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(From the Smith City Mirror, June
26, 1927)

OLICE are searching today for

Dr. J. E. Lawlor, well-known

physician and scientist, follow-
ing a report from his secretary,
James Broek, that he had disap-
peared from his home at 2100 Van
Ness Avenue.

According to Brock, Dr. Lawlor
locked himself into his private lab-
oratory twelve days ago, ordering his
servants not to disturb him, and to
send food down by means of a dumb-
waiter. As he had followed this plan
several times before while working on
experiments, Brock complied with his
request. The time set was ten days
and when there had heen no response

from the laboratory during the two
34

“Now for the arsenmic—so much, in a glass of
water.”

days following the elapse of this
period, Brock feared some accident
and, with the help of Georges Dmitri,
Dr. Lawlor’s cook, and Emil Bonner,
his chauffeur, he forced the door this
morning and found that the doctor
was gone.

A weird angle is added to the in-
cident by the dead body of a large
ape which Brock found in a corner
of the disordered laboratory. Al-
though Dr. Lawlor was known to be
interested in natural history and to
have conducted several experiments
with animals recently, Brock stated
that he was sure the ape was not in
the laboratory when it was eclosed
twelve days ago. The table was cov-
cred with papers, which have been
turned over to the police.
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Brock, Dmitri and Bonner are held
for questioning by Chief of Police
John Walton.

Dr. Lawlor has no immediate fam-
ily. A brother, Stanley Lawlor, of
Topeka, Kansas, has been notified.

(From the Smith City Mirror, June
28, 1927)

ATTEMPTS to determine the species
of the ape found dead in the
laboratory of Dr. J. E. Lawlor, who
disappeared last Saturday, were un-
successful when Professor F. W.
Baylor, head of the natural science
department of the state university,
said today that he had never seen
such a creature before.

‘“There are eight kinds of anthro-
poid apes known to science,”’ said
Professor Baylor, ‘‘but this ape be-
longs to none of them. It has some of
the characteristics of several, but re-
sembles no single kind greatly. It is
either a freak or of a species un-
known until now.”’

Professor Baylor has ordered the
animal embalmed and intends to send
it to fellow-students of natural his-
tory in Chicago.

(From the Smith City Mirror, June
29, 1937)

AMPS BROCK, private secretary of
Dr. J. E. Lawlor, 2100 Van Ness
Avenue, was placed under arrest to-
day to face charges of kidnaping and
possibly murder of his employer last
Saturday.

The arrest took place following the
reading of papers purporting to be
a journal of an experiment per-
formed by the doctor, which Brock
turned over to the police upen his
employer’s disappearance. Brock
had been held for questioning, but
was given his liberty Saturday.

The contents of the journal were
not made public, but Chief John
Walton deseribed them as ‘‘prepos-
terous and unbelievable, a forgery by

635

Brock to
c¢rime.’’

cover a very evident

(Extracts from the papers given to
police by James Brock as the jowrnal
of Dr. James Everctt Lawlor)

UNE 15—All is in readiness for

my experiment—the final step in
my great work that will afford scien-
tists a true glimpse of how man ap-
peared in the dim past. The narrow
persons who refuse to believe in evo-
Iution will be Torced to see the #ruth,
for we will confront them, not with
theories, but with proofs.

I have materidl now that would
fill a great hook—mnotes telling how I
first discovered the combination of
eiements that induces deterioration
and of my experiments with it, first
on the lowest forms of life, then on
more complex animals, with surpriz-
ing and enlightening results, Years
have been consumed in this study, but
soon they will be paid for when I re-
veal what I have learned.

The elements for the two serums,
produets of nearly a lifetime of labor
and observation, are at hand. One
serum is the deteriorator, which when
properly mingled and administered
will make vital changes in the organs
and tissues of an animal, changes
which finally result in giving it the
appearance of its ancestors untold
ages ago. This change can be ar-
rested by the administration of the
counter-agent, which will restore the
transformed ecreature to its former
condition.

I do not suppose that any person
less determined or less secientifie in
mind than I would dare perform this
experiment upon himself; but after
all, it is as safe as such a thing ean
be. I have studied its effects and
powers too much and too long to go
wrong now, and I know that I shaH
not be mentally incapable of hand-
ling it. The change is physiologieal,
not psychological. Foretelling the
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course of the whole process is a mere
matter of rationalization.

