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by Adam Hull
)~ Shirk

hir
——

Author of "Mandrake,” “Into the Fourth,” etc.

HAD come to the end of my rope.

The statement lacks originality, I

am aware. Many men have made
the same admission before me; many
others will make it after I am for-
gotten, But to every man his own
troubles seem magnified tenfold. I
felt entirely blameless, a victim of
circumstanees, of the folly or perfidy
of others, but this fact did not help
me. Considered from whatever angle
the fact remained—I had come to the
end of my rope.

I do not think I am a coward, but
I had almost decided to take the cow-
ard’s way of escape—the only way, I
argued.

I strolled aimlessly along Riverside
Drive, taking a northerly course for
no other reason than because I had
tarned in that direction on leaving
home. Home! 1 smiled bitterly at
the word. For by what possible
stretch of the imagination could I
term that miserable little apartment
where I had existed since my collapse
and the desertion of one upon whom
T had counted, home?

The thought strengthened my half-
formed determination to have it over
and done with. As I walked, already
more of a ghost than & living man,
among the chattering erowds, hear-

ing, without understanding, the words
that floated to my ears, seeing, with-
out taking note of it, the placid river
with its pleasure craft and fast mov-
ing stecamers—as I strolled aimlessly,
head bent, my soul involved in the
darkest reflections, I realized quite
suddenly that I was followed.

It was not that I heard or saw any-
thing to indicate a shadow, but the
conviction was positive. Then, out of
the void, someone called my name.
I did not hear the word spoken; I
sensed it

A feeling of awe, almost of super-
stitious fear, gripped me. T had been
summoned—but for what purpose
and by whom? I walked on, forget-
ting temporarily my crushing load of
despair, until I realized that I was
weary. A sign on 2 tall electrolier
told me that I had reached Ninetieth
Street. An empty bench invited me
and I sat down. Again the cloud of
troubles rolled back upon my soul. My
decision to die took definite form.

I took my revolver from my pocket
and looked carefully about me. I had
gone beyond the more crowded por-
tion of the drive; indeed, in one of
those odd lulls of traffic, I had the
spot momentarily to myself. It was
my fate playing her last card!1 "The
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way to death was opened to me. I
raised the weapon to my head.

‘‘Gordon Hunt! Gordon Hunt!’’

I lowered the revolver and sat rig-
idly, for again I had been called, and
now the eall registered upon my brain
rather than upon the tympanum of
my ear. It was imperative, brooking
no disobedience. I became aware
of a figure standing behind my bench
—the figure of & man with a heavy
beard. His oddly luminous eyes
were fixed upon me with a steady
gaze.

He came around the end of the
bench and sat down beside me. He
moved with a stiff, almost decrepit ac-
tion, as of extreme age. Yet he did
not seem so old. His beard was dark,
his eyes bright, and his skin, where
it showed, but little wrinkled.

I wanted to get up, to leave, but
something, possibly curiosity, held me.

*‘Did you call me?’’

‘I did,'’ he finally answered, in a
voice slightly high and suggestive of
age, but which at the same time pos-
sessed & dominating quality. ‘‘You
are Gordon Hunt{’’

““Why should I deny it? You have
been following me; why?"’

He hesitated, and I could feel his
bright eyes buming into my brain.

‘“This is no place to talk,’’ he said,
finally. ‘‘This much I may say—you
are in trouble.’’

I groaned.

““You had planned to kill your-
self.”’

He pointed to the revolver, which I
had still elasped in my hand.

‘‘Put it away. And if you want to
escape your troubles without dying to
do so, come with me.”’

“ But.__"

‘““Wait! A moment ago you con-
templated suicide. You ean, there-
fore, have few scruples. A few hours
more or less can not matter to you.
If you still wish to die, after our talk,
I will not try to prevent you., If
notl—”
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‘“Who are youf"’

He shook his head. *‘‘I ean tell you
nothing here. Will you come?’’

Again I was conscious of that in-
sistent call. I knew that I must obey.
And after ell, why not? What did it
matter?! What did anything matter
to me—now?

E AROSE and I did likewise. Then

he started off with peculiar swift-
ness and silence. Certainly his years
had not affected his activity, though I
still noticed that stiffness of move-
ment.

He led me away from the drive up
the hill toward Broadway. Along this
street we hastened for perhaps a
dozen blocks, and then my guide sud-
denly darted down a cross street to-
ward the drive again. Midway of the
block he stopped before an old house
in the center of a sizable yard. It was
a house that had escaped the fate of
its neighbors of old, which had been
torn away to prepare for the erection
of an apartment house on either side.

