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@eath’s Bookkeeper

ULES DE GRANDIN, looking even
mote diminutive and dapper in his
unifotm of major in the Service der
Rensiegmenis than in civilian attire, re-
ded the highly polished tip of his tan

t with every sign of approval as he ex-
haled two columns of smoke through nammow
nostrils. Dinner had been something of a2
function that evening, far at a Iitﬂedphce
in Bast Fifty-third Street he had found that
afternoon 2 balf<case of Nuits St. Georges
which he had borne home triumphantly just
in time to grace the capon which Nora Mc-
Ginnis had been simmering in clatet for out
evening meal. Now, fed to repletion, with
coffee on the stand at his elbow and some-
thing like a thimbleful of greea Chartreuse
left in the pousse café beside his cup, he
seered utterly at peace with all lhe world,
“The day has been a trying one at the Bu-
reau des Reniiegments, my friend,” he con-

fided a8 he took a half-swallow of Chaf-
treuse and followed it with a sip of black

coffce. T am tired Like twenty dogs and
half as many so small puppies. I would not
budge from this chair 1f-—"

The shrilling of the telephone sawed
through his statement and with a nod of
apology I pideed up the iostrument. “Yes?™
I inquired.

“This is Michaelson, Doctor,” the wo-
man’s voice came to me from the other end
of the wire,

“Yest* I repested. Miss Michaelson was
night supervisor of the matemity floor at
Mercy Hospital, and when she called I knew
what impended.

“Mis. Morrissey in Fifty-eight—"

“How long?" 1 interrupted,

“Not more than half an hour, sir. Maybe
less, If [ were in your place—"

“If you were in my place, I should be in
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yours, and not have to drive thirty blocks
through zero weather,” I broke in somewhat
rudely. "Have them make the delivery room
teady, if you please, and give her half a
grain of morphine if the pain becomes too
great. I'm starting right away.”

To de Grandin ] explained: *Just one of
those things that keep life from becoming
too dull for the doctor. “The population of
New Jersey is duc for an addition i the
next half hour, and 1 have to be there as
part of the welcoming committee—"

"Will you permit that I go with you to
assist?”” he asked. “"Me, I have so long been
busily engaged in reducing the sum total of *
humanity that it will be a novelty to take
pact in is increase. Besides, my hand grows
awkward for the lack of practice.”

“I'll be delighted,” I assured him as I
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hunted up my case of instruments and got
into my greatcoat, “But I thought you were
teo tired—"

“Ab bab!" The little laughter-wrinkles
deepened at the outer corness of his eyes.
“That Jules de Grandin, he is what you
call?—the cramper-in-the-stomach? He is al-
ways complaining, that one. You must not
put too much credence in his lamentations.”

IT WAS an ordinary case. Miranda Mor-
rissey was young and strong, and de
Grandin’s obstetrical skill was amazing. “So
—now—my small sinner,” he spanked the
small, red infant’s small, red terior with
a wet towel, “weep and wail, and breathe
the breath of life in the process. What?” as
the baby refused to respond to his com-
mand, “You will not? By blue, I say you

For everyone who cheats death, death must bave another victim!
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shall! You are too g o defy your
elders. Take that, pesis diablotin!”’ He
struck a second, sharper blow, and 2 piPing.
outraged wail answered the assault. “Ab,
that is better—much better!” He wrapped
the now-wriggling small, wrinkled bundle
of humanity in 2 warmed turkish towel and
bore it toward the bed whete Miranda
rested with all the pride of a cook carryin,
& chef-doeuvre. “Behold your man-chil
mother,” he announced as he laid the baby
o her basom. “He is ot happy now, but
in your arms he will find happiness. Le
bon Dien grant the wotld in which he has
been both may be a better one than that into
which we came!”’

As we walked down the cotridor he drew
bis hand acrass his eyes wearily. “There is
something more solemn in a birth than a
death,” he confided, “For the dead one all
is over, his troubles are behind him, he is
quits with life and fate. But for the one
who is beginaing life—bdlas, who can say
what he has stepped into? A quarter-century

when little boys came iato the world we
:f:ught they were inheritors of e and
safety and security; that we had won the war
to end all war. Today?” He spread his
hands and mised his shoulders in the sort of
shrug no one but a Frenchman can attaia,
“Who can prophesy, who @n predict what
—barbe d’yn bouc vers, who in Satan’s name
is that?"” he broke off sharply.

T looked at him in amazement. His small,

ioted chin was thrust forward and in his

ittle round blue epes there was the flash
of sudden anger, while his delicate, slim
nostrils twitched like those of a hound scent-
ing danger or quasry. “Who? Where?” I
asked.

“Yonder by the elevator, my friend. Do
oot you see him? Parbleu, if the Iscariot had
descendants, 1 make no doubt that he is one
of them!”

I looked where his glance indicated and
gave a shrug of disgust. “That's Coiquitt,”
I answered. “'Dr. Heari Caiquitt.”

“Hein®

I don’t know much about him, and the
little that I do know is not good. He came
here since you went away. You never heard
of him.”

“Thank God for that,” he answered
piously. “But something tells me 1 shall hear

more of him in the future, and that he shall
bear of Jules de Grandin,”

The objeat of our colloquy tumed toward
us as the elevator stopped in answer to his
cing, and i the light that fowed from the
car we saw him outlined cleacly as an actor
in 2 spotlight on a darkened stage. He was
a big man, six feet tall, at least, and his
height scemed greater because of his extreme
slenderness. He was in black throughout,
a long, loose cape like a naval officer’s boat-
cloak hung from his shoulders, his broad-
beimmed hat was black velour; his dothes,
too, seemed to be of 2 peculiar shade of
black that caught and cted the light.

