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The CASE ofthe RUSSIAN
sTEvr:iSo_ o

of the facts, as I know them, in

the matter of the death of Dr.
Dinwoodie, T am aotuated only by a
desire to set at rest the meny rumors
which have been current since his hor-
rible murder. The sad event was in
itself sufficiently mysterious, but the
wild-and exaggetated speculations to
which it gave rise are absurd.

My testimony at the coroner’s in-
quest was so garbled by the newspa-
pers that 1 hardly recognized it, and
each reperter added his guess at the
solution of the mysiery to make it
even more puzzling. It is.to correet
the many misstatements contained in
the published versions of my testi-
mony that I have prepared this brief
resumé of the facts known to me. T
includeé the queer incident of the Rus-
sian stevedore in the hope that it may
suggest a clue to the mystery to some
mind more analytical than mine.
‘While I am morally certain it was his
form I saw and his voice T hearqd, I
may be mistaken. T confess that I
can see no reasomable theory which
will eonnect him with the doctor’s
death except the agitation shown by
each at mention of the other. 1t is
certain that in some way they were
linked with each other long ago, but
what the connection was I have no
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idea. And if the Russian was re-
sponsible for his death—how? And
why 1

Dr. Augustus Dinwoodie, as every-
one who reads must know, was prob-
ably the most famous surgeon in the
world at the time of his sudden re-
tirement. His wonderful work in
plastic surgery—~the surgery of re-
placing bones, of reconstructing tis-
sues and, in some cases, entire organs
—made him even before the war un-
doubtedly “the most talked of man in
his profession. No one can forget the
furor created when he grafted an
entire new cranium upon aa idiot who
had suffered from congenital mal-
formation of the skull. The war gave
him his opportunity. That American
surgical wizard who replaced features,
made new faces, even replaced parts
of missing lirabs, in the reconstruction
hospitals in France has become almost
a legendary figure.

About eighteen months ago, while
still in the prime of life to all ap-
pearances, Dr. Dinwoodie was at-
tacked by a mysterious ailment which
neither he nor his many professional
friends seemed able to diagnose. His
bodily health seemed unaffected, but
a strange nervous fearfulness beset
him. He suddenly withdrew from his
medical practise and seeluded hgr;self
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from almost everybody. He was
haunted by a desire to be away from
other people, to be alone, to seek out
far places, distant from men and civi-
lization, a desire so intense that it
amounted nearly to insanity. Of all
his friends, I think I was the only
one he cared to have about him. And
that is why he came with me to my
shooting camp up in the Maine woods.

Even there, miles away from the
nearest human habitation, with ne
person about save the old guide and
me, the fear was still upon him. I
cannot describe just how he acted.
The only way I can express it is that
he acted as I imagine a man would
act who had committed a great crime
and feared discovery and pursuit. He
appeared to be comtinually on the
lookout for someone in our rambles
in the quiet forest, his ears strained
to hear an epproaching footstep, his
eyes upon every tree or hollow, as if
he half expected an accuser to step
forth and confront him. The least
unexpected noise startled him beyond
measure. And once, when I stepped
into his bedroom to awaken him, I
saw that he slept with a big automatic
pistol within reach at his bedside.

In every other respect he appeared
pertectly healthy-minded. He was the
most brilliant conversationiat I ever
met, and ¥is fund of experience and
anecdote was extraordinarily wide.
Many a night I sat until the heralds
of daybreak surprized us, 2 fascinated
listener while the doctor talked. But
of the cause of his fear he never spoke.

HE Russian came into the matter

in this wise: some five weeks or
s0 after we had gone up to my Maine
place I was called back to New York
by a peremptory telegram to help
straighten out a tangle that had arisen
about one of our steamboats. It had
been chartered by a group of foreign-
ers for some purpose or other—I for-
get the exact details—which appeared
to be perfectly legal and ethical, so
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far as the papers showed, but just bes
fore she sailed, the boat was seized by
the government as a filibuster. The
boat and my troubles with the govern-
ment have nothing to do with Din-
woodie’s story except that I went
down to the dock as she was unloading
and saw the Russian.