The stranger entered the yard and
led the way up the tumble-down front
steps and inserted a key in the lock.

‘‘Come,’’ said he, and I obeyed. The
door he closed softly behind us and
I followed him along a narrow and
dark hallway, up a flight of stairs, and
presently was ushered into a small
but over-furnished room which was
quite evidently a study, for there were
books without number and & cluttered
desk.

‘“Sit down,’’ directed my compan-
ion, indicating a comfortable chair.

I sank into its depths, watching
with some renewal of interest as he
removed his hat and hung it, with the
erooked stick he cerried, in a corner.
Then he came over and sat down fac-
ing me. In the better light I could
see that he was not so o0ld, though his
beard was certainly dyed. He had
no hair whatever. His head was like
a billiard ball, or, apter simile, the
shape suggesting it, the egg of some
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colossal bird, say a roc. But his eyes!
They scintillated, snapped, or burned
with a steady glare, burned into my
very soul, it seemed. They were young
eyes; they had not aged with their
owner.

““You are Gordon Hunt,’”’ he re-
marked.

““You have already named me,"”” I
answered, a bit sharply.

‘‘Until recently,’”’ he went on, un-
ruffled, ‘‘you were vice-president of
the Gotham Trust Company, which
failed through, as announced, the un-
wise speculations of the president,
James Q. Moffitt, who afterward com-
mitted suicide.’’

‘“All that is public property,”” 1
snapped.

‘‘By the failure of the company
many poor persons lost all they pos-
sessed.’’

I could not repress a groan. That
was, indced, the tragedy of it all.

‘*Moffitt is not dead!’’

““What?’’

I sprang from my chair, but he mo-
tioned me back, a bit impatiently.

‘It is true—he planned very clev-
erly. After accumulating all the
funds, turning all available securities
into cash, he arranged the suicide
carefully by means of a body obtained
from a professional dealer in cadav-
ers. Perhaps you did not know there
is such a man in New York? It is so.
Well, the face was disfigured by a
pistol shot so as to be entirely unree-
ognizable. Otherwise the resemblance
to Moffitt was marked. He had no
close friends or relatives to tell the
difference. The body was buried—
and the brunt of the whole business
fell upon you—and crushed you!”’

It was true! God, shall I ever for-
get those days and nights of agony?
The sound of the pistol shot as one
man killed himself before his wife’s
eyes when he learned that all their
little savings had been swept away;
the crying of widows whose pittance
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had been lost—thess will ring in my
ears forever.

¢‘If this is true—"'’

The man with the beard nodded
slowly, his eyes fixed on mine.

‘It is true. Moreover, Moffitt still
lives in New York City. He bears an
assumed name, of course, and not even
you would recognize him if you
should pass him in the street. He has
lived a double life for years. As
James Moffitt, he had, as I have ex-
plained, few friends. You lmow that.
As William Bowers he is well known.
This coup had doubtless been planned
for some time,’’

‘“William Bowers? Surely you
don’t mean—19"’

‘““Bowers of the Hemisphere Life
Insurance Company—yes.’’

‘‘But man—I know Bowers, not in-
timately of course, but there must be
others who—"’

‘‘He is shrewd. As Moffitt, he was
retiring, almost diffident, keeping
aloof from his associates. He also
wore a heavy beard like mine; he com-
plained of weak eyes and covered
them with dark glasses. He spoke
grufly—and seldom. As Bowers, he
is smooth-shaven, debonair, and his
eyes are perfect. He talks much and
lightly; he is a favorite with the fair
sex, a frequenter of cabarets, what is
known ag a ‘good spender’. In short,
he is a rounder. There you have it.
Bowers is the real man; Moffitt was
the unreal. The latter is dead—in
that sense. But Bowers is very much
alive—and he is the robber of widows
and orphans, the man who ruined
your career—’’

I jumped to my feet again. I raised
my arms to heaven and cried out to
God, if this were true, to let me get
my hands upon the fiend.

““Why do you tell me this? What
is your motive? How can I believe
you?t'’

The stranger got up and came
closer to me,
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“‘You believe becansc ¥ tell you. I
have told you because I intend to take
you to this man.’’

““You will—take me to him?{’’

‘“Yes; but there must be no vio-
lence. He will be punished. But not
by your hand. And that is not the
only thing I shall require of you.”’

