Here’s a Quaint Little Fantasy
Born of Whimsical Imagination

The Man Who Dared to Know

By JUNIUS B. SMITH

HE MAN \WHO DARED TO
KNOW elomaul the ook he was
reading and studied its binding

with (ke eye of a connvisseur,
employed many experls lu garner Lhe
data recorded ou the engraved puges
between its brownish-red, fexible feath-
ern covers, L wus lhe wencubogical
record of  himsell, Junes Windsor
Bournctle, {ust of his line of -Bouruettes.

e had slarted the work some twenty
years before, und hud spent thousands
of dollary on il; und at lust the com-
pleted book was in his handy. e wus
glad to huvo finished his resenreh. Le
would huve traced his unccstry to the
dawn of ereation . :. perforce ho
stopped - because u forbear, who-bad
come out of the wilderness, told not
whence he hud come. Well, it was quite
a span : himself at one end; at the other,
(he ancestrul being who hud wooed with
u ¢lub and talked a langmage now dead
und forgotton.

He thought of the money spent upon
this reeord. A hundredfold more would
he spend could he but vivify the pages
and see the deeds of those whe had gone
before him. :

The rvom was lighled by the blazing
tive of un open grate, llc walched the
daneing Aames until his eyes were weary
and his lids c'osed. Tle would let faney

wenvo u pieture for cach page of the

recerd ho bad made.

A strange voice culled his nume.  The
leg of u chair dragged with mufffed ca-
dence aguinst the woft carpeting of the
room. lle opened his eyes, Seuted some
fowr or tive feet distant, wus a muan of
wonderful physique, dark-complexioned,
eyes with the glint of twin atars through
u clovdless night, teeth of ivory showing
es he smiled an unfathomable smile and
clasped the arms of tho mshogany chair
in_which le sat.

‘““You wished to see me.”” I{ was o
statement, positive and in even tone, as
though the verb were used advisedly.

‘‘See you! Surely you are mis
tlken—"

‘*About your ancestors.”

Bournette sat upright.

*‘Your pedigree is not complete,’” the
vigitor went on.

He had -

‘“Tt is v complele us humun researcl
can make 1."

tle shook his heud:
older than yours.’

Bournette's first annoyance had pus-
sed. Whoever he was, perhaps hiy vis-
ilor ulso made u hobby of gencalogical
vesearch. Their Jines might even merge
at wome poii(, as wus frequently the cuse.
A man had [wo pavents, four grand-par-
entw; cight greal grandparenly, und %0 on.
till, theuretically, the world would uot
have held the people a few ygenerations
would muke. Practienlly, however, they
Tun inio each other—lines came together
time and aguin. Blood streams flowed
liko Huctuating rivers, leaving islands
here and there, narrowing 1o o tenuoas
threud, spreading here and there, dis-
appearing, perchance, as in tho sands of
the all-consuming dexert.

As for himself, he had traced hix own
blood buck through devious channels
until ity wource became lost in antiquity,
the farthest removed authentic ancestor
being he who liud wooed with a elub,
had come out of the wilderness from
nowhere and had told no one who he
wus. "

Bournetle leaned . forward und re
garded the other intently, eyes spark-
ling. ““You have older records thun
mine . . . but tell me ... give me
proof . . . and you can charge your
own price if they pass serutiny.’’

““My records are not for sale; but--
waleh!” o

He got up and crossed to a camers of
which Bourpette for the first time be-
came coguizant. He focused it egainat
one pale green-tinted wall, then waved
a hand:

‘‘Behold!] An abcestor of yours in
the Stone Age, beating to death an ani-
mal for food. Observe the club he is
using: note the skins he is wearing for
protection from the elements; see the
hairy arms and legs, the knotted museles,
the low, receding forehead. Your blood
and his are the same.”’

It wiés_all eclever trickéry, of course.
Some grafting photographer was show-
ing him feked pictures for a purpose not
yet disclosed. Yet he said nothing, for
another picture had come npon the wall.

**1 huve recurds

‘1 can show you the meanderings of
your blood-streums, from youwrself, till
your slimy uncestors came vut of the sen.
But—if you look —it will destroy your
peaee of mind uatil you ure guthered to
your fathers.’*

“And  whal does il profit yout”
HBournetle found voiee to ask.

*Kind must seek its kind; the restless
consort with the restless. ) would have
compguy in my suftering.’”” His men-
uer way intensely serious.

*‘Show me things nv one but myself
knows,”’ Bournelie temporized.

