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“Taen 1 heard im i the ballway and
on the stairs.

The

omicidal Diary
By EARL PEIRCE, JR.

Wt nange compulion drovean ordinarily gemle and culured man, on one
¢ of each week, to roam the city streets an:
commit'a ghastly crime?

AM wiiting this account of my shocked this city, the newspaper items re-

I frend Jton Gare i the oteet o uoding the cimes, and expecialy the

both justice and psychiatry, and per-  offcial report of the licaiss who cxatm
haps of demonology as well. There is no  ined Carse during his trial. I cannot ex

gratee peoof of whst T sclate than the  pect 10 bring Dostoe Carse back o life,

Sequence of murders which so recently for he was hanged until dead, but T do
o1
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lumination on cases of criminal
tation.

Justice and psychiatry are closely re-
Iated, but it is difficult to recognize the
judicial importance of so ouiré a subject
as demonology. Yet I emphatically assert
that the case of Jason Carse issirrevocably
concerned with evil and dark lore such as
mankind has not known since the Holy
Inquisition.

One is naturally prejudiced against
Carse, for even I myself, his Lifelong ac-
quw\hn , was struck with repugnance

when 1 first realized the nature of his
adtivities, but his death on the gallows
should foreclose biased reflection and
permit the student to regard his case in a
purely empirical light. As I am the only
man in complete possession of the facts,
it behooves me to give this astounding
information to the world.
jason Carse was a brilliant and respect-
edcnmmolog;st and at the time of his

bope that this paper’ will offer new il-
decapi-

fact which has made his case one of un-
paralleled notoriety. I was his roommate
during the several years we spent in law
school, and, although he shot to the pin-
nacle of his branch of jurisprudence while
T was left to more prosaic routine, we
mever lost the contact which has now be-
. Our correspondence
was frequent and regular since we were
gndnmd md x can say with justifiable
ed my friendship
as murh as. that of any nl.hu acquaint-
ance, if not more. It was this intimacy
with his personal life wh|d| has ensbled
me, as friend and confidant, to witness
the revolting ‘atavism which resulted in
such outrageous crimes.
1 obtained my first hazy acquaiotance
with the crimes_three months ago when
1 seceived Carse’s letter from Vieana. He
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had just discovered evi

10 8 fumons oiminel cato—ane of soar
rent human decapitation—and his conse-
quent enthusiasm was so rabid that I was
afraid the morbidity of such matters was
beginning to pervert his senses. For sev-
eral years 1 had become progressively
aware of Carse’s melancholic atitude, and.
1 had often recommended that he take 2
vacation from criminal cases. His indefat-
igable enthusiasm for research was all
against my advice, and he Jud gone -
lentlessly shead to the dimax

wdledcpm

When he returned to America shortly
afterward I crossed the count
a few days with him, but he was so sickly
and iritable that T could do nothing to
cheer his spisits, He continually brooded
over the case he had been investigating,
and 1 should have known at that time
there was a dangerous neurotic compul-
sion stiring in his subconscious mind.
an a weck after my departure
from the ity the ik ofthe horichesd-
committed an

as
actual drama got under way. I an re-
all reading the sensational accounts in
the newspapers and my anxious fear that
this fresh display of criminal perversion
would excite Carse into a state nearing
hysteria. 1 telegraphed him that same
day, begging his refusal to bother with,
the case and requesting that he come to
visit me. His reply was swift and brief;
he had already commenced his investi-
gations of the head-huating crime and

g on carth could deter him from
his sk cours, Kuowiog biss s [ &, T
could do nothing but hope that the Head-
‘hunter would be swiftly captured and the
case brought to a finish, It was an ua-
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pleasant shock, therefore, when I read—
exactly one week later—that 2 second and
identical crime had been committed.

VEN in my own city, three thousand

‘miles from the center of the crimes,
there was wild confusion at the announce-
ment of this second spectacular murder.
The reader may recall the international
effccts of the infamous "Ripper” crimes
which terrified London a few decades
ago and he will understand how npldly
the Head-hunter's fame spread throu
crime-conscious America. Both i
were made particularly mysterious be-
cause of the disappearance of the victims™
heads. 1 knew the damaging influence
which these doings would produce upon
Carse, for he had always been interested
in dectpitatons, and pis thesis at the

University of Graz had been based upon
the mad career of Emil Drukker, the
‘Head-hunter of Cologne.

