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ADIES and Gentlemen,” the or-
chestra leader stepped to the

66 E
edge of his dais, "Pablo and

Francesca.” On the heels of his announc-
meat brass and woodwinds sounded a long

started and a young man and woman
glided out upon the dance floor of the
Gold Room.

Jules de Grandin nibbled at a morsel of.
pink’ peppermint, washed it down with a sip

chord, the hot erotic rhythm of a rumba of black coffee and wiped his lips with a
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BY SEABURY QUINN

guick brushing motion, takiag care not to
istutb a blond hair of his trimfy-waxed
mustache. "Come, Friend. Trowbridge, if
you are finished let us call for Faddition and
depart,” he suggested. “Me, I have dined
most excellently well, but this—" he glanced
at the dancers circling on the polished oak
—‘cela m’ennuie. 1 am bored, me.”

1 nodded sympathetically. When one is
on the shadowed side of fifty and hasn’t
danced in almost thirty years the tortions of
2 dance team leave him rather cold. Be-
§l-dfes, the curtzin at the Cartaret would rise
In twenty minutes and a decent respect for
the comfort of others demanded we be in
our seats when the house lights lowered.

“Right with you,” I agreed. "Soon as we
can get that waiter’s eye—"

“Grand Dieu des petits porcs veris!” his
exclamation stashed through my words.
Some small bright object, a prism from the
chandelier above the dance floor, 1 thought,
had flashed down like a minuscule meteor
and ¢rashed like a missile against the sleekly
pomaded hatr of the male dancer.

With me at his heels the small French-
man wove his way between the tables and
slipped across the polished oak boards of
the dance floor. The blow had becn sur-
prisingly heavy for so small a projectile, and
the young man. was unconscious when we
reached him. "Do not make yourself un-

Her-father had bqen a headsman; she berself took naturally 1o the bloody work

VA Y N

m-\'l\\'@ff? i
e
|




8 WEIRD TALES

easy, Mademoiselle,” de Grandin whispered
to his distrait partner, “"We are physicians.
We shall give him the assistance. He cannot
be hurt badly—

“Hola, mon brave,’ e sank to his knees
beside the young man. "You are making
the recovery, no? Ah, that is good. That
i1s very good, indeed!” as the youngster's
lids .flutteted up and he attempted to rjse.
“Non, restex tranguille, you will be com-
pletely well in one small moment.” As a
waiter -passed he raised a finger. “A little
braady, if you please, and some ice water.”

“Lotté,” the Patimt'wh-ispered, then, re-
;o;raeﬁing, his poise, “What happened? Did

“"You did, indeed, Monsiexr,” de Gran--

din assured as he held the pony of cognac

-to-the-young man’s-lips, then-dipped-the-—

napkin ‘in the bowl of ice water and laid
the cold compress on the knot-already form-
ing over the boy’s right temporal bone. “So,
rest easily a moment."” Methodically he took
the patient’s pulse, pursed- his lips, then
nodded shortly. “No bones are broken, nor
is the skin ruptured. I would not suggest
that you dance again tonight, but if you con-
tinue to improve—"

Mr. Melton, the hotel manager, had el-
bowed his way through the circling ctowd.
*What happened?” he demanded. “Was he
drunk? I won't have drinkin' among the
hegn, on duty or off. Get your traps packed
and gét out!” he ordered the young dancer
curtly. s .

“Monsienr, 1T should not be too hasty
were I in your most undoubtlessly tight
shoes,” de Grandin advised coldly. ."The
young man was stricken by a pendant falling
from the chandelier. Dr. Trowbridge and
I botH saw it, and if he should decide to take
legal action—" .

“Oh, there won't be any trouble,” Melton
interrupted hastily. “Everything will be all
right. Yeel up to finishing the act, Paul?”

“Yeh, I—I guess so,” answered the young
man as he got to his feet a little unsteadily,
shook his head like a fighter who has taken
a heavy punch, and smiled reassuringly at
his partner.

“Trés bien,” de Grandin nodded. “I do
not think that you have received much hurt,.
Monsienr, but if you are not well entirely
in the morning you should see a physician.

If—" he glanced coldly at Melton—"there
should be complications with the hotel, do
not hesitate to call 6n me for testimony.”

E HANDED a card to the young man,
bowed formally to the girl and led
the way from the dining room.

“Friend Trowbridge, it is that I am puz-
zled,” he-confided as we drove toward the
theatre.

“How’s that?”’ T answered.

“That young man, Monsicur Pablo. You
did observe his injury, n'ess-ce-pas?”’

"“Of course, it was a simple bruise of the
right temporal region with moderate ecchy-
mosis. Nothing serious, 1'd say, though it
was surprising -that so light an object as a
pendant from the chandelier could have
caused- so~much--injury:--1've - seen-bruises-—
like that made by clubs or blackjacks—"

"Précisément, You have right there, my
friend. But did you see-him ‘take his hurt?”

“Now that you mention it, no,. I saw the
missile hurtle through the air and saw him
stagger- and fall, but—"

“Exactment. But did you note the rela-
tive positions of Monsieur Pablo and the

“chandelier at the time?”

“No-o’

“Ahb-bha! ‘That is enigma Number One.
He was not-under the fixture when he was
struck,. No. He was fifteen—possibly
twenty—feet from,it. The broken prism
had to trivel obliquely a distance of at
least ten feet in otder to strike him. What
do you make from that, bhen? Is it not
agaifist the laws of gravity?”

"You're sure?”’ '

"But of course. Did not I see it?”

“It couldn’t have been a strong draft—"'

““Mais non. A wind sufficient to bhave
hurled a bit of glass that distance, and with
force enough to strike a man unconscious,
would have to be of hurricane velocity.”

"Ye-es. I suppose s0.” '

“Indubitably. Moreover, when the so
unfortunate young man revived -from his
swoon, what did ke say?” )

“I'm not sure, but it sounded like a
woman's name—JLotté.”

“You have entirely right, my old. And
did it not secm to you he was frightened?”’