I was watching the stevedores un-
loading when my attention was drawn
to four men who were carrying a big
case which, it turned out, was loaded
with rifles. To be more exact, I was
attracted by one of the four; for while
three of them grunted perspiringly at
one end of the case, the fourth easily
held up the other. I was talking to
Clancy, the wharf boss, at the time X
pointed out the man with - a question,

‘“A half-erazy Roossian, he .is, I
guess,’’ replied Clancy, *‘at least hia
name sounds Roossian to me. An"
he’s as strong as anny four other
dockwallopers of the bunch. T think
he’s & nut—an idjit or somethin’ of
the kind.'"

‘“What makes you think so$” I
asked. )

‘“Well, he don’t seem able to talk
much,”’ was the answer. ‘‘About all
he can say in English 80 you can un-
derstand is his name, Gurul, or some-
thin’ that sounds like it. He came up
an’ asked for a job a few days ago an’
I put him to work. The boys didn’t
like the funny way he talked, so they
started to kid him. Big Red Rafferty,
over there, used to be the bully of the
dock an’ he started in to haze this
Rooseian fer the fun of it. The nut
growled at him once or twice an’ when
Rafferty wouldn’t let him alone he
piled into him. It took eight of us an’®
a club- to pull him off an’ keep him
from tearin’ Red in two. Since then
they let him alone. I’Il call him over
s0 you can hear the funny way he
talks, sir.”’

The Russian (I call him that beé.
cause Clancy did, not that I was sure
of his nationality) came over in re-
sponse to his wave. He was short and
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squat, considerably below medium
height, and he had the oddest shaped
body I ever saw on a man, all trunk,
one might say. His legs were so short
they ended about where Clancy's
¥mees were, and they caused him to
walk with a peculiarly awkward roll-
ing waddle. But his arms made up
for the brevity of his legs. They hung
f’rom a pair of enormously wide shoul-

lers and were so long. they almost
tottched the planks of the wharf as
% rolled over to us.

When. he  came nearer L saw the
most vepulsively. ugly face I can ever
remember looking wupon. His nose
was wide and flat and divided a pair
of tiny, piglike eyes set as close to-

iefher as the nose would allow. His
aws bulged noticeably, and when he
opened his mouth he dlsplayed a set
of large, powerful yellow teeth, which
saf in his jaws with a conspicuous
slant forward. The lips were thin
and tightly drawn over the teeth.

But it was not his features alone
that repelled me: it was his skin. It
is rather difficitlt for me to describe
it to you. It looked soft, pink, and
without a trace of the tan which comes
from work in the open air. Except
for the light shade it looked like noth-
ing more than the soft yet rough skin
that covers a newly healed wound, in
other words. a freshly formed. scar
faded nearly white.

!“What is your naine?’’ I asked.

He glared at me sullenly with his
pig eyes and growled, ‘‘Me Abe
Goril.’

1 wish I could picture that voice to
you. The .sound caused a thrill of
horror. to shake me. It brought to
mind vague impressions of indeserib-
able evil. It exuded foulness in its
very tones. It was hoarse: it wag gut-
tural; but it was more. I remember
readmg one of Poe’s stories in wluch
be speaks of a voice as being ‘‘glu-
tinous."’ Tlmt is as near as T. can come
to expressing ‘how that voice im-
pressed me, I suppose it sounds rather
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foolish when I say it sounded like a
thick, gummy growl; but I know of
no other word which fits it.

‘“Are you a Russian?’’ T asked, as
soon as I recovered my composure.

He glowered at me and uttered (I
will not call it said), ‘‘No un’stan’.
Me Abe Goril.”’

