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WEIRD

CRIMES

By SEABURY QUINN

No. 7. The Human Hyena

s ILLE TONNERRES!
Again?”’
The prefect of police beat

the polished top of his bureau with a
furious fist and bent a stare of angry
incredulity on the sergeent de siréte
who stood at attention before him.

‘‘It has happened again, do you
say? Nom d’un nom! Is a policeman
never to sleep again in this aceursed
city 1’

“‘Even so, Monsieur le Prefet,”” re-
‘plied the sergeant imperturbably.
‘“ Another of the poor ones has been
dragged from her blessed rest—’’

‘“And dismembered, ha?’’ the pre-
fect fairly thundered.

“‘Yes, Monsieur; dismembered, even
as the others.”’

‘““Nom d’un p’tit bonhomme!’’ ex-
claimed the prefect. Then, feeling
that ‘“the name of a good little man’’
was scarcely a strong enough oath for
ithe occasion, he added, ‘et nom de
Dieul!”’

. He drummed a moment on the pol-
ished surface of his desk with nervous

fingers, regarding his companion
thoughtfully. ‘‘Eh, bien,”’ he said
at last. ‘‘A way must be found to

lay this sly one by the heels, not?’’

“‘Perfectly, Monsieur,’’ agreed the
sergeant.

‘“Has a guard been placed in all
the cemeteries?’’

“‘Not all, Monsieur; the eity is so
unsettled, the gendarmes are sorely
needed for patrol duty—"’

“‘Yes, yes; I understand,’’ the pre-
fect mterrupted ‘“We must decide
upon some other way. Leave me, I
will think this thing over. Something
mus}zge done at once. Pardieu! 'tis

getting s0 no man can sleep peaceful-
ly, even in his gravel’’

The sergeant saluted, placed his
right foot exactly six mches behind
his left, swung round in a perfect
about-face, and left the room, closing
the door noiselessly behind him.

Alone, the prefect of the Paris po-
lice lighted a long, thin ecigar and
stared fixedly at his office wall, blow-
ing clouds of rancid tobacco smoke
from his nose.

The prefect’s hands were very full.
It was the autumn of 1848, and
France was in such turmoil as she had
not known since the days of the Di-
rectory. That summer the people had
risen; Louis Philippe, the last of the
Bourbons, had fled to England under
the assumed name of Mr, Smith, and
a second republic bad been declared,
with Lamartine, the poet-historian, as
its provisional head. But recactionary
plots were thicker in Paris than mag-
gots in a cheese, and the gendarmerie
were kept busy guarding the life of
the infant republic.

Taking advantage of the police-
men’s political preoccupation, crimi-
nals of all sorts and degrees were ply-
ing their nefarious trades, ofteu in
broad daylight; and no man’s life or
property were safe. Now, added to
this ordinary, run-of-the-mill crime,
a new scandal had broken out in the
city and environs of Paris.

Several cemeteries within or near
the city limits had been broken into
during darlmess, and many graves
had been rifled.

At first the depredations had been
aseribed to medical students seeking
cadavers for anatomical study, but
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brief investigations by the police
proved this theory unsound. Had
body-snatchers been responsible, the
bodies would have been carried away.
As it was, the corpses were found
lying about the opened graves and
broken tombs in fragments.

““A wild beast! A hyena escaped

from a circus!”’ people said; but here,

again, the clue proved groundless.
With charaeteristic thoroughness.
such as ever distingnishes French
police methods, the officers had visited
every cirens and zoological collection
within twenty miles of Paris, inquir-
ing if any of them had suffered a loss
from their cages.

Once a clue seemed within grasp.
for a ecircus. owner admitted having
lost an animal, but the missing beast
was a panther.

““Had Monsieur le propriétairc
ever possessed one of those so inter-
esting beasts, a hyena?’’

‘“ Alas, Monsieur le propriétaire was
desolated to inform. the gentlemen of
the police, it had never been his good
fortune to include such an intercsting
exhibit of Asia’s fauna among his col-
Jection. Lions? Certainly, Tigers?
But of course. - Leopards? Most as-
saredly. -Panthers, jaguars, pumas?
llms oui. But a hyena? Ah, non;
mais non. Monsieur the proprietor
was grieved and shamed te admit it.
but no such splendid animal as a
hyena had he ever possessed.’’

The gendarmes shrugged their
shoulders and proceeded with their
quest.

O.\'E morning came an urgent mes-
sage from the intendant of Pére
la Cheise cemetery. A most flagrant
outrage had been committed the night
before. The body of a yonng matron,
buried in a five-year coneession, had
been taken from its coffin and liter-
ally hacked to pieces with a grave-
digger’s spade.