“Well, now you speak of it, it did;
But=—"
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*No buts, if you will be so kind. Now
for enigma Number Two: The young man
was unconscious from a sudden violent
blow, n’est-ce-pas? That means he had sus-
tained a shock, which as you know amounts
to relaxation or abolition of the controlling
influence the nervous system exercises over
vital organic functions. Yes. Pulsation
should have been slowed down, and respira-
tion much retarded. But were they? Not at
all, by dama it. Awu contraire, they were
very much accelerated. He was frightened,
very badly frightened, that one.”

“You may be right,” I agreed as I jock-
eyed the car into the last remaining park-
ing space before the theatre, “but it seems
t;ﬂi'n“e you're making an Alp out of an anti-

11 N,” he muttered moodily as we

paused in the kitchen for a good-
night snack, "I do not understand him,
me.”’

“What the dickens are you maundering
about?”” 1 asked as I refilled his mug with
beer. “At your confounded ghost-hunting
again?”’

“Not at.all, by no means; quite the con-
trary,” he denied, his mouth half full of.
cheese and biscuit, a foaming beer mug half-
way to his lips. “This time I scek to dodge
the.specter, my friend. I wish to wipe my
mind as blank as a2 dunce-schoolboy’s slate,
to dismiss all thought of the matter from
my memory. But Aélas, you know this Jules
de Grandin. He annoys me. He is a very
curious person. When a mystery presents
itself it gnaws like 2 maggot at his brain,
not can he dislodge it till he has found its
solution.. A5 &ab,” he shrugged his shoul-
ders irritably. *'T shall think of.it no more.
Let the devil worry over it. Me, I have
the craving for eight hours sleep, and if I
wake before—"'

The sharp, insistent clamor of the doos-
bell sawed through' his words like an alarm
clock shattering sleep, and I.sighed in vex-
ation as I glanced at my watch. “Half-past
one, and some idiot with a bellyache comes
for a dose of paregoric.”

A girl was standing in the-vestibule, a
slim slip of a thing in lustrous furs with a
pale face from which dark eyes looked,
dilated and frightened. "“Is Doctor—the

French gentleman here?” she asked tremu-
lously, “Etienne, the maitre d'hite] at the
Gold Room said he knows about such
things, and—"

“Para servir 4 Vd. Seriorita,” btoke in de
Grandin in his best Spaaish. In her changed
costume, and with fright like a mask on her
face, I had failed to recognize the girl, but
as de Grandin spoke I realized she was the
female member of the dance team we had
seen at the Berkeley-York.

"'Oh, sir,” she knotted thin hands in a

Festure of entreaty which somehow did not

seem theatrical, “please help us! Etiedne
told us you know all about such things,
and—may I bring Paul in? He's ‘waiting
in the taxi.” _

For the first time I noticed 2 cab parked
at the curb, and at de Grandin’s nod she
dashed across the porch and down the steps
and front walk, the spool heels of her sling-
back sandals clattering on the cement,

She leant into the cab’s darkness a mo-
ment, then emerged slowly, helping-a young
man to_climb from the machine, steadying
him with both arms as he tottered drunkenly
up the walk, *Let me,” I offered, taking
the unsteady man’s free arm. “‘He must-have
had a greater shock than we'd supposed.”

De Grandin seized the patient's other
arm and motioned to’ the girl to precedé us
and open the consulting-room door. “So,”
he murmured as we eased the young man
into an armchair. ‘‘That is good, Sewor.
Very good, indeed. Now, let us have a
look—que diable?” With quick, practiced
fingers he had felt the youngster's head, ex-
amining not only the discolored area on the
tight temple, but feeling for an evidence
of skull-fracture or contre-conp lesions.
“What is it, Seior? You seem in fair con-
dition physically, yet—"" Abruptly hic low-
cred his hands, felt the boy’s neck just below
the hairline, then took the patient’s right
hand in his own. I noticed how the lad’s
slim f{ingers closed convulsively upon the
Frenchman’s, clinging to them as a drown-
ing man might grasp at a twig. An interne
could have diagnosed nervous exhaustion
bordering on neurasthenia.

“Strychnine?” 1 suggested,

“Brandy,” he corrected. “A large dose, if
you please, at least four ounces, Friend

Trowbridge. Five or six would be more
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better. Fear is gnawing at his.nerves. Jike
a starved wolf. We must relax him, break
his inhibitions down, before we can deter-
mine what our treatment should be.”

I BROUGHT the cognac and ‘de Grandia
held the goblet to the patient’s mouth.
“A little, so smaill sip, he directed. “Trés
bon. Now another—and another. Let them
prepare the way for that- which follows.
Now, all at once, Se@or. Gulp him, swallow
him. Down with him all!”

The patient made a face as if he had
ingested raw quinine ;instead of old cognac,
but his reaction to the liquor was almost in-
stantancous. ‘The hands - which had been
tensely clasped on the chair arms$ relaxed
gradually, color seeped into his pale cheeks,
and the drawn lines round his mouth be-
came=a ‘little=slack; ==

De Grandin beamed with satisfaction.
“Esta mefor?” he asked.

The young man looked at him and the
ghost of a smi!z hovered on his lips. "You
needn’t use that Spig talk to me, sit. I'm
an American,”’ he answered.

“American? Mon Dieu!
names—"

“Oh, that!” the girl broke in with the
suspicion of a giggle, “Pablo and' Fran-
cesca are just our stage names. We're really
Paul and Frances Fogarty.”

“Irish?”

“As Paddy’s.pig, sit. Our accent~——when
we use jt—is assumed for strictly business
purposes, and is as phony as our stage
names.”

The little Frenchman grinned delightedly.
“Parblen, you carry it off well, mes amis.
One would swear you are from Argentina,
or, perhaps Mexico,”
ciatively from one of them to the other.

They were, as he had said, extremely
“"South of the Border” in appearance. Paul
Fogarty wore dinner clothes of extreme cut,
trousers fitted snugly at the waist and hips
with a series of vertical tucks and flowing to
‘bell' bottoms like those of a sailor, satin
waistcoat drawn so ‘tightly as to suggest a
corset, and a jacket with sloping, close-fit-
ting shoulders. His hair, worn rather long,
was trained down his cheeks in sideburns
and brushed straight back from the brow,
plastered sleckly with pomade till it ftted

- ———ra

But your

He glanced appre-

his head like a skullcap of black patent
leather.