1 wrote again to Carse and begged him
to abandon his studies in these new mur-
ders, but, as before, his response was cold
and discouraging. There was a wild and
almost fanatical tone in his letter which
was indicative of his obsessed mind, and
n ugly premonition occurred to me that
fhiejs would be the breaking-point of his

i thied and ouuth murders, 50 hoe
tibly identical with the first two, came
about at weekly intervals, and the city
was in the grip of strangling terror.
There was no rime or reason for the
crimes, and yet the diabolical precision of
the murderer seemed to indicate he was a
‘madman of uncanay intelligence. In alf
four cases his victims were vagabonds and
people of the lowest order. In e of
the murders had the victim as
saulted, but the head had dlstpvpemd
seemingly for ever. There was not a
shred of evidence pointing to the solu-
tion, and, except that the police knew
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bim to be s bomiide i, tere war

single person in a city of several
il Shean they could cll the mur-
derer. Far worse than the four murders
committed was the belief that they would
continue week after week to an indeter-
‘minable conclusion.

T left for the city by plane on the eve-
ning of the discovery of the ffth victim,
and during the trans-country flight T read
Carse’s own statement i the Metropoli-
tan Gazette citing the crime as an atavis-
tic expression of animal e fact
that two of the five victims had been
‘men, according to Carse’s theory, belied
the popular suspicion that the criminal
was 2 homicidal sadist. Carse expressed
the belief that the murderer was in the
grip of some inherent savagery, and that
the ghastly murders would continue until
he wore himself out by the sheer expen-
diture of encry

I seached the Gty shortly after sun-
down, and at once I felt the awful tension

mirror as he whirled me through the
slight evening traffic. T was surprized,
thercfore, in view of this mutual distrust,
to find that Jason Carse, a veteran crimi.
nalist, had discharged all of his servants
and was living alone in his grim house
behind a barricaded door.

most unpleasant shock was the ua-
accountably cold manner in which Carse
received my visit, and his positive annoy
ance that 1 had fomdmyseumm
pectedly upon him. He would not ex-
plain why he e had discharged his scrvants
nor the secluded life he was now leading,
but there was i ity in realizing
the fatiguing effects which thes rcent
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crimes had pronounced upon him. He
was virtually a stranger as we met in the
hallway and shook hands.

“I wish you'd go to a hotel,”
bluntly. T don’t want anyone here.”

But I didn't go to a hotel. I told him
fatly that there was no other course open
to me but to stay and take care of him;
for obviously he wasn't taking care of
himself, and his dismissal of the house-
hold help had precipitated a needless bur-
den on his already over-laden shoulders.
He needed food, for he was thin to ema-
ciation, and T made him dress at once and
accompany me to a restaurant where 1
S thet he st 4 decent el 1 then led
him to the theater, a particularly lively
musical comedy, and kept him in his seat
uatil the curtain had fallen. But my ef-
forts seemed of no avail, as he was con-
tinually depressed and absorbed in his
own reflections. That night before retir-
ing he came to my room and again as
me to leave,

“It's for your own good,” he said with

harshness., “For God's sake be-

tieve what I say!"

OR the next several days I watched

him sink lower and lower into de-
spondency of so contagious a nature that
1 felt the insuffecable pangs of it myself.
He worked Jate at night on the murder
aases, nleﬂmg constantly to autopsy pro-
tocols and police memoranda, and more
than once 1 saw him reading his Bible.
On several occasions he visited the county
morgue and exzmmed the remains of the
Head-bun ictims, and following
e it he Iapsed into a state of
mental and physical agitation that ex-
hausted him within a few hours.

The nights were almost unbearable,
and I would lie awake for hours listening
to the mumbles and moans which came
from his room, oftentimes distinguishing
such words 2 God fodbid it God forbid
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it and frequently he would scream a.e
word “Head-hunter.” There was,
doubt that Carse had delved too deeply
into this case, and that hour by hour he
was descending into the'clutch of a dan-
gerous neurosis.

During my stay with him T engaged
several servants, but he discharged them,
and T was unable to reconcile him to my
point of view. His resentment of my visit

more acute as ys pass
and I was beginning to fear that he would
forcibly cject me.

It was easy to explain this increased
iritability, for 1 myself, as well as every
soul in the city, was nervously awaiting
the next prowl of the Headhunter, and
in it 1 recognized more fuel for the fire
that was lmmms Carse’s reason. He was
waiting for the fatal Monday night as a
man waits for his doom, and each hour
found him closr to 4 mental atack, On
Sunday afternoon I discovered him in my
room p.mng my luggage.

“You must go now,” he said, "I ap-
preciate your interest i me, but now you
must go—you must!”