The only kighlight in his costume was the .

band of white that marked bis collar above
his wide, flowing black cravat, and in com-
plerent to the somberness of his attire his
skin was pale olive and his lips intensely
red. As we stepped into the car beside bim
we caught the scent of perfumed soap and
bath der, but undemeath the more
agreeable odor, it seemed to me, thete was a
faint, tepulsive smell of deay and corrup-
tion. - e
Coiquitt bowed gracefully as we joined
him, and de Grandin, not to be outdone in
courtesy, returned the bow punctiliously, but
for a moment, as their glances crossed, both
men seemed poised and alert, like duelists
who seek an opening in each others’ guards.
1 felt a shiver of something like awe run
through me. It seemed to me as I sat in a
box seat and watched a drama staged by
Fate unfold. These men had aever heard of
each other, never before sct eyes on each
other, yet in the glance of each there shone
a sudden hatred, cold and deadly as a bared
knife. They wete like two chemicls that
waited only for a catalyst éo explode them.

f]_WRAV'ELl'NG s0 smoothly we were
scarcely aware of its motion, the elevator
drew to a2 stop at the ground foor, and
Coiquitt stepped soundlessly across the cor-
ridor to the reception room. At the door
Camilla Castevens rushed to meet him,
“How is he, Doctor?” we heacd her ask in
a trembling whisper. “Is he—is there any
improvement?”

¢ bowed to her with a superb geatility,
yet the gesture had a hint of mockery in it,
I thought, “'Of course, Miss Castevens, Did
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1 not promise you—" He turned and cast
a glance half q{izzical, half mocking, at de
Grandin and me, and with 2 guilly start T
realized we had halted almost at his elbow,
drinking in each word he and Camilla said
to each other,

"Good evening, Dr. Trowbridge,” Cam-
illa nodded coldly as she recognized me, and
with an answering bow I took de Grandin’s
elbow and guided him toward the door,
fecling like a naughty lit{le boy who had
beea caught cavesdropping on his elders’
conversation.

“Now, what in Satan’s name is it all
about?” the litlle Frenchman demanded as
we stepped into the stinging cold of the
Februaty night.

I.Jaughed without humor. "I wish I
knew. Dr. Coiquitt is 2 newcomer to Har-
zisonville, as I told yoir. Where he came
from goodness only knows. We know only
that he had credentials from half a dozen
Europen universities, and had no difficulty
in obtaining a license to practice. Since he
set up shop in Dahlenega Road he's raised
the veryy devil with the medical profession.”

“Ah?" \How is that, is he a quadd”
_2Teegily wish T knew. He's certainly not
orthodox, The first case 1 have real know-
edge of is one he took from Perry. I think
you know Perry. First-rate heart man. He'd
been treating Mrs. Delarue [or angina &ec
toris, and having no more luck with her than
was to be expected in the drcumstances.
Then somehow Delarue met Coiquitt and
took the case from Perry. Within two
months his wife was as completely cured
as if she’'d never had a moment’s illness,
That started it. Case after case the rest of
us had given up as hopeless was taken to
Coiquitt, and in every instance he effected
a complete cure, even with Bernice Stevens,

who was so far gone with catcinoma bysteria
that none of us would operate, because there
wouldn’t have been enough left of her to
bury when we’d cut the meorbid growth
away.”
“U'm?” he pursed his lips. "I take it
there is something more here than mere
professional jealousy, my friend?”

*1 shook my head hopelessly. “Of course,
there is, We'd have been chagrinned to have
& stranger take our cases and effect cures
when we'd abandoned all hope, but that

could have happened. Only—" 1 paused,
at loss for words to continue, and he
prompled softly. “Yes, onlp—"

Well,—oh, this sounds utterly absutrd, I
know—1'd never think of mentioning it to
anybody else, but—hang it all, man, it seems
to me there'’s something like black magic in
his cures.”

“Ab-ha? How do yon say?”

“In every instance where a cure has been
effected someone in the patient’s family has
taken ill and died within a year, Sometimes
sooner, but never later.”

He was silent for a moment, then, “Per-
haps,” be admitted thoughtfully, “The
Greeks knew of such things—"

“How’s that?"

"I cannot say, at least not now, mon vieux.
1 did but think aloud, and not to amy great
effect, 1 fear.”

T MIGHT have been a week later, per-
haps ten days, when Camilla Castevens
called on me. She was a tall young woman
with copﬁ:er hair and steady blue eyes, past
the first flush of her youth—some thirty-two
or -three—bul with the added attractiveness
that early maturity gives to a woman. In the
light of the consulting-toom lamp her face
Jooked sad, her checks seemed hollow, and
her red h'Ps dipped in a pathetic downward
curve, “I'm frightened, Dr. Trowbridge,”
she confessed.

I found it hard not to be sarcastic, It was
on the tip of my tongue to ask her why
she did not take her fears to Dr. Coiquitt,
but better sease prevailed, and instead I
looked at her inquiringly. Like the priest,
the doctor has te be long-suffering and

tient.

“I—I'm terribly afraid,” she went on as
1 said nothing to help ber. “I don’t want
to die.”

“Few of us do, my dear.”

“But 1 shall have to if"—she paused a
loag, agonized moment, then with a busst
of something like hysteria—"if Richard is
to get well. He says I must!”

“He? Who?"

“Dr. Coiquitt, sir. Don’t you know,
haven’t you noticed? He was treating Mrs.
Delarue for an incurable ailment. Sie got
well—yes, well, when all the other doctors
said she hada't 2 chance!—but her son Doa«
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In ezses such as this there are no little things;

all is of the importance, aad I would know

all that I may be of assistance to you. Begin

at the beginning, Mademoiselle, if you
lease.”

She rehearsed the stoty she had told me,
and he nodded emphatic agreement as she
finished. "I do not know how he does it,
Mademoiselle,” te admitted as she brought
her recital to a close, "but 1 am as convinced
as you that there is something unholy 2bout
this business. What it is remains for us to
find out. Meantime, if you will oblige us by
submitting to a 5hysia.l examination”—he
tose and nodded toward the examination
room—"we should like to assure ourselves
of your condition; pethaps to prescribe
treatment.”