Tho stranger turned to his camera and
Bournette saw himsel)f uy of the present.
An histus, and secrel cvents were de-
picted. e suw his lifc wenve back to
the duys of his boyhvod—to the river,
in which he had died save for a piece of
foating wood cuught in agonizing strug.
gle. 'There ugainst orders from home,
he never told.

lle saw his most sacred castles in the
sir, the soul. travail through which he
had one time pussed.

“Go on!" he excluimed in exquisite
lorture. **Show me who I um, whence
[ came, whither [ muy go.” :

*Of the future, it is not given for me
to suy, DBut the pust—aguin 1 warn you
« . . Dare yc tuke the risk?"

Bournette laughed shortly. I will
take the risk. |--dare—to—know."”

A man, naked, suve covered with myt-
ted hair, mquatted before u firo, The
burning sticks pointed Jike the spokes of
s wheel. [Forked stakes driven into the
ground supported acruss the flame &
green stick upon which was some meat.
It wus the leg of an animal . , , It was
the leg of —a—maen!

““QGood God!" cried Bournette.

The picture changed. A beautifal
woman, dressed in Fichest medieval silks,
flashed before his vision, )

‘‘Honored in history: You descend
through her.”

A child was spirited away and given
to thé heathen—become as of another
race.

“Her child. No ome knew, save her-
self. The fatber died that he might not
uu‘"



Bourneite watched the child grow and
become a mighty hunter; watched him
vise to the command of his nomedic
tribe; suw depicted the wars that netted
1o himself and tribal members, mothers
for their children. He shuddered in
fascinated horror.

Abruptly another form appeared: An
impansioned orutor, in Roman tuuie, was
haranguing an excited mob. Wordy fell
from his lipy in liquid fire. Bournette
found himself on feet, wildly checring
what the orutor—his kinsmon~—said.

Then he fell buck inte his leathern
chuir.

HROUGHOUT the night seenex

recled before him, not in sequence,

but snatebed here and there, out of for-

gotlen history —out of the secrel lives

of his progenitors. 1le sul eathralled,

experiencing the yamut of Luman emo-
tions.

The fire in the grate burned low. 1le
rose and replenished its fuel, then look
hiu seal again,

*“You have nol shown me my imme-
diate forbears,”’ he poinied out when the
night was nearly done.

‘““Your parents, you meant’’

THE MAN WHO DARED TO ENOW

‘ Precisely— parents, grandparents,
great grandparents. Let me look upon
somo faces T would recogmize.’’

‘“And some that you would not. It
wero wise that you see no further.”’

“T would see it all,"”” Bournette iu-
visted,

“Yet . .. your parents.
best to forego seeing them.””

“You imply 1"’

**Nothing."’

‘‘Then proceed with the pictures, But
hefore you do—Who are you, anyway?’’

Mis vivitor regarded him intently,
fully a minule, before he nnwwered
Then he said:

**1 am the one you have summoned tv
your presence, [ am the one come to
wreck your house upon the sands. The
lives of othery are their own and woe
unto him who seeks to wrest from them
their scerets. Behold! . ., The prico
you pay for transcending the bounds of
material self.”’

He turned and flung on the wall a
picture of two strange people.

““Your perents: their meeting: their
wooing: their marriage: the child that
wag born to them.

“Yourself; your early life: the ado-
ration of your fatber and mother; their

It wers

n

poverty: Starvation. It threatens to
lay hand upon you:

‘“The sacrifice! You are taken away

and given to another: Ilistory ever re- -

pests itself, with variations.

““Your foster parents, whom you al-
wuys thoughl your own.”

Bournette sprang to his feel amd
closed his cyes in agony. ‘‘My God!
My God! It can’t bo true!””

The other laughed with ironie fend-
ishnesy,

“But my parenls! Whero are they?
Do they live? Their namex? Can [ find
them? Rhare with them my wealth!™
His hands groped for support, ux he

‘reeled. againgt the luble beside which he

had been silting throughout the night.

And his visitor mocked him: **T told
thee thou couldst not ask of the fulure.™

Silence cume down ax a pall. Some
way Bournetlo knew it was the end. e
opened his eyes. Of the visitor, or his
camera, there was not u sigu.

One hand, still upon the table, touched
& leathern-bound voulume, viewed with
s0 muih pride the wight Dbefore. lle
picked up the book and rifled ils leaves.
Then he tossed it into the fire and stag-
gered from the room.
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