The girl, too, was perfectly in character.
Her hair was so intensely black it seemed to
give off blue lights like a grackle's throat,
and,. defiant of the current fashion, it was
cut short as a.boy’s. Like a boy's, too, it was
parted far on the left side and plastered
down with bandoline till it gleamed in the
'iamplight. Close:clipped manish sideburns
descended her cheeks before her ears and
were rendered more conspicuous by the
heavy pendants of green jade that dangled
from the small pierced lobes almost to her
shoulders. Her dull-black satin gown clung
to her narrow figure with such sheath-tight-
ness that it had to be slit at the sides to
give her room to step—and incidentally dis-
play slim, silk-smooth legs and miniature

~—feet™in high-drched Sandals. ~The dress was

long-sleeved and high-necked at the froat,
but left her back exposed almost down to
the coccyx. The jade earrings and the syn-
thetic emerald buckles of her sandals were
her only ornaments, the carmine of her
painted- lips and the green lacquer on het
toe-and fingernails were the sole spots of
color in her ensemble. She-was not beau-
tiful or evea pretty. Her features were too
small and too irregular, but she was’ se;luc-
tive in a strange way. She had little animal
appeal, but her sleader, almost boyish body,
pale, thin face and scarlet lips bad an appeal
at once attractive and almost terrifying, like
that of the fabled sirens—Citce in a Paris
frock, Medeca with Rue de la Paix acces-
sories.

“You are perthaps Monsiexr and Madame
Fogarty?” de Grandin asked, “or is it Mon-
siexr and Mademoiselle?”

“Monsienr and Madame, if you want it
that “way,” the girl answered, as she gave
him a languishing glance from datk eyes.
Few women could resist de Grandin. *"We're
husband and wife. That's what's the mat-
ter.”

“Comment?”” he answered sharply.
“ “The matter,” Madame? Is it that you do
not love each other?”

“No, sir, it'’s not that. We love each other
tifl it hurts, but—"

“Ab-ha! That twenty-times-accursed but!
What is it, Madame Fogarty? Perhaps 1
can help you—"
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“Did 1 say anything when I came out
of it at the Gold Room?" young Fogarty
cut in,

De Grandin turned to face him almost
fiercely. ““You did, indeed, Monsienr. You

said, if I do not make the mistake, ‘Lotté.”

I assumed at the time you called upon
Madame your wife. A man does such
things in the half light of returning con-
sciousness sometimes. "’ -

“That’s the answer,” Fogatty returned
dryly. “I know it sounds as nutty as a
pecan rold, but I'm—we’re both+—convinced
she’s at the bottom of the trouble, Etienne
told us—"

"One moment, if you please,” de Gran-
din raised a slim white hand. “The esti-
mable Etienne can wait. 1t is of yoursclves
I wish to know. Begin at the beginning if
you please, Monsienr, and omit nothing. If
we are to help you we must know all, and
all does not imply a part, or even most,
but everything. He dropped into a chair,
lit a cigarette and crossed his knees, staring
at our visitor like a cat at a rat-role, '

CAYKAY, sir, if you want my life his-

tory,” young Fogarty took a deep
breath and an Irish grin broke through his
carefully cultivated Latin exterior. “I'm a
dancer; always been a dancer; mever did
anything else and never wanted to. Gram-
paw Donnally said that I was born with
jingle-boxes in both feet, and I guess he
hit it right, for I've never seen the time
when music didn’t make me want to prance.
Before I'd left kindergarsten I could do an
Irish jig as well as anyone, by the time I'd
reached grade schoo! Fd learned to imitate
George M, Cohan, Frisco and Pat Reoney.
I was on the program every time there was
an entertainment at chusch or school; and
by the time I'd reached fousteen I was cop-
ping prizes regularly at amateur nights in
the vaudeville houses,

“But I was a lousy student, and nothing
but the truant officers kept me in school
tll*1 was sixteen, then I ran away and
shipped on a freighter for South America,

jumped ship at Buenos Aires and hung:

around until I managed to get a job as bus

boy in the Café 25 de Mayo. Ia-six months..

i'd picked up enough Spanish to be pro-
moted to waiter. One night I got the orches-

11

tra leader drunk and chiseled~a dance job
out of him.

“That started it. They billed me under
the name of Pablo,-as an exponent of Jasr
Danzas de América del Norte, and my act
went over pretty well, especially my imita-
tions of Frisco's soft-shoe routines, But I
knew it couldn't last, so every_ centavo 1
made above bare living expenses went into
dancing lessons and I learned the works—
tango, rumba, bolero, lulu-fardo, maxixe
and seguidilla, as well as most of the folk-
dances. I even took some ballet instruction,
but that, like fencing lessons, was more for

“poise than actual use. Within a year I spoke
Argentine Spanish well enough to pass for 2
nattve—among foreigners—and had a spot
in the floor show at El Centro. While I
was working there a German vaundeville
agent named Hans Ewers saw me and -of-
fered me a job at the Café Zur Nekke in
Berlin,

“It was there I met Lott€. I'd dropped
into the Rixdorfer on my night off, think-
ing I might see some othet act that would
give me ideas, when she came on. I'd never
scen anything like her. She was tall, tall
as a tall man, slightly built, and with the
small, cold, tegular features that distinguish
Saxon women from Prussians or Bavarians.
In contrast to her cold, almost contemptu-
ous face, her hair was flaming red. I don't
mean russet or that shade of sepia we usually
call red, but true flame-color, like molten
copper in a crucible, and I knew instinc-
tively that if she let it down it would reach
to her knees. She had that white, almost
transparent skin. that sometimes goes with
hair like that, and there was a bright, pow-
dery dust of small gold freckles on her high
cheekbones. Her eyes were a hot tortoise-
shell, and in them I could see desire strain-
ing like a hound at the leash. There arc
people like that, you know. People to whom
music, especially percussion, is intoxicating
as aa -aphrodisiac, whose emotions almost
burst the bounds of restraint when they
dance. Lotté was one of them. .She was
drunk with the rhythm of the music, driven
almost to frenzy by the movements of her
own body.

