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Medium For Justice
éy Victor Rousseau

IT WAS AS Research Officer
for the S. I. P. P. — the Society
for the Investigation of Psychi-
cal Phenomena — that I met Rin-
aldi. I may say that my first
impressions were frankly hos-
tile. The Society had found
some genuine psychics; now
we were after frauds and mir-
acle-mongers, and some of Rin-
aldi’s exploits had looked a lit-
tle too miraculous.

Then, his bored, amused smile
when 1 requested to be permit-
ted to investigate him, savored
too much of the professional
conjurer. He seemed too sure
of his ability to outwit me. A
clever Italian sleight-of-hand

performer, I thought him,
though later I leamed he was
a Swiss. Besides, that expensive
New York apartment of his, the
golf sticks, strangely out of
place in one of his profession,
as it seemed to me — and above
all, his man, Potter!

Potter, sleek, deferential, and
always half-asleep; Potter with
his queer monkey-gestures, his
disconcerting power of mind-
reading; Potter, valet by day
and apport medium by night!

That was what had really
got under the Society’s skin. I
should say four-fifths of our
members had been forced, step
by step, to the belief in spirit

Only the recovery of the dead woman’s body
could shake her husband’s story — and the
X body was in Switzerland.

(U 2 et e e
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survival and communication.
But we still had doubts about
spirit photography and apports.

An apport medium, as is
probably well known, is one
who claims the power of phy-
sically transporting some ogject

or article m a distance,
through  intervenin, houses,
walls, ceilings, and floors.

What brought down Society
upon Rinaldi was Mrs. Van
Dittmeyer's claim that, seated
in Rinaldi’s seance-room, she
had seen the very body of her
son, who had been killed in
France ten years before — in
1918. Not the spirit, but John
Gaffrey Van Dittmeyer, Lieu-
tenant, killed leading a charge
against the German line, and
fust as he had been at the mo-
ment of death!

That a human body could
be transported more than three
thousand miles was sufficiently
dubious, but that the interven-
ing ten years of disintegration
could be obliterated, so that the
mother was able to wipe the
death sweat from the tortured
features — well, that drove our
President, old Jerrold, frantic.

“Get after this Rinaldi,
Matthews,” he said to me.
“Don’t spare the money. Un-
mask him for the fake he is,
and drive him from New York.”

And Rinaldi had received me
with his bored, tolerant smile,
and invited me to be present
at all his seances with Potter.

Little by little, I saw that the

51

would l:ive to A)ealcl:onsidemb
postponed; gradually, without
realizing it, I was reaching the
stage of conviction.

date of Rinaldi’s showing-ulp
y

Of course, cases of apports
were few and far between, but
a few weeks had been sufficient
to convince me that Potter was
a man of genuine psychic pow-
ers. I was no novice. After I
had seen, and spoken with my
own dead sister in front of the
cabinet, with Potter visible
within, grimacing in his mon-
key way, I began to draw in
my homs.

Still, those apports — conjur-
ing tricks] Certainly 1 did not
see how those bunches of roses,
with the dew still on them,
could apgear upon the little
table within our circle. And
there was the disconcerting lit-
tle dog that barked and wagged
his tail, ran to the mistress who
had left him in the Florida ken-
nel, then disappeared as quick-
ly as he had materialized. But
I am no conjurer, and I flattered
myself that it took more than
that to convince me.

POTTER'S apports were re-
served for grand occasions,
though one never knew when
they were coming. For the rest,
Potter was simply a material-
izing medium, and I have seen
better ones. His figures were
generally indistinct and hazy,
with nothing but a face visible
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in the cloud of nebulous ecto-
plasm that is called “draperies”.
And as for the voices — well,
Potter might have been a bet-
ter ventriloquist.

Still, there were dramatic ep-
isodes, as on the occasion when

uite a little crowd had assem-
bled in the big room with its
velvet hangings. People came
to Rinaldi by introduction, and
they had to show serious rea-
sons before he would admit
them to his circles. On this oc-
casion nothing much happened.
Potter had been writhing and
muttering and making his mon-
key gestures inside the cabinet
with ~ its half-drawn curtains,
And suddenly there came a
voice, a woman’s voice, SO aw-
ful in its fear and spiritual
agony that it thrilled me with
horror:

“Johann! Don’t hurt me, Jo-
hann! Johann, I love youl™

Potter was talking, too, in
his mumbling way, all the time
the voice went on. “Poor wom-
an! Ah, the beast! She never
suspected! Water! Deep, dee
water!” I heard him saying. An
at the same time the woman’s
voice:

“Johann, let me come back —
the boat — Ill go awayl You
can divorce me! I didn’t know!
1 thought you loved mel I love
you, Johann!” The voice was
shrill with abject terror.

And then the dreadful, bub-
bling sound of a person choking
to death in waterl It was so

indescribably awful that all the
gathering were upon their feet
in an instant, and huddling to-
gether in front of the cabinet.