‘There was no doubt in either of our minds
when we had finished our inspection. There
was a widespread area of dullness round her
heart, the pulmonary second sound was
sharply accented, and 2 murmur was dis-
onmq;)le in the second interspace to the left
of the sternum at the level of the third rib,
0 harsh as to be audible over the entire
Sﬂimdium. Camilla Castevens was un-

oubtedly a victim of myocarditis, and in
an advanced, almost hopeless stage.

I shall not hold LE: truth from you,
Mademoiselle,” de Grandin told her grave-
ly when she returned to the consultation
roam. “You are a very ill person, and in ut-
most danger. These”—he scribbled a pre-
scription for some three-grain amyl nitrite
capsules—"'will ease the pain when it comes
on. Crush one in your handkerchief and in-
hale the fumes freely, For the rest,” his
slender fingers tapped a fuguelike thythm
on the edge of the desk, “we shall have to
seek the cause of yow illness, and it is not
in you, I assure you. Do not hesitate to call
on us if-you feel the need of our assistance.”

*And I should dismiss Dr, Coiquitt?”

“Not at all; by no means. Desist from
taking his nostrums, if you have not already
done so, but permit him to attend your
fiancé by all means—"

“But look here,” I protested, “if your
theory is correct he's already done Camilla
immeasurable harm. If we permit bim to
stay in the case—"

"We shall know where he is and what
he's up to, parbles,” de Grandin teturned.

“He will be within the otbit of our observa-
tion. When the hunter stalks the tiger, he
tethers a goat to a stake in a clearing, and
waits in concealment till the striped one
makes his appearance. Then, when the mo-
ment is propitious, he fires, and there is
one more handsome rug to decorate 2 floor.
So it is in this case. Mademoiselle and
Monsieur her fiancé afe the bait which we
leave for this debased species of a charlatan.
Do keep up your courage, Mademoi-
selle,”” he cast a smile of reassurance at
Camilla, "and we shall do the rest. “Be
brave; we shall not fail you.”

“THE pair of you are crazy as a brace of
loons,” 1 fumed when she had taken
her departure. “I aan understand Camilla
It's the power of suggestion working on
her. There’s a book about that sort of
thing in the library, written by a man named
Manly Wade Wellman. He's made a study
of the matter and decided that if belief in
illness is induced in someone who firmly be-
lieves whal is told him, he wil) becorne ill—
even die—of the disease he has been lold hg
has. It may be that Camilla had a tendency
toward a weak heart. Now, if Cciynitt
induced her to belicve she would develol

myocarditis, and administered some evil-
tasting drug to be taken regularly and so
keep her attention fixed on the suggestion,
it might easily be that her constant worry
and the fear of impending sickness and
death have combined to make that latent
heart-weakness active. But as for yout be-
lieving such rubbish—"

“Ab, bah, my friend,” he patted back 2
yawn, “you bore me. Always you must ra-
tionalize a thiag you do not understand,
taking the long route around the barn of
Monsieur Robin Hood in order to atrive at
a false conclusion,

*“It was the power of suggestion, you say?
Let us fof the sake of argument admit that
suggestion could induce such an organic
condition as that we found in Mademoiselle
Camille. Tr2 bien. So much for her. But
was it also suggestion that caused Madame
Stevens to recover from advanced carcinoma
—and her husband to devclop it and die
almost as she regained health? Was it the
power of suggestion that pulled the young
man's plane out of the sky and dashed him
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o his death against the earth? Coincidence,

say.  Perhaps in one case, and possibly
gutwo, but in the three of which wf‘l’(snow,
#ad in the many which we damn suspect
coincidence has ceased to take a great part.
Parbles, to say otherwise would be to pull
the long arm of coincidence clear out of
jointl Nosm, my friend. There is something
more sinister in this business-of-the-monkey
we are dealing with. Just what it.is I do
not know, but I shall make it my effair to
secure the necessary information, you may
be assured.”

“How'll you go about it?" I demanded,
nettled by his sir of assurance.

He spread his hands and raised his shoul-
ders. “How should T know? The case re-
quires thought, and thought requires food.
There is an excellenl dinner awaiting us.
Let us give it owr attention and dismiss

i Uit £ IPﬂtL to-b h
tized Coiquitt on from our thoughts a
et Commie o ’

E WAS rather late to dinner the next
evening, and Nora McGinnis was call-
ing on high heaven to witness that the cog
eu vin blanc she had prepared fally
for him would be entirely ruined when he
bustled in with that peculiar smile that told
ke was much pleased with himself on his
fac

e. .

“Me, T have done research at the city hall
this afternoon,” he told me. At the burezu
of statistiques vitales 1 delved into the rec-
ords. This Coiquitt person is the very devil
of a fellow. A hundred cases he has had
since he began the malpeactice of medicine
in the eity, and I find he bas prolonged a
hundred lives for 2 greater or less time, but
at the cost of an equal number. He is not
tighteous, my friend. He has no business
to do such things. He annoys me exces-
sively, par les cornes d’un crapandl”

Despite myself I could not forbear a grin,
"What are you going to do about it?” I
asked.

He tweaked the waxed ends of his
small mustache elternately, teasing them to
needle-sharpness. *'1 do not quite know,”
he confessed. Al times I think perhaps it
would be best if T went—mon Diea, is it
that we are attacked?”

The front doorbell had given a quick,

anguished peal, almost as if it wailed in
pain, and as the shrilling of the gong ceased
someone beat upon the panels with a fren-
zied knock.

I hurtied to answer the summons, and
Camilla Castevens almost fell into my anms.
“'Oh, Dr. Trowbridge,” she gasped as I
steadied her, “he's found out that I came to
you! I don't know How he did it, but he
clled me on the 'phone 2 little while ago
and told me that my time is up. Rick will
get well—he seemed itively gloating
when he told me that—but I must die to-
night—" Her voice trailed off in a gasp
and if I bad not held her she would have
slumped to the foor in 2 swoon.