‘The tremor of anxiety in his voice
nearly convinced me that he was right,
but doggedly T clung to my sct purpose to
save him in spite of himself. I could not

- leave hlm alone in face of d'm develop—
ments which would occur sometime be-
e then and Toesdey moming, sad
I told b

‘Fool' "

e exploded; °I can do poth-
you wish—but it's

H
The irony of that final statement,
whether intentional of not, is something
1 shall remember to my grave. I don't
think that Carse meant it literally—on
my own head—but 1 was unable to shake
his words out of my cars, and through-
out the night and the following day they
hung sbout me like a dirge.

Carse did not sleep at i that Sunday
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night, but paced up and down in his
study while a fierce, alarming expression
hardened on his features. Nor could [
sleep, for his continued pacing tore my
nerves to shreds, and 1 spent the night
alternately in my own foom and at the
partly open doorway of the library, where
I was able to watch him in secrecy. Sev-
eral times 1 saw him bend over a small
book and study it with the intent regard
of a disciple, and each time that he re-
ferved 1o 2 et page he pounded bis

and to himself:

1 should have realized what he meant.
1 should have known and been prepared,
but how blind my friendship made me to
the horrific implication of those repeated

Monday came and went in a slow driz-
zle of rain which only added to the
somber quict of the city, and as the eve-
ning approached and worc on 1 felt my-
self caught in the irresistible tide of fear-
Bl smication ok of the

sixth appearance of the Head-hunter. The
streets were deserted throughout the
and with but few cxceptions the only
pedestrians were police officers, who now
traveled in pairs or squads. The evening

@
would be discovered, and this expecta-
tion was shared by all.

Carse was at home all day and refused
to answer the telephone or fo allow me
to answer it for him. He ate sparingly,
with his same preoccupation, and, con-
trary to my expectations, he appeared to
have lapsed into a state akin to normal-
ity, like 2 man who contemplates a pre-
ordained and inexorable occurreace.

At six o'clock he came to me, ghastly
haggard and thin, and again asked me to
leave his house, but I refused this zero-
hour request. He shrugged and went
back to his study. I watched him for a
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while and saw that he was studying that
queer little book which so deeply affected

despairing words: “God ,forbid!
forbid!”

WENT to bed at a little after ten and

tried to sleep, but the city-wide ex-
citement sceped into and kept
me tossing from the thrusts of mgh(
mares. At midnight Carse came up and
stopped just outside my door, obviously
listening to  determine whether 1 was
asleep. The silence was uncanny for a
moment; then I heard a sharp metallic
clicking and he went on to_his room.
Altec he had closed his door, T swept my
sheet aside and went to my own door.
Carse had locked it from the outside!

I called to him for an explanation of
this conduct, but he either didn't hear me
o chose o ignore my requests, for the

At two o'clock I was awakened by the
sound of someone’s walking in the hall-
way. I sat bolt-upright in bed and heard
the unmistakable approach of footsteps
coming down the corridor from Carse’s
bedroom. ‘The tread was stealthy and de-
termined, and as it drew closer to my
room 1 was conscious of  cold mask of
sweat clinging to my face, because the
footsteps did not sound like those of
Carse!

‘The fecling hit me and hit me again
wntil T was left stunned with the horror
of it. It did not sound Like Carse! But
if it was not Carse, who was it?

I wanted to call out his name, yet
felt, with some indefinable scnse, i
the treader in the hall was unaware that
1 was in the house, and for that reason it
could not have been Carse. 1 was afraid
to make an outcry, and I sat stricken with
dread as the footsteps went past my door
descending the stairs. A moment later
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there was a noise of cutlery being moved
in the kitchen, and the front door opened
and closed.

As it had come, that strange prescience
vanished and 1 tried to reason out what
1 had heard, Of course the man was
Carse; who could it have been save him,
for were we not alone in the house? I sat
for hours on the bed working up a deter-
mination to shake the truth out of him
when he retumed, but shortly after four

My heart beat wildly when the person
reached my door and twisted the kaob to
enter. §
One thought flashed through my head:
‘Thank God the door was locked! The
terrible feeling that it was not Carse came
back upon me, and I sat motionless as I
listened to the sounds from outside. For
a moment there were no sounds from the
intruder, but 1 did hear a faint tap-tap-
ap L like that of  liquid falling to the
In a minute the knob was
relﬂsed and the footsteps continucd
down the-hall to Carse's room.
Any attempt to explain my thoughts as
1 sat smoking throughout the night would
only add to the confusion of these rev-
elations. They were not sane and rational
thoughts, but rather strange suggestions
and premonitions, I thought myself to
be in the presence of a tremendous evil.
In the morning Carse was up early,
20d moved back and forth in the corri-
dor with strange industry. He was cry-
ing, for his sobs came disturbingly to my
ears, and once 1 heard him descend into
the cellar and there was a faint digging
sound as he performed some outlandish
task. Then I heard him in the hallway
and on the stairs. 1 heard the splashing
of water and the sound of scrubing.
T pounded on the door for him to let
me out, but it was not until nearly noon
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that he finished his chotes and finally
opened my door. He was stooped and
fatigued, and without bothering to return
my amenities, he turned away and weat
to his study.

e into the halway and noticed, a5

had surmised, that the foor showed
signs of recent and vigorous cleaning. 1
walked down to his room and looked in,
not surprized to notice that here, too, was
the uamistakable evidence of scrubbing.
1 knew there was only one more thing to
do; I must go down to the cellar and un-
earth what he had buried there!

