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T he
DEAD MAN’S TALE

By Willard E. Hawkins

Stark Terror, Read

T HE curious narrative that follows was found among the papers of

the late Dr. John Pedric, phychical investigator
aulomalic wriling, as were several o

and author oL
publications. Unfortunrat

occult works. It bears evidences o{wmwm received tlmn:{z;

mwcmmwagb;h. "
moramtamepi im in

knowledge of i. P

ge ¢ . or ‘bh:e Doctqr“mrc
some peychic powers—it may have been recei
the lack of data renders the recital useless as a document for the

tion, and none of ¢
is research work admits
d to
At ausy

Rhm. rale,
octely

for Psychical Research. It is published for whatever intrinsic interest

or signi

i
tt may addcdm

With reference to the names mentioned,

Rey are not confirmed by the records of the War
Department. It could be maintained, however, that

rposely fictitious

names were substituted, either by the Doctor or the communicating

entity.

HEY called me—when I walked
the earth in a body of dense mat-
ter—Richard Devaney. Thou
my story has little to do with
war, I was killed in the second battle
of the Marne, on July 24, 1918.
Many times, as men were wont to do
who felt the daily, hourly imminence of

death in the trenches, I had pictured
that event in my mind and wondered
what it would be like. Mainly I bhad
inclined toward a belief in total extine-
tion. That, when the ﬁﬁ:ﬁm _full-
blooded body I poessessed ¢ d lie be-
reft of its faculties, I, as a creature apari
from it, should go on,; was beyond cre-
7



8 THE DEAD

dence. The play of life through the hu-
man machine, I reasoned, was like the
flow of line into the motor of an
automobile. Shut off that How, and the
motor became inert, dead, while the
fluid which had given it power was in
itzelf nothing.

And =0, I confées, it was a surprize
to discover that I was dead and yet not
dend.

I did not make the discovery at once.
There had been a blinding concuazion,
a montent of darkness, a sensation of
fulling—Ilulling—into a deep abyas. An
indctinite time afterwvvard. 1 found my-
gelf stunding dazedly on the hillside,
toward the crest of which we had heen
pressing against the enemy. The
thought came that I must have mo-
mentarily lost consciousness. Yet now
I felt strungely free from phyzical dis-
comfort.

What had I been doing when that
moment of blackness blotted everything
out? I had been dominated by a pur-
pose, a flaming desire—

Like a flarh, recollection burst upon
me, and, with 1t, a blaze of hatred—not
toward the \Boche gunners, ensconced
in the woods above us, but toward the
private enemy I had been about to kill.

It had been the opportunity for
which I had waited interminable days

and nightz. In the open formation, he
"kept a few paces ah:gs of me. As we

alternately ran forward, then dropm
on our bellie: and fired. I had wate
my chance. No one would suspect, with

the dozens who were falling every mo-
ment under the merciless from the

trees beyvond, thut the bullet which
ended i Winston’s curcer came
from a comrade’s rifle.

Twice I had taken aini, but withheld
my fire—not from indecision, but lest,
in wy vengeful heut, I might fail to
reach a vital spot. When I raised my
rifle the third time, he offered a fair

ung:;! how I hated him. With fingers
itcbin% to speed the steel toward his
heart, I forced myself to remain calm—

to hold fire for that fragment of n sec-
ond that would insure careful aim.

MAN'S TALE

Then, a3 the pressure of my finger
tightened agaiust the trigger, came the

blinding fluch—the moment of black-
ness.
I1.

I HAD evidently remained uuncon-

sdous longer thun I realized.

. s;ive for a few figures that luy meo-
tionless or squirming in ny on the
field, the re;?meut h’fnd pa:.-i‘:d {n, to be
lost in the trees at the crest of the hill.
With a pung of diza J)ointment, I real-
ized that Louis would be among them.

Involunturily I started onward,
driven «till by that impulse of burning
hatred, when I heard my name called.

Tuming in aurprize. I saw a hel-
meted figure crouching beside some-
thing huddled in the tall grass. No
second glance was needed to tell me
that the huddled zomething was the
body of a 2oldier. I had eyes only for
the man who was bending over him.
Fate had been kind to me. It wa:
Louis.

Apparently. in his preoccupation, he
had not noticed ine. Coolly I raized my
rifle und fired.

The result was startling. Loui:
neither dropped headlong nor looked
up at the report. \uguely I questioned
whether there had been a report.

Thwarted, I felt the lust to kill
mounting in e with redoubled fury
With rifile upruized, I ran toward him.
A terrific swing, and I crashed the stock
against his head.

It pasted clear through!
mained unmoved.

