Do the Dead Return?

Can We Communicate With Ghosts?

Doctor DeBruce

By EARL LEASTON BELL

Read

‘HE old Tentmaker declared that the
blown, forever dies.
Then came the Bard of Avon, who de-
scribed the Afterland as an unknown
country from which no traveler ever re-
turns, 1 used to laugh with Omar and
‘philosophize with. Shakespeare, believing
both were right.
1 laughed with the Persian scoffer—
laugh AT me when I tell them
why I believe both Omar and the author
of Hamlet were wrong. I am convinced
the rose lives ow, even as Elsie, my rose,
still ezists. The Afterland may forever
remain an unknown strand, but I am cer-
tain the path to it is not always a one-
way
Yes, I am convinced, bu I do not care
to investigate. To probe too detp into
such things often means a long journey
from whick the {raveler returns sans
sanity. Therefore, 1, Arthur Wrens,
fumble barvister of Boston, will have
none of it; haven’t I suid they already
laugh at met

I LOOKED at my watch. Five min-
utes til closing time. As I turned
the key in my offce door T was in-
terupted by a messenger. The telegram
read:

““Clofton, Ga.
“ Arthur Wrens,

fass.
.~ Heaven and hell
| “ARMON DeBRUCE.”

Armon DeBruee! A man who, at the
age of 27, had dissppesred while resi-
dent physician of one of the largest hos-

pitals in Boston, and whose whereabouts

amily.

““Heaven and hell depends!”” 1 per-
used the telegram several times, won-
dering the while why DeBruce at last
had chosen to reveal his hiding place,
and the reason for his urgency of appeal.
He it was who had attended Elsic Shak-
leford, my betrothed, in her fatal illness,

and we had become the closest of friends.

1 recalled the littlo town from whie
the telegram was sent—a rustic hamlet
nestling in the majestie hills of North
Georgia. DeBruee and I had at one time
spent several days there, camping out on
 hunt for small game and quail, with

En route to my bachelor quarters, T
fell to ruminating on DeBruce's past.
He en most successful in_his
chosen profession, and eould not have
‘asked for & more promising future at the
time he 8o abruptly abandoned his career
and dissppeared. Though & fellow of
marked eccentricities, he had a_pro-
nounced penchant for making friends,




L3
‘and everything in the line of good Inck

able ways. A friend of the unfortu-
m&,mmo(hthmlpmtnm
o
Bnl i ‘were crowded out
nnrl)dlmnzllelqﬂnh
l'ndan.hudlyhlmul.bel-\l,nrmdw
trouble. Anyway, it set me thinking.

] AVOKE carly and a few
‘periodicals with which to while away
the trip to Geargia.

‘The journey was without ineident save
for & strange dream that night which
'll-svlruilhnlllnhlndllllnm
more. It seemed I beard a
mnmmhmmuammep
ing out ““Too late, but mot too latei”
The voiee weirdly like De-
Bruce’s.

Next morning T dismissed it a5 an ab-
surd fancy occasioned by my concern
o7 Dok tiagram aal otk
to making
bn:mmylbyml

Came the hour when the train was
mahnqmthemnellld‘! &od the

afternoon found me whirling
Shrough the_stately kil of North
Georgia, where the iridescent hues of
autwnn blended into the blue back-
ground of the pines. At four o’elock T
Tesched my destination, ly passen-
gt

Going into the little station to inquire
the way to DeBruce’s dwelling, I found
place deserted save for a little pick-

mumhnnfe- inquiries of pa-
tives slong the way, I soon the
hoase. 45 T sppregsiad, 1 siadied e
‘appearance and wondered why DeBruce,
who in his youth so loved the magnifi-
mmﬂdbemnmtwdﬂmmn

together hurriedly and left unpainted.
The pathway, palissded by ancient oaks,
was a foot deep in leaves, and the trees
themueives gare videncs o oo baving

been trimmed in years. The great oaks
mdhleplntﬂﬁn&mldmg
desolation.

DOCTOR DE BRUCE

Mounting the steps, which were ear-
peed with Jares, T saw before me &

gering
tantly before the silence of the approach-
mehf-
Before 1 could rap egain ‘1 was
startled by  deep 0w, m.u.m..
behind, saw a large setter dog, his

snarl turning into & whine as he looked
at me in that piteous mauner which ouly
 dumb brate in pain or hunger,

|hdoll-vum:lnehr¢ndal|-h
poreh.

lrwpﬂimtbemdmrlnrm
third time, londer than ever. Again,
saly ax'ohi, T ropbeed the P
and then, pushing open the door, I
peered into the hall.