“‘If this man ecan be brought to
boolk,”> I returned earnestly, ‘‘you
may ask what you will of me. I will
be your slave if necessary.’’

‘I may require even that,”’ he an-
swered in a2 low tone. And something
in his eyes sent a chill to my heart;
I was afraid, that was it. But with
my fear was a fierce exulting joy. De-
gpite his words, I might gain the op-
portunity I coveted: to exact from the
wreteh who had ruined me and many
others, the payment that was due!

‘‘Tomorrow will be time enough,”’
he went on, ‘‘and tonight you shall be
my guest. I will introduce you to
some of my friends.”’

I wondered silently, but made no
demur as he asked me to follow him
to another and even smaller chamber,
which seemed a sort of dressing room.

He took from a drawer a false

rd

“‘I must ask that you wear this,”’
he said, almost apologetically. ‘I
will explain why later.”’

Astonished, I seemed unable to re-
fuse even this singular request and
adjusted the beard to my face. It
was a complete disguise.

He surveyed me approvingly.

*‘Good,”” he remarked, with a
chuckle. ‘‘Now we will go in.”’

I followed him downstairs and into
a large room, brilliantly lighted, at the
rear of the house. In it, to my sur-
prize, I saw that 2 number of men
and several women were gathered.
And each man wore s beard, sim-
ilar to mine, or else of natural
growth, while the women were
masked. It was like a theatrical green
room Or some grotesque masguerade.
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My guide was greeted with every
indication of deferemce. I notieed
that those present moved with a sort
of mechanical precision and seemed to
be going about their various pursuits
—playing cards, smoking, talking,
like 80 many automaton figures. Only
one seemed an exception to this pe-
culiarity—a woman, young, as I could
easily determine by the smoothness
and beauty of her neck and shonlders
gleaming from the black evening gown
she wore. She seemed nervous, watch-
ful, alert.

The room was richly furnished, like
a club lounge; there was a piano, and
a woman played with that queer lack
of expression characteristic of the
mechanical instrument,

‘“Ladies and gentlemen,’’ said my
guide, ‘‘allow me to introduce to you,
Mr. Black.”’

The guests bowed stiffly. Only the
woman in black made no move, but
watched me, furtively, from the eye-
holes of her domino mask.

Suddenly as I stood there, I felt
(that is the word) I felt my mname
called. I turned involuntarily and
met the eyes of my host. They were
bright, like two pinpoints of light.
And then I ceased to know anything.

2

I RECOVERED myself in a small room,
sparsely furnished and with white
walls unrelieved by a single picture.
I was lying on a couch, and it was
dusk, for though there was a high
window, no light came from it. I sat
upright, and in deoing so flung out an
arm which tipped over a chair stand-
ing by the couch. In response to the
sound, apparently, the door opened
and a woman entered. She was the
one I had noticed when I first entered
the mysterious house, where, I now
suspected, I still remained. She still
wore the domino mask but had dis-
carded the evening gown for a charm-
ing negligee.
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41t is all right,”’ she said sooth-
ingly, as she replaced the fallen chair.

She glanced at her wrist watch,

“Nine o’clock,’’ she muttered. ‘It
never fails.”’

‘““What has happened to me?’” I
blurted, and got up from the couch.

My head was a trifle befuddled; I
recalled the incidents imperfectly.

“‘Nothing,’’ she returned. ‘‘You
have been asleep—that is all.”’

““Where am I—on One Hundred
and Ninth Street?’’

She nodded.

‘‘Where is he—who is he—the man
who brought me to this place?”’

‘‘He will be here presently. I
ecan’t tell you who he is—now.’’

I put my hand up to my face. The
false beard was still there. I started
to remove it, but she stopped me.

“He wouldn’t like 1it,’’ she ex-
plained softly.

As she spoke her face paled at a
sound of approaching footsteps.

‘“He’s coming—lie down,”” she
whispered; and so evident was her
fear that I obeyed.

She sat down a distance from my
couch and was reading when the queer
man entered, He came in with that
same active, yet stiff-jointed move-
ment I have mentioned and stood look-
ing down at me. Apparently satisfied,
he turned to the girl.

‘“Freda,’’ he said, ‘“you may go.”’

I watched from beneath half-closed
lids as she darted one fearful glanee
at me and then hurriedly left the
room. When the door had closed be-
hind her, he turned to me again, For
2 full minute he stood looking at me.
Then he said:

“You are awake. I am not to be
deceived. I have something here to
show you.’”