The gendarmes went to the ceme-

tery, and, inured to shocking sights
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though their profession had made
them, their weather-beaten faces went
gray at the spectacle of that poor, vio-
lated woman's hody. Blows of brutal
strength had sheared limbs from torso,
the face was mashed to an unreeog-
nizable mass with the spade’s long
handle, the top of the head had been
beaten to o bloody softness with a
board wrenched from the coffin’y
headboard.

And beside the grave, in the mud of
last night's rain, were footprints,
long, slender footprints, the sort of
tracks a well-shod eﬂntleman s hoots’
might leave.

“A clue! At last, o etue!™" the de-
tectives exclaimed. But. Iike all pre
vious ones, this elue led nowhere. The
soft, moist earth held the prints up to
the cemetery’s very gate; but the pav-
ing flints of the strect outside had no
testimony to offer. Even if the mis-
creant had left fracks of his muddy
boots on the stones, the very rain that
had maode the footprints visible in the
cemetery would have washed away
all traces dong before the officers pe-
rived.

Hard pressed though they were by
other duties, the police assigned
guards to Pére la Chaise, and the dep-
redations ceased—at Pére la Chaise.

But another cemetery, less than a
mile away, was entered, and the body
of a little girl, a ehild but two years
past her first communion, was dragged
from a three-year concession and
shamefully maltreated.

Journalism, then as now, was avidly
on the trail of scandal, and the Paris
press began resting from its politica!
tirades to abuse the police. Republic-
an and-Royalist papers were in har-
mony on this theme; one and all they
called for the immediate apprehension
of the monster who disturbed the re-
pose of the blessed dead or the resig-
?ation of an impotent prefect of po-
ice.

Yet all efforts were unavailing
When all cemeteries were nnder doin:-
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ble guard, the human hyena never put
in an appearance. Let the guard be
relieved for but a single night, and
some¢ poor woman's body lay un-
carthed and horribly mangled under
next morning’s sun,

All these things the prefect of po-
lice thought of as he smoked his acrid
cigar in his cabinet and drummed up-
on the polished surface of his desk.
‘“Morbleu!’’ he muttered. ,'‘ We must
seize this monster, this assassin of the
sleep of the dead. We must; we must;
we must!’’

But how{ The fellow’s knowledge
of preparations for his apprehension
was uncanny. Almost, it seemed,
some unfaithful member of the police
establishment was giving him infor-
mation. How else explain his absence
from guarded cemeteries, his inevi-
table raids upon thase not protected
with gun and bayonet !

‘“Ah, ha, I have it!’’ The prefect
sat suddenly forward in his chair and
rang for his orderly. ‘‘Send for the
armorer,”’ he ordered, when his call
was answered ; ‘‘this assassia shall ap-
prehend himself. We will sct a trap
for him. The plan is formed; now
‘let us to work. Nom d’un nom! Why
did I never think of this beforefi’’

Rapidly, the prefect sketched his
plan for the criminal’s apprehension,
the gunsmith he had summoned nod-
ding understandingly at intervals.
““Can you do it?’’ the prefect asked,
at length.

““Yes, Monsicur,”’ the armorer an-
swered, ‘I am quite certain it can
be arranged.”’

Iurried preparations took place in
the  matériel department of police
headquarters all next day. Before
twilight faded into night, the wally of
every cemetery throughout Paris bris-
tled with spring guns so cleverly ar-
ranged that any one attempting to
enter the graveyards except through
their gatcs must necessarily come in
contact with concealed wires which,
touched never so lightly, would dis-

. cessions.
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charge the cocked and doubly loaded
muskets. With these automatic sen-
tries on duty before the city’s graves,
the prefect was able te reduce his hu-
man guards to one pr two en for
each burying ground, leaving some
seore or more gendarmes free for pa-
troling the troubled city'’s streets.

UTUMN ripened into winter.

Louis Napoleon Bonaparte, neph-
ew of Napoleon the Great, was chosen
president of the new republic by an
overwhelming vote and was trium-
phantly inaugurated on the twenticth
of December. With a relative of the
‘‘Little Corporal’’ at its head, the
young republic felt assured of con-
tinued existence, and the Paris police
were able to turn their attention from
sedition hunting to thief catching.
The palmy days of crime were ended,
and the press ceased its abuse of the
police. But the human hyena was
still at large.