1 aatried her into the study and stretched
her on the sofa while de Grandin bathed
her temples with cologne and held a glass
f{ulémdy to her lips when she revived a
itthe.

She was pitiable in her terror. Her

lower lip began to quivér and she canght it

savagely between her teeth to steady it. Het
fingers twisted and untwisted themselves,
and at the base of her throat we could see
the pulsing of an artety as her tortured heast
jumped like a frightened rabbit with each

t. "Be calm, ma pasors,” de Graadin
ordered gently. “You will do yourself 20
injury if you give way. Now, feil us just
what happesed. You say he threatened

ou?”

"No, sit. I wouldn't call it a threat so
much as a statement—like a judge pro-
aouncing senteace. He told me I should
never see another sunfise—"

“Nowm d’'wn bouc vert! Did he, indeed?
Aad who in Sataa’s stinking name is he o
pass judgment of life and desth upon his
fellow aeatures, and especially on the pa-
tients of Jules de Grandin and Samuel
Trowbridge, both reputable physicians? Do
you rest quietly beside the fire, Mademoi-
selle. ¥f you should have a fit of oppression
use the amyl milrite capsules we gave you.
Tf you desire it, a little brandy cannot do you
harm. Meanwhile—come, friend Trow-
bridge,” he tumed to me imperatively, “we
have important duties to perform.”

“Duties? Where?”

“At Dr. Colquitt’s, in the street of the
Funoy name, pardies! We shall tlk with
that oge, and 1n no uncertain words—"
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“We can't go barging in on 2 man like
2b"

““Can we not, indeed? Observe Jules de
Grandin, if you please, my friend, and you
shall see the finest instance of barging ever
barged, or I am one infernal, pot-to-be-be-
lieved liar. Come, alons; diez-vous-en!”

R. COIQUITT'S house in Dahlonega

Read loomed dark as Dolorous
Garde against the smait blue of the winter
sky. In kecpinﬁ with his bizarre pesson-
ality its owner had had the place painted
black, with o relieving spot of color, save
for the silver nameplate on the door that
bore the single word ColQurrt. No chink
showed in the tightly drawn shutters, no
ey of sEt of light came from the house, but
not to be deterred by the tomblike air of
the place de Grandin beat 2 tattoo on the
panels with the handle of his military swag-
ger stick. “Nom d’un nom d’un nom d'un
atichaut,” he promised savagely, “I shall
stand here hammering until I bring the
filthy place down on his ears, or till he an-
swers mel”

At last his persistence was rewarded. A
shuffling step sounded beyond the portal
and the door drew back on a crack, mot
‘swinging on hinges, but sliding in a groove
ou otled bearings. It would have taken a
battering-ram to force the place, I thought,
as 1 noted the strong steel of the track in
which the heavy oak door traveled.

A Negto, heavy-set and obviously power-
ful, but dreadfully hunchbacked, peered at
us through the aperture. “The doctaire is
not seeing patients now,” he announced in
ar. accent I could not quite place, but which
sounded vaguely French.

“Nevertheless, he will see us, mon vieux,”
de Grandin promised, acd launched into 2
torrent of words, speaking in & patois I
could not make out, but which the other
understood instantly,

"One moment, if you
be begged as he drew
stood aside for us to enter.
pleased to tell the doctaire—"

“Non, by no means,” de Grandin denied.
"Do not disturb him at his lucubrations,
We shall go to him all quictly. I know that
be will see us gladly.”

“Bien, M'sies. You will find him at the

lease, M'sien,”
the door and
“I shall be
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head of the stairway,” the servant answered
as we stepped across a long hall carpeted in
black, with black, lack-luster walls and ceil-
ings.

EHe is a Haitian, that one,” de Grandin
confided as we crept up the black-carpeted
stairway. “'He thinks that I am an initiate
of voodoo, a papaloi. I did not tell him that
1 was—in just so many words—Dbut neither
did T deny it. And now”—he halted, braced
himself as for a physical encounter, and
struck the black-enamcled door before us
with his knuckles.

“Entrez,” a deep voice answered, and we
stepped across the threshold.

;ﬂ: room was positively bewildéring. It
ran across the full width of the house, some
thisty feet or more, and the floor above had
been removed so that the vaulted ceiling
was at least cight yards above us. The floor
was of some black and shining composition,
strewn with rugs of leopard skin with the
heads and claws left on, and the glass eyes
set in the beasts’ stuffed heads blazed at us
with a threatening fury. The walis were dull
black and emblazoned with a great gold
dragon that seemed marching round and
round the room, while across the farther
end was built a divan upholsteted in black
silk and strewn with rcs and cloth-of-gold
piliows. Here and there zpgainst the walls
were cabinets of ebony or buhl containing
large and strangely-bound books, scientific
paraphetnalia and bits of curiosa such as
skeletons of small animals, stuffed gila mon-
stets and serpents coiled as if forever in the
act of striking, and baby crocediles. A hu-
man skeleton, fully articulated, swung from
a frame of ebony like a gallows, and in o
tiled fireplace there stood a retort hissing
over a great bunsen bumer. Incongruously,
on a book-strewn table in the center of the
room, there was a massive silver vase con-
taining a great bouquet of orchids.

The man who sat at the table raised his
eyes as we entered, and as I met his gaze I
felt a sudden tingling in my spine—the sort
of feeling one has wﬁm in the reptile house
at the 200 he looks down into a pit filled
with lizards and nameless crawling things.