Only shadows; but 2 door to the left
was open, revealing & room fairly well
lighted by the rays of the descending sun
straying through the windows. Think-
ing that DeBruce might be in a distant
part of the house, and assuming that he
‘would not take offense at finding me in-
side, T decided to enter and await his
coming. _First glance showed the room
tobea library. Books were everywhere,
‘and over the shelves were many pictares,

ancient and dusty. T noticed that the

smi

“*Arthar,”" be said, I seat for you
hecause there is something 1 must tell
¥ou before it is too late. A week ago I

Let’s talk of bygone days.”
We dwelled i for g lit-
tle while, and DeBruce then turned the

ly discernible, what with
hoic corering of dos s th gatheriag
shadows.

Night was falling fast. I turned to



A 1 looked st esoh picture, DeBruce
told me what the original hud nccom-
plished in lm-ne-, 1 noticed that his
enunciation ‘was becoming_clearer and
his lips twitching less. While I was
studying tho likeness of a French scien-
tist, who according to my host, had been
blowtoatoms il exprimentin with
nme “rdmmunl acids of his

I heard a whine hahmd me.
The dog had formken the porch e

<E

whinig the while, that T tarned to De-
Brvee for un explanaton, Apia b a2
ticipated my words.

“Poor Leo,” he seid.
eaten in several

“He has not

proceeded to discuss the scientist in the
picture.

1 soon reached large plnmu(
turned to the wall, nnd started to
# 7, Bt Dabruss gestured fi 1o 0
turn it around. 1t was with difficulty
that T suceeeded, and then—

“My God!” 1 cried, stepping buck

t was a likeness—a life-size oil paint-
xn‘—a! Elsio Shakleford ! And 0, the

orror of it! But for the eyes—violet
eyu that had been with me ll\nyl—[
would not have recoguized
her lips—disfigured lips—a_crimson
stroam apparontly had been puinted and

red tri

daubed the whiteness of her raiment.

Spechiom  tursed to Debruce, My
face ¥ foodless as bis, und 1 was
trembling r..,m.u, He wguin motiowed
for we' to be seated, and I complied,
shielding my eyes from the gruesome
sight ou the canvas.

Agaiu wy host was speaking. I lis-
tened with bowed head.

““You have seen the portrait that has
““You see

fowing
from her pallid lips and that it stains
Mer breast. Every time I Jook at the pic-
m o say ‘Murderer!
ee, the frightened, piteous
sare! Arthur, turn the pieture 10 the

5o T may tell you the ghastly

PHERE i the dauving viadows, 5 ©
caught hold of the gilded frame, I
again glanced at the pathetic face on the
canvas, and it .appeared that Elsie’s
eyen were fixed on DeBruce in a wild and

DOGTOR D¥BRUCE

stony stare; that her vilted liph were
trying to find speech.
Her eyes then turned to we, wnd in
their violet depths I beheld n ray of the
Tovelight that had played there s loug
260 und b N semel 13 shape o
the ghost of a
anis x phastomngsrin of nuplight 4nd
shadows.

“The tavk comploted, | totwered back tv
the ehair and again shielded my face
with oy hands. DeBruee, still standing
bed me. continmed iy story.
n.mmz the anbelievable recital |
never raised my head, overcome by the
horror of what T bad seen.

““Arthur,” be said, ‘I killed Elsie in
trying to kill you. ‘T loved her desper-
ately. and while she was couvalescing
the hospital I tried to win her, Finally.
1 told her of my lo\e‘ md Iu.rned that
it could never be s the
st T kmew at your uppml:hmg up-
tials. She was the only wom
ever cared for, lml T hnd loved her since
childhood. hope of winniug her
n.dmnmdm-unmnmsnnqp
fession. When I learned my fate I went
ln.lme-—n cool, calculating madness.
you came to see her and when
yn\l Illld her in your arms. | decided to

“cn.m fencidimi i Elsie_soon

drops of a colorless drug I had formu-
lated. The ice in the glasses tinkled
merrly s  brought the water it the

in my madness I fanci
In\uw thl of wedding bells. The
was for you.

““Again chance favored me. You, to,
were thirsty and reached for the glass
before 1 could offer it. You llmlhd li
you drank to Elsie’s healt
deri' sl whe 1n my To0m 8. fow
minutes later I drank of wine to your
death.

““Two days later Elsie died.
flendish anticipation T had gi
wrong glass.  After discovering my m(;

take I was no longer a
and night I watched by her bedside e
ugm to undo my erime. But the drug
oo ol e v unscecons
lnd did not my confession and
prayemas kvl by hee bed. - She died
in unspeakable agony, a hemorrhage
mmlng her raiment us you see it in the

In my
her the

P o ko the ru, Arthr, Atrid
to face the judment of me, L fled. But

1o on o, and [voud have
becm ssfo 1 Boston, that T soon
gt facs the lawvitabl Jodgment, 1
confess to you.