Someone turned up the light.
There was nothing visible ex-
cept Potter, scﬂuirming and gri-
macing, and blinking as he ﬁ-
gan to come back to conscious-
ness. Rinaldi took his stand in
front of him, to shield him from
interference. One woman leaped
to her feet and advanced, as if
to attack Rinaldi.

“It's too much! It’s too much!
You ought to be sent to jaill”
the woman was screaming. “I
didn’t come here to listen to
things like thatl”

“Oh, no, Madam!” answered
Rinaldi, in his ironical way.
“You prefer pretty talk about
the spirits’ doings in the spheres?
Unfortunately, it is as hard to
suppress them on that side as
on this, particularly when they
argnladies." 4 .

at caused an uneasy laugh,
and relieved the tension. ’1%:3
session being clearly at an end,
the guests re})ared to depart,
buzzing volubly, and for the
most part, indignantly.

“Well, sir” One man had
stayed behind, with the evident
intention of addressing himself
to Rinaldi.

“Who — who was that spirit?”
he asked in a half-whisper. He
was a man approaching middle
age, well-dressed, a gentleman
and quite obviously badly shak-
en by the occurrence.
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“That, sir, I cannot tell you”
Rinaldi answered. “We do not
register our visitors, nor are
they always in 2 mental condi-
tion to give their lﬁ:dig'rees."

He tummed away, but the man
still lingered. The last of the

ests were now buzzing in the

all. Potter was staggering out
of the cabinet. He jerked his
thumb toward the man.

“He’s got her photo in his
waistcoat pocket,” he mumbled.
Potter was still in a daze. As he
made his way out of the room
toward his bedroom, the man
turned to Rinaldi again.

“Could you give me a private
interview?x he asked. “I — it’s
too awful, but I believe I know
who that was. I think she was
my sister. T recognized the
voice.”

HE PULLED a small photo-
graph out of his waistcoat
pocket and handed it to Rinaldi,
who glanced at it, and then
gave it to me. It showed a
young and rather pretty wom-
an, with a pleasant, simple,
trustful face.

“I've carried this for eleven
years,” the man went on, “al-
ways in the hope that some day
I should be able to solve the
mystery of her disappearance.
I know she’s dead. We were too
close to one another in child-
hood for me not to know that.
But never until tonight — it’s
too horrible!”

“Pray sit down,” said Rinaldi,

immediately all sympathy. He
indicated a chair at S'ne ?;rther
end of the room, switched on
two or three more lights, and
himself sat down beside the
man. “If there’s anything at all
I can do to help you .. .” he
began. “You say your sister dis-
appeared many years ago? Per-
haps you would care to give me
the details?”

“If you can help me, I'll tell
you everything. I dont mind
saying I came to you tonight
because I had heard of the won-
derful things you have done in
the way of locating missing
persons. My name’s %;oodrich.

“I remember you, Mr. Good-
rich,” answered Rinaldi, “but
I understood from Mr. Taylor
who introduced you to me, that
you merely hoped to get into
cammunication with a friend
who had crossed the line.”

“That’s the truth,” replied
Goodrich. “I want to find the
man who was reiponsible for
my sister’s murder-

It was a sad and sordid sto
;o whichR} L.ilséfned ads Goodri;:
acin, inaldi, and "gripping
the agrms of his chair tensell;' in
his excitement, gradually rose
to impassioned, bitter denunci-
ation.

Thirteen or fourteen years
before, Goodrich’s sister, Amy
had married Johann Minzner, a
real estate man in their home
town. The family had been bit-
terly opposed to the match on
account of Minzner’s character.
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He was known to have served
a term in State’s prison, and he
was then engaged in some shad
real estate sqeculah’ons whicﬁ
netted him a large fortune. But
the girl had been infatuated
with the man, and had refused
to listen to warnings.

They had married, and about
this time Minzner had left the
town, with the half-million dol-
lars that his speculations had
brought him. Nothing had been
heard of the couple for a year
or two. Then haf come a brief
communication from Minzner,
written from a village near
Prague, in what was then Aus-
trian territory. He enclosed a
newspaper clipping, from which
it appeared that Amy Minzner
had been drowned in a lake on
which the couple were sailing,
in spite of her husband’s heroic
attempt to rescue her.

“I was not a rich man,” cried
Goodrich, “but 1 placed the
matter in the hands of the Paar
Detective Agency, which has a
reputation for running down
difficult cases. Since then I
have made a sizeable fortune,
and I have retained the Parr

eople with a standing fee to
Eeep in touch with the case. But
the War broke out, and of
course . . .” Goodrich shrusoed

. “it was impossible to follow
up any clues. After the Armis-
tice I ascertained that Minzner
had not been heard of since the
beginning of the conflict. He

had sold his property - near
Prague and disappearerd?'"

“And what is your purpose,
supposing you can fing Minz-
ner?” asked Rinaldi.

“To send him to the electric
chair as my sister’s murderer!”

“What is your reason for sup-
posing that Minzner murdered
your sister?”

“I know itI” shouted Good-
rich. “I've always felt it and 1
can’t be mistaken. But tonight’s
evidence clinches the matter!”