Coiquitt's eyes were black as polished
obsidian and strangely shiny, yet unchan,
ing in their stare as those of one newly dnﬁ:
and almost idly, as one takes minute note
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of such trifles at such times, T noticed that
the lids zbove the odd, unchanging eyes had
& faint greenish tinge and a luster like that
of old silk. For a moment he raked us with
1 glance of cold, ophidian malignancy, then
abruptly lowered his lids, as if he drew a
curtain between us and his thoughts,

“Good evening, genthemen—dare 1 say
collcagues?” There was suave mockery that
threatened to become stack savagery at any
moment in his voice. “To what am I in-
debted for the honor of his wholly unex-
pected and I'm sure quite undeserved visit?”

The sager that had shown in Jules de
Grandin's face had given way to a puzzled
frown, and beneath his sharply waxed,
diminutive mustache his lips were pursed as
if he were about to whistle, For 2 long
moment he made =o reply, and his silence
seemed to goad the other into sudden fury.
“Quoi?” he demanded almost shrilly. “Is
it that you come to see a marvel, and are
stricken speechless at the sight? I am not
on display, my simple onas.‘ggpnk up and
state youe business and be off!”’

“Morblew” Surprise secemed to have
forced the word from de Grandin.

“What is it thal you—" began the other,
but de Grandin ignored him completely.

*Not Coiquitt!” he almost shouted at me.
“Not Coiquitt, Trowbridge, pour Vamosr
d’un porc louche! It is Dessiles, Pierre Des-
siles, the aAfosme, false alike to his counl
and his lapian oath as a physicianl
Dessiles the necromancer, the Id[l espion,
dismissed from the faculté de médicine, con-
victed of conniving with the fiithy Boche to
sall his euntry's secrets, and condemned to

| servitude for life oo Devil's Island!™

e leveled his small swagger stick at the
other as if it were a weapon and continued
his denunciation: T had heard he had es-
aped from confinement 20d made his way
to Haiti end become a member of the voo-
dooists, and when [ first saw him at the
hospital I was almost sure 1 recognized him,
though when he turned to face me I was
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about in a lion’s skin. However much the
leopard has succeeded in effacing his spots
or Dessiles in changing his eye-color, the
leopard still is but an overgrown, great
pussy-cat and Dessiles remains a stinking
charlatan and traitor!”

“ UCHE!” the man behind the table

laughed with a low hard raucousness
like the crackling of crushed peper. “You
are right on every count, my little droll one,
and since your knowled%‘e foa no farther
than yourself, and you shall go no farther
than this room, you might as well know all."”
With an almost incredibly quick motion he
flung open a drawer in the table and
snatched a heavy automalic pistol from it,
swinging it in a quick arc between de Gran-
din and me, steady as a pendulum and
deaw 4s a serpent poised to strike. "Be
seated, gentlemen,” he ordered rather than
invited.  “When the time has come to say
ag 'voir you may stand, if you wish, but
until then I must insist that you sit—and
keep your hands in plain sight.”

T collapsed into the nearest chair, but de
Grandin looked about him deliberately,
chose a comfortable divan, and dropped on
it, resting his short swagger stick across his
knees and beating a tattoo on it with lean,
nervous fingers. “And now,” he prompted,
heedless alike of the menacing, blank stare
in Coiquitl’s glassy eyes and the threat of
the pointed pistol, “you were about to re-
gele us with the story of your adventures,
weee you not, Monrsien?”

*“I 'was about to say that I survived the
green hell of the Ile du Diable. They penned
me in like 2 brute beast, stabled me on
stinking straw in a sty no pig with amoxr
gmpn would consent lo live in, made me

rag 2 ball and chain behind me, starved
me, beat me—but [ survived. And I escaped,
Through swamps that swarmed with croco-
diles and poison snakes and recked with
pestilence and fever, I escaped. Through
shack-infested waters and  shores that
d with gend on the watch for

just as certain that T was ken, for in
the olden days his eyes were gray, now they
are black. I do not know how he has done
it, but I know beyond a doubt sow that he
is Dessiles, despite the clranged color of his
eyes. 1 cannot be mistaken in that voice, that
monstrous egotism of the ass who struts

me, I escaped, and found safe sanctuary in
the boynsforsy of the vosdois.
*"They welcomed me for my learning, but,
fndieu, they had much to teach me, too!
learned, by example, how to make a
20mbi, how to draw the soul from the body
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ald who was her idol died just as he was
about to receive his commission in the Air
Corps when his plane crashed in his final
practice flight. Oh, T know you'll say it
was coincidence; that his plane would have
cracked up just the same if his mother had
died instead of getting well. But it didn’t.
She got well ang he died. Then there was
Bernice Stevens. Nobody thought she had
an earthly chance, and she herself prayed
daily for death to release her from her
dreadful suffering; but he took her case and
cured her—and Bert Stevens died within ten
months. Of cancer, too. Perhaps that was
wincideace, also. How many coincidences
do we hawe to have to make a certainty,
Doctor?

“I'll tell you—" She leaned forward, and
in the light of my desk lamp her eyes seemel
hard aad expressionless as blue gems inlaid
in an ivory face. *'1 have proof! The man’s
1 wizard; just 25 much a wizard as those
dreadful men they hanged and burned in
medieval days. He is—he is/” Her voice
rose almost to a shriek, and as I smiled in-
cedulously, “Listen:

“You know that Richard Bream aad I
have beea in love for years, We went in
grade school together, and to high school,
end afterwards to college, We'd plaoned
to be married just after commencement, but
the depression came along just then, and
Ridlatrm:ldn’t get a start in his law prac-
tice. They took his furniture for debt, and
evicted him from his effice, and he couldn‘t
get even a derlship anywhere; finally he was
forced o take a place as a soda dispenser
in a drug store—Richard Bream, Esquire,
bachelor and master of Jaws, Phi Beta Kappa
and Sigmu Nu Tau, a soda-jerker at ten
dollars a week, and glad to get that much!
I had twelve dollars weekly from my work
45 a stenographer, but two icople can't live
on twemytwo dollars a week, and besides, I
had mother to fook after. Then finally Rick
secured a place as law clerk with Addleman
and Sinclair, and just as we were planni
to get married his father died, and he had
‘his mother to support. It was just one thing
after aaother, Doctor. Evety time we thought
our period of waiting was over something
came up to destroy our hopes. I've heard
the ladians sometimes tormenting their
prisoners by tying them to stakes and fight-

ing fires around them, then, when the tor-
ture had become unbearable, offering the
poor wretches bowls of cool water, only to
dash them from their lips as they were about
to drink. That's the way its been with Rick
and me for nearly twelve , Doctor.
‘We've starved and thirsted for each other,
and time and agaia it scemed our period of
waiting had come to a close when"—she
raised Ber hands in a gesture of futility—
- hing else happened to postp out
matriage. At last the war came, and Rick got
his commission. There seemed nothing that
could halt us now, and thcn;—thlils“:kurmu-
d heart ailment appeared; Rick was
iy from the Aimy on a medical
certificate end went to Dr. Dablgren and
half a dozen other specialists. All told him
the same thing. He might live one year,
maybe two—he might drop dead any minute,
*'I wanted to get married right away. I'm
making fifty dollars a week now, and that
would keep ns. I could love and cherish
him for whatever time remained to us, aad
—oh, Doctor, I love him so!” She broke
down utterly and bowed her head upon her
dasped hands, aying almost silently with
body-shaking sobs. At last: “T was desper-
ate, Dr. Trowbridge. I'd heard abour the
wonderful cures Dr. Coiquitt had eaade, and
went to see him.” A shudder, more of hor-
ror than of fear, it scemed to me, mn
through her. 7T tell you, the man is a wizard,
sit.

“His office is more like a necromancer's
dea than a physician's place. No dayliy

etrates it?everythingpzbout the leg)_:
black—black floors, black walls, black ceil-
ing; black furniture upholstered in black
silkc brocade. The only light in thefha is
from a black-shaded temp on the desk where
he sils and waits like s—like e great spider,
sir! He wam't kind and sympathetic 25 &
doctor ought to be; he wasn't glad to see
me; he didn’t even seem surprised that I
bad come. It was as if he knew I'd have
to come to him, and had been waiting with
thhe patience of a great cat sitting at a rat-

ole.

“When I told him about Rids case he
seemed saarcely interested; but when I'd
finished tnlk.in&ll_}: said in that heavy foreign
accent of his: “These matters have to be ad-
justed, Miss Castevens. I can cure your
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bvu,bntﬂierisktoyouisﬁ;at. Do you
love him more than you love [ife?

"Of course T vowed I did, that I would
gladly die if Ridk could live, and he smiled
at me—1 think that Satan must smile like
that when 2 new damaed soul is brought
to him.

“*"For every ane who leaves the world an-
other comes into it,” he told me. 'For every
one who cheats Death, Death must have an-
other victim. I have pondered long upon
this matter; 1 have leamned the wisdom of
the andents and of people you Americans
in your ignorance call savage. I know
whereof I speak. I do mot prescibe fof the
ailing. I give my medicine—and thought—
to the well, and they, by sympathy, affect the
_suffering. If you will agree to do just as I
say I a0 cure your lover, but it may be that
your life will be the forfeit demanded for
his. You must understand this clearly; 1
would aot ‘Inve you embark on the case un-

knowingly.

“Well, it sounded uttecly absurd, but I
was desperate, so I agreed. He went into a
back room 2nd I heard him clinking glass
on glass, then presently he came out with
a syringe which he thrust into my arm and
deew blood from it. Then he disappeared
aggin for a short time, and finally came beck
with a tall glass in which some black liquor
steamed and boiled. 'Drink this,’ he ordered,
‘and as you drink it pronounce after me, “Of
my own free will and accord I agree to give
myself in his stead, whatever may betide.”"
I took the glass into both hands and dyained
it at a gulp as I pronounced the words he
told me, and instead of being boiling hot
the liquid seemed as cold es ice—so cold
it seemed to send a chill through every vein
and astery in my body, to make my toes and
fingers almost ache with sudden chill, and
freeze my beart and lungs uatil I breathed
with difficulty.

“Before I left he gave me another bottle
filled with black liquor and told me, *Take
this three times a day, once before each meal
and once before you say your prayers at
night. You do pray, don't you?'

*"Yes, sir,' I answered. "Beety night and

moming.

** ‘So much the better. Take an extra dose
of this before your moming prayer, then,
and I shall all on Mr. Bream in the moera-

ing, make a careful note of his condition,
and report to you. In three days he should
begia to impreve. In two months he should
be mmplete?y recovered.' That was all, and
T left that queer, black-walled den of his
feeling foolish as if I'd been to consult a
fortune-teller

“But the next day when I alled the
hospital to inquire after Richard they told
me he was showing marked improvment,
and his improvement has been constant eves
since.”

“That's wonderful,” I commented, and
she caught me up abruptly, sarcastically:

""Yes, isn't it? It's wonderful, too, that as
Richard gained in streagth I've lost weight
steadily, and for the two weeks have
suffered agonizing pain in my right breast
and arm, and have these dreadful smother-
ing fits when it seems that a pillow has been
clamped across my nose mouth, T tell
you, Doctor Trowbridge, 1 am dying; dyei:g
surely as if T had been sentenced to d
by a court. Rick’s getting well, and, of
cousse, I want that; but I'm afraid, sir, ter-
ribly afraid, Besides, if I die, what shall we
have gained? Rick will have life, but oot
me, and I—I shall have nothing at all!” Her
voice rose to a wail of pure despair.

“Camilla!” T admonished sharply. “Such
things don’t happen, They can't—"

“By blue, my friend, I think they do and
can,” de Giandin’s sharp denial came as he
stepped into the consulting room. “You
must excuse me, Mademoisells,” he bowed
to Camilla, “but I could not help hearing
something of the things you said to Doctor
Trowbaidge as I came in. You need have
no fear your confidence will be violated. I,
too, am a physician, and whatever I have
heard is under the protection of my oath
of confidence. However,” he lifted brows
and shoulders in the faint suggestion of a
shrug, "if you will consent that I try, I think
pethaps that I can help you, for I'am Jules
de Grandin, and a very clever person, I
assure you.”