“When she finished her turn she saw me
watching her and came over to my table.
I don’t know just how to describe it; it
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scemed as if we were two chemicals that
nceded only to be brought together to ex-
plode with a heat like a bursting atom bomb.
A thrill that was as sharp as a pang of
pain shot through me as she dropped into
the chair t:j)positc, it nearly lifted the hair
on ty head; I know it made me positively
dizzy. It wasn't what you could call love at
first sight; it- wasn't love at all. It was
something terrifying, like bewitchment, and
I knew as I looked into her eyes she had
it, too, .
“For almost an hour as we sat there
drinking champagne mixed with cognac,
and 1 don't believe in all that-time either
of us took his eyes off the other’s. It was
as if our gaze was magnetized. It wasn't
that we didn’t want ‘to look away; we
couldn’t. When she finally rose to Icave I
..f_fllo_w,cd=her, -walking -like a-drynken-man,
ok one who has been hypnotized.
“Of course, we teamed up. Her contract
at the Rixdorfer was about to finish the

night I.niet her, and she joined me 4t the

Café Zur Nekke.”

!
OUNG Fogirty took a deep, trembling

- breath and shivered like 2 man on whom
a2 sudden chilling wind has blown. “Have
you ever been possessed, sit? I mean that
literally.  Most likely you haven't, so I
can’t hope to make you understand how ut-
tetly I became enslaved. Lotté dominated
me as completely—more so—as she did
her pet dachshund Fritz. .To say that I had
Do more privacy than a goldfish would be
understating it. I had to be with her con-
stantly—every moment. Even when I went
to shave or wash my hands I had to leave the
bathroom daor open that she might see me;
I had to give up having my hair cut at the
Adlon barbér shop and have one of the male
coiffeurs at the beauty shop she patronized
cut it, so she could -be with me, and watch
me the whole time. If a2 woman, no matter
how old, smiled at me or spoke she was
vixenishly jealous; she even resented my ex-
changing a word with another man or a
child, and had to be present while [ talked
our routines over with the bandleader.

“T couldn't stand it, no man could. It
was worse than being in prison. It was
like being sewn up in 2 strait-jacket and
gradually strangled. I loved her—if you

want to call the fierce, unreasoning-enchant-
ment I was under love—but at the same time
I hated her, and the hate was growing
stronger than the love. b '

“It wasn’t long before she felt the same
way about me. We'd be lying side by side,

_sometimes kissing, sometimes in each other’s

arms, sometimes omnly hand in hand, when.
suddenly she’d jump up, call me ‘dumbopf
or 'schlemmiel’ and give me a contemptu-
ous ‘kick, or .spit on-me and slap my face.’
And when I'd leap up in a rage she'd faitly
fling herself on me, twine both arms about
me so I was helpless—for she was sirong
as a man in spite of her slenderness—and
stnother me with kisses.

“"One of us surely would have killed
the other if it had goge on much longer,
but in 1940 the draft came and my num-

—ber -was-one-of-the-first- called. ‘I=have-to=

20, I told her. ‘If 1 don’t I'll be 2n out-
law."

“She stormed and screamed hysterically,
went to her krees before me. ‘Do anything
you want with me,” she begged. ‘Do you
want to beat me? I'll go fetch the dog
whip that I use on Fritz, ‘Tear my skin with
your teeth. Slash me with your razor—any-
thing.. Drink my blood; do whatever you
cate to, only don't leave me. Let them take
the others to make war on the Fiithrer. Stay
with me. We can fly together to the moun-
tains where no one will ever find us. T'll
cook your food and wash your clothes and
kecp your house —be your setvant, your
slave—only don’t leave me, liebchen!

“But this was my chance for escape, and
I wasn't letting it go by. 'I've got to'go,’ 1
repeated. “This is mote than either—or
both—of us, Lotté. It's my country.’

“Shethrew her arms about my knees and
pressed her cheeks against them, begging me
to beat her, torture her, kill her, but nct
leave het, and when I finally managed to
break free she fell face-forward on the
floor and beat her forehead on it. The last
I saw of her she lay full-length on the rug
with her unbound red hair about her like 4
pool of blood, beating both fists on the car-
pet and screaming, "You shall ‘not leave me;
I'll pever let you go—never—uever—
never!l _

“I was-inducted as soon as I reached New
York and went -at ‘once to-training camp:
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A
Just béfore we sailed for England I met
Frances at the USO. She was an entertainer,
one of the best dancers I had ever seen,
and when she heard I'd been a professional
in civil life we were drawn together by our
mutual interests,

“This time it was love, the real thing,
not an unholy fascination.

*The entertainers weren't allowed to date
with soldiers, but she gave me her address,
and we ‘cor_resdionded regularly. We were
married the day after my discharge and
formed a team, using the Spanish form of
our names—~Pablo and Francesca. Fran
hasn't been very well lately, and we're plan-
ning a vacation as soon as we've saved
enough, I was stone-broke after almost six
years in the army, and it cost my separation
pay plus the few war bonds I'd managed to
accamulate to outfit us. Costumes are ex-
pensive and don’t wear vety long.”

DE GRANDIN nodded smiling. "I con-.

gratulate you on the thoroughness of
your report, Monsieur Paul, but what of
Fraulein Lott€? You said that you sus-
pected her.”

"So I do, sir. Listen: I wanted to forget
Lotté as I'd forget a bad dream, but she
kept a constant stream of letters flowing to
me till Pearl Harbor and our entrance into
the war. They wete all in the same tone,
bow she loved me, idolized me, worshiped
me, how she counted every heartbeat tili
we were together again, and every onc ended
with, “You are thine and mine alone. I shall
never let you go!’

“After we got in the war T lost touch
with her, thank the Lord, and when I

next heard of her it was through the Army-

scuttlebutt. The British had swooped dowan
on Geirstein and canght the Jefries in the
act of trying to liquidate three hundred pris-
oners before they could be freed to testify.
From all accounts Geirstein was worse than
either Buchenwald or Dachau, but like them
it had both he- and she-devils in charge.
The ‘leader of the female schwartzstaffei-
korps was a tall, redheaded woman said to
be as beautiful as Helen of Troy and crueler
than Countess Bathony. They laid more
than two hundred deaths of helpless Jews
and Poles and Czechs to her, but none of
them had died outright, all died under tog;

ture supervised or actually inflicted by her.
I was shocked but not too much surprised
wiren I heard her name was Lott€ Dalberg.
Her father had been a scharfrichter ot
headsman, and I supposed she took naturally
to the bloody work. :

“She was tried and found guilty with the
other members of the Geirsten staff. Two
months ago we read she had been hanged.”
Young Fogarty paused, swallowed twice and
reached for the now-empty brandy glass.