“I dont want to discourage
you, Mr. Goodrich,” replied
Rinaldi, “but communications
from beyond are not quite so
simple as you might be’ inclined
to suppose. It is quite likely
that that was your sister’s voice.
On the other zand, it may have
been some malicious spirit that
realized your state of mind and
wished to take advantage of it
to play a prank upon you. A-
gain, it is possible that your
ardent desire, continued for so
many years, actually created
what we call an elemental, to
play the part. Thoughts create
things, you know, Mr. Goodrich,
though they cannot create souls,
which is the prerogative of the
Almighty.”

GOODRICH'S FACE fell
“Then — then how can I ‘ever
Inow?”

“Let me ask you, first, how
you propose to send Minzner
to the chair, granting that all
your inferences are correct. The
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event took place in a forei

land. The lapse of years, the
War, the change of government
would certainly make the pro-
duction of m:requate evidence
improbable. No jury would con-
vict. And, even if they did, it
would be in Czechoslovakia,
and not in America, that the
case would be tried.” Rinaldi
aused, and the other stared at

“Then you mean to say noth-
ing can be done? I'll swear that
was my sister. I am resolved
that her death shall not remain
unretributed. What can be
done, Professor Rinaldi?”

“The first thing,” answered
Rinaldi, “is to get in touch with
your sister, and learn whether
it was she tonight. The second
is to find Minzner.” He tumed
toward the closed door.

1As if l:he “summons e]:iad l}:]een
telegraphically conve: to him,
Pottge.rr pmme yout o?' the bed-
room, slipping on his coat. He
was once more the smooth,
sleek valet.

Potter, do you feel able to
give us another private sitting
tonight?” Rinaldi asked.

Potter looked dubiously at
Goodrich. “What’s he want?”
he demanded. “He makes me
feel sick in my lungs. It’s some-
thing about water.”

“He wants you to go on a
little journey and find some-
body,” said Rinaldi. “Are you
willing to make the trip?”

Potter. “No, sirl The only per-

“Nothing doinP," declared
son I'm going to find is myself
in bed. He gives me a pain here.
I dont like the looks of this
fellow. How do we know he
aint a dick?” he continued to
Rinaldi in a_ whisper.

I was used to Potter's ways
by now. I knew that the man,
beinil wholly ignorant of what
he did while entranced, be-
lieved the whole business to be
a fake, and Rinaldi a slick con-
jurer.

“Now, I won't do it, sir. I tel
you it ain’t safe. I tell you . . .7

But Potter's mumbling died
away, for Rinaldi had simply
grabbed him by the shoulders
and made a few passes over
him. I saw the body stiffen. It
began to sway like a falling
tree. Rinaldi caught and sup-

ed it, for Potter was in the
ull rigidity of catalepsy-

Raising the valet over his
shoulder exactly as if he had
been a tailor's dummy, Rinaldi
carried him into the cabinet
and placed him on the chair.
A pass or two and he had un-
bent the knees sufficiently to
enable Potter to be seated. Then
he beckoned to Goodrich and
myself, and we three took our
places in the middle of the front
row of chairs before the cab-
inet. Rinaldi reached out and
switched off the lights.

It was Rinaldi speaking:
“Potter, bring back that woman
who was here earlier in the
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evening. Tell her that she is
wanted badly.”

A pause, L{en a high-pitched
voice of Chong-Qua, the old
Anamite ide, not Potter’s.
“She is no here. I go look some
more, perhaps.”

“Be quick about it, Chong,”
said Rinaldi. “We've got a few
questions to ask her.”

We waited — five minutes,
perhaps. The only sound was
Potter breathing stertorously in
the cabinet. Then came the Chi-
naman’s voice again, squeaky
and breathless, as if the old man
had been running:

“She not will come. She say
it’s a mistake. Her husband nev-
er mean to harm her, and she
love him.”

I heard a sharp, suppressed
expletive from Goodrich. at’s
Amy all over. The little fooll
Anybody can get around her,”
he whispered.

“She think you mean to do
him harm,” the droning voice
went on. “She not will come.”

“She won’t come, eh?” thund-
ered Rinaldi, “Then bring her
husbandl”

I caught my breath. What
did Rinaldi hope for? How
could Chong-Qua bring Minz-
ner, if he were still alive? But
was he alive, or did Rinaldi
mean in the spirit? If he were
alive, how could he be bodily
transported into the seance-
room

1 had witnessed many ::rports
by Potter, though never that of

a human body, as Mrs. Van
Dittme{er had claimed she had
seen. It Minzner was still alive,
and Potter or his guide could
bring him there, into that room,
in physical form — well, 1 should
be in for a bad half-hour trying
to convince old Jerrold, our
President.

And now the room had grown
as still as death. We had been
silent before, but this was an
uncanny, unnatural stillness. If
there can be degrees of still-
ness, this was the superlative
one, for in that awful quiet 1
seemed to hear all the natural
processes of my bodily organ-
ism, the pulsing of the heart
valves, the building of the tis-
sues.