Uncomprehending, snarling, I flung

the useless weapou uway and fell A
him with bare hands—with fingers t
strained to.rend and tear and strangle

Instead of encountéring solid flest
and bone, they too ugh him

Was it a mirage? A dream? Had
gune erazy? Sobcered
o

Louis re

\ —for a momen!

rgetful of my fury—I drew back anc
tried to reduce the thing to renson. Wa:
Louis but a ﬂgment of the imagination
—a phantom?

My glance fell upon the figure be
sgide which.he was zobbing incoheren
words of entreaty.
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I gave a start, then lesked more
closely.

The dead man—for there was no
question about his conditiem, with a
bloody zhrapnel wound in the side of
his head—was myeelf’

Gradually the import of this pene-
trated my conciousness. Then I real-
ized that it was Louis who had called
my name—that even now be was sob-
bi%it over and over.

e irony of it struck me at the mo-
ment of realization. I was I was
the phantom—who had meant to kill
Louis!

1 looked at my hands, my uniform—
I touched my body. Apparently I was
as substantial us “befor¢ the shrapnel
buricd itself in my head. Yet, when I
had :(xl'i:d.to gro:p Loluu, my hand
seenmied to encompass only space.

Louis lived, and I was dead!

The discovery for a time benumbed
my feeling toward him. With imper-

sonal cunoeity, I saw him close the:

eyos of the- dead man—the man who,
somehow or other, had been me. I saw
him search the pockets and draw forth
a letter I had written only that morn-
mﬁ.va letter addreazed to——

ith a sudden surge of dismay, I
darted forward to enatch it from his
bands. He should not read that letter!
b.l..\tgain I was reminded of yay impalpa-

ility.

But Louis did not open the envelope,
ulthough it was unsealed. He read the
superscription, kissed it. az sobs rent
his fromne, and thrust the letter inside
‘his khaki jacket.

“Dick! Buddie!” he cried brokenly.
“Best pal man ever had—hew can. I
take this news back to her!”

M{izig‘curled. To Louis, I was his

’ ddie. Not a suspicion of the
ate I bore him—had borne him ever
gince I discovered in him a rival for
Velma Roth.

Oh, T had been clever! It was our
‘“unselfish friendship” that endeared us
both to her. A zign of jealomy, of ill
natu;ei;o m?l{ would rl‘;n:'i‘{o*ted the

of her repa tl
R b
. never felt zecure of my place
in that paradite. True, I couﬂydpnyl

awaken a response in her, but I must
gut forth effort in order to do s0. He

eld her Tilt:terest, it he:;‘mod, _ &ithoul:
trring. ey were y with eac
other and in each other. P

Our relations might be exprexed by
likening her to the water of a Slncid
pool, Louis to the basin that held her,
me to the wind that swept over it. By
exerting myzelf, I could agitate the sur-
face of her nature into ripples of pleas-
urable excitement—could cven lash her
emotions into a tem She responded
to the stimulation of my m vet, in
my absence, settled contentedly into
{he peaceful comfort of Louis’ steadfast
ove.

I felt vaguely then—and am certain
now, with a broader perspective toward
rgali' i Velma intuitive}y recog-
nized Louis as her mate, yet feared to
vield herself to him becanse of my sway
over her emotional nature.

When the war came, we all, [
am convinced, felt that it would ab-
solve Velma from the task of choosing
"o TR th aguny tht spoke

r the agony spoke from-
the violet depths of her eyes when we
said good-by was chiefly for Louis or
for me, I could not tell. I doubt if
she could have done s0. But in my
mind was.the determination that only
one of us should return, and—Louis
S,

i eel no ce at thought
of murdering thmm who stood in Eny
way? Very littlee I was a savage at

—a savage in whom desire out-
weighed anything that might stand in

e way of gaining its object. From my
point of view, I would have been a fool
to the opportunity.

'hy I should have 20 hated him—a
mere e in my %n“th—l do not
know. It may have been due to a

rescience of the intangible barrier his
lood would always raise between Velma
and me—or to a slumbering sense of
" But, speculation sside, here I was, i
| tion an was, 1n
a stt:'o of being that the world calls
death, while Louis lived—was free to
relurn home — to claim Velma — to
flaunt his possession of all that I held
precious.
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It was maddening! Must I stand
idly by, helpless to prevent this?

111.

] HAVE wondered, tince, how I could

remain &0 loniin touch with the ob-
jective world—why 1 did not at once,
or very soon, find myself shut off from
earthly :ifhu and esounds as those in
physical form are shut off from the
dn.?g beyond.

t

b
[
tE

Over his shoulder I read the first
ter he wrote home to Velma,
he gave a belated account of

dwelling upon the glory of my sacri

“l have often thought that
two were meant for each other” [he
wrote) “‘and that if it had not been
‘or fear of hurting me, you would

ave been his wije long ago. He
was the best buddie a man ever
had. If only 1 could have been
the one to die”’

Had I known it, I could have fol-
lowed this letter across seas—could, in

a B
4
B
&3

i

g

fact, have pasced it and, by an exercise
of the will, have been at Velma's side
in the twinkling of an eye. But my

ignorance of the laws of the mew plane
was total. All mr thoughts were cen-
tered upon a problem of entirely differ-
+nt character.