‘The horrible truth had been dawning
upon me for hours, and when 1 came
face to face with him in the kitchen at
the head of the cellar stairs 1 looked
squarely into his eyes with the full real-
ization that Jason Carse was the Head-
hunter.

1 was not frightened—not for my per-

understood that at last he had fallen into
the cesspool which had tormented him
since early years. The words of

‘madman intelligence,
Koew that b knew 1 recoghssed i lot
what he was.

The awful silence of our conflicting
glances was unbroken for scveral seconds,
and then words came uncontrollably from
mymmllhmdluumgzdlom‘p:hk
nerve-cracking

Wit i the e cellu"' T cried. “What
have you buried there?

“If anything thpﬂu to you,” be re-
tumed, ignoring my questions, “T am not
to be blamed. 1 warned you in time to
get away from this house. What do you
thiak i in the cellar?”

suggest there are six small

s""!f'
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An ugly smitk went across his face and
he cast a glance at the cellar door.

““You always were too smart for your
own good,” he said softly. “Knowledge
can be dangerous.”

“How did you think you could get
away with i1 scaeamed, aly too el
aware of his implication. "My God,
Carse! Six human heads!”

His jaw hardened and he took 2 men-
acing step toward me. Then suddenly
he stopped, a queer tragic expression com-
ing over his face. He put his hand to
his eyes as if to blot out some horrible
memory.

“T know, T know!” he cried hysteri-
ally. “Six heads—six human heads! Do
you think I planned six heads?”

A shudder went through him and he
botied i fce i bot s end sbbed
like a chi

My pmml fear gradually subsided as
T watched this remorseful quiescence
which had come upon him. I real
that he had passed the emotional climax
of his crime, and that he was now suffer-
ing that terrible reaction which must
haunt and terrify all criminals. 1 took
this advantage to gain control of him, for
thete was no way of determining when
his madness would flare again.

“There is only one course for
e 1 tld him soberly. T st tum
you over to the police. Things like this
must be stopped.”

He pulled his hands away from his
fuce tnd e o e, s ees it
dread. "No, no!" he screamed. “Don't
give me away. Please, in the name of
God, don't give me away! I am sick, 1
tell you! I am not responsible!”

A fecling of helpless pity went through
me as he sank to his knees in hysterical
implraion, bu 1 eeled myuelf it
him. ‘The man was mad and dangerous.
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He must be stamiped out without mercy.
““There are asylums—" I began.
“You cannot!” he cried. “You know

what they do in asylums. 1 kaow! Please

help me. I am not responsible. It is the
book—rke book.”

“What book?”

“Drukker—that diary! Can't you see
what it has done to me? It's caten into
my brain until I am mad. It driven me
like a slave until I have no other bnddmg
It taught me how to
makes me do them.”

T pulled him to his feet and shook him
uamercifully. He was crying and retch-
ing,  pisbi and horcble sght 2 look

‘ou are talking irtionaly” | cried.
“T am your friend and 1 want

but my frst duty is the pubhc welfare.
“There are six human heads butied in your
cellar. There must be no more.”

“No more?” he laughed shrllly and
threw up both his hands to ing
count o ten, “No mare, you sy? There
will be ten more before it stops. Ten
morc! That's wh the book says!”

You want ten?" T demanded incred-
ulously, struck numb by his callousness.
““You want ten more to add to those six?
Carse, Carse! They are not cabbages you
are counting; they are human heads. Do
you think 1 am a fiend to let this con-
tinue? No; it must end—it must end on
the gallows.”

“He died on the gallows!”

“He? Whom are you talking about?
Try to make sense, Carse. 1 am your
friend; trust me."