Then a deathly weakness
seemed to overtake me. And I
felt — somehow — smaller!

“Don't stir, don’t speak, and
on no account break the circle.
No, it is not necessary to join
hands, but for heaven’s sake

don’t speak or move. And ig-
nore that weakness! Potter is
drawing on all of us. It's the

hardest thing in the world.”

Rinaldi’s voice was very soft.
1 was barely conscious of it, for
all my vitality seemed to be en-
gage«{in a struggle against some
sapping force that was deplet-
ing it Very softly Rinaldi leaned
forward again to the switch in
the wall and snapped a button.
A faint red light began to glow
immediately in front of the
cabinet.
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IT WAS NO brighter than
that used in a photographer’s
dark room; for anc{thing strong-
er would have dissipated the
ectoplasm. But now there was
no ectoplasm. There was visible
only the face of the medium,
thrown back over the rigid neck.
The eyes were wide open, but
only the whites showed. And
Potter had ceased to breathe
audibly. A cold wind seemed to
emanate from the cabinet,
slightly ruffling the thin cur-
tains that hung in front of it.

I felt the approach of some
tremendous climax. I gritted my
teeth, trying to shake off that
lethargy that gripped me. I was
more afraid than I have ever
been in my life, and yet it was
of nothing tangible.

Then suddenly the climax
came. There was a crash some-
where in the room, a chair be-
side me was overturmed, and
the body of a heavy man lay
in the tiny space een us
and the cabinet!

1 heard the oath that trembled
on Goodrich’s lips. I saw him
start forward; and then Rinaldi’s
hands were pressing like dead
weights upon his shoulders, fore-
ing him back into his place. In
that instant I was aware that

ich had recognized the
man as Minzner.

But the man on the floor was
flesh and blood! I shall main-
tain that till mv dying day. I
have seen materializations so
perfect that I could detect the

pulse in the wrist; I have seen
an apparition breathe carbon di-
oxide into baryta water in proof
that it had lungs; but I have
never seen an apparition that
did not conceal some imperfec-
tion in its tlE:thysical organism by
means of the usual cloudy drap-

erles.

Not so this form. It was the
et‘)mple;tehl;od of a rrian in eve-
ning clothes. He was lying upon
his back, sleeping noigi]y. 1
could even detect the fumes of
alcohol upon his breath.

Inside the cabinet, stll vis-
ible, was Potter, looking, for all
his five feet eight, no bipger
than a doll and moaning feebly.

What would have happened
next, I do not know. Would Ri-
naldi have awakened Minzner
and forced him to make a con-
fessionP Whatever would have
happened was not what did oc-
cur, for, as Rinaldi removed his
hands from Goodrich’s should-
ers, Goodrich suddenly bound-
ed from his chair and flung him-
self upon the unconscious man.

1 saw Rinaldi leap forward
and snatch something from the
floor as Goodrich precipitated
himself u; Minzner. Next in-
stant — how it came about I
know not — the apport had dis-
appeared, and it was the medi-
um, Potter, with whom Good-
rich was battling.

“Hold him! Hold Goodrich!”
shouted Rinaldi to me. Then he
pressed the electric button.

The regular lights went on.
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Potter, with a bruised lip and
a bloody nose, was struggling
weakly in Goodrich’s ﬁ'rasp. I
was about to obey Rinaldi’s or-
ders when the latter plucked at
my arm violently.

“Quick! Read that!” he gasped.
1 saw, then, that he ielsecla

card-case in his hand, a card-
case of some fabrric so unsub-
stantial that it was slowly crum-
bling away. Rinaldi had half-
detached a card from it, and the
edge of the card, as he with-
drew it, was crumbling too, into
what seemed a fine, invisible
powder.

Interpreting Rinaldi’s wish, I
jerked the card from the pock-
et. On it I read:

]oigl Weg‘tworth Saunders
oggs Ferry
Crossgills, N. Y.

The next instant, I was hold-
ing nothing. Card-case and card
had simply become dissipated
into thin air!

THREE DAYS LATER Ri-
naldi and I were seated in the
apartment when the bell rang.
Potter ushered in two men, one
of them Goodrich, the other a
short, alert, middle-aged man
who regarded us both with
quick, suspicious glances.

“Professor Rinaldi, let me in-
troduce Mr. James Regan, of
the Parr Agency,” said Good-

rich.
Rinaldi bowed and presented
me. Then we drew up our chairs

and fell to a discussion of the
case. .

“Mr. Regan has been to Boggs
Ferry,” began Goodrich. e
has ascertained that John Went-
worth Saunders is beyond all
doubt Johann Minzner. He has,
with the aid of information pre-
viously gathered, been able to
trace Minzner’s life fairly com-
prehensively during the past
twelve years.”

He glanced at Regan, as if
inviting him to take up the dis-
cussion, but Regan sat motion-
less, still eyeing Rinaldi distrust-
fully.