Almost with the establishment of
the spring guns in the cemeteries, his
nocturnal raids ceased, and the pre-
fect was about to relieve the grave-
yard guards and dismount the guns
when— '

On a rainy, dismal night in Marech,
1849, the gendarmes stationed at St.
Parnasse cemetery huddled for shel-
ter beneath the pentice of the chapel.
The rain, wind-driven between the
leafless branches of the poplar trees,
beat dismally down upon the age-
stained marble tomhs and the rough,
unsodded mounds of the ten-year con-
Off by the further wall of
the cemetery, beneath their ghastly
white wooden signboards, the five and
threc-year concessions secmed to cow-
cr from the storm. These were the
graves of the poorer dcad, for in
France there were four classes of
burials besides those of the Potters’
Field. First were those rich enough
to own their tombs or grave lots in
perpetuity. They slept the long, long
slcep of death wuundisturbed. Nest
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came the ten-year concessionaires,
whose relatives had bought them the
right to lie in moderately deep graves
for a decade, after which they would
be exhumed and deposited in a com-
mon charnel-house, all trace of their
identity lost. The five-year conces-
sions graves were scarcely deeper than
the height of the coffins they enclosed,
and their repose was limited to half
a decade, while the three-ycar conces-
sions (placed nearest the cemetery
walls) were merely mounds of earth
heaped over coffins resting on the sur-
face of the ground, destined to be
broken down and emptied thirty-six
months after their tenants’ burial.

‘“Pardien!’’ one of the gendarmes
swore, sinking lower under his water-
proof cape, ‘‘What a night—and
what a place. Better a thousand times
the battlefield than such a patrol. The
shout of conflict, the crash of musket-
l'y—”

Bang! The report of a discharged
rifle cut through his words, and a
streak of yellow-red fire tore the rain-
drenched darkness above the wall be-
yond the three-year concessions.

““Nom d’un coq!"”’ exclaimed the
startled gendarme, leaping to his feet
and grasping his sable hilt. ‘It is
he; the canaille has come!”’

Together the officers raced across
the boggy graves, their drawn swords
glistening dully in the rain. Impeded
in their progress by the mud and
darkness, they were in time to see a
dark figure in a military mantle leap
the wall and disappear in the gloom.

Marks of blood, however, gave evi-
dence the spring gun’s bullet had
struck its mark, and a scrap of blue
cloth eclinging to one of the iron
spikes with which the wall was topped
afforded an added clue to the ravisher
of the graves.

““Un soldat!”’ the elder of the gen-
darmes pronounced. ‘‘Alas, that a
follower of that mnoble profession
should sink to such a crime!”’

131

Next morning the search was on in
earnest. From barracks to barracks
the gendarmes went, inquiring if any
of the military personnel had reported

himself suffering from gunshot
wounds.
Almost immediately they found

their man in the person of Lieutenant
Bertrand, a junior officer of an infan-
try regiment stationed in the capital.
Not only did this young man show
such a wound as would match the
spring gun’s ball, but his eloak was
ripped by some sharp instrument, and
the fragment of cloth in the gen-
darmes’ possession matched the rent.
Their circumstantial case was com-
plete.

The wounded man was confined un-
der puard at Vale de Grace hospital
till his wound was healed, then placed
on trial,

In England or America his hearing
would have been before a civil tribu-
nal, for (during time of peace) in
these countries the civil power is sepa-
rate from and superior to the mili-
tary; but France, though a republic,
was still imbued with continental Eu-
ropean ideas of jurisprudence, main-
taining one general law for the citizen-
ry and anether, or administrative sys-
tem, for the military and official
classes, Consequently, it was not a
civil eriminal court, but a court-mar-
tial, which heard Bertrand’s case.

The judge advocate was rclieved of
the necessity of proving his case, for
the young lieutenant made a free con-
fession, revealing one of the most
amazing storics ever detailed before a
Jjudicial inquiry. )

He was twenty-three years of age,

‘excellently educated, having been a

student at the theological seminary at
Langes from eerly youth until, at the
age of twenty, he had entered the
army with a junior lieutenant’s ‘com-
mission, He was a young man of re-
tiring habits, frank and cheerful to
his comrades in arms, and beloved by
every mcember of his regiment from
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the colonel to the newest conseript
private. Numbers of his brother offi-
cers testified to his almost feminine
delicacy of refincment, and to the
faet that he was, at times, seized with
inexplicable fits of depression and
melancholy, none of which, however,
led to sullenness with his superiors
or equals, or churliness with his in-
feriors.

According to his own statement,
made under oath, in February, 1847,
as he was walking with a friend in
the country, he came to a churchyard,
the gatc of which stood open. The
day before a woman had been buried,
but the sexton had not completed his
melancholy task of filling the grave,
having been interrupted by a sudden
storm of rain,

Bertrand had noticed the spade and
pick lying beside the partially filled
grave, and, getting rid of his friend
by a ruse, he caught up the spade and
began hurriedly to unearth the coffin.

To quote from his statement:

‘“Sopn I dragged the corpse out
of the grave and began to hash it with
the spade without well knowing what
Y wag about. A laborer saw me, and 1
laid myself flat to the ground (ventre
a lerre) till he was out of sight; then
I cast the body back into the grave.

