send-
ing 15c
MYSTERIES, 280 Broadway, New York.

Among the interesting suggestions in a
letter to “The Readers’ Viewpoint” from
Norman Knudson of Ogden, Utah, was one

to FAMOUS FANTASTIC-
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that a list of past stories in order of merit

-should be printed. Below, you will.find the

published stories listed in- the order of

ratings given them in the readers’ letters,
) .

In Order of Popularity

The Girl in the Golden Atom;
The Moon Peol; Karpen the
~ Jew; -The Whimpus; The
Witch-Makers; Blind Man’s
Buff; Space Station No. 1.

November: The Conquest of the Moon
Pool; Almost Immortal; The
Moon Metal;" The Radiant
Enemies: Fruit of the For-
bidden Tree; The World in
the Balance; The Man with
the Glass Heart.

The Radio Man; The Con-
quest of the Moon Pool; The
Lord of Death; The Dimin-
ishing Draft; Who Is Charles
“Avison?; Lights; The Grav-
ity Experiment. -

December:

January:  On the Brink of 2000; The
Conquest of the Moon Pool:

- The Radio Man; An Astral
Gentleman; The Red Germ of
Courage; The “V” Force; Be-
hind the Curtain.

The  Man Who Saved the
Earth; The Conquest of the
. Moon Pool; The Sky Woman;
The Radio Man; Son of the
Stars; The Plunge of the
“Knupfen”; The Kiss of Death.,
L ]
The lists of stories sent in by readers
who recall them as top-notch examples of
science fiction and weird yarns, are very
helpful. Let’s have more from you!

—The Editors

]




The Planet Jugglér

By J. GEORGE FREDERICK

Earth, torn from its orbit by the science of Canopus, defies 2 cosmic dictator

CHAPTER T

" FROM OUT THE SPACES .

of Madison Square and the lights

E RAR down below .appeared the. lamps

. of windows that looked like illu-
minated children’s blocks, piled high. The
twin lights of the.vehicles of Fifth. Avenue
and Broadway moved about like iridescent
hubbles in the waters of a stream.

The wireless telegraph operator in the
little room in the great white tower was
standing by the WlndOW looking idly down
upon it all.

\

For one whole minute the voice" kept
calling, “Hallo, Earth!” and-
ceased. .

Almost instantly thereafter there was a

medley of messages in the Morse code:
Sandy Hook, Bayonne, Atlantic Highlands
—even Cape Cod, and finally Glace Bay,
inquired of each  other and everybody

“Was that your office?” :
. It took five minutes before the mystify-
1ng 1nformat10n went round that nebody

knew anything dbout it.

Suddenly, without an instant’s warning,

the room was filled with an incredibly fast
sparking at the apparatus, with flashes of
light which threw a fierce, pallid light upon
everything. The operator wheeled about,
astonished, and strode to- the head-piece

attached to a cord, which- contained the -

telepho'nic receiver used for receiving mes-
sages in the Morse code.

But before he reached it, the dlaphragm
of the receiver crackled 'as if it would
burst—as a telephone receiver of ordinary
use crackles when lightning hits the wire.

“Hallo, Earth! Hallo, Earth! Do you un-

derstand? Hallo, Earth! Hallo, Earth!”
. —and ran on mdeﬁnitely, ‘in Esperanto,
the universal language which was by this
" time used by all the intelligent classes of
the earth. -

“Hallo, Earth! Hallo Earth!”

The operator had imagination, and the
_strange and queer accent of the voice, and
the startling cosmic manner of address,
set wild visions moving in his head. But,

This was forming the absorbing topic

of gossip over the system, when suddenly
communication was cut off abruptly by a
series of high- frequency waves. which com-
pletely annihilated the system’s currents.
Once more the strangely accented voice
said:
- “Hallo, Earth! Hallo, Earth! Do you
zmderstand?”

It kept this up for several minutes, and
then suddenly it said:

“Cdl all your rulers of the earth ta~

gether and have them do as 1 bid before
the next moon’s course, or 1 will cause

your entire planet to fall into the sun. Do
you understand?”
Then it repeated the same words agam
carefully and deliberately. ’
" The operator stood staring at the ‘in-
strument with dilated eyes and a fixed

look of amazement and-incomptehension

no, somebody was having -fun w1th the'

anonymous opportunities of the: system.

on his face. He dashed off a message to
Bayonne, asking, “Did you hear that?”

But before Bayonne had a chance to
reply, the high-frequency current again cut
in, and the receiver, which -the_ operator
could not hold to h]S ear w1thout pain,
said:

Copyright 1908 by The Frank A. Munsey Company
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then it
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“Hallo, Earth!' Do you understand?”

Then, once more, it repeated the entire
conversation three times.