“It appears that Minzner and
my sister lived at Boggs Fe
for a year after their marriage,
Goodrich resumed, “that year
when none of us knew where
she had gone. Then the house
was closed, and they went
abroad. Evidently they resided
at that place near Prague where
m, r sister was murdered
by that unspeakable scoundrel.

“At the outbreak of the War,
Minzner, who was a naturalized
American, returned to this coun-
try. He took up his residence
at Boggs F again, and as-
sumed the role of a country
ﬁentleman- He married again,

ut three years ago his wife left
him and secured a divorce in
Reno, Nevada.

“In spite of his money, he is
extremely unpopular in the vi-
cinity. The neighbors distrust
him, and his only social life
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seems to be enjoyed with a du-
bious crowd of fast-livers from
New York, who spend the week-
end with him occasionally.”

“What sort of place is that
Boggs Ferry? asked Rinaldi.

Regan spoke for the first time:
“A lonely spot in the mountains.
Mr. Saunders has an estate of
several hundred acres, border-
ing on the Adirondacks. There
is a lake in front of his house,
the other side of which is State
land. He has had trouble with
campers. He spends his win-
ters in New York and Boston.

“I may as well add,” contin-
ued the detective, “that 1 am
frankly sceptical as to the means
Mr. Goodrich tells me were em-
ployed in running down Minz-
ner. I do not believe in the su-
pernatural at all.”

But Rinaldi’s suave, mocking
bow .eemed to disconcert him.
He shifted his feet irritably. “Of
course, I'm willing to be shown,”
he said.

“You see,” he went on, after
we had discussed the matter a
little further, “the Parr people
are of the belief that Mr. Good-
rich is simply throwing his mon-
ey away. Of course, it was a
stroke. finding that this Saund-
ers fellow was Minzner, no mat-
ter how it was done.” He glanced
at Rinaldi with the same ex-
pression of disbelief. “But that
don’t carry us anywhere.

“First, the fact of a man
changing his name doesnt

amount to a hill of beans. A
man has the common law right
to change his name, even with-
out recourse to the courts. Sup-
pose _he changed it at the time
of the War because Austrian
names were unpopular? Well —
that’s that.

“Second, there isn’t a particle

evidence to prove he mur-
dered his first wife. You can't
drag a ghost into court to tes-
tify, nor a medium either. That
don’t go down with juries; and,
if it did, there’s the higher court
would step in.

“Third, even if Minzner did
murder his wife, there’s no jur-
isdiction in America. The Aus-
trian Government, or the Czecho-
slovak authorities would have
to apply for extradition. That’s
that. Now, what can you do?”

“You are sure that Minzner
lived with his wife at Boggs
Ferry before taking her to Aus-
tria?” asked Rinaldi.

“Yeh, but he didnt murder
her at Boggs Ferry.”

at actual evidence is there
that he ever took her abroad at
all? That newspaper clipping,
Goodrich?”

“Nope, the records of the Red
Star Line show that a Mr. and
Mrs. Minzner sailed for An-
twerp on — I haven't got the
date with me, but it was a year
or so hefore the War,” said Re-
gan. “What are you driving at,
Mr. Rinaldi?”

Rinaldi smiled enigmatically.
“You gentlemen can accompany
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me to Boggs Ferry tomorrow
moming?” he asked. “There’s
a train leaving the Grand Cen-
tral at eight o'clock which will
enable us to make our connec-
tions so as to arrive in the after-
noon.” He ignored our surprised
looks.

“Aiming to pa
a visit?” inquired Regan.

“Not immediately,” said Ri-
naldi. “We're going to camp on
the State lands opposite his
property. I've ordered tents and
a complete outfit. We'll get a
little fishing, I hope. Those Ad-
irondack lakes are not quite so

Mr. Minzner

fished out as some people think .

they are.”

I didn’t see, any more than
Regan, what Rinaldi was driv-
ing at, and Rinaldi’s confidences
were few and far between. I
did understand, though, that he

ad committed himself unre-
servedly to the task of sending
Minzner to the electric chair,
and I wondered how he pro-
posed to do it on the word of a
pbantom — and an unwilling
phantom at that.

REGAN AND Goodrich were
waiting for us at the station.
There was one tragicomic in-
terlude. As soon as Potter saw
Goodrich, he positively refused
to get aboard. Rinaldi had re-
frained from telling him that
Goodrich was to be one of our

party.
“I won’t go, sir, and that’s
flat,” mumbled e medium,

nursing his swollen nose. “I
don’t mind getting my face took
up and concreted in the line of
dutx‘, but that fellow with him'’s
a dick. I tell you, Professor,
they're just waiting their chance
to send us up to the big house
for a five-year stretch. I won't
go, sir, I won't go . . .”

“No, never mind a cup of wa-
ter, Conductor,” said Rinaldi, as
Potter stiffened out. “My friend’s
liable to slight attacks of this
kind. Yes, a kind of fit, but hell
be over it in a few minutes.”

Potter came around all right,
to find himself wedged in among
our crowd, and he sulkily ac-
cepted the inevitable.