“I then went away, bathed in a
cold sweat, to a little grove, where I
reposed for several lours, notwith-
standing the cold rain which fell. I
was in a state of complete exhaustion.
When I arcse, my limbs were as brok-
cn and my head was weak. The same
prostration and sensation followed
each attack.”’

The prisoner had suffered no fur-
ther attack during the subsequent
four or five months, and had begun to
regard his rural experience as a fit
of temporary madness—indeed, he
sometimes wondered whether it had
not been simply a sort of waking
nightmare, and had actually never oc-
curred at all.
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In the summer of 1848 his regiment
was ordered for duty to Paris, and
among the sights he visited was the
cemetery of P2re la Chaise. While
walking through the shadowy alleys
of this great metropolis, the irresisti-
ble craving to mutilate a corpse swept
over him like a flood.

That night he scaled the cemetery’s
wall, disinterred a body and cut it to
pieces.

This was the beginning of the mys-
terious cases of ghoulism which had
s0 baflled and puzzled the police of the
French eapital.

At first, Bertrand stated, the mor-
hid fits followed an overindulgence in
wine (his life at the seminary had
been most abstemiouns) ; but later they
came upon him without execiting
cause,

Though police records failed to dis-
close so great a number, Lieutenant
Bertrand stated he had unearthed
twenty-five hodies, several of them be-
ing men. These last he had ‘‘gloated
over,”’ but never dismembered, this
fiendishuess being exercised only upon
fernale corpses.

Army physicians and several emi-
nent civilian praectitioners subjected
the young man to such tests as science
of that day afforded, and pronounced
him sane. The finding of the court
was, therefore, that he be slorn of his
buttons and insignia of rank and his
sword broken in the presence of his
regiment, after which he be confined
in a disciplinary barracks for the
period of one year and be dishonor-
ably dlsclmrged from the army.

The sentence was carried out,

'HE case of this unfortunate
young man presents many
interesting questions for the med-
jcal jurist. Taking his early life
and training into account, and re-
membering how he must have
lived almost entirely in unworld-
ly surroundings, apart from
wholesome feminine society, it is
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not very difficuit to imagine the
basis of his original perversion
To use a good, though much over-
worked and loosely employed
term, he was the vietim of a
““complex’’; that is, a series of
emotionally accentuated ideas in
0 repressed state.

Like Gilles de Laval, the Sire
de Retz, whose case has already
been discussed.® the celebrated
‘“Jack, the Ripper,”" whose
crimes mystified the London pe-
lice a generation ago. and the in-
famous Marquis de Sade. Lieu-
tenant Bertrand nnquestionably
suffered from that form of mental
derangement known to modera
psyehiatrists as algolagnia. cou-
pled, perhaps, with what is ealled
coprophilia, ot a pathological
liking for filth, this last being
shown by his desire to associate
with interred corpses.

His periods of great excitement
while indulging his disgusting
mania fer the mutilation of dead
bodies. and the following periods
of profound lassitude, all point
plainly to this in the light of
modern psychiatry, though these
same symptoms were the canse of
some odd speculations by several
observers of the case.

* fec Article I of this series, “Bluebeord,”

October, 1923, Weird Tales. (This moga-
zine was the first to Rave the courage io
make public the shocking revclations of
the original “Blucbeard's” trial.)

The late Dr. Sabine Baring-
Gould, a profound stadent of folk
lore and anthropology, naively
suyzgested Bertrand to be the vic-
tim of demoniacal possession;
while Elliott O 'Donnell believes
(or afteets to beliege) him a were-
woll!

To substantiate this surprising
theory. he tells of a younz French
woman. one Constance Armande,
who was suddenly seized with an
uncontrollable desive to enter a
house of mourning, seize the body
Iving in its open coffin. and eat
portions of it. Two cases of luna-
ey cited to prove one absurd
superstition !

Whatever the facts of Ber-
trand’s case, it is not to be denied
he suffered a great injnstice
through the sentence of the court-
martial, sinee the erimes he com-
mitted were obviously of a patho-
logical origin. and by his own
statement committed under the
urge of an irresistible impulse.
His moral sense told him he was
doing a wrong, but. able though
he was to distinguish the crimi-
nal nature of his acts, he was
unable to resist the dictates of
his mania.*®

** In these circumstonees, a perfoct defense

of insanity might have been legally raised.
See Clark, or any other gtomdard work on
Criminal an —8. Q.

Seabury Quinn, author of this series of «Weird

Crimes,” has prepared for you a startling
series of «Noted Witcheraft

Cases.”

Watch for them in

WEIRD TALES