As I plan it, T will let the deterio-
rator work in my blood for five days,
then the counter-agent for five days,
to make sure that the effects of the
experiment are completely dissi-
pated. Thus I expect to see in my
mirror what my ancestors were like
five thousand centuries ago, and then
return to the body and semblance of
Dr. Lawlor, all within two weeks at
the least.

I have locked my door for ten
days. Brock, a sound, sensible fellow
who obeys my orders without ques-
tioning, will see to it that I am undis-
turbed. And after this private ex-
periment, I shall present my findings
to my fellow-scientists as the proof
of their theories. Who can say that
my name shall not be numbered with
those of the great evolutionists?

June 16—For twenty-four hours I
have had the serum in my blood.
With what care I compounded it and
injected it into the vein of my arm,
you may well imagine. The effects
were noticeable at once. My blood
flowed faster and for a fcw moments
I felt strangely light-headed, as if I
had been drinking, This latter feel-
ing passed away and I perspired
freely, but felt no unpleasant sensa-
tions. Throughout the day I have
taken notes on the progress of the ex-
periment, and tonight my mirror
shows me that it is a sueceess.

The change in my appearance has
not been so great as I expected, but it
is very evident. I am florid and
ruddy where I have generally been
pale. I am far more robust and all
over my body my hair has grown out,
cspecially on the breast and shoulders
and outsides of the arms—a strange
condition for me, always smooth-
skinned and of late years partly bald.
I never felt better physically in my
life, and I look, not the fine-drawn
and slender scientist, but a full-
bodied, really splendid savage.
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In excess of well-being and in joy
at the certain fulfilment of my ex-
pectations, I danced and leaped up
and down this evening. Then, a little
ashamed of myself, I sat down to
write.

June 17—The effects of the serum
arec more pronounced today. Where
yesterday I was but a primitive man,
still decidedly human, I am today a
man with a pronounced bestial look.
My forehead has receded, my jaw is
heavy, with sharp-pointed teeth. The
change works in me every moment;
I can feel it in my flesh and bones.
Among other things, I am positively
shaggy. The hair makes my clothes
a discomfort and I have left them
completely off,

I am never weary of watching my
body as it changes almost before my
very eyes. It is especially interest-
ing to see how springy and flexible
my joints have become, and how my
feet have a tendency to turn their
palms inward. This is because of the
great toe, which is beginning to
stand out from the others like a
thumb; excellent proof that our an-
cestors were tree-dwellers and could
get a grip with their feet.

June 186—When I awoke on my cot
this morning, my first glance was to-
ward the mirror. It was unable to
recognize myself, unable to recognize
even the thing I had been last night.
In the -broad, coarse face, with flat
nose, splay nostrils, little beady eyes
under beetling brows, wide mouth
and brutal jaws, in the hairy, hulk-
ing body, there was no reminder of
what had once been Dr, Lawlor.
Some scholars would be frightened at
the speed and effectiveness with
which the serum has worked, but I
can think of nothing save the
triumph to science.

I am stooped considerably and
stand unsteadily on my legs; not that
they are not strong, but the tendency
of my feet to turn inward has in-
creased, so that I walk for the most
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part on the outer edges. Their pre-
hensile powers are developed, too,
and they can pick up objects quite
easily.

It is also interesting to note that
my mental processes have not
changed one whit—I ean think as
clearly and as deeply as ever. As I
predicted, the serum does not effect
the brain tissues; or, if it does, it
does not keep them from funectioning
properly.

I have been hungry all day. The
food Brock sent to me was not suffi-
cient, especially as regards meat,
and I must send up a note with the
empty dishes for him to increase the
amount.

June 19—This part of the experi-
ment will stop tomorrow, for I shall
then mix and administer the counter-
agent.

Tonight I see myself to be an ecry
creature, half beast, half man. I am
hard put to it to walk without sup-
porting myself on the table and the
backs of the chairs. So must our an-
cestors have looked when they swung
down from the trces to achieve their
first adventures on the ground and
to conquer the world.

These five days, what with the
many notes I have taken, will provide
a fitting climax for the scientific book
that I contemplate. How it will as-
tound the world! What honors and
distinetions may descend upon me!
Fame is mine, certainly; fortune, if
I wish it, may follow.