““God knows 1 have tried o atone!
¥rom a small photograph of Elsie I had
an oil pajating and pluced it in
oo By sigut kg befern
the partrait, | prayed her forgiven
i aighty | vofiod n grad changs
in the pictove. Slowly her featares be-
uu 1o alter, Ler eyes seemed to alter-
Hate bobween au weeusing stare aud the
dull glase of death. At first 1 dismissed
kv deft fn un. AL Mhei i e
metanorphosi oo proousesd.
L waid it was m.z o g o

e wod praed ol the

Aot Inpeeptity, the dicbgure
oo ccuiouel as she

Kiveness. but the only answer. was her
piteons, acersing stare which scemed to
foeus ow me whenever 1 eutered the
room.  Eventually, 1 turned the
trait o the wll, but 1 could not thus
hide the accusations of my eonscience,
2nd T mon became o docrepi old man:
nm now 1 helieve Elsie has forgiven me,

and it is without fear that 1 prepare to
leave the world behind., Farewell, Ar-
thur; T ask you to forget if you cannot
forgive.”

RAISED my lead und found the
room in darines. T shoued Do
Bruce's name. No auswer.
Dk S A i
the fobl S o whiehthoow haston
whadows on the wal
S0 came back o m through the oo
Experiencing cold fear for the first time
in my life, I rushed frantically out of
the room and down the steps. sta-
tion wea my dsivtion
1 had gone only a she
L & ey giow i D

rt distance when
nh-kna-

head: u vaporous, lrdlv Tumi
bt Roracing e o gu 1
sapped wid reparded the phescmenon

with awe, for its phosp!
Iuln Iydllhmthumlnylhd

'nu whirling of the substance rapidly

A metam
woaca—sad Bl sood bofors b

There was nothing wraithlike in her
appesrance as she came forward to meet
ime, except her raiment, which till wae
oo

T stepped forward (o moel her—

elusp her in g arms us of old—but she

“*Arthur,”” she said, *'T have forgiven
him e bt atoned.  You. too, must for-



1

give. I am alive, Arthur, even & you

alive, but our spheres are different.

I still love you, and some day you will

come to me. As a token of this, T will
{oare with son he engagement

e me Inthe e amm. 1l rep 1

ur hand, as T must not touch

She slipped the ring from her finger
and gave it to me.
"me:ll. beloved, [ must return fo
plao.

She ..M) e a kiss—and was goue.

For a Heeting moment a faintly lumin-
oiis spiral marked the place where she
ad been.

Tuz sation agent was a typieal na-

bw:ln i mm he ejected an inordi-
nate quid of eut-plug and drawled :

1 nodded and inquired the time the
train would arrive. He told me I had
but a few minutes to wait.

DOCTOR DE BRUCE

“'Great maa, was Dr. DeBrace,” re-
marked the station man as T took a seat
e vacant waiting room. ‘Every-

nd was at bis fu'nal

1 onelated, the

toduy —
houtht T mongh havesen you har,”
the man repeated, evidently mot re-
riing my sonithmat.

1 uuderstood —that is, if the lulm-
tion that. ono ha just finished. talki
with 0 man jut buried ean ba casifed

particalars. Upon discovering I was not
at the faneral, he was eager to tell the
whole story, At least a hundred car-
viages and_automobiles were he
said, aud hundreds of the physician’s
friends had come afoot, many from a
joining countiex. His narrative drifted
10 the life DeBrace had led since coming
t0 Clofton.

From the Southerer’s drawl T was
able to gather that DeBruce had devoted
o M i o ariog fur e bk
and needy in the village and in the moun-

ins, and had never accepted o penny

for bis services. About two

séen to leave his estate. It was rumored
be had locked himself up with his books
on science and * spiritism, " as the native
called it. Two days before my arrival at
Clofton, a hillsman, calling at his houso
for medicine, had found him dead in
library. The coroner had pronounced it

paralysi

"The felow was st talking when the
locomative shrieked in . Five
et ater it was speoding
ward.

northr.

was all & dream—s

induced by remin-
wlhen in the gloomy library. Yet
L will swear I was awake through it all,

Yz_s mybe it

and that it wos no hallucination, no

1€ it was a dream, where did I get this
ring?

Perbaps it s 2 matter for paycholo-
gists and other delvers into the Unknown
to investigate. As for me, Arthur

‘Wrens, I repeat I will have none of it.
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