REM]NDED by his announcervent that
the amenities had not been observed,
I introduced them formaliy, and he dropped
into a seat facing her. “Now, if you please,”
he ordered, “tell me all that.you have told
Friend Trowbridge, and leave out nathing.
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and leave only an antomaton that moves end
breathes, but has no mind or reason. I
Jeatned from them how it is possible to st
the illness out of one and into another—
even how to swerve the clutching hand of
death from one to another. Poor little fool,
do you know that in the mountain fastnesses
of Haiti there are men and women still
young and strong and virile who were, old
when Toussaint 1'Ouverture and Henri
Christophe raised the banner of revolt
against the French? How? Because, parblen,
they know the secret 1 alone of all white men
have leamed from them—how to turn the
hand of death from one man to another.
But there must be a willing victim for the
sacrifice.

“There must be one who says that he
will die in place of the other. Granted
this, and granted the such power as T possess,
the rest is easy, Life begins at forty, some
Yankee has said fatuously. Pardies, it can
begin again at seventy or eighty or a hun-
dred, or flow back strong and vibrant into
one who lies on death’s doorsill, provided
always there is one who will become the sub-
stitute of him whose time is almost sped.

“That is the secret of the cures I've made,
my silly little foolish one. I have not
changed the score. Death still collects his
forfeit, but he takes a different victim; that
is all. Yet I grow rich upen the hope and
the credulity of those who see only the
aedit columns of the ledger Death keeps.
They do not realize, the fools! that every
cedit has its corresponding debit, and when
Death finally strikes his balance, *Tco bzd,’
they say, 'he had so much to live for, yet
he died just as she regained hezlth’ Ha-ha,
it is to laugh at human gullibility, mer
enfantr. You, by example, would never
stoop of practicing such cﬁicanery, Iam cer-
tain, Oh, no! If you could not effect a cure
you would permit the patient to die peace-
fully, and raise your hands and eyes to

eaven in pious resignation. Me, I am dif-
ferent. As long as there are fools there will
be those to prey on them, and 1 shall keep
Death’s books, collect my stipend for my
work, and be known as the grear doctor who
hds never lost a case—"

“1 g'eal:'r’e you have lost this one, cher
savant,” t of an ironic grin aj red
beneath lhegl:::xed ends of %e Gﬁdin's

small mustache. “We have heard all we de-
sired, and—"

“And pow the time has come to say
‘Adieu pour P'éternité? " the other broke in
savagely as he leveled the pistol, steadying
his elbow on the table, “You think—"

“Nen, by blue, it is that 1 damn kaow!"
de Grandin’s voice was hard and sharp as 2
razor as he raised one knee slightly, pressed
his hand against the leather knob of his
swagger stick and gave it a sharp half-tumm.

The report was no louder than the burst-
ing of an electric light bulb. and there was
no smoke from the detonation of the car-
tridge in the gun-batrel hidden in the cane,
but the missile sped to its mark with the.
accuracy of an iron-filing flying lo 2 magnet,
and Coiquitt swayed a little in his chair, as
if he had been struck by an unseen fist,
Then, between the widow's peak of the
black hair that grew well down on his fore-
head and the sharply accented black brows
above the glassy, unchanging black eyes,
thete came 2 spol of red no larger than a
dime, but whizg: spread till it reached the
size of a quarter, a half-dollas, and finally
splayed out in an irregular ted splash that
covered almost the entire forehead. There
was 2 look of shocked sutprise, almost of
teproof, in the cold visage, and the black,
lack-luster eyes kept staring fixedly at de
Grandin,

THEN suddenly, appallingly, the man
seemed to melt. The pistol droj
from his unperved hand with a clatter and
his head crashed down upon the table, jar-
ring the great silver bowl of orchids till it
neatly ovesturned, and dislodging a pile of
books so they crashed to the foor.

“And that, uoless 1 am much more mis-
taken than I think, is thal, my friend,” de
Grandin rose and walked across the room
to stand above the dead man slumped across
the table, “The English, a most  estimable
people, have 2 J:\mvc(b to the effect that the
one who would take supper with the devil
would be advised to bring with him a long
spoon. Eh bien, 1 took that saying to heart
before coming to this place, mon viexx. This
little harmless-seeming cane, she is 2 v
valuable companion in the tight fix, I do
assuce you. One never knows when he may
find himself in a case where he cannot make
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use of his pistol, whea to make a move to
draw a weapon would be to sign one’s own
death warrant; but he who would shoot
quickly if he saw you reach for a weapon
would never give a second thought or glance
to this so little, harmless seeming stick of
mine. No, certainly. Actordingly, when he
had bidden us be seated and thrcatened us
with his pistol, I took great care to seat my-
self where I could aim my cane at him as I
held it across my kaees, with nothing intet-
vening to spoil the shat I knew I must take
at him sooner or later. Tigns, am I not the
dever one, mon viewx? But cettainly, 1
should say yes.”

“You certainly got us out of a ﬁﬁlt hx,”
1 admitted. “Five minutes ago I shouldn’t
have cared to offer a mickel for our chance
of getting out of here alive,”

He looked at me sepooachfully. “While I
was with yoa, Friend Trowbridge?”

For s moment he bent over the man
sprawled across the table, then, “Ab-ba!” he
ctied jubilantly. “Ab-ba-ha! Behold his
stratagem, my friead!”

1 went a little sick as I looked, for it
seemed to me he gouged the dead man's
cyes out of their sockets, but as I took 2
second glance T uanderstood. Over his epe-
balls, ted neatly underneath the Lids,
Coiquitt had worn a pair of contact Ienses
that simul:-ted patural eyes so well that only
a fixed state betrayed them, and they were
made with black irides, entirely concealing
the nateral gray of his cyes.