So good-night and good-bye, my
primitive self yonder in the mirror.
Tomorrow I shall commence the jour-
ney back to the appearance of Dr.
Lawlor, that I may immortalize you
in all your fascinating grotesqueness.

UNE 20—How could I—oh, how
could I not provide against this?
With all the machinery of my experi-
mentation evidently flawless, I must
forget a single item—an item mad-
deningly simple, maddeningly ob-
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vious, and yet a thing that has
proved my undoing.

Let me remain sane for a moment
and marshal the incidents as they oe-
curred. There is not much to tell
This morning I went to my shelf of
chemicals for the ingredients to com-
pound into the counteracting serum.
My hands, which of course had be-
come clumsy and primitive, seemed
to have trouble in picking up the lit-
tle vials, but this did not werry me
as I began the combining of my ma-
terials, Two of them I mixed in a
graduated glass and then reached for
a pipette to administer the third.

But my unsteady manipulation did
not allow the-praoper proportion to
flow in. I released a drop too much,
and though there was a correspond-
ing effervescence, I could see that the
mixture was a failure. I poured it
out and tried again, with the same
result. With growing uneasiness I
made a third attempt, and again my
clumsy hands failed me,

Too late, I realized that the ming-
ling of the elements in the proper
proportions and manner had been a
task that required all the delicacy of
a skilled chemist. My hands, no
longer the deft, steady hands of Dr.
Lawlor, were those of a sub-human
creature, and as such nat equal to the
feat!

Horrible, horrible! I moaned
aloud when I realized what had hap-
pened and what would follow, With-
out the counter-agent I could not
neutralize, or even halt, the progress
of the deteriorator. Down I must go,
back along the road up which the
human race has struggled for untold
centuries!

Again and again I desperately
tried to mix the dose, until I had
used up ‘FH my materials. Once or
twice I thought that I had approxi-
mated the proper mingling, but when
I injected it, there was no effect.

I sit here tonight, a rung farther
toward the beast from whence we
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sprang, instead of on the road back
toward man, Like one lowered into
a well, I see above me a circle of light
growing smaller and dimmer as I
descend into darkness and horror!
‘What shall I do?

[From this point forward, the
journal s written in an almost unin-
telligible scrawl.]

June 24—For three days I have
not written. I have not slept and
have eaten only when the pangs of
hunger roused me from my half-
trance of misery. Horror has closed
over my head like water.

At first T searched frantically for
more materials for the eounter-agent,
literally wrecking my laboratory, but
to no avail. I had used it all in try-
ing to mix the saving-dose three days
ago.

Today was to have been the last
day of my experiment. Perhaps the
servants will force the lock if I do not
come out. And then?

I could never make them under-
stand. I have no more power of
speech than any other beast, for a
heast I have surely become. I can
not bear to look in the mirror, for I
see only a dark, hairy form, hunched
over the table, a pencil clutched in
its paw. And that is I, James
Lawlor! What wonder that I border
on the edge of insanity?

Let whoever reads these words take
warning from my plight. Do not

meddle with the scheme of things as
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nature has planned—delve not into
her mysterious past. I have done
that, and it was my complete and
dreadful undoing. If it had not come
in this way it would have come in an-
other, I do not doubt for a moment.

June 25—Morning. I have not
budged from the chair where I sat to
write last evening. I heard Brock’s
voice outside the door, asking me if
I was ecoming out. I dared not make
a sound in reply, and he went away.

Is existence bearable in such a
condition? Even now, the sliding
back into lower and lower form con-
tinues. It will not be long before I
am no longer cven the ape-thing I
appear. Perhaps the serum will
carry me back through the ages until
I am the slimy sea-crawler from
which all life had its beginning, O,
God!. ..

And as if in answer to that name,
comes the memory of what still re-
maing in a drawer of my table. Ar-
senic—not an easy death, but a quick
one. So shall I die, for if ever a
creature was justified in taking its
own life, that creature is myself,

I will leave this journal as an ac-
count of what has happened, and as
a warning to others. The formulas
for my serums and all that pertains
to them I will destroy. Never shall
another scientist meet with my fate
if I can order it otherwise. There,
the papers are flaming in the grate.
Now for the arsenic—so much, in a
glass of water—farewell!

[Here the journal ends.]