“I am talking of Emil Drukker—the
man who taught me how to do these
things. He is responsible for them, not
L. He is the one to hang for them. Dig
him out of his grave and hang him
againt”
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 pusseo bim genly fato  chi, for
his collapse seemed immineat. Spittl

retching continued in spasms that shook

T am your friend,” T told him again.
“T want to help you, but you must get
control of yourself. Why do you say you
are not responsible? What drore you to
commit these crimes

He looked at me sﬂ:d'nugly and his
eyes cleared. He swallowed a mass of
incoberent words in an effort to master
himself; then his hand pressed over mine,

“You are right; I must get control of
myself,” he said. I have done some hor:
rible things which can never be forgiven,
but T swear to you that I have not done
them intentionally. And I am not mad as
you think. 1 am in the power of that
book. T am the puppet of a horror that
has outlived all natural deaths.”

A fecling of sclief over me as
T saw him settle into 2 state of ‘rational
observation. 1 hoped it would last, for
oot three yards away from him, lying on
top of the kitchen table, was a seven-inch
butcher knife. My only hope was to pre-
serve his state by permitting him to tell
his story, and in that way to persuade
him to accept the inevitable consequences.
of his crimes. 1 drew up a chair beside
his own, yet kept myself alert to ward
Hed Tunge he might make for the

b i is dns horror which has mas-
tered you?” in an effort to gain
his mnﬁdtm:t A what is this book?"

“1 told you about it in my letter from
Vienna six weeks ago. 1 told you I had
discovered a rare book—an awful and
ompeling book. It wis the diary of

"Where i you

HHo oot & e¥ift 4 gjance about the room,
then suddenly his eyes fell upon the
butcher knife. 1 saw him tense, saw his
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lips twitch under the lash of a horrible
temptation.
“Carse, tell me about it!" I yelled, to
“Where

distract him, id you fet the
book?
Hepulld s eys vy from the knife
and let o my face. For a

moment, undecded, he was slat; then
his brows straightencd and he leaned for-
wd i bis cair
“Do you my Graz thesis? It
was based upon the i of Emil D
in an effort to explain what impulse drove
him to cut off human heads. It was a
good thesis, one of the best on the sub-
ject, and it brought a lot of response from
criminologists all over the world. About
six months after it was published I re-
ceived a letter from a man who was once
Emil Drokker's personal servant, He was
living in Cologne right close to the old
Drukker castle, and he wanted to sec me.
He told me that he knew the Drukker
crimes from the fist to the last—sixteen

o

them.
“So I went, of course, and met this
man, who was small and old, with an ob-
session for Emil Drukker. He talked for
2 long time, and then he handed me the
diary and said it explained more vividly
than T could ever imagine the impulse
which prompted Drukker's recurrent hu-
man_decapitations. He told me that
Drukker had written cach entry while the
memory of the crime was sill fresh in his
mind. It was a terrible book to
warned, a0d unless 1 had the intellectual
strength of a mental Hercules 1 would
never forgive myself for having opencd it.
“Naturally T was too excited to heed
his warning, and on that same night 1
took the book away with me. T promised
to return it to him when I had finished,
but he woulda't accept this plan. Instead
he said that he would come and get the
book when 1 was through. It was & mys-
terious business and should have told me
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to expect no good to come of it. 1 asked
him how he would know when I had fin-
ished with the book, and I shall never
forget that evil smile and disdaioful
shrug of his response.

*T shall know well enough when 1
read the newspapers,” he told me. “This
time it will be six or seven—in about four
months from now.”

Do you understand what he meant
by those words? He knew what would
happen! And yet he let me carry that
book away with me! In the name of
God, what kind of 2 man is he?”

“Why didn’t you destroy the book?”
1 demanded of him.

“T couldn’t! Te was too fascinating, too
powerful to destroy, I read that book
with the reverence of an ecclesiastic until
1 knew every word between the covers,
and the whole ghastly parade of Druk-
ker's sixteen murders passed before my
eyes like figures on a stage. Ten weeks
ago 1 began to have nightmares that re-
constructed the crimes of Drukker, going
chronologically from Number One to
Number Sixteen, then begianing all over
again,

“When 1 returncd to America seven
weeks ago I still had the book with me,
and the contents were so deeply engraved
on my brain that I could think of nothing
clse. Day and night I thought sbout it,
until at length I found myself actually
imagining how 1 would go about emu-
lating his crimes. ‘Then T began to get
the horrible impulse to fondle a butcher
knife—Drukker used a butcher knife, you
know!—and more than once I was struck
with the scarcely resistible urge to cut off
someone's head. It didn't matter whose
hoad—but st head

“Easy, " 1 cried with a wary
ghn(r T the e e, "ol me e
rest, but don't excite yourself. What hap-
pened thea?"
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Hasmb-d(mnmnaiwpm
shook his head several times, then
passed his hand accoss his eyes in a ges-
ture of despair.