"Mais certainement, but of course,” de
Grandin volunteered and poured out a fresh
potion of cognac. “And then?”

“Then it began. Fran and I wefe prac-
ticing a new routine. Come to think of i,
it was the very day they hanged Lotté, but,
of course, we didn’t know about that then,
Suddenly the stool was jerked from under
Tony. Anthony Nusbaum is pianist in the
band at the Gold Room and plays for our
rechearsals. 1t couldn’t have slipped. It was
standing on a rug, not the bare floor, and
Tony weighs at least two hundred pounds.
If anything would ho!{d that stool down
as if it had been nailed he would, but there
it was, halfway across the room, with Tony
sitting on his fanny and looking surprised
as 2 kid who'd just sat down on a pin put
in his school seat.

“In a moment every pane of glass in the
windows began rattling as if a gale were
blowing, though we could see the trees
dead still outside, and the light bulbs in the
chandelier all popped. They didn't go out,
they burst and shattered, as if they’d been
squeezed by an unseen hand.

“Fran was wearing rayon slacks with deep
cuffs for practice, and had caught her hecl
in one of them, giving it 2 nasty rip. She’d
had her sewing basket out to mend the tear
and left a needle. sticking in the spool. of
thread and there were half a dozen more in
a paper packet. Not loose, but stuck in the
black paper, the way they come, you kaow.
Just as the light bulbs popped those needles
detached themselves and came datting
through the air, every one of 'em sticking
in my face. Six of ‘em stuck half an inch
into my checks and the threaded one thrust
itself into my nose, trailing half a yard of
linen string. You won’t believe that, I
know, but it's absolutely true.”

“Monsienr,” de Grandin assured him, "1
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believe you implicitly. Procced with your
précis, if you please.” “
“YATE HAVEN'T had much peace since,

sir. Several times a day, and most
especially at night, somethigg like that oc-
curs. Chairs, books, tables and even such
heavy pieces of furniture as a piano are
moved about, sometimes slowly, sometimes
fairly thrown, and jewelry and other small
objects are hutled through the dir. The
blankets ate jerked off our beds while we're
sleeping, our clothes are snatched off hang-
ers and wadded on the wardfobe floor or
tossed into the corners of the room, food is
snatched off the stable before us. Only yes-
terday the whole tablecloth was jerked away
as we were eating breakfast, spilling food
and dishes over us and the floor,”

""Bien oui,” de Grandin murmured. "Thus
far it runs entirely true to pattern. What
else, if you please?”

"Last night I wakened zt the sound of
something scratching. When I got up and
lit ‘the light 1 saw a sentence taking form
upon the wall of the bedroom. There was
no pencil—nothing that could make the Jet-
ters visible—but the scratching kept up
steadily -as words were spelled out against
the paint.”

"“You could read them? They were not
cryptic, like those .showing on the palace
wall at the feast of Belshazzar?”

“Yes, sir, I could read them, all right,”
grimly. "I recognized the writing, too. I'd
scen it often enough.”

“Ah, and it said—"’

“Just what I'd read in half a hundred
letters from Lotté, the sentence with which
she always ended:. "You are mine and mine
alone. I shall never lct you go.” ”

"Parbleu,” de Grandin began, but got no
further, for, apparently from the foor of
the consulting room there came a deafening,
clanging, banging racket, like a tin can
bumping over .cobbles at the tail of some
luckless mongrel, and out of empty air, ap-
parently scme six. feet overhead, burst a
mocking, maniacal laugh.

The silence fairly beat upon our ears’as
the unholy racket stopped abruptly as it had
begun, and Fogarty smiled blcakly. “You
get used to it in time,” he said wearily,
"You saw that broken prism from the
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chandelier hit me ‘tonight. You know it
didn’t fall .on me; ‘you know that it was
thrown.” ~

“I do, indeed, Monsienr.”

"Then look at this.” The boy stripped
back his jacket cuff and shirt sleeve. On his
bared forearm, apparently scratched with
some sharp instrument, was an intricately
wrought, but easily decipherable, mono-
gram: “L. D.” “Tonight she put her brand
on me. Now see this.” From his jacket
pocket he.drew out a folded handkerchief
and spread it on the table before us. Smeared
on the linen, apparently with lipstick, was
a seventeen-word message: '‘Pablo you are
mine to torment and to kill I shall do both
in my good time."” The writing was bold,
ill-formed, angular, the sort of writing one
accustomed. to, use German. script.might.use.
to write English. oo .

“And this came—?" de Grandin arched
the slim black brows which were such 2
vivid contrast to his blond hair and mus-
tache.

“Tenight, after we'd donc our last turn.
Fran was making up her mouth when the
-lipstick was snatched out of her hand and
the handkerchicf from my breast pocket.
‘Next instant handkerchief and lipstick were
flung into the far corner of the dressing
room. When we picked 'em up we found
this.”

“Tiens,” the little Frenchman began, then,
"Sacré nom!"” as he ducked his head. With
a sharp click the key had turned in the lock
of the instrument case that stood by the
farther wall, the glass door swung open and
from ‘the upper shelf a lancet rose, shot
like an.arrow from-a bow in low parabola
and sped whirring past his head, missing his
cheek by the bare fraction of a centimncter
as it flashed across the room to bury itself
a full inch in the wali.

“Nom, de nom, de nom, de nom, de
sacré nom!” he swore savagely. “No twen-
ty-times-accursed fantémze, no never-quite-
to-be-suffciently-anathematized Zazin  shall
throw a knife at. Jules de Grandin and boast
of the exploit. Madarnoiselle la Revenante,
I am annoyed with you. I take your gaunt-
let up. I accept your challenge, me. Par-
blen, but we shall see who makes a.monkey
out of whom before, this ‘business is fin-
ished!”
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E LOOKED from one of us to the

other, the sharp vertical wrinkles of a-

frown of concentration ctched between his
brows. "My friends, I think I have the
diagnosis, but as to treatment, fenez, that is
another matter. Friend Trowbridge, have
you not noted one constant factor in these
so untoward happenings?”