The operator was completely excited. A
clammy perspiration broke out on his face.
and he flung open the windows with a ner-
vous jerk. He called Fort Hamilton and Sea

48
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The power-waves of Earth, Mars, and
Achernar were concentrated on Canopus.
A mammoth gaseous explosion sent shests
of flame rising into space

Gate, and asked them what they had heard.
They replied that they had caught a con-
fused message. :

But the operator was not satisfied, Evi-
dently he was the only one who had caught
and could understand any prolonged con-
versation from the mysterious sender.
Though the time came to shut up the office
for the night, he remained at his post,
hoping for another message. He waited
a half-hour, and then he was rewarded.

“Hallo, Earth! Do you wunderstand?”’
This was repeated a number of times; and
then: “Get to work at once und fix up «
station to talk to me. YVou need higher-
powered coils, ligher uerials, proper angles.
and greater horse-power spark generation,

L
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Get your best electrician and let me tell
kim how to fix it up. Do it at once, or
you'll never have the chance, I can dump
the earth into the sun in twenty-four hours,

and youw've got to do as I say. I am talking

Jrom one of the fixed stars— Do you un-
derstand all that? Hallo, Earth!”

The operator wrote down the words with
a feeling of ground sinking underneath
him." The cynical part of him was urging
him, as he wrote, to regard the thing as -
a joke; but some imaginative sense strongly
induced him to consider it seriously.

“Jowe!” he said, as he read the message
through after the voice had ceased, “I
can’t stand this. I’'m going to send for more
brains than I’ve got to face this thing.”

HEN he telephoned to the city editor
of _.a newspaper on which he had
worked in the telegraph-room. He knew
the man personally, but when he told him

of the incident, in a half apologetic, half

excited voice, the editor laughed uproa-
iously.
“Mac,” he said patronizingly, ‘“for

2o home and sleep it off.

the instruments in your condition.”

But Mac was so obviously intense and
persistent, and talked so ratnonal]y, that
the editor listened again.

“Send a wireless to Bayonne or any-
where on the coast,” Mac urged with great
earnestness, “and if they say they haven’t

received wireless telephone messages which

they don’t understand, then ‘talk to me
as if T had ’em; but if they admit having
received them, send one of the boys from
the staff up, and also any electrical au-

thority you can chase up tonight, and:

they’ll hear something as mystenous as
ever I heard in my- life.”

““All right, Mac,” said the editor good-
naturedly.

Evidently, the editor found something

worth investigating after he had consulted

the other wireless stations in the New York
zone, for shortly afterward he telephoned
again, in a more excited voice:

“I'm sending up Jones, and Elverson,

the big electrical man, whom we found
just leaving a banquet. There must be
some good story in this thing. Don’t keep
them too long; T want the story for the
first page.” ’

He presumed it was some interesting
new development in wireless science, noth-
ing more. But the operator was not satis-
fied that it was nothing more, for about
every ten minutes the “Hallo, Earth!” call
came in on the receiver, 4

The electrician, who was the countrys
famous genius at electncal communication
of every sort, was only curious and skep-
tical when it came.

He listened patjently to Mac’s story,
with the suggestion of a sardonic smile on
his lips; and then went to work to interro-
gate for himself all the wireless stations.
He questioned two transatlantic liners
which had just reported to Sandy Hook,
and when they reported the same thing
identically, he got to work in earnest.

He was just preparing to ask Clifden—
over on the other half of the world—about
it, when once more the high-frequency
current destroyed everythmg but its own
message:

.“Hallo, Earth! Hallo, Earthl”

Elverson who had every mechanical
possibility of the wireless at his finger’s
end, sat staring at the coils, his hand on
the large brass key, with a look of pro-
found amazement gathering on his face.
When the voice ceased, he sent his mes-
sage to Clifden with con51derable eagerness,
Clifden replied that its lines - were working
stranigely, and that a peculiar current was
at intervals dropping a strange noise into
the receivers, which sounded hke a far-off
voice.

Then Elverson sent messages by tele-
graph over the regular lines to Chicago,
and here he learned that & voice was being

“heard in fhe receivers, to the astonishment

of the wireless operators. They said that
the large telegraph companies were report-
ing trouble with their lines, as if electrical-
storms were interfering.

Elverson rang up the New York tele-
phone office, and found that no long-
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distance line was working satisfactorily.

Then once more the current broke in,
and at the sound of it the reporter, who
had been dozing, sat bold upright, The
voice was stentorian, with a peculiar bass
quality.

“Hallo, Earth! Get to work on this
at once. Get greater horsepower spark gen-
eration, higher-frequency current, and get
your aerial up higher. Direct the spark
at right angles from the plane of the earth.
Do vou understand? Then you can talk
to me. Do it before the moon gets into
your night sky next month, or 1 will drop

your whole planet into the sun. I can con-

trol every bit of vyour magnetic rotary
power, and put you where I want to.”

When the voice ceased there- was a
deathlike stillness in the towerroom. Ei-
verson gazed at the telephonic head-piece
from which the voice had spoken, as if
fascinated by a serpent; his eyes glowed
supernaturally in the violet tube-light over
the desk. He reached for the copies of
the messages the operator had previously
received and transcribed, and studied them
a long, long time.