“You ought to know damned well
what happened if you were listening at
your door last night. Six weeks ago T
Went to bed and dreamed horribly. 1
had just finished reading the first confes-
sion in the diary—some stran
made me read sha confession and no
other—and in my sleep I saw & human
head staring at me. It was a cruel, Teu-
tonic head, and I knew that it was Emil
Drukker's head hanging in a_gallows
rope. Then he smiled at me; a horrible,
vivid, real smile, and the head vanished.

then on, for how long I cannot say,
1 sat as a spectator and watched the com-
plete action of Drukker's Number One.
“I saw Drukker leave his house and
walk down a dark street with no other
illumination than a few scattered electric
lights. 1 tried to imagine how they were
electric lights, for they had only gas in
his day, but nevertheless they were mod-
em lights, and the strect looked like the
street in front of my own house. He
walked about ten blocks; then he saw a
woman standing on a street corner
There wasn't another soul in sight. He
crept closer to her, then drew out his
butcher knife and hid it in the folds of
his coat—a coat which looked strangely
like my own wind-breaker. He frst tried
to talk with the woman, but she was not
interested; so he pulled out the knife and
brought it sweeping down across her
throat. The blood spurted like a foun-
tain and overran Drukker's hand, but he
only laughed and pushed the woman to
the ground, then knelt over her and be-
gan a horrible sawing movement with
his knife. When he had finished, he
drew a towel from his pocket and
wrapped the head tightly to prevent the
blood from trailing him home. He came
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back the same way and entered the house,
and at the foot of the stairs he unwrapped
the towel and held the thing only by its
hair as he climbed the steps. The last
thing I saw or heard was the blood drip-
ping on cach step as he ascended to the

God? I whispered in horror.

“But that's not the worst,” Carse cried
25 he grabbed my arm. “When I awak-
ened the next moming it was late and the
shrieks of the newsboys stabbed into my
e, were yelling about a cruel,
brutal murder which had been committed
sometime during the night. I swung my
feet off the bed to arise, when my eyes
fell upon the diary which rested on my
night-table. It was open to the confes-
sion of Number One as if 1 had been
reading it in my slecp. There was a
strange aad terifyiog dred in my soul
as my feet struck the floor. I felt some-
hing wet 1nd stcky touch my toes; thes
T looked down, It was a woman's head
staring up at me.

“The room was smeared with blood
from one end to the other, and there was
a gore-caked knife resting beside the
head, and a crimson towel lay across my
bedpost. But there wasn't a drop of blood
on my hands!

“T couldn't even attempt to explain it.
1 only knew that a woman had been mur-
dered and that her severed head was in
my bedroom. I dida't know what to do.
T couldn't force myself into the belief that
T the mudere, and | stood stunned
with the we rror of knowing
Emil Deukker's Number One had-been
coenacted and tha I bad played his
role. Where could T <o
T ask for advice? lflwasm:dlhq
would commit me to an asylum; if T was
not mad they would hang me.

-1 anid the head to the el and

it; then I cleancd up the blood
oo e the towel. In my wacdrobe I

;1
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found a suit of clothes smeared with fresh
blood. I found my shoes and hat splat-
tered with it, and then I found my dis-
crded gloves stained a violent crimson,
with cach finger stiffened as-the blood
had coagulated about it. No wonder
there wasn't any blood on my hands!

“T went over the house from top to
bottom and eradicated every stain that
might be evidence against me; then I sat
down with the diary in one hand and
the morning newspaper in the other. 1
compared the two crimes. They wéte
identical, even to the burying of the
heads. Emil Drukker had done exactly
the same as 1 had done: he carricd the
head in atowel, he left it in his room over-

night, he buried it in his cellar, and he
cleaned up the blood the following morn-
ing. But there was one ghastly differ-
ence: Emil Drukker had committed his
crime with fall purposeful forcknowl-
edge, whereas I had committed my crime
under hypnotic inducement!

“There is no other answer for what
has happened in these last six weeks. 1
have racked my brain to find another so-
lution, but there is none. I am being
ypaotzed by some unexplinable focs
and once cach week I come under the
power of this evil which directs and com-
mands my being. Last night 1 went to
bed with the full knowledge of what
would occur during the night. That is
why I locked you in your room. This
moming when 1 awakened 1 found the
head exactly where the other five had
Lain; then I carried it to the basement and
buried it. 1 cleaned up the blood and
burned the towel.

“If you are numbed with horror, try to
imagine how I feel about it. Six crimes
in six weeks! And I can only thank mer-
ciful God that it will end with only one
more. Perhaps it is ended now. That

an servant who loaned me the diary
2 it would be only s oF seven.”
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"o you think the ol it bdm'z
all of this?” 1 demanded. “What you
v o e e o explanation.
Tt—it's demonism!”