"Why—" I temporized. *““Why—"

“Not why, but what,” ‘he corrected with
2 quitk grin. '“Think, concentrate, meditate,
if you will be so kind.”

~ "H'm. The only condition common to all
these occurrences as Mr. Fogarty has re-
lated them seems to be that he and his wife
have been together—"

“Bravo! Bravissimo!’

"But of course, that could have no earthly
bearing on—"

“Name of a small blue man, has it not

“so? I tell you it is diagnostic, my friend.”

"1 fail to see—"

“Précisément, exaclement; quite so. Per-
mit that I instruct you. Across the Rhine
in that dark country which has spewed war
twice upon the world in one generation they
have some words which are most expréssive.
Among them is poltergeist, which signifies
. pelting ghost, a ghost which flings things
round the house and plays the stupid, child-
ish tricks. More often he is not a ghost at
all in the true sense, he is some evil entity
.which plagues a man or more often a
woman. Mot for nothing did the old ones
call the Devil Prince of the Powers of the
Air, for thére are very many evil things in
the air which we can no more see than we
can. see the micro-organisms of disease. Yes,
it 15°s0.” He podded solemn affirmation,

“This one, I damn think, however, ate a
true ghost, the earthbound spirit of a hu-
man creature tainted with the deadly sins of
lust and mutder.” Also, it ate a poltergeist
of the first water. '

“For why? Why should it not come back
as an ordinary specter, sighing, weeping,
wailing, crying, manifesting itself through
the appreceptive senses rather than as a
poltergeist, a pelter, a mover-around-of-
furniture? )

“You ask it? Pardien, 1 shall tcll you!
The usual, ordinary haunting-ghost may
make a noise, often a most unpleasant noise,
and sometimes, with or without the aid of
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a medium, manifest itself visually. It may
raise the hair upon the head of the be‘nqlder,
frighten him until he is well-nigh witless,
but that appears to be about the limit of its
powers. It does not fling crockery, it does
not move the furniture about, it does not
exercise the physical force. The poltesgeist
docs so.  You apprehend? You follow me?
Of course. ’ _

“This Lotté Dalberg was a very wicked
woman. She- was a bloodstainied wanton
who paid with her life for-her crimes. And
death’ has not reformed her. She would
torment, injure, perhaps kill the man who
had escaped her in life. And in order that
she may have power to exercise the violence
physique she comes back as a poliergeiss.
Yes, certainly; of course.

“Very well, then. Experience with such
things shows some agent is essential for the
poltergeist's activities. The agent, who may
be, and usually is entirely innocent of all

evil intent, is almost always one possessing

some physical or mental abnormality, She
are oth’en a young girl in her teens, less
often a boy of the same age, sometimes an
old or sick person, perhaps a cripple whose
vitality is low>

“You begin to comprehend? Monsicur
Fogarty has told us that Madame his wife is
unwell, that they wait only to accumulate a
little money before they take a long vaca-
tion. Madame,” he bowed to the girl, “you
have consulted 2 !shysician? He has diag-
nosed your illness?”

“Yes,” tremulously, “he said I'm suffer-
ing from anemia. Things had gotten pretty
bad for me befosre the war. Vaudeville'had
just about disappeared, there weren't enough
floor shows to give employment to a tenth
of the dancers ‘at liberty.” I had to take what
I could get. T was a taxi dancer at the
Posieland Dance Hall—five cents a dance
and a ten percent commission on the drinks
I vamped the patrons into buying. For more
than a year I ate ten-cent breakfasts and
luncheons; if I had enough to dine at the
steam tible at the Automat I thought I was’
in Juck. Something has to give way when
you starve-all day and dance all night, you
kanow, sir.”

“Mordien, ts parles, ma petite panwvre,”
he answered with a gleam of sympathy in
his eyes. “You have said it, truly. But so it
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is, The so unpleasant workings of this
naughty poltergeist undoubtedly are condi-
tioned by your presence.” _

“You mean—" there was stark panic in
the girl's cry—""you .mean that I'm respon-
sible—" :

“Not at all, by no means, Madame. 1
mean the poliergeist works through, not
with you. The movement of objects and
the application ‘of - violence without ‘the use
of any physical force known to science is
technically known as telekinesis. The polter-
geist accomplishes it by means of an im-
ponderable -substance called teleplasm,
which is akin to, though aot the same as the
ectoplasm or psychoplasm exuded by the
medium at a spiritualistic séance. Now,
neither the mind nor that discarnate entity
we call a ghost for want of more exact
terminology can affect matter without the
influence of a human intermediary. You,
Madame, are that. It is from you that this
entircly detestable spirit-thing derives the
necessary teleplasm. Yes.

“But should you blamé yourself? Bier

non. No more than.the unfortunate house-
holder whose home has been ravaged by a
burglar. Indecd, the simile is apt. You have
not given her the teleplasm; she has stolen it
from_you.”

“Then what are we to do? Must Paul and
I separate—-"

“He heud 2 slim hand up for silence. Per-
mit me, Madame. 1 think, I concentrate; I
cogitate.”

At length: "1 would suggest you spend
the night apart, my friends. The farther the
better, One of you should take the train for
Philadelphia and stop. at some hotel. The
other should remain here. Tomorrow night,
if all goes well, we shall attempt an experi-
ment. I'make no promises, but we shall see
what we shall see. Yes. This Fraulein
Lott¢ Dalberg has affronted me, She has
thrown a knife at me. I am insulted, and I
do not suffer insult placidly. If one thing
fails we shall essay another, and another
until we strike upon the proper one. Yes, I
have said it, me.”

IT WAS shortly after four o’clock next
afternoon when we knocked at the door
of the suite_occupied by Paul and Frances
Fogarty at the Berkeley-York. “And how

werce things -last night?” de Grandin asked

-as Paul let us in.

“A little better, thank you,” answered
Fogarty. "I went to Philadelphia as you sug-
gested. Fran stayed here, and aside from a
bad dream I had no trouble.” .

“A bad dream? Like what, . Monsieur
Paul?” ,

“1 dreamed I was some place, I don't
quite know’where, but it was: probably a
mountain top, for everything was shrouded
it a heavy mist, and yet there was 2 wind
blowing. It was iiitensely cold, and I felt
very lonely. At last I'couldn’t stand it any
longer and called for Fran.”