THE DEAD MAN'S TALE

Never was hold uron ¢asthly treasure
more reluctantly relinquished than was
my hope of possessing \'elma. Surely,
death could not erect 20 absoluts a bar-
rier. There must be a way—some loop-
bole of communication—eome chance

for a di
hileor?uultival for a woman’s love.
Slowly, slowly, dawned t-h: lioglfl

of a hn.'g feeb i
et f‘ eym the glimmer

bu
it ared o offer a possible h ) |
@mﬁ_ ically, with inﬁn?t:pa-
tience, evolving it into something tan-

g
ible, even th I had but
p. te ﬂum%‘f' what the tk:w“::
“RE
e frst

ed man to contend with

With a start, he opened his H
looked aroumd with & bewildored ex
P oder your pillow!” I fumed

ow]” - .
“Look under your pillowl” ¢
Inadndmmner&hepnthishand

under the pillow and drew forth the
letter.

A few hours later, I heard him com-
menting on the experience to the nurse.

“Sqmetl.\g seemed to wake me up,”
be said, “and I had a peculiar im
to feel under the pillow. It was just

as if I knew I would find the letter
there.” .

The circumstancer zeemed as remark-
able to me as it did to him. It might be
coincidence, but I determined to make
a further test.

A series of experiments convinced
me that I could, to o very slight degrey,
impres: my thoughts and will upon
Louis, especially when he wax tired or
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on the borderland of zlecp. Occasion-
ally I was able to control the direction
of his thoughts az he wrote home to
Velma. . .

On one occasion, he was decribing
for her a funuy little French woman
who vizited the hospital with a basket
that always wax filled with cigurettes
and candy. .

“Last time” [he wrote), “ske brought
with her a boy whom ehe celled....”

He paused, with pencil upraized, try-
ing to recall the name.

A moment later, he looked down at
the page
The words, “She colled him Maurice,”
ﬁh:d been added below the unfinished

e.

“I must be going daffy.” he mut-
tered. “I'd sewear I didn’t write that.”

Behind him, I ‘stood rubbing my
hands in triumph. It was my first suc-
cee:ful effort to guide the pencil while
his thoughts straved elzewhere.

Another .time, he wrote t0 Velma:

“I've a strange feeling, lately,
that dear old Dick 14 near. Some-
times, as I wake up. I seem (o ve-
member vaguely having seen him
in my dreams. [t's as if his fea-
tures were just fading from view.”

He pauzed here =0 long that I made
another attempt to take advantage of
his abstraction.

By an effort of the will that it is
difficult to explain. I g‘!luded his hand
into the formation of the words:

“With a jugful of kisses for
Winkie, as ever her....”

Just then. Loui: looked down.
“Good God!” he excluimed, as if he
had geen a ghoat.

Iv.

“WII{KIE" waz & pet name I had

.. given Velma when we were
children together.

Louis always maintained there wns
no sense in it, and refused to adopt it,
though I frequently called her by the
name in later years. And of his own

and 2tared with astonishment..

volition, Louis would never have men-
tioned anything s0 convivial a3 a jug-
ful of kisses.

So, through the weury months be-
fore he was invalided home, I worked.
When he left France at the debarkation
point, he still walked on crutches, but
with the pruinize of regiining the un-
asgisted uze of his leg before very long.
T_hrouil:.uut the voyrage, I hovered nenr
bitn, ~haring his impatience, his long-
ing for the oue we both held dearest.

Over the exquisite pain of the re-
union—ut which I was present, yet not
K:.-sent — [ shall pass briefly. More

enutiful than ' ever, more tspealing
with her vivid, deep coloring, Velma in
the flesh was a vision that stirred my
longing into un intense flawe.

Louis limg‘ed painfully down the
ﬁnn lank. When they niet, zhe rested

er head silently on biz shoulder for a
moment, then — her eyes brimmiung
with tears—as:isted him. with the ten-
der solicitude of a mother. to the ma-
chive she had in waiting.

Two months luter they were married.
I felt the pain of thiz less deeply than
I would have done had it mot been
oentiul to my designs.

Whatever vague ﬁ;e I may have
had, however, of vicariouily enjoying
the delights of love were dleap{:omtad.
I could unot have explained why — I
only knew that something burred mo
from intruding upon the saered in-
timacies of their life. as if a defensivo
wall were interpozed. It was baflling,
but a very prezent fact. against which
I found it useless to rebel. I have since
learued—but no matter. * * *

This hud no bearing on my purpoee,
which hinged upon the ability I' wus
acquiring of influencing Louis
thoughts und actions—onf taking par-
tial control of his faculties.