And that was about the sum of our
conversation. Most of my questions
he did not seem to grasp at all, and
I could not understand the greater
part of his replies. ‘After a few fu-
tile attempts to elicit information, I
decided that Clancy was right: the
man was evidently not far from an
idiot. I waved him back to his work.
AsS he started to waddle away I said
to Clancy, ‘“What a queer specimen!
I wish Doector Dinwoodie c¢ould see
mml'

A throaty growl of rage brought
me about instantly. The Russian had
stopped at my words and was facing
me with a snarl of fury on his lips. T
was -astounded at the change in his
face. I hope I may never again see
such a pieture of hatred and malice
as gleamed upon those repulsive fea-
tures as he took a quick step toward
me and barked, ‘‘Where doctor? I
want see.”’

¢‘Git out o’ this,’” shouted Clancy
as I gave back shuddering. ‘‘Git back
to your work.”’

The Russian hesitated and then
slowly shambled away. But as leng
as I remained on the dock I could see
him unobtrusively watching me.

Of course, I wondered & good deal
ebout the Russian (as I called him in
my mind) and at the emotion he dis-
played when I mentioned a doctor.
But when I returned to the shooting
lodge a few days later a greater sur-
prize met me. I told Dinwoodie about
the strange character as part of the
recital of the incidents of my trip.
He uttered a gasp of horror when I
described the stevedore and. mentioned
his name. Y shall never forget the
unutterable terror that flashed into
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his face. He became so ghastly and
faint that for a moment I thought he
was going to collapse. Before I could
spring to his side he had recovered
himself and waved me back to my
seat. He asked me several questions
about the Ruossian and made me re-
peat every word of our conversation.
There was something about Din-
woodie’s manner that kept me from
asking him anything in return. I
told him everything I could remem-
ber. He told me nothing. But the
fear that havered about him seemed
intemsified tenfold. He shivered at
every sound and his hands trembled
when he lifted food ta his mouth. In
fact, I doubt that he ate a mouthful
of supper after my recital. And when
darkness came he went from window
to window to see that all were fas-
tened, and personally inspected the
locks orr all the doors. Then he ab-
ruptly bade me good-night and retired
to his room. I went to bed wondering
what Iay between the famous Dr. Din-
woodie and the HRussian dock hand
that could affect each so strangely at
the mention of the other.
I REGRET fo say that my curiosity
was hever satisfied. I am inex-
pressibly sorry now that I did not in-
pist upon some explanation from my
friend. If I had I might have been
in a position to prevent the tragedy
of last week, or at least to guess at
the solution of the mystery. But next
morning Dinwoodie, bearing every
evidence of a aleepless night, told me
he was going to leave. And in spite
of oiy entreaties he did go that after-
noon. The guide drove him to the
nearest railway etation and, so far as
I was concerned, he disappeared from
sight ¥For more than a year I heard
nothing from him, and when I in-
quired for him on my return to the
city, no one kmew where he had gone.
This brings me te the happenings
of last week. A party of us who are
interested in water power sites in
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these mountains ceme up to this little,
out-of-the-way resort together.

You may imagine my surprize and
delight when almost the first persan
I ran into at the hotel was Dr. Din-
woodie. Of course, we were more
than glad to see each other again.
After the greetings were aver he told
me tlat he had been a resident i the
hotel for several months and had bene
fited greatly from the mountain air
His room was on the third floor ad-
Jjoining mine overlooking the lake. Weo
sat late that night talking over ald
times, but neither of us mentioned
the Russign.

The next three days ¥ was too busy
ta spend any time with him, but we
promised curselves some good old fish-
ing trips (the lake and surrounding
region is noted by a few wise anglers)
gld the trout streams o the mountain

e.

‘We arrived at the hotel on: Monday,
It was Thorsdey eveming that our
business was finished and the eom-
pany formed. We, the members of
the eompany, bad a little supper that
night in homor of the event, and I
am afraid that we forgot alt about the
prohibition laws.