I opened my eyes and then sat up.
From his pocket he took a part of a
newspaper and I saw that it was
dated June 11, the second day follow-
ing that upon which T had first heard
him calling me out of the void. He
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pressed it into my hand, pointing with
a long, bony finger at a marked ar-
ticle. With bulging eyes I read the
headline:

WELL-KNOWN CLUBMAN
MURDERED.

William Bowers, Man-About-Town,
Noted as Raconteur, Found Slain
in his Apartments.

The article went on to tell how, the
evening before, a servant had discov-
ered Bowers with a knife-thrust in hiy
heart, and no trace of the assassin had
been discovered. Robbery, it said,
might have been the motive, since
there was nothing of value found in
the roem, and a smell strong box let
into the wall was open and empty.

I finished reading and looked at my
queer host.

‘““What does it mean ?”’ I gasped.

““That you killed Bowers—or Mof-
fitt,”’ he said slowly.

“‘I killed him? But I don’t remem-
ber anything.”’

‘“You went with me to denounce
him as we had planned. He turned
over the contents of his strong box—
two hundred thousand dollars in
banknotes —to me. Then without
warning you picked up a jeweled
dagger used as a paper knife, from
the table and stabbed him. I got you
away—"'

“It’s a lie!”* I ceried. ‘‘How could
it be true? I’ve no recollection of
anything of the kind—you’re trying
to frighten me—you can’t prove it.”’

““Oh, yes, I can,”’ he chuckled.
‘“There was a witness—Freda, my
foster daughter, accompanied us. She
waited in the other room. But she
saw the murder—’’

““I can’t understand—this is terri-
ble—he deserved death—but I—I—""

‘“You must have gone temporarily
insane,’”’ he said, soothingly, ‘‘from
your worry. However, you're safe
with me—you were in disguise—the
beard—and there was no clue. It will
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be another ‘unsolved mystery.’ But
you must understand one thing—you
are in my power. Unless you do as I
wish—I will tell the police.”’

‘‘“The money,’”’ I cried, suddenly
remembering; ‘‘what will you do with
it? It belongs to those poor deposi-
tors.”’

‘‘Half of it has already been sent
to them—that is, to the receiver of the
defuncet Gotham Trust Company. The
other half I shall retain as my share.
After all, that is fair enough : but for
me, they would have got nothing.”’

I sat down again on the couch from
which I had arisen in the excitement
of his revelations. I bowed my head
in my hands. It was maddening. My
brain refused to aet with its usual
quickness. I seemed unable to think
clearly. He continued talking:

““If you try to escape, you will be
arrested. In the meantime consider
yourself my guest. Here you are free
to do as you wish. But you must not
go out without my permission. Do
you understand $’’

I nodded weakly. Why was I un-
able to pull myself together? Why
did my brain seem clouded? If only
I could remember—

““Who are you?’' I said suddenly.

He started at the abruptness of my
question. Then he frowned slightly.

‘‘There is no need,”’ he declared,
‘‘that you should know my name—I
may tell you that few do. I am called
—by my guests—by the members of
the club—the Chief.”’

“‘The club? What club?’’

¢¢Oh, you did not understandt? We
call it the Club of Bearded Men—the
ladies are merely auxiliary mem-
bers—"’

‘‘But what is it for?’’

“‘That,’’ he returned, as he left me,
‘“you will find out later.”’

I warrep until he was out of hearing
and then tried the door quickly.
I had half expected to find it locked,
but it yielded to my touch and I
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emerged into the hellwey, only to be
confronted by the girl—Freda he had
called her.

‘“Where are you going?’’

‘‘He told me I had the freedom of
the house. I am tired of that stuffy
room.”’

‘‘Please come back—I want to talk
with you.”’

Her tone was so filled with plead-
ing that I obeyed wonderingly. She
closed the door and sprang the latch,

““Now we can talk undisturbed for
a while,”’ she added.

‘“What isit?"’

‘““This: I am tired of this life—
this has been the last straw, this af-
fair of yesterday.’’

I remembered, and eagerly I ques-
tioned her. But she would say noth-
ing of the killing of Bowers.

““Did you see me strike him{’’ I
asked.

‘‘Don’t ask me,’’ she murmured.
‘“We must get away. I tell you I'm
tired of it all.”’