“And then?".

“I got no answer, but when I.called 2
second time I saw a figure coming slowly
toward me through the fog. When it came
closer 1 saw it"was Lott€. She was wear-
ing a long scarlet robe, and.her hair, as red
as the silk of her gown, hung down about
her. Her arms were bare, so were her head

-- 2and feet, and every time she took a step a
‘flash of flame came from the ground where

she had trod, and a little : of yellow
smoke accompanied it. It had an odd, nose-
tickling smell, like that you get when you
put a match to your- cigarette before the
sulphur has quite burned away.”

“Um,” Jules de Grandin commented.
“One need not be a Freud or Jung or
Stekel to intetpret the symbolism of that
dream. What next, if you please?” '

"I tried to run away, but had no power
to move. "It was as if I'd suddenly béen
turned to stone. No, not quite that, either,
It was more as if I'd. suddenly been par-
alyzed. I was entirely conscious, but powes-
less to move., I couldn’t cven shut my eyes,
or take them off her as she walked toward
me with a kind of gloating smile on her face.
But I could feel my heart beating and the
breath hissing in my throat. A bird must
feel something like tiiat when a snake creeps
up on it.

““She came up to me and put both hands
on my shoulders, while she looked straight
in my eyes. ‘I'm burning, Pablo,” she told
me, ‘burning for you. Soon I shall burn
with you." Then she kissed me.

“I felt her mouth against my mouth and
the light-nip of her sharp teeth on my lips,
and a mist as red as blood—red as her r
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and her hair—blinded me. I felt as if 1
wete sinking into some dream-scented fog,
half conscious, half unconscious, like 2
patient on' the operating table when the
ether is applied and the doctor tells him to
begin counting: One—two-—three. Then
suddenly the fog caught fire, and 1 was
ourning, too. Flames leaped and roared
and hissed about me, stripping the skin off
my flesh and the flesh from my bones, ‘The
agony of it was almost past endurance, and
yet—yet—"

“Précisément, Monsienr,” de Grandin
supplied. "And yet you found the torment
in 2 sense delightful. Even the damned in
hell have some pleasures. One takes it that
you awoke then?”

“I woke up in what seemed a raging
fgyﬁr, yet I was shaking as with a severe
chill,”

“And not one little minute too soon,
either, mon jeune. Me, I think that was no
ordinary dream vou had. It was a vision,
and one which might well have ended in
disaster, Tell me,” his face showed sudden
concern, “you did not speak to her, you did
not make her any promise, or declare your
love or express rapture at the embrace?”

“No, sir.”

“That is good. That is very fortunate, in-
decd. Poor, weak, finite human nature has
its limitations, and the powers of hell are
very strong. It seems that not content with
doing you physical injury this vile one now
would steal away your soul. She is a verv
naughty person, that one.”

Abruptly he turned to Frances Fogartr.
“Madame!”

“Yes, sir?™

“Attend me, if you please.” From his
walstcoat pocket he drew a short length of
silken cord from which dangled a bright
silver disc about the size of a dime, "See
him,” he ordered. “Is he not a pretty
thing?"

SLOWLY, like a pendulum, he swung the
bright disc back and forth, Frances
watched it, fascinated. “Sleep, Madame
Francoise,” he commanded softly, “Sleep.
The clock is ticking; tick—tock; tick—tock.
Slowly, very slowly, it is counting off the
second, ma petite. Tick-tock. You are
weary, Vefy, very weary; you are tired, you

long for sleep, Sleep is what you most de-
sire, it is not? Tick—tock; tick—tock!”

The girl’s eyes wavered back and torth,
following the arc of the bright disc, but as
he droned his monotone they became heavy-
lidded, finally closed. Her slender bosom
rose and fell convulsively a time or two,
then regular soft breathing told us she was
sleeping. He bent above her, pressing gentle
fingers on her lids. “You are asleep,
Madame Frangoise?”

"I am aslcep,” she answered drowsily.

. He turned from the girl to her husband.
“It is expedient that you join het, Monsjeur
Paul.”

“You mean you want to hypnotize me?"”

"Perfectly.”

“0.K. T'll take a chance.” He dropped
into a chair beside his wife, settled his head.
comfortably and smiled tiredly. “Hope this
works, sir,” he muttered.

Once more de Grandin swung the shining
silver disc, once mote his soothing mono-
tone commanded sleep. In something less
than five minutes Paul was slumbering
peacefully.

“Madame Frangoise?” the Frenchman
called softly. No answer came, and he re-
peated the summons, At last a sleepy little
murmur like the whimper of a half-roused
child responded. “The hypnosis is deep,” he
whispered, thén aloud to the girl, "I am
your master am I not, Madame Frangoise?”

“You are my master.”

“You will obey my command?”

*T will obey you.”

“Then 1 command you to forget all
thought of Lotté Dalberg. Dismiss her from
your mind and memory, utterly, completely,
wholly. As far as you are concerned there
was never any such person. Her name if
heard will evoke no memories pleasant or
uapleasant. It will be the name of a stranger,
never heard before, You understand?”

“I understand.”

“You will obey?”

A long pause followed, then: "Madame
Francoise, who is Lotté Dalberg?” he asked
sharEIy.

“Lotté Dalberg?” sleepily. “I never heard
of her. Should I know her?”

“No, emphatically no, my little.”

He swung round to the sleeping Paul and
repeated the commands he had givea
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Frances. Then, five minutes later, “Who
was Lotté Dalberg, Monsieur Paul?” he
asked. )

“She was—" the young man seemed to
grope for an answer, then, slowly, like one
trying to recall a half-forgotten snatch of
poetry—"she was a German girl whom 1
met 1n Berlin. I loved her—hated her—"

“Non, par la barbe d'un bouc vert, you
shall not say it!” de Grandin cut in savagely.
“Attend me, Monsieur Paul: Shé was ne
one. She never had existence. There was
pever such a person, Do you understand?”

“I—1I think so.”

“Good. Now, who was Lotté Dalberg,
Monsienr Paul?”

“I don't know.”

“Think; think hard, my Paul. Who was
she? Do not you recall your days and nights
together in Berlin, the kisses and the vows
of never-dying love?”

“No.” '

“You caanot recall her?”

“Who?”