Qs suiled pitably. “Thee are
more things in heaven and carth,”
he began; then he heaved his shoulders
as if finging off an attempt at levity.
“The human mind is a strange organ,
and 00 man can explain its mysteries. 1
have seen too much of atavism to ridi-
cule any theorics. There is nothing we
n do but wait and hope that the Ger-
man servant's prediction is true. Six ot
seven. Six—or seven?”

“Do you mean you expect me to grant
you leniency?” I exclaimed. “Great heav-
ens, Carse, there have been six horrible
murders! Socicty demands a reckoning”

“I have stoned enough for ten times
six!” he cried. “Have you no soul in you?
‘The crimes will stop now. The German
said they would, and everything clse he
predicted has come true. As my lfelong
friend it is your duty to see me through.”

“But those six—"

“No man can bring them back to life,
but I am still a living man and you must
save me. 1 shall divide my estate among.
the families of the six, and 1 swear to
you that 1 shall never open a book
(mmmloy again. You must do it—you
must!”

“Do you honestly believe it is over?”
1 asked hoarsely.

“I do; with all my heart and soul, 1
dot”

Bt ) would say that anyway,” 1
pose there is a Number
Sove ToEbised i be upon my hands
as well as yours. It is an awful respon-
sibility, Carse. "There must be no more.”
““There won't be. 1 swear there won't
bel”
He threw himself at me in an hysteri-
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al outburst of emotion. He tried to
smile through the tears in his eyes, but
the sight was so awful that I turned my,
head.

“I am still unconvinced,” T said grim-
ly. “The possibility of Number Seven is
too important to overlook. Let me sce
Drukker's diary.”

“Why?" he backed away and stared at
me. "Why do you want to read the
diasy?

T want to read account Number
en.”

Carse came forward again and grabbed
my arm, He shook it “Wha r good will
that do?” he asked anxiously, “if there
are only six of them? ae.dq it's not &

again.

He scowled at me for 2 moment; then,
shrugging, he reached into his pocket and
withdrew a small leather-bound book. It

commanded. “And try
to k«p your nerves together. T shall do
everything I can for you.”

He backed away and dropped into a
chair, his cyes fastened upon me in 2 look
of almost majestic joy. And yet there was
a0 undertone in his cxpression which 1
could not define. There was defiance
there—and fear. One of his hands rested
on the near-by table, less than two feet
from the hilt of the butcher knife, and
the fingers of that hand twitched nerv-
ously.

WV an odd sene of measies I
flicked open the first several pages
of the book and skimmed through the
contents. My German was poor, yet I
was able to understand the sigificance of
what Emil Drukker had written in his
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lasge, scravling bund, [ retd the Gt
six accounts, then stared at Carse
Smcsement, "Hi six s #nd Druie
ker's fist six were so identical they mi
have been conscious reproductions. In all
cases the victims were the same sex, the
same age, and were in the same general
walk of life. I then tued to account
Number Seven and after reading a few
wretched lines 1 gasped with horror: it
way a seven-year-old girll

Carse was on his fect, his jaw grim
sud determined. He sared iy st
me, wnkmg my respon:

“Carser 1 muttered. dazedly,

it-

You can't back out,” he cried as he
stepped toward me. “There will be no
seven, I tell you. 1¢s ended on six. 1
swear it to you!

“No," I said, "I cannot permit such a
sisk. Did you read account Number
Seven? He ot only cut off the head, but
he dismembered—"

“You can’t back out!”
he shook my arm.
can't!”

But Carse, this is a girl—a mere
child. Don't you realize it would be un-
pardonsble even for you? No, I can
never take such a risk. I must turn you
ave o the polce

Carse slapped me viciously, then stum-
bled back against the table. His face was
a mask of suffused blood, his eyes wild
with desperation.

“Damn you!” he cried savagely. “You
ase no friend; you're a cheat, a betrayer!”

Suddenly his groping fingers touched
the butcher knife and he drew himself
faut. His fingers wound around the hilt
like slowly moving worms. For a mo-
‘mént there was scarcely a breath between
us; then he lifted his am and brought
the knife slowly out before him.
watched, horror-stricken, unable to i
my fect from the floor. A numbing

he screamed as
You ant, you
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panalysis of fright seemed to come over
me.

“Carse, Carse!” I muttered.

He didn't hear me; his body was tensed
for the deadly spring that would bring
him down upon my throat. 1 saw a sip-
ple of galvanizing energy race through
his hands; then I managed an outcry. At
the same instant he was in the air.