The occupation into which he drifted,
re=tricted in choice as he was by the
stiffened leg, helped me materially.
Often, after un interminable shift at
the bank. he would plod home at night
with brain 0 weary and henumbed that
it war a simple matter to impress my
will upon him. Fach- succeseful af-
tempt, too. made the next one easicr.
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The inevitable consequence was that
in time Velma ahould notice his aber-
mtic{?h nné:l‘dbetmy cot:cern "

“ id you say to me, when vou
came in last night, “There’s a blue Billy-
godonthesuin—lwuhthey’d drive

im out’?” she demanded one morning.

He looked down shamefacedly at the
tablecloth.

“I don’t know what made me say it.
I seemed to want to say it, and that was
the onl{ way .to it of my mind. I
thought you'd it as a Joke.” He

hifted his shoulders, as if trying to
:lislodgo an unpleasant burden.

line, I hovered over him, subduing his

ty, forcing it under control,
with the effort of will I had gﬁl;udly
lcarned to direct upon hini. pro-
ces can only be explained in a crude
way: It was as if I contended with him,
<ometimes successfully, for possession
of the steering-wheel of the human car
that he drove.

Velma was waiting when we arrived.
\s Louis’ feet sounded on the threshold
of their apartment,. she opened the
-loqx;iecaught his hands, and drew him
mzide.

At the action, I felt inexplicably
ihrilled. It was as if some marvelons
vhange had come over me. And then,
w I met her gaze, I knew what that
.-hangg was.

-hearing

lI held ber hands in real flesh-and-

ood contact. I was looking at her
with Louis’ sight!

V.
THE:hoekofiteoctmowhuIlud
gained. Shaken from m ise, I

felt the personality I had subdued re-
gain its sway.

The next moment, Louis was staring
at Velma in bewilderment. Her eyes

were filled with
“You:a- frightened mel” she
rsped, thdrawing her hands, which
had all bt crushed. “Louis, dear—
don’t ever losk at me again like that!”
I can hﬂ° ‘the devouring inten-
gity of gase that had blazed forth from
the features in that brief moment when
th this time, lans quickl
m ui
took form, Two modZa gf 'acti?m prey-
eented themselves. The first and more
alluring, however, I was forced to aban-
don. It was none other than the wild
dream o exclusive ion
of Louis’ forcing him down
out, and into the secondary place I had
occupied.
te the pro I had made, this
proved inexpressibly difficult. For one
thing, there ssemed an affinity between
Louis’ body end his g:uonaln.y which
forced me out when he was moderately
This bond I might have weak-
ened, but there were other factors.
" One was the growing conviction on
his part that something was radically
mgi With a faculty I had gnseotvl;
o m en ra  wi
him a.nx“ g {ai:utho h‘t’a':ol knew
that at times he feared he was
going insane. .
1 once had the experience of accom-
ving him to an alienist and there,
m the proverbial fly on the wall. over-
lcarmed scicntific names
plied to my efforts. The alienist :poke
of “dual personality,” “amnesia.” and
“the subconeeions mind,” while 1
l:lmgbed in my (shall I 2ay?) ghastly
sleeve.
But he advited Louis to seek a com-
plete rest and, if pns<ible. to w0 inw

;

the country o build up phy-ically—
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which was what I desired most to pre-
vent.

I could not Iihy the Mr. B
Dr. Jekyll if
mal vinlity.

Velma's fears, too, I knew were grow-
ing more acute. As inzistently as she
could, without betraring too openly her
alarm, she preszed him to give up the
bank position and zeek work in the
open air—work that would prove less
devitalizing to a person of his peculiar
temperament.

One of the results of debility from
overwork is, apparently, that it deprives
the victim of hie initiative—makes him
fearful of giving up his hold upon the
meager means of sustenanece that he
has, lest he zhall be unable to grasp an-
other. Louis was in earning
scarcely enough for their livin

Afr.  to his
uis mainta his nor-

eXx-
penses, too proud to let Velma help as
she longed to do, his game ttin
him at zg:gieadvnntage in tb‘:gmM
field. In fact, he was in mtho pre-
dicament I desired, but I that in
time her wishes would prevail.

The circumnstances, however, that de-
prived me of all hope of lete]
wurping his rlaee was this: I coul
not, for any length of time, face the
gaze of Velna's eyes. The personified
truth, the suritv that dwelt in them,
cecmed to dissolve my power, to beat
me back into the secondary relationship
I had come to occupy toward Louis.

He was sometimes templed to tell
her: “You give me my ome grip on
sanity.”