*'He had the cunning, that one,” de Gran-
din grudgingly admitted as he diopped the
little hemispheres of glass upon the table.
“He made but one mistake. He under-
estimated Jules de Grandia. It is not wise
to do that, Friend Trowbridge.”

“How will you cxplain his death,” I
asked. “Of course, you shot in self-defense,
but—"

“"But be stewed in sulphur and served hot
with brimstone for Satan’s breakfast,” he
broke in. *“The man was an escaped convict,
a traitor to France and a former agent of the
Boche. 1 am 2n officer of the Republic, and
had the right to apprehend him for the
American authorities. He resisted atrest,
and"—his shrug was a masterpiece, even for
him—"he is no longer present. C'ewt fout
simple, n'est-ce-pas?”

‘The telephone began to ring with a shrill
insistence and instinctively I reached for it,
but he put out his hand to arrest me. “Let
it ring, my friend. He is past all interest in
such things, and as for us, we have more im-
portant business elsewhere, I would inspect
Mademoiselle Camille—"

“You think she may have—"

1 do not know just what to think. I have
the hope, bat I cannot be sure. Come, hasten,
rush, fly; I entreat you!”

CAMII.LA lay upon the study sofa much
as we had left her, and smiled wanly
at us as he hurried into the room. “'You did
see him, didn’t you?” she asked with some-
thing akin to animation in het voice.

“We did, indeed, Mademoiselle,” de
Grandin assured her, “and what was much
more to the point, he saw vs.”

I knew you must have talked to him and
made him relent, for just a little while ago
—it couldn’t have been more than ten or
fifteen minutes—I had another dreadful at-
tack, and just when I had given up all hoj
and knew that I was dying it stopped, and I
fouad I could breathe freely again. Now I
feel almost well once more. Perhaps”—
hope struggled with fear in her eyes—"per-
han 1 shall recover?”

“Pethaps you shall, indeed, Mademois-
olle,” he nodded reassuringly. “Come iato
the examination room if you will be so ki
It is that we shounld like th see what we aan

It was amazing, but it was tre. The most
minute examination failed to show 2 symp-
tom of angina pectoris. There was no area
of dullness, no faint suggestion of a heart
murmuy, 2nd her Pu.lse, though rather light
and rapid, was quite steady,

"Accept our most sincere congratuiations,
Mademoiselle,” de Gnndin murmured as
he helped her from the table, It seems
you are on the highway to complete re-
covery.”

“Oh!” her exclamation was a small, sad
sound, and there was an enmeshed, desper-
ate look in her eyes. “Rick! If I get well,
he'll—"

De Grandin made a little deprecating
sound with his tongue against his teeth. "It
may be even as you say, ma chére. 1 would
not give you the false hope. Again, it may
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be quite otherwise. Have you courage to go
with us to the hospital and see?”

B supervisor of the third floor where
young Bream's room was, met us at the
clevator. “It's really amazing,” she confided
as we walked down the corridor. “Mr.
Bream has been impsoving steadily these
past six weeks, but shortly after ten o'clock
tonight he had a dreadful patoxysm, and
we 3mught it was the end, We had to get
Dr. Carver the house physicizn, for all our
efforts to get Dr. Coiquitt on the 'phone
were useless. Dr. Carver gave us no hope,
but suddenly —almost “miraculously, it
seemed to me—the spasm passed and Mr.
Bream began to breathe freely. In 2 little
while he fell asleep and has been resting
ever since, I never knew a patient sick as
Il:e was with myocarditis to recover fully,
ut—""

“Strange things are happening every day,
Maddmz,% de Ggr:ndin rcPul:icnde hcx.ry"Pe{-
haps this is one of them.”

had not treated Bream, and so had no
basis of parison between his conditi
as I found him and his former state, but
cateful examination revealed nothing alarm-

mg.

%{is pulse was weak and inclined to
be thready, and his respiration oot quite
satisfaclory, but there was no evidence of
organic affection. With bed-rest and good
nursing he should make an excellent pros-
pect for some life insurance salesman in a
year or less, I thought. De Grandin agreed
with me, and turned to Camilla, eyes agleam
with delight. “Yau mey congratulate him on
his imp Mademoiselle” he

but it can play the very devil with a normal
heart, when one is not so strong—have the
discretion, Mademoiselle.”

“I'm hanged if I can understand it,” 1
confessed as we left (he hospital. “First
Bream is dyiag, then Coiquitt, or Dessiles,
seems to cute him, but makes Camilla wilt
and wither like a flower on the stem as he
improves. Then, when you shoot him, she
makes an amazing recovery and Bream
seems practically well If he had retrogressed
as she recovered—"

He chutkled delightedly. “He called him-
self Death’s Bookkeeper. T'rés bon. He was
balancing the buoks of Death when I shot
him, and as you say so drolly in America,
caught him off his balance. The scales were
ceven. She he had sent the psychic message
to, but not in quite enough force. Had he
endured five little minutes longer, he might
have forced her to her death.” As it was I
damn think I did not delay one little minute
too long in eliminating him. At the same
time he endeavored to causc her to die he
attempted to undo the wotk he had done
for young Monsieur Bream, but his death
cut short that bit of double-dealing, also,
and the young man lapsed aiain into the
state of almost-wellness he had attained
when the sale trompeur tried to kill him to
death. Yes, undoubtedly it is so. I aan no
more explain it than 1 can say why a red
cow who eats green grass gives white milk.
I know only that it is se,

“And in the meantime, if we walk a block
in this direction, then turn twenly paces to
the left, we shall arrive at a place where they
purvey 2 species of nectar called an old-

hioned—a lovely drink with quantities of

of a lover’s ki:

ding recovery,
whispered, “but do it softly—gently. The
aching bleu,

lovely whiskey in it. Why do we delay here,
my [riend?”