P s o need for me 1o et the
events which followed; for the news-
papers had assiduously described the cap-
ture and arrest of Carse, and his subse-
quent history, brief as it was, has become
public property. To my dying day I shall
carry the five-inch scar along my

where his knife descended upon me, and
T can never cease to be thankful for that
one outburst of absolute fear which tore
from my Lips and attracted a passing po-

with his stick could the officer overcome
him, and it was necessary to keep him in

a nqudm until the hour of his execu-
tior

T is 5 curious fat that the prychiatrst
who examined Carse, several of them his
former pupils, could not find him un-
balanced enough to be irresponsible for
his crimes. Those long and tiring vigils
in the mental clinic will hauat me for
life; there was no end to their seaching
and robing of of his subconscious ind, 20
and questions, the ex
st b nalyscs which ended
hepelessly against him. But cven if they
found him insane, violently and
fot icidally insane, they would not have
dared report such a finding to the court.
Socicty demanded a death in rekurn for a
death, and Jason Carse was nailed to his
coffin at the first moment of his arrest.
Had he been spared the gallows by the
W.T—4
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court, he would not have been spared
gallows by the mobs that milled about e

letention prison; for continually through-
out the trial was the grim reminder that
society represented by mobs has not yet
forgotten the use of lynch law.

Carse's death put a definite end to the
head-hunting crimes in this city, and for
the first lime in over six weeks the met-

litan area has been able to breathe
freely. T have lost a faithful and sincere
friend; but I lost him, not on the gallows,
but three months ago when he first dis-
covered the diary of Emil Drukker.

i the iy, not my mouning. which

pted me to pen this account of
my knowledge of the head-hunting

as major evidence in support of Carse’s
as, but it was waived
ot of eourt with rdiale and eootempt.

‘One must admit that Carse’s story as he
told it to me, and as I later reiterated it
to the court, was fantastic and highly im-
probable. But there are certain irrefut-
‘able arguments in support of Carse’s
story which shed a terrible light, not
alone upon the case, but on all criminal
cases of similar nature. Tor one thing,
a hypotic examination by competent state
alienists was completely unsuccessful in

Pt to bring forth his subcon-

scious knowledge of any of the six mur-

ly, Carse was unable, despite

his most intense and willing cforts, to re-

construct even the smallest part of any

one of the crimes. His only acquaintance

with his own alleged activities was
‘brought to him in dreams.

A further significant fact, which the
court ignored as irrelevant, was the ghast-
y identity of Carse’s supposed crimes and
those confessed by Emil Drukker. It is
impossible that this duality of murders
could be brought about by mere coinci-
dence, for the similarity of detail was car-

W.T—§
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ried too far. This fact alone presupposes
the statement that there was 2 horrible
and unnatural bondage between Emil
Druldker and Jason Carse—the Bondage
of the diay!

One night of each week for six weeks
jason Carse was compelled by some un-
known power to dream about a murder
confessed and described in Drukker's di-
ary. On each of these nights, while Carse.
watched it in a dream, an identical mur-
der s committed sommemhre in the iy

and the man whom he recognized as the
murderer was Emil Drukker. It was as if
Carse's dreams, projected into reality by
the sheer viridoess of the diay bad s
urrected Emil Drukker from his grave
ind et i fre to recoact his former
:limts‘

am mad, you will a; but ek of

dzmnmsm and not How else can
you explain the mmy of these murders?
How else can you explain Carse’s igno-
e of the chamess How s G you
explain those brutal dreams, the fruit of
whose reality Carse found each morning
on the floor beside his bed? Nor is it
enough to stop alone with this question.
How many men besides Jason Carse have
spent slecpless nights over the diary of
Emil Drukker?

The newspapers will answer that ques-
tion each time they are opened; in Paris
the police discover a headless body Iy-

uman
his own huating-knife stuck to the hil
into its brain; in Stockholm the police
discover the bodies of two women lying
in an empty house—their heads have not
yet been found; and in Cleveland, one of

our greatest cities, s reported the discov-
ery of the tenth headless corpse in a se-
ries of murders that has gripped the city
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in terror, What kind of person com-
mits such crimes? And why do the miss-
ing heads turn up years later in the base-
ment of a house owned by a mild-appear-
ing and docile old man?

ason Carse was oot the first man to
pay with his life for crimes such as these,
nor is he the last. It is well to beware
of sickish-smelling truaks that ace lcft in
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deserted houses, and 1 caution the reader
against stepping on misshapen bundles

of clothing which he may find half hid-
den in a clump of bushes.

For the diary of Emil Drukker is miss-
Ing frm the dmovee where 1 left b, end
l have been told thaf a strange, German-

ic-looking man was scen prowling about
the house just before its disappearance,