I have witnested his pamic at the
thought of losing her, at the thought
that some day she might give him up
in dizgust at his sberrations, and aban-
don him to the formles “thing” that
haunted him.

Curious—to be of the world and
not of it—to enjoy a pe ve tl
reveals the hidden side of effeets, which
seem so mysterious from the material
side of the veil. But I would gladly
have given all the advantages of my
disembodied state for one hour of flesh -
and - blood companionship with Velma.

My alternative plan was this-

If T could not enter her world, what

waz to prevent me from bringing
'elma into mine?
VI
D ARING? To be cure.
Ul:\l;ehned as I was. ;n the_lnwsfthnt
vern m 0 n om
ge physical intyo!te amothry erm of exist-
ence, I could only hope that the plan
would work. It might—and that was
enough for me. I took a gambler’s
chance. By risking all, I might gain
all—might gain—
The thought of what I might gain
transported me to a heaven of pain and

Ve and I—in a world
world of our own—{ree from the sordid
trammels that mar the perfection of
the rosiest earth-existence. Velma and
I—t all eternity!

This much reason I had for hoping!
I obeerved that other persons passed
through the changy ed death, ‘and
that some en a state of being in
which I was conscious of them and

were,

the
witz their former earth-interests; but
they were as much in the world as I had
been in the world of Velma and Louis
before that fragment of shrapnel ruled
mert;t of the game. ]

ew, it was true, on passing from
their physical habitations zeemed to
into a sphere to which I could’
not follow. This troubled me. Velma
might do likewise. Yet I refused to
admit the probnbih:{l—refmed to con-
sider the poi!hibh':y mie of my plan.
very intensity of my longing
would draw her to me.

a preliminary step, I must induce
buy the instrament with which

ge
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m rpose was to be accomplished.
Tgiap:as not ensy. for on nights when
he left the bank during shopping hours
he was sufficicutly vigorous to resist my
will. I could work only through sug-

gestion,

In a pawnshop window that he
paszed daily J had noticed a revolver
rominently dizplayed. My whole ef-
?on wus concentrated npon bringing
thi';ltlo his atgntn;g. he glanced at the
e tecond night, at
revolver, but did not stop. Three nigihts
later. drawn by a fascination for which
he could not have accounted, he paused
and looked at it for several minutes.
fighting an urge that seemied to com-
mand: “Step in and buy! Buy/ Buy!”

When, a few evenings later, he ar-
rived home with the revolver and a
box of cartridges that the pawnbroker
had included in the sale, he put them
hastily out of sight in a drawer of his

He said nothing about his purchase,
but the next d'ayg Velma eurn across

ti.he !{:apon and questioned him regard-
n

g’isibly confused, he replied: “Oh
I thought we might need something of
the sort. Saw it in a window the
notion of having it sort of took hold of
me. There’s been a lot of housebreak-
ing latel);; and it's just as well to be

pre
And now with impatience I waited

for the opportunity to stage my dé-
nouement.

It came, naturally, at the end of the
month, when Louis, after a prolor:ﬁed
day’'s work, returned home, soon after
midaight, his brain benumbed with

ring over interminable columns of
figures. When his feet ascended the
stairs to his apartment it was not his
faculties that directed them. but mine
—cunning, alert, aflame with deadly
purpoee. .

Never was more weird preliminary

to a murder—the entering, in guise of o

dear, familiar form, of a fiend incar-
nate, intent upon destroying the flower
of the home.

I speak of a fiend incarnate, even
though I was that fiend, for I did not
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enter Lonis's bady in full expresion of
my faculties. Taking up phyrical life.
mY_recollection of existence as a spint
entity was always shadowy. 1 carried
through the dominating impulses that
had actuated me on entering the body.
but ecarcely more.

And the impulse I had carried
through that night was the impulse to

kill.
VII.
WITH utmost caution, I entered the
bedroom.
My control of Louis’s body was com-
plete. I fi B for perhaps the first time,

20 0 y secure that the v
dreed of being driven out did not op.

press me.
room was dark, but the soft,
regular breathing of \'elmn, asleep,

reached my ears. It was like the invita-
tion that rises in the scent of old wine
which the lips are about to quaffi—
quickening wmy eagerness and setting
my brain on five.

I did not think of love. I lusted—
but my lust wan to destroy that beau-
tiful body—to kill/

However, I was cunning—cunning.
With caution, I felt my way toward the
desk and secured the revolver, filling ite
chammbers with leaden emissaries of

When all was in readiness, I switched
on the light. .

She wakened almost instantly. As
the radiance flooded the room, a startled
cry roee to her lips. 1t froze, unuttered,
as—half rising—the met my .