‘“Won’t you remove your mask?
I'm going to take off these absurd
whiskers.’’

I suited the action to the words and
tore the false beard from my face.
For a moment she seemed uncertain
and then followed my example, strip-
ping the domino from her face. I
had made no error in my surmise.
She was beautiful.

‘“What is all this masquerade?’’ I
exclaimed, petulantly. ‘‘What is this
club 7—tell me.’’

“If I tell you what I know, will
youw swear not to betray me to him$'’

‘“I betray you? Heaven forbid!"’

‘“Well, then, I am the daughter of
a woman whom I never saw, for she
died when I was born. I am told she
was one of the auxiliary members of
the club. I don’t even kmow that I
have a name except my given name,
Freda. He claims to be my foster
father, Perhaps he is really my
father. I don’t know. I’ve lived here
always. I've gone about very little
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and then always with ome of the
elderly women. We are always veiled,
even in the warm weather. It is
dreadful.”’

‘“But who is he?
about?’’ I persisted.

‘“He is called the Chief,'’ she said,
with a little shudder. ‘‘I don’t know
any more about him than that he is
the leader of this erowd of men and
women who appear always masked
and bearded. They meet every night
here. But they talk of nothing in
particular. Then, frequently, he
takes one of them aside, as he did you
the other night. What happens then
I don’t know, except in your ecase,
when he compelled me to go along—
as a witness, he said.”’

“‘ And what did you see?’’

“1 saw—] saw you go up to that
man, after the talk you three had—
and which I only heard a part of—
and raise a knife to strike him—and
then, I-—I forget.”’

*You forget?’’ I repeated in aston-
ishment,

“1 remember nothing more until we
started homeward. He said you had
killed Bowers.”’

I groaned in my own effort at re-
membrance. But I could recall noth-
ing. I walked across the little apart-
ment and then turned back upon the
girl, who stood, trembling, near the
door.

‘“Why do you tell me, a stranger,
that you have sickened of this life of
yours? Why didn’t vou decide to es-
cape long ago?”’

‘‘Becanse,’’ she answered slowly,
““I was afraid. I am afraid now—
borribly efraid. But I had vowed
that the next time a new member
came I would confide in him, if he was
of & sort to whom I might speak.’’

‘‘You believe me of that sort?’’

"Ym’l'r face shows it—you are

She broke off quite snddenly and
her eyes overflowed.

What is it all
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“‘Oh, take me away-—take me away!
I shall die if I stay here another
night!’’

I went over and patted her upon
the shoulder gently.

“‘Don’t be afraid any more,"’ I said
soothingly. ‘‘We’'ll get out of this,
somehow.”’

‘‘Oh, thank you—'’

‘‘But listen: you must tell me all
you know, if you haven’t done so al-
ready. Who are these people, these
members?’’

‘“I don’t know. They may be erim-
inals. Or they may not. Strangers
come; sometimes the old ones disap-
pear. None are called by name. There
is never any talk of their business.
That is, I never hear it.”’

‘‘Have you a weapon of any kind?
A revolver?”’

““Only a knife!”’

She produced it from her bodice. I
shuddered as I thought of that other
knife with which, I had been told, I
had struck down a fellow creature, a
man who certainly had deserved
death, but not at my hand. For after
all, despite my desire for revenge, I
was a God-fearing man, and I believed
that he should have been punished by
Providence.

‘‘Give me the knife,”’ I said.

She handed the weapon to me and
at that moment we both heard the
queer footsteps of her foster father
approaching.

‘‘Stand behind me,’’ I gordered. She
obeyed and I unlocked the door and
stood ready, my knife poised.

TH.E door opened and the queer man
came in. In a moment I had
pinioned him against the wall, my
knife at his throat.

“I am going away from here,’’ I
gritted, ‘‘and neither you nor any-
thing else will stop me. And Freda
is going with me.”’

He gurgled end stuttered in inco-
berent rage and I pricked him slightly
with the lmife point,
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““Before I go,”’ 1 added, ‘‘youn will
tell me what and who you are, and
the truth about Bowers—or I will kill
you.”’

He stopped struggling and his eyes
burned into mine. I felt that in-
sistent ealling of my name, knew my
senses were leaving. She saw it, and
cried out:

“Don’t let him look at you; stop
him or it will be too late.”’

‘With a frantic effort I drew my
eyes away from his and pinned him
closer to the wall. And now the ab-
surdly simple truth came to me. He
was a hypnotist! But I was warned
now. He should not again obtain the
mastery over my will. I pressed the
point of the knife against his throat.