Arrangements had been made
for the hire of a flivver at Boggs
Ferry, and, after a two hours’
jouncing over a rough moun-
tain trail, we found ourselves
with our impedimenta on the
border of the lake, with Minz-
ner’s house staring at us from
among the trees on the oppo-
site side:

“Now where’s the State bound-
ary post?” asked Rinaldi, exam-
ining the road. “Here, what'’s
this? Here we are. All this side
of this post is free camping
ground. Looks like a good site
just over there,” he added, point

ing.Y

ou got it wrong, Professor,”
said the detective. “This side is
]S;:‘tie" land That’s Minzner’s

“Had trouble with campers,
didn't you say? asked Rinaldi.
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“Then we'll just set up our tents
on Minzners land and see if
we can draw him.”

We drew him quickly enough.
Hardly were the tents pitched
and the beds laid out, hardl
had the bacon begun to grill
over the fire before a heavy-
bodied, irate man whom I had
seen before under circumstances
that he never dreamed of came
walking into our camp.

“Hey, this is my land!” he
shouted rudely. “If you fellows
have got to camp on this lake,
get back across the boundaryl”

He strode right up to the fire,
then paused to read the sign
that hung in front of Rinaldi’s

tent:
EASTERN SPIRITUALISTS'
CAMP

He tumed about, interest and
curiosity in his eyes. “So' you
fellows are Spiritualists, are you?
Just what’s the game?”

“This gentleman,” I said, “is
Professor Rinaldi, of whom you
have doubtless heard. Professor
Rinaldi is taking his vacation
prior to going on to the annual
convention at Lillydale. I am a
representative of the Society for
the Investigation of Physical
Phenomena, and 1 may say that
Professor Rinaldi’s work in New
York the last season is going to
revolutionize a g many sci-
entific conceptions. This egentle-
man” — I presented Potter —
“is the most famous medium of
the day, Mr. Potter.”

I had drawn him again. Of

course, after Rinaldi had out-
lined his plan to me I was heart
and soul with him. Goodrich
remained in the background. 1
do not know whether Minzner
would have recognized him aft-
er that lapse of years, but Good-
rich underst: that another
false move on his part would
mean the Professor’s retiring
from the case.

“Humph!” grunted Minzner.
“Calls up the dead, and all that,
1 suppose, does he?”

“Pray don’t let that disturb
ou,” answered Rinaldi bland-

. “I am not here on business.

esides, I never evoke the dead
when their presence is likely
to be disagreeable.”

“What do you mean by that?”
shouted Minzner.

“I have generally discovered
in the course of my professional
career,” said Rinaldi, still more
blandly, “that the evocation of
the departed does not always
prove an unmixed satisfaction
to the living. Potter,” he added,
“this gentleman says we've got
to move back to the State line.”

“That don’t apply to you,”
Minzner grunted. “Stay where
you are, gentlemen. I'll see you
again, I hone, and I trust youll
get good fishing and have an
eniovable time here.”

“Hooked!” erinned Potter,
with one of his inimitable ges-
tures, as Minzner took his de-
parture.

MINZNER WAS hooked all
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right, as the next day’s proceed-
ings showed. He was back at
our camp by the time we had
breakfasted, and doing his best
to make himself agreeable to
all. As soon as we sighted him
coming around the lake, Rinaldi
intimated to Goodrich that he
was to take himself out of sight,
and he obeyed.

“Now, this iritualist busi-
ness — I'm asking you confi-
dentially, Mr. Rinaldi, is it real,
or is L:;Just conjuring?” Minzner
inquired, after beating about
the bush a while.

“That’s what we call a lead-
ing question,” smiled Rinaldi.
“Have you any particular reason
for asking it, Mr. Saunders?”

“Well, of course, I've had folks
that have passed over,” Minz-
ner admitted. “I'd like to know
one or two things about them.
Can you call up anybody that’s
dead?”

“You remember Shakespeare,
Mr. Saunders? ‘I can call spirits
from the vastly deep,” says one
of his characters. ‘But will they
come when you do call for
them? replies the other. No, Mr.
Saunders, I have neither the
power nor the purpose to evoke
unwilling spirits. But as a mat-
ter of fact, I have very little to
do with it. T regard all such
meetings as sacred and confi-
dential, and it is my assistant,
Mr. Potter, who acts as inter-
mediary. I am, so to say, merely
the showman.”

Potter favored Minzer with
one of his inimitable facial con-
tortions.

“You see,” Rinaldi went on,
“I sit some distance from the
cabinet, and it is seldom that I
overhear what transpires. Nor
do I consider myself at liberty
to do so. All sucﬂ conversations
are necessarily private and in-
timate. While as for Potter, he
is in a state of complete trance,
and remembers nothing when
he awakens.”

“Then, you mean to say, no-
body knows an{thing about
what's said at such a meeting?”
blustered Minzner.

“No one except the inquirer
and the departed spirit.”

“And do you suppose — if I
offered {ou a substantial fee —
you could arrange a sitting for
me?” Minzner queried eagerly.