Her beauty—the raven blackness of
her hair falling over her bare shoulders
and full, beaving bosom, fanned the
flame of my gory passion into fury. In
an ecstasy of triumph, I stond drinking
in the picture.
kil‘lvh Il tem.pori:id; with the lust to-

— prolonging exquisite sensa-
tion—cl;c was hattling for self-control.

“Louis!” The name was gasped
through bloodlest lips.

Involuntarily, I <hrank, reeling a
little under her . A dormant some-
thing seemed to rise in feeble protest ut
vhat I =oucht to do. The leveled re-
volver wavered in my band.
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But the note of panic in her voice

revived my purpoee. I laughed—mock-

ingly.

“louis I” her tone was sharp. but
edged with terror. “Louis—put doun
that pistol! You don’t know what you
are doing.”

She struggled to her feet and unorw
stood before me. God! how beautiful—
how tempting that bare white bozom'

“Put down that pistol!” she ordered
hysterically. -

She was frantic with fear. And her
fear was like the blast of a forge upon
the white heat of my passion.

I mocked her. A zhrill. maniacal
laugh burst from my throat. She had
said I didn’t know what I was doing!
Oh, yes, I did. Wl " Eu .

“I'm going to kill you il you!”’
I ahrieke%o, ngd laughed again.

She swayed forward like s wraith, s
I fired. Or perhaps that was the trick
plaved by my eyes as darkness over-
whelmed me.

VII.

A FEW fragmentary pictares stand
out in my recollection like cleac-
etched cameos on the zcroll of the past.
One is of Louis, standing dnndg;:—
slightly swaying as with verti ook-
ing down at the smoking revolver in his
hand. On the floor before him a
crumpled figure in ebony and white and
vivid crimson.

Then a confusion of frightened men
and women in oddly as:orted nonde-
zcrpt attire — uniformed officers burst-
ing into the room and taking the re-
volver from Louis’s unresisting hand—
clumsy efforts at lifting the white-robed
body to the bed—a crimeon stain
spreading over the zheet—a doctor, at-
tired in collarless shirt and wearing slip-
pers, bending over her * * *

Finally, after a lapse of hours, a
hushed atmosphere—efficient nurses—
the beginning of delirium.

And one other picture—of Louis,
cringing behind the bars of his cell,
denied the privil of visting hie
wife's bedside—crushed. dreading the
hourly announcement of her death—

ﬁlll:d with unspeakable horror of him-
zelf.

Velma still lived. The bullet had
pierced her left lung and life hung by
a tenuous thread. Hovering near [
watched with dispaszionate interest the
battle for life. For the time I zeemed
emotionally spent. I had made a au-

reme effort — events would now take

eir inevituble course and zhow whether
I had accomplished my purpose. I felt
neither anxious nor overjoyed, neither
regretful nor trumphant—merely im-
personally curious.

A fever set in leszening Velma's
slender chances of recovery. In her
delirium, her thoughts seemed always
of Louis. Sometimes she breathed his
name pleadingly, tenderly, then cried
out in terror at zome fleeting rehearsal
of the scene in which he stood before
her, the glitter of insanity in his eyes,
the leveled revolver in his hand. Again
she pleaded with him to give up his
work at the bank; and at other times
she seemed to think of him as over on
Tl B i

nly once di apparent in
of me—when she whispered thz name
by which I had called her, “Winkie/"
and added, :;Dieb!" lBut. save ft}; th'm'
exception, it was always “Louis!
Loms!” d

Her constant reiteration of his name
finally' dispelled the apathy of my

it . :

i
Louis! Al the vengeful fury toward
him I had experienced when my soul

went hurtling into the region of the
disembodied returned with thwarted
intensity.

hW;hen \ﬂfghelm"a fever suhn‘c,l::;n whes
the lon t for recovery an
she ﬂnt%ered from the borderland back
into the realm of the physical, when
I knew I had fail ed of my
preyv, I had at least this :atisfaction:
ever again would these two—the
man I hated and the woman for whom
I hungered—never ugin would they
be to each other as they had been in
the past. The perfection of their love
had been irretrievably marred. Never
would she meet his without an in-
ward shrinking. Always on his part—
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on both their parts—there would be an
undercurrent of gi-ﬁ that the incident
might recur—a Ppoison-
in ouc.hmomento’ithoir ives to-

thought I hugged when
Louis was relessed from jail, upon her
refusal to prosecute. It caused me
surdonic _amusement when, in their
first embrace, the tears of despair
e o s it
when eir pi X

to build ?l'mv on the shattered toundg:
tion of love.

And then—creepingly, slyly, like a.
bird of ill omen ‘l’thoy.{dow of
its silent wings over landscape—
came retribution.

Many ti in I lived
over that brief hour of Ty Teturn t
physical ?n-ion—my bour of real-
1zation. Wraithlike, arces a vision of
Fa T sl e e
me D me
ror. ] saw horror deepen—dee
to abject despair.