About 11 o'elack I went out on the
veranda for a breath of fresh aie.
My head was spinning rather dizzily
es I wandered to the side of the
veranda and looked at the moonlit
waters af the lake

‘While I stood there a man went by
end turned down the path that leads
to the rear of the hotel on the side
away from the lake I gat just a
glinmpae of him in the half darkmess
when he passed thraugh the light
that shone from the dining-room win-
dows, but I was struck by something
oddly familiar in his awkward, sham-
bling gait. Had I bheer perfeetly
sober I might have recogmized him
As it waz, I wondered vaguely whe
he could he, but soon dismissed him
from my thoughts and went up to my
room. I am quite sure my head hed
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no-more than touched the pillow be-
fore T was fast asleep.

T SEEMED to me that T had been
asleep but a few minutes when I
was suddenly awakened by the sound
of voices in the room next to mine. I
was only half awake at first: the
heavy, dazed awakening of a person
whé has been drinking; and I lay for
some time wondering what had dis-
turbed me. Tlien I heard them again.
I knew the tones; the thick, guttural,
rolling tones unlike any other I had
ever heard; but for the life of me I
could not place them. I tried lazily
to clear my mind, but could not arouse
myself sufficiently to do so.

Then. I heard Dr. Dinwoodie speak.
Even in my dazed condition I could
re¢ognize the entreaty in his voice.
He. appeared to be vehemently plead-
ing with some one. I heard him re-
peat several times, ‘‘But- I made a
man of you. You were a beast and
I made a man of yow’’ I am quite
sure those were the words, betause I
wondered sleepily what he econld
mean.

Then I heard the first voice again.
There was a continuel rumbling of
sound, but I caught only a word or
two: ‘‘pain,’’ ‘spoken several times;
then: ““knife,’”’ and twice: ‘‘kill,”’ the
latter in an indeseribable, shrill, yet
guttural tone, which was almost a
scream. It rasped my sleepy nerves
and brought me to a sitting posture,
shivering with repulsion.

In a flash I was wide awake. It
was the unforgettable voice of the
Russian stevedore. The shambling
figure I had seen in.the night from
the porch below was the same I had
watched waddling across the dock in
New York.

At the same instant an appealling,
blood-curdling shriek burst from the
doctor’s room. It was Dinwoodie’s
voice, but it had lost all semblance of
baman utterance; it was ‘just stark
terror and horror end dismay trans-
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lated into tone. I sprang from my
bed and rushed into the corridor.
Other heads came out of opened door-
ways, and several men in night
clothes, as was I, joined me before
Dinwoodie’s door. I tiied the knob.
The door was locked. ¥From within
the horrid screams, mingled with the
sounds of furniture being smashed
and bodies thrashing about in a strug-
gle, came to us together with what
sounded like the infuriated snarls of
a wild animal. Suddenly the sounds
of the struggle ceased and we heard
a strange noise like a fist pounding
upon a muffled bass drum, followed
by a harsh, rumbling roar in that
gummy voice I have tried to describe
to you. Then dead silence.

By this time the hotel was awake.
Several of us threw ourselves against
the door and broke it in. . The room
looked as if a hurricame. had.swept
through it. The furniture was
smashed to bits and scattered in all
directions. The floor, wells, even the
ceiling, were sickeningly bespattered
with blood. In the midst of the wreck-
age lay the pieces of Dr. Augustus
Dinwoodie. I mean just what I say:
pieces He was literally. torn to tat-
ters, every limp wrenched from the
trunk and the whole body horribly
dismembered beyond description. You
will remember that at the inquest the
physicians said I was wrong in sug-
gesting the Russian committed the
murder because no human strength
could possibly have accomplished
what we saw.

Otherwise the room was empty.
The side window was wide open, but
outside it is a sheer drop of forty-five
feet 'to the stony shore of the lake,
with only a flimsy lightning rod on
that side of the building. No human
being could have escaped that way.
And no one came out through the only
door, which led into the hallway. We
found the bloody imprint of an enor-
mous hand upon the window sill. And
that was all.