“Hooked? Yes, he's swallowed
line, hook, and sinker,” said Ri-
naldi grimly, after Minzner had
Fone, with the seance arranged
or the following evening.

“But still, I don't quite see
what’s going to happen,” 1 re-
joined.

“How's that, Mr. Matthews?”
demanded Rinaldi.

“His wife — supposing she
appears to him? Shell do every-
thing in her power to shield
him. She doesn’t want him pun-
ished. She . . .”

“That is the reason why I in-
tend to see that she shall not op-
pose us tomorrow night”

“But how can Potter control
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her, if she chooses to come?” 1
protested.

“Matthews,” answered Rinaldi
eamnestly, “vague and shadowy,
and almost totally unmapped
as the feld of psychic phen-
omena is, there are certain laws
that we have been able to de-
duce. One of these is that ac-
tion and consciousness do not
5;) together. At the ome end of

e scale, for instance, we have
pure consciousness, manifesting
itself through the voice or hand
of the medium; at the other the
rowdy Poltergeist, flinging crock-
ery about haunted houses, yet
mere action, and ignorant of its
very identity. Matthews, 1 pro-
pose to impose such action upon
Amy Minzner that she will lose
all consciousness of her identi-
ty, and will be unable” — Ri-
naldi’s voice grew sterm — “to
interfere with the course of jus-

tice.”

And he added, as if speaking
to himself, “Regan has authority
to effect arrests in case of major
crimes.

“But,” I cried, “what can be
done? What do you expect to
accomplish tomorrow night?”

“To place Minzner under ar-
rest for the murder of Amy Minz-
ner. To take the first step that
leads to the little green door
and the bumning chair. To teach
the ever-forgotten lesson that
God’s arm extends even to the
uttermost parts of the earth.”

“But — but . . .” I stammered,
and was silent. I knew Rinaldi’s

whole soul was in this task, but
I knew also that the difficulties
were apparently insurmountable.

Regan was of that opinion
too. He thought the contem-
plated seance a fake, by means
of which it was proposed to
entrap Minzner into a confes-
sion. “That’s about all the Pro-
fessor can do, 1 guess,” he said.
Regan's opinion of “the Profes-
sor’ had, however, taken an u
ward turn, as the result of Ri-
naldi’s masterly strategy in get-
ting Minzner to our camp. “T1l
have my notebook ready,” he
vouchsafed, “and I'll write down
anything that Minzner says. But
he's a deep one. 1 ain’t building
on tomorrow night. But I'd give
a month’s pay to send him to
the chair. He's got the stamp of
murder on his face, if I know
what it looks like.”

“SO THAT'S YOUR outfitl”
Minzner looked curiously at the
cabinet that Rinaldi and Potter
had set up under the cluster of
big pines. “But why are you
holding this meeting right at
the edee of the lake?

“Deep water therel” Rinaldi
laughed. “There’s a channel
runs in along this point. It's fif-
teen feet deep — right along-
shore — if it's a foot. And water
acts sometimes as a sort of trans-
mitter, you know.”

“You've got the patter of the
trade_all rieht,” laughed Minz-
ner, digging Rinaldi in the ribs.
He had been drinking, and was
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in a jovial mood. “IM admit
frankly I don’t believe in Spir-
itualism, but I'm willing to be
convinced.”

“Is there anybody in particu-
lar whom you are anxious to
see?” asked Rinaldi.

“Eh? What's that?” For an
instant Minzner looked flabber-
gasted. “Why should there be
anz'body 1 want to see?”

Usually there’s somebody,”
suggested Rinaldi. “Or maybe
there’s somebody you don’t want
to see. As I told you, I cannot
gua.rantee our visitors. Potter
ere is simply the open circuit,
you understand.”

“Let’s cut that out,” answered
Minzner roughly. “If 1 get tired
of the show, I'll quit. It's up to
you to earn your money, Profes-

sor.

“Ah!” Rinaldi rubbed his sleek
hands together- I could see that
he was thorothly enjoying him-
self. “I sincerely trust that I shall
earn my money, Mr. Saunders.
Yes, I believe T shall. Are you
ready, Potter? Sit on this Yog,

entlemen, and pray keep si-
ent- No, it is not necessary to
hold hands.”

Regan was on one side of
Minzner, Rinaldi on the other.
Goodrich, acting under instruc-
tions, was to remain in the
background till the denoue-
ment, whatever it was to be, of
the success of which Rinaldi
seemed confident. There was a
brilliant moon, but here, in the
shadows of the pines, it was

just light enough for us to see
the contorted face of Potter in-
side the cabinet. Despite his af-
fectation of indifference, I could
see that Minzner was livid with
fear, and I marvelled at the
impulse in him, akin to that
which makes a murderer revisit
the scene of his crime.

Perhaps he felt so secure that
he was confident in his ability
to brazen it out, whatever hap-
Rened. That he could do so,

egan and I were in full agree-
ment. That even a confession,
should Minzner be scared into
making one, would hold good
in a court of law, 1 did not be-
lieve for a moment.