11

could recall only ﬁ eyes.
not whether I wished to see

They secemed to
being vaguely co
came acutely 0, .
locked out at me from
eyes bmmmné with f
and staring— with
‘sation. '

The beauty I had once
came a thing forbidden
ory. If I sought

¢
dous of

ost—to wail of being
haunted. Yet ting is of the spirit,
and we of the spirit world are immeas-
unably more subject to its conditions
than those whose i i |
tered in the material sphere.

God! Those eyes. There is a re-
finement of physical torture which con-

‘blind impulis
The emotioms
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drop, 107 an sesniy of bocm sk O
, for an of hours, upon the
forehead of the v?ctim. Concg?ve of
this torture increased' a thousandfold,
and s faint idea may be gained of the
torture h:lh:t wwno—.from ag:glng
everyw ) , lntermin
two orbs ever filled w!t.h the same e;:
pression of herror and reproach.
Much hawe I learned since entering
the Land of the Shades. At that time
I did not knbw, as I know now, that
my punishment was no afliction from
without, but the simple result of natu-
ral law. se set in motion must
work out their full reaction. The
pebble, cast imto a quiet pool, makes
nms which in time return to the
place of their erigin. I had cast more
than a o rbance into the
harmony of human life, and thmuqn
my intense preoccupation in a single
°

aim had longer than usual the-

reaction, I created for myself a

bell. Inevitably I was into it.
Gone was known

to hover near the two who had so long

en my attention. Haunted,

ri

cape, yels driven frantic, , I ‘still
ed to because that is the
suffering creatures. °
a8 that had so swayed
me when-I tried to blast the lives of
two -wlm‘l 1eld dear now seemed
an ' parison
3:"'&’ my suffenng. No_physical tor
ment can be likened to that which en-
gulfed me until my very being was but
a seething mass of agony. Through it,
I hurled maledictions upon the onr}:il.,.

myself, wpon the_ creator.
rn9 Ee blasphemies I uttered.

And, at last—]1 prayed.

It was but a cry for mercy—the in-
articulate appeal of a tortured soul
Jor surcease of pain—but suddenly a

pesce sesmed to have come upon
univerze.

Bereft of suffering, I felt like one
who has ceased to exist.

Out of the silence came & wordless

nse. It beat upon my conscious-
ness like the buffeting of tgo waves.
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Words known to human ears would
not convey the meuning of the mes-
rage that was borne upon me—whether
from outside source or welhng\uug
from within, I do not kmow. .«
know is that it filled me with a strange
bope.

A thousand years or a single instant
—for time i= a relative thing—the re-
spite lasted. Then, I zank, as it seemed
to the old level of consciousness, an
the tormeut. was renewed.

Enéhir; it nxw I knew that I must
—and why. strange nNew purpose
filled my beil:ﬁ. Thegleight of under-
standing bad dawned upon my #oul.

And 2 I came to resume my vigil in
the home of Velma and Louis.

VIII.

A BRAVE heart was Velma's—
dauntless and true.

With the effects of the tngegi still
apparent in her pallor and weakness,
and in the shaken demeanor and fur-
tive, sel(-distrustful attitude of Louis,
she yet succeeded in finding a place for
him as overzeer of a country es-
tate.

I have 20id that I ceased to feel the
torment of passion for Velma in the

ter torment of her reproach. Ah!
ﬂl?l had never ceased to love her. As
I now realized, I had deeecrated that
love, had transmuted it into a horrible
travesty, had, in my ignor-
ance, sought to obtain what I desired
by destroying it; yet, beneath all, I had

Well I know, now, that had I suo-
ceeded in my intention toward her,
Velma would have ascended to a sphere
utterly bevond my comprehension.
Merciful fate had diverted my aim—
aad made possible some faint restitu-

on.

I returned to Velma, loving her with
a love that had come into its own, a
love uneelfish, untainted by thought of

on.

But, to help her, I must again hurt
oruelly.

Out of the chaoces of her life she had

clowly reetored a semblance of har-
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mony. Almost -she succeeded in con-
vincing Louie that their old peaceful
companionzhip bad returned: but to
one who could read her thoughts, the
nighunare thing that hovered between
them weighed cruelly upon her =oul.

She was never quite able to look into
her huzbund’as eyes without a lurking
euspicion of what might lie in their
depths; never able to compose herself
for :ileep without a tremor lest she
should wake to find herself confronted
by a fiend in his form. I had done
my work only too well!

Now, zlowly and inexorably, I began
again undermining Louis’ mental con-
trol. The old ground must be traversed

anew, because he had ined in
strength from the respite I had allowed
him, and his outdoor life gave him a
mental vigor with which I had not
been obliged to contend before. On

the other hand, I was i with
new knowledge of the po:l%‘:'l Ynlgdtended
to wield.