Finally the reporter stirred.

“Beg pardon, Mr. Elverson,” he said,
“my paper goes to press very soon; what
shall T say about this?”

He wore a foolish smile as he talked,
for he thought it a joke.

Elverson did not answer for a full
minute; then he looked up vaguely.

“Eh?” he inquired, in the tone of a man
roused from a deep sleep, “Did any one
speak to me?” '

The reporter patiently repeated his ques-
tion. -

“You can say,” said Elverson, struggling
under strong bewilderment, “that unless
I am as crazy as a loon, a Napoleon of the
universe on some far-off star has com-
municatéd with us, and means to subdue
the earth or destroy it.

“When you go down, please order a
lunch for me at a restaurant, and send
half a dozen messenger-boys. I'm not going
away from here until I know exactly what'’s
going on.”

CHAPTER 11
A CONSOLIDATED UNIVERSE

LVERSON and the operator stayed

at the instrument all night. Only
repetitions of the previous messages
were received, however. Together the two
men went over the ground carefully, not-
ing every scientific detail of the mysterious
communications and eliminating every
possible chance of humbuggery.

As soon as morning came, Elverson
sent for a number of fellow scientists.
aerial experts, and workmen,

The messages still continued to come at
intervals, and by this time the entire coun-
try—indeed, the world—was aware that
mysterious electrical phenomena of some
kind were present, greatly to the detriment
*of our systems of communication. Crowds

" of people loitered outside of the wireless

offices, and policemen had 'to be called.

Five scientific men, including Bardi, the
perfecter of wireless systems, and Kale, the
authority on telephonic science, sat in the
tower-room, gravely listening to the occa-
sional interruptions of the formidable high-
frequency current which swept everything
before it for four hours. After spending an
hour holding cemmunication with various
‘parts of the earth by telegraph, telephone,
and wireless, on the subject of electrical
disturbances, they went to a private din-
ing-room in a nearby hotel and held a con-
ference.

Meantime, on Elverson’s orders, another
room was being equipped by workmen with
wireless apparatus, with an aerial exten-
sion to the flagpole on the top of the build-
ing. Arrangements were made for as high
horse-power spark generation as modern
facilities could produce.

After the scientific men had been con-
ferring for a long time, a new message
came from the unknown voice, It was quite
lengthy, and it gave minute electrical direc-
tions, which the experts read with intense
interest. It was completely technical:

“You need exactly 248,000 per second
waves. Take your regular city power cur-
rent, alternating, and polyphase it and
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quadruplesinduct it, end then establish a
perfect induction-balance with 1t in a
vacuum.” '

There followed complete instructions
about getting the proper angle off the
plane of the earth, at which to loose the
spark. And directions for connecting and
protecting the mouthpieces and receivers
for conversation.

The five scientific men read these words
over and over again, and began to draw
diagrams. After an hour of absorbing work,
Kale, the telephone expert, said, with
a rather flushed face: :

“Gentlemen, the last doubt has been
removed from my mind about the actuality
of this message from another world than
ours, The information, just received, gives
us directions which any mechanic could

follow,. and makes possible wireless tele-

phony to -any part of the earth, to say
nothing of the planets and stars.”

“Then let’s get to work at once,”
Elverson enthusxastlcally

The telephone expert selected ten men
from his laboratory, and they were put to
work at once carrying out the instructions
received. Inside of a week the work was
finished, and the little group of five, to-
gether with carefully selected newspaper
men, were allowed in the tower-room.

said

The world by this time was wrought

up to a high pitch of excitement and ex-
pectation .at prospect of communication
with another sphere. It was popularly sup-
posed that Mars was the voice being
heard—that is, by those who were not still
skeptical of the entire matter, despite the
ceaseless and mysterious interferences with
electric currents in both hemispheres, and
the credulity of scientists who examined
the messages which were still regularly re-
peating - themselves, and were now audible
in four or five of the wireless offices,

Mt was Elverson who spoke the first
words into the complicated sound-condenser
which served as the sending apparatus, and

which set in motion the intricate series of

induced currents, the final one of which
ascended into space, into the infinite void
which for so many thousand centuries had

not given a sign of life to terrestrial crea-
tures. r

“Hallo!” he said.

Hardly had he ceased speakmg, when
a voice, perfectly audible in the remotest
corner of the room, said:

“Hallo! Good for you, Earth! I didn’t
think you’d get it finished.so promptly and
so accurately. I congratulate you on your
ability to follow technical instructions.
But pleasei heighten your resistance just
a trifle; the atmospheric conditions are not
so good tonight. Your voice sounds muf-
fled.”” _

“Ah!” exclaimed Hartwell, the prominent
astronomer, who was present. “He says
‘night.” That means very probably that he

- is speaking from a_ star in the Southern

Hemisphere.”