‘‘Stop,’’ he cackled finally. *‘I’l1
tell you what you want to know.”’

He was a feather in my hands, for
heneath his clothes he was a mere bag
of bones. I carried him bodily to the
couch and laid him down. I held him
firmly and, my eyes averted, told him
to go on.

““You did not kill Bowers,'’ he mut-
tered. ‘‘He died by his own hand. 1
tried to make you kill him, but not
even I have the power to make a man
do while under my influence what he
would under no cireumstances do nat-
urally.”’

“I do mnot believe you,”” I said;
‘‘you killed Bowers yourself.”’

‘‘You lie,”’ he panted.

Suddenly he writhed out of my
gresp, and with a burst of strength
entirely unsuspected threw himself,
clawing, tearing with nails and teeth,
upon me. I was taken by surprize
and almost overcome while Freda, a
prey to her old terrors, fell back
against the wall and stood with star-
ing eyes. But all at once the grip re-
laxed and the creature dropped from
me like some loathsome spider and lay
writhing on the floor.

It was a fit of some sort, and I be-
lieved it was likely to prove fatal.
Presently he lay quite still and I
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knelt down to feel of his heart. It
fluttered feebly and he opemed his
eyes, which now, however, had lost
their unwonted brilliance.

“I'm dying,’”” he gasped, faintly.
‘‘Look in my desk—the secret panel
—the paper explains—"’

His voice broke off abruptly and his
eyes closed. A tremor went over his
body and he died very quietly.

I arose: ‘‘Come,”” I said to the
girl, ‘‘let us get out of here. But
first, where is his desk?’’

She cast a last, frightened look at
the body and then led me to the room
I had entered when I came first to the
house, An old-fashioned desk stood
by the wall. A search revesled a small
button which, when pressed, released
a small panel and disclosed a folded
paper. This I thrust into my pocket,
and with Freda at my side I slipped
quietly from the house into the night.
Not until we were far from the place
did I take the document from my
pocket. And together, Freda and I
read this queer statement:

“To be read after I am dead: I
am the founder of the Club of Beard-
ed Men, otherwise the Lost Men's
Club. Every member is a man or
woman who has found it advisable or
imperative to drop out of sight of
the world. It was my idea, conceived
years ago. I wetched carefully, and
when through some event I knew that
a certain person must find it essential
to venish, I went to that person in one
guise or another, and gained the mas-
tery over him by my hypnotic power.
In the club, the men wore beards to
insure that they should not recognize
one another. Sometimes they have
temporarily been released from the
trance, but usually I have kept them
partly at least under my control
They have done my bidding and re-
membered nothing, because that has
been my will. None of my subjects
has ever been apprehended; I have
seen to that. Many mysterious crimes

(Continued on page 287)
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were committed by my people—
crimes that have remained unsolved.
And I bave grown rich. My fortune
is in trust for my daughter, Freda.

‘A hypnotized person is far less

ely to be captured in the commis-
sion of a crime than one in his normal
senses. Why? Because the latter
thinks of what he is doing, and in
thinking he endeavors to cover his
tracks. My people think only my
thoughts, do only my bidding; when
they have completed their work, they
aro finished thinking even my
thoughts, more than to return to me.
I plan shrewdly snd direct all their
actions mentally. Sometimes my
plans fail. It is known that a person
cannot be made to do a thing hyp-
notically which he would not do in
his normal senses—a criminal act, I
mean. But most of my people, having
been carefully selected, lack scruples
in that direction and are good mate-
rial. Ocecasionally I, myself, care for
important matters. You who read
this mey have heard of ‘the Little
Black Man’, supposed to be a figment
of the criminal brain. But not so. I
am ‘the Little Black Man’—the ‘Mys-
terious Egyptian’ of newspaper head-
lines. He is one of my disguises: at
that I am an adept. My people can
mingle with those who have known
them without fear of detection, after
they leave my hands.

‘‘That is ell. Should T die sudden-
ly, a competent hypmnotist could re-
lease any of my mesmerized subjects
from their trance, Then will the pa-
pers have another sensation. Invol-
untarily, by my own disappearance
years ago, & mystery which has be-
come proverbial in such cases, I
afforded the world a sensation. This
you will no doubt appreciate when 1
sign myself—

*‘The Lost Charley Ross.’’
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