I shall not relate again the suceessive
m&- which- 1 succeeded, first in
influencing hi: will, then in partially
pesmaly” into. the - Faskgronnd for

v into the or
indefinite periods. The terror that
overwhelmed him when he realized
that he wa: hecoming a prey to his
former aberrations may be imagi

To _shield Vilmn, I p:lx;formm ull:y
experiments, ‘when possible, while he
was away from her. But she eould not
long be unaware of the moodiness, the
haggard droop of his shoulders which
accompanied his realization that the
old malady bad returned. The dee
ening terror in her rut:%n wlu ike
a upon my spirit—but I must
wound Er 1’: order to cure.

More than once, I was forced to
exert my power over Louis to prevent
him from mia violent measures
against himself. As I gained the as-
cendancy, a determination to end it
all grew upon him. He feared that
unless he took himself out of Velma’s
life, the insanity would return and force
him again to commit a frenzied as-
sault upon the one he held most. dear.
Nor could he avoid seeing the appre-
hension in her manner that told him
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she knew — the shrinking that she
bravely tried to conceal.

Though m wer over him was
greater than ore, it was intermit-
tent. I couid not alwayz exercice it.
I could not. ivr example, prevent his
borrowing a revolver one day from a
neighboring 1armer, on_pretenze of
uzing it against a marauding dog that
had lately visited the poultry yard.

Though I knew his true intention,
the utmost that I could do—for his
personality was strong at the time—
was to intluence him to postpone the
deed he contemplated. )

That night, I took ion of his
body while he sl:gt. Velma lay, breath-
ing quietly, in the next room—for as

thiz dreaded thing came upon him

they had, through tacit understanding,
come to occupy separate ma.

Partially dressing. I stole downstairs
and out to the tool-zhed where Louis—
fearing to trust it near him in the house
—had hidden the revolver. As I re-
turn mf whole being rebelled at
the tack before me—vet it was unavoid-
able, if I would restore to Velina what
I had wrenched from her.

Quietly though I ente.reél llnler mo:i
8 gasp—or rather a quick, hysteri
intake of breath—warned me that she
had wakened. '

I flashed on the light.

She made no sound. Her face
went white as marble. The expression
in her eyes was that which had tor
tured me into the depths of a hell more
frightful than any conceived by hu-
man imagination.

A moment I stood swaying before
her,  with leveled revolver—as .I had
st on that other occasion, months
before.

Slowly, I lowered the revolver, and
smiled — not as Louis would have
&miled but as a maniac. formed in his
likencss. would have zmiled.

Her lip: framed the word “Louis.”
but, in the grip of de:pair. she made
no zound. It was the dezpair not mere-
ly of a woman who felt herself doomed
to death, but of a woman who con-
signed her loved one to a-fate worse
than death.

Still T smiled—with growing diffi-
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culty. for Louir' personality was restive
al!:d my time in the usurped body was
short.

In that moment, I was not anxious
Ginapie of her beauty ihrongh phyeron

mpze of her beau sical
e&lhht‘.ﬁ:ny love for {"elmn. gmp:? into
hitherto uurealized intenszity. For an
instant my purpose in returning was
forgotten. Forgutten was the knowl-
edge of the ages which I had sipped
gince last I occupied the body in which
I faced her.> Forgotten was everything
save—Velma.

A3 I took a step forward, my arms
outstretched, my eyes expressing God

knows what depth of yearning, she
uttered a scream.

Blackness surged over me. I stum-

bled. I was being forced out—out——
That cry of terror had vibrated
through the soul of Louis and he was
struggling to answer it.

Instinctively, I battled against the
darkness, clung to my won as-
cendancy. A moment of conflict, and
again I prevailed.

Once more I smiled. The effect of
it must have been weird, for I was
growing wenker and Louis had re-
turned to the attack with overwhelm-
ing persistence. My tongue strove for

‘x;eaon: Winkie—it 't Aappen

in won
again—I'm not—coming—back——"

WV HEN I recovered from the mo-
mentary unconsciousness that ac-
companies transition from the physical
to spirit Louis was | in af-
fright at the huddled figure of Velmas,
who hod fainted away. The next in-
stant, he had gath her in his arms.
Though I had come nesr failing in
the attempt to deliver my message, [
bad no fear that my visit would prove
in vain. With clear prescience, I knew
that my utterance of that old familiar
nickhame. “Winlie,” would carry un-
told meaning to Velma — that here-
after she would fear no more what she
might zee in the ths of her hus-
band’s eyves—that with a return of- her
old confidence in him, the & r of
apprehension would be banis for
ever from their lives.