“What was her name?”

“Whose name?” -

“Trés bien.” He turned to me, his little
round blue eyes agleam. “I damn think that
does it—"

“What's that?” I interrupted, seizing him
by the elbow and spinning him around.
“There, on the wall?”

OMETHING like a water-stain was

J. forming on the green-painted’ plaster.
It grew, expanded, lengthened, widened till
it was the silhouette of a2 female figure
standing on tiptoe facing-us. Tiny lines of
red like veins began to show within the out-
line -of the stain, Somec were heavy, some
lighter, and together they traced out a pat-
tern like a line drawing crudely executed in
red pigment,

The thing was like a five-pointed star, the
widely outspread legs its lower points, the
upsttetched, outspread arms its upper ones,
the head, thrust forward, the apex. Now we
could see the snaky locks of red hair rippling
unbound down the brow and neck and
shoulders, reaching almost to the knees: the
long and tapered arms uplifted as in evoca-
tion, the wide-opened and staring eyes, glar-
iog at us in malevolent fury.

"Hola,” de Grandin greeted mockingly.

TALES

“Comment vous portez-vous, aujonrd hui,
Fraulein Lotté?>—how are you?”

The red-ctched pictute seemed to struggle
to free itself from the wall, Grotesquely,
horribly, it was like some enormous beetle
enmeshed on a sheet of flypaper. He laughed
sarcastically. “It is no use, Franlein. Two
dimenstons are the most you can achieve;
soon: there will be none.”

He dropped his bantering tone and voice
and eyes were hard as he proceeded: “Un-
quiet spirit of the unrepentant dead, go
forth. You have said to the grave, ‘Thou
art my lover, in thy arms will I lie,” and to
Dcath, ‘Thou art my father and my mother.’
The cord of memorty and fear by which you
held these ones is broken; your power over
them is ended. Save in the memories of
those who hate you and the records of the
court that tried and sentenced you to death
there is no thought or mention of your name.
Oblivion has claimed you. You are swal-
lowed up, wiped out; extinct. Now get you
gone to that place prepared foryou, and may
your scarlet sins find pardon in the end.
Avaunt, be gone; te conjaro, abire ad iuum
locam!”

The simulacrum on the wall began to
fade like a picture projected from a magic
lantern when the light behind it dims, be-
came a featurcless shadow, a dull, amor-
phous stain—nothing.

“Bren,” de Grandin dusted one hand on
the other. “That is indubitably that, Friend
Trowbridge.”

To the sleeping couple he called softly:
“Monsieur and Madame, sleep until the
time has come to rise and work, but forget
all that has transpired. You never heard of
Lotté Dalberg, have no recollection of the
persecution with which she plagued you,
never have you seen or heard of Jules de
Grandin or his friend Dr. Samuel Trow-
bridge. All, all has been forgotten, mes
amis. Adien.”

He opened the door softly and we stepped
out into the hall.

“URTO, he denied as we finished dinner
that *night,. “I would not call it
intuttion, my friend. It was rather tentative
and impractical. Consider, if you please:
“This thing which haunted Monsicur
Fogarty was in the nature of a poltergeiss,
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but it werc not a true one. While it moved
furniture and hurled light objects it had
none of the droll mischievousness of ‘the
-true poltergeist, who, while he often proves
annoying, even dangerous, is a2 species of a
ghostly clown who plays his Puckish tricks
without much rhyme or reason. This naughty
one had 4 very definite reason for everything
she did, she was unquestionably bent on per-
secuting Monsieur Fogatty, perhaps eventu-
ally on killing him. Because she sought to
do him physical injuty by physical means she
resorted to the form of poltergeist, and so
the pattern of her actions—and her limita-
tions—were those of that species of a ghost.

“Very well. We determined Madame
Frangoise was the agent through which the
so wicked Fraulein Lotté operated, the reser-
voir of her supply of teleplasm without
which she had no power for violence. Trés
bien. What then?

“It is an axiom of the occultist that this
teleplasm is what you call idioplastic, that is,
it takes its appearance, its seeming, from the
thoughts of those arrong whom 1t operates.
Both Monsieur and Madamc Fogarty knew
and hated Lotté Dalberg, and with excellent
reason. That gave her a hold on their minds.
When she appeared to Monsieur Paul in
Philadelphia Jast night she was knocking at
the door of his subconscious, secking to in-
ssnuate herself into his brain as well as do
him bodily injury through external force.

“Now, I ask me, Jules de Grandin, are
you afraid of the spirit of this most unpleas-
ant young woman who has died upon the
gallows for her murders and undoubtlessly
is most uncomfortable at present for her
other sins?’ ‘Damn no, Jules de Grandia,’
I reply to me. "Tam ashamed of you that you
should ask such a question.’

“Very well, suppose we hypnotize this
poor, tormented couple, make them not
afraid, even not aware, of Lotté Dalberg.
What then?

“Hypnotism, in the last analysis, is noth-
ing but the substitution of the operator’s
mind for that of the subject. In 2 measure,
by fear and memory, the revenant had sub-
stituted her intelligence for that of Monsicur
Paul and Madame Frangoise. So what did 1
do? I thrust my mind into their brains,
pardien, and made them unafraid and even
uaaware of her. Thereafter, she had no
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place to go. She could not make them fear
her, they had completely forgotten her. It
was as if she had been trespassing in their
brain-house when pouf! along comes Jules
de Grandin and evicts her.

“But though they had forgotten her in
their hypnotic sleep I had not. I'thought of
her, and there was still sufficient teleplasm
to enable her to take feeble form as a picture
on the wall. She was a fearsome, frighten-
ing sight, s’est-ce-pas? Ha, but she chose
the wrong one for her frightening! Me, I
told her which was what in no uncertain
terms. I told her all her power was gone,
that she was as forgotten as last year’s bird’s
nest. Her Jast remaining ligamentary tie
with earth was snapped. She had no place to

. 8o but outer darkness.”

“You don't think she'll come back?”

“I do not, my friend. What was it that
she said to Monsieur Paul in his vision?
‘I burn’? Parblex, 1 think that is exactly
what she does.

“"And me, I also burn. My throat is dry,
my tongue is parched, my lips are all afire.
Will you not have the goodness to refill my
glass, Friend Trowbridge?”