Potter was mumbling in the
cabinet. The tense moment
ought to have been at hand. I
heard Goodrich behind me,
creeping softly toward us. The
moon shone on his face, disclos-
ing a passion of hate that shock-

me. What an orgy of pas-
sions rioted under the moon
that night, I thought! But, how-
ever hot the hell in ich’s
heart, it could not ual the
medley in the heart of Minzner.

Muttering, mumbling, mum-
bling in the cabinet! The voice
of Potter, entranced, and the
shrill tones of old Chong-Qua,
the guide, now reduced to
mouse-like pipings! What were
those two conferring about?

“Well, when'’s it going to be-
gin? asked Minzner uneasily.

“You must kee silence,
please,” came Rinaldi’s voice.
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Minzner subsided sulkily. The
muttering went on, on, on;
ceased abruptly. And suddenl
that stark fear that I had felt
before gripped me. There was
the same deathly weakness, the
same stillness. There had been
a light breeze, but now the very
leaves had ceased to rustle. A-

ain the chill and horror of

eath! Silence, and something
creeping over me, that sensation
of an approaching awful climax!

“Oh, 1" screeched Potter
suddenly, and, bursting out of
the cabinet he dropped like a
lo%before us.

ven as he fell, there came
the sound of something hurtlin
through the trees. It dropp
into the lake, deluging the cab-
inet and ourselves with a tor-
rent of water.

In an instant, we were upon
our feet and rushing to the
water’s edge. I heard a bellow
of abject fear from Minzner,
fogiowed by a roar from Good-
rich.

THERE, FLOATING face
upward upon the glassy surface
or the lake, with a heavy leaden
weight chained about the neck,
and another about the feet, yet
floating, I say, was the body of
a young and prett{ woman, as
fresh as if the life had only just
left her. A stain of blood across
the temple, and a swelling of
the skin, told how her death
had been accelerated, probaAnblg
by the blow of an oar.

there, at the lake’s edge, Good-
rich was raining blows upon
Minzner's face, and bellowing
like a madman, while Minzner
howled and cringed, and made
hall;dly any effort to defend him-
self.

“You murderer] You murder-
erl” panted Goodrich. “It’s
Amy! You killed her, sent her
to her death here in this lake.”

“It's a liel” raved Minzner.
“It was in Bohemia. She fell
overboard. I tried to save her.
1 »

I saw that the body was now
beginning to sink. Regan put
out his hand, cauﬁht it by the
feet, and began hauling it to
the ]Eleach. T{lendl bs:; him take
out his pencil an in to write
in his notebook.

“I’s Amy!” bellowed Good-
rich again. “Her engagement
ring! If I didn’t know her face,
I'd know that ring in a million.
You boasted of that large blue
diamond with the rubies. I'll
kil vou . . .°

“Leave him to a higher pow-
er than yours, Goodrich,” inter-
posed Rinaldi, laying his hand
upon Goodrich’s shoulder and
forcing him away. “Come, get
up, Minzner,” he ‘continued, ad-
dressing the prostrate figure
“The game’s up. No don’t try
that . . .” as Minzner's hand
went to his hip. Rinaldi wrench-
ed away the revolver and flung
it into the like. “The game’s
up,” he repeated. “This is your
first wife’s body, and it will be
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for you to explain just how it
got here.”

“I took her to Austrial” bawl-
ed Minzner. “It’s a trick to trap
me. How could it be my wife,
when she was drowned in the
lake there . . ."”

“Ah, can you prove that you
took her to Austria?” Rinaldi
asked him blandly.

“The steamship company . . .”

“Has record that you accom-
panied some lady, who was

assing as Mrs. Minzner, on
rd an east-bound ship. If
you can prove that the lady in
question was Mrs. Minzner, by

I means bring that proof for-
ward. Otherwise . . .

But Minzner was already
cracking; he babbled incoher-
ently, and all the while I saw
Regan’s pencil move briskly.
And now I realized what had
happened: Potter, in what 1 am
sure was the supreme effort of
his career, had made an apport
of the body of the murdered
woman, bringing it from the
lake near Prague to the Adiron-
dacks lake, and thus bringing
Minzner within jurisdiction of
an American court. Obviously!
What court would believe that

the murder had taken place a-
board, when the body was here?

Of course, the fact that
Minzner and his first wife had
lived together at Boggs Ferry
damned him from the first. That
some woman had accompanied
him overseas as his wife was
cclear enough, but that she was
Amy Minzner — true as this
was — was something that
Minzner’s lawyer could not es-
tablish. He could not break the
testimony of those who had
seen the body in the Adiron-
dacks.

It was by a ring and a broken
wrist-bone that the identity of
the dead woman was establish-
ed. for in a short time the body
had decomposed almost to a
skeleton. Rinaldi explained to
me afterward that, while a live
apport will disintegrate rather
soon, the body of a dead person
will remain more or less intact.
That, T believe, is one of the
debatable points of metaphy-
sics.

However. this much is not
debatable: Fifteen years after
the murder, Minzner expiated
it in the electric chair.
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