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Ghe SEVE
by

VICTOR
ROUSSEAU

4

“The fingers struck the notes clearly,
leaping from string to string as the bow
scraped across them”

R. IVAN BRODSKY put
D down the .morning paper

with a long whistle, got up,
put his hands in his pockets, and
paced the room eontinuously. ‘‘Too
bad! Too bad!’’ he kept repeating.

During the months that I had lived
with him and assisted him in the
psychical investigations which he ear-
ried on, I had learned one thing
above all others—to let him tell his
story in his own way. So I waited
until he was ready to speak. I could
not conceive what he had read that
had so agitated him, and my aston-
ishment was increased fourfold when
he came and stood by my side, wip-
ing the tears from his eyes unaffect-
edly.

‘“‘Rose Celaye is dead,’’ he volun-
teered finally.

I tried to murmur something ap-
propriate, but I must confess that
the announcement did not stir me
greatly. Of course, like most others,
I had heard of that wonderful woman

NOTE.—This is the seventh of a series of stor-

jes, each complete in itself, dealing with Dr.
Ivan Brodsky, “The Surgeon of Souls.”
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cellist who had blazed her trium-
phant path through all the capitals
of Europe and America, from Buenos
Aires to Moscow. I had seen the
notice of her death, in her thirty-fifth
year, and had forgotten that the doe-
tor, like every Pole, had a passionate
loeve for musie.

““You knew her, perhaps, doctor?’’
I faltered.

‘‘Not in the body,’’ said Brodsky,
quite simply, as though drawing
some obvious distinetion. ‘‘But what
does that matter? I heard her play.
I heard her in Carnegie I1all when
she went to New York last year. And
dead! Rose Celaye dead!”’

Presently he came and sat down at
my side.

‘“The world is poorer today than
it was yesterday,’”’ he said to me.
““Rose Celayc was the greatest cell-
ist of the day; it she had lived five
vears longer she would have been the
greatest that ever lived. But she was
more than a great player—she was a
woman of the most noble nature. She
was never spoiled by the ﬂatteglthat
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she received. She lived just as sim-
ple, unaffected a life as always, de-
voting all her income bheyond the
amount necessary tor living to the
ceneouragement of poor artists. And
only five years ago, when princes and
millionaires ‘were at her feet, she
married a8 poor clerk in a lawyer’s
office, fc. iove. 1 believe their lives
were ideally happy. I met him once;
he oftered to introduee me to his
wife, but I would not meet Ler. You
sce, I had heard her play. 1 did not
vvant to meet her in the flesh.”’

UR psychical investigations occu-

pied much of our time about
that period, and this conversation
made little impression on me. -It
must have been four or five months
afterward that it was recalled vivid-
ly to my mind when I entered the
doctor’s office a little late one morn-
ing and saw upon the hall table, as 1
went in, the eard of a visitor, en-
graved ‘‘Auguste Celaye.”’ Inside,
the man was taking off his gloves. He
was about five-and-thirty years of
age, as I should judge, a Creole in
appearance, and possessed a striking
and dignified demeanor.

“Dr. Brodsky,”” he began, when
we had been introduced, ‘‘you will
have no recollection of me, of course,
although I once had the pleasure of
making your acquaintance for a few
moments at a reception.’’

“On the contrary, I remember you
very well,”’ replied the doctor.

“I am extremely glad of it,”’ re-
turned the young man cordially, ‘‘be-
cause it will make my mission easier.
I am not, of course, unacquainted
with the reputation that has come to
you from your remarkable investiga-
tions in psychic affairs. I have al-
ways believed in sueh things, and so
did my wife. Curiously enough, she
often expressed the wish to meet
you, and the fact that I did not in-
troduce you to her that afternoon was
the cause of our only disagreement.
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Before her death she and I often dis-
cussed the possibility of the spirit
making itself manifest to mortals,
and we resolved that, whichever died
first, he or she would return to give
proof of immortality to the other.

‘“‘Her death, as you know, was
comparatively sudden. She lingered
in a semi-conscious state for perhaps
two hours after we realized that the
end was approaching. Toward the
last her mind grew clearer, and she
motioned to me to bend over her. In
a very weak voice she told me that
she was going to give me the proof
we had always spoken of. She would,
if possible, play for me her transerip-
tion of the wonderful ‘Heartbeat
March’' from the seventh symphony
of Beethave.: upon her cello. It was
her favoritc piecc, and mine. And
then, just beforc she died, she spoke
your name,

““After her death I was wild with
grief. I locked away all her posses-
sions in a room of our apartment and
would not allow anyone to touch
them. I traveled for some months,
and arrived back last week. Time
had softened my excess of sorrow, as
1 supposc it must, though the grief
will, I know, e perrzanent. And
then, for the first time, 1 dared to
think of her promise. But so great
was my dread of disappointment that
for several days I could not bring
myself to unlock the door of the room
in which her things were stored.
Finally I brought myself to it, took
out her bow and cello, which had
rested there, untuned, untouched, for
months, and placed them in my room
and waited in the darkmess. But
nothing occurred, and at last I went
to bed and soon fell into a sound
sleep.

“It must have been shortly after
midnight that I awoke with a start.
I had dreamed of hideous discords,
and the dream was verified. Upon
my ears there burst the wildest, most
terrible medley of sounds that I have
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ever heard. They crashed out upon
the instrument in the most grotesque
manner imaginable, and yet, horrible
as it was, the time and aceentuation
seemed to be those of the seventh
symphony.

‘“You can imagine my horror. I
sprang from the bed and struck a
mateh., Instantly the sounds ceased,
and yet, when I drew near, I saw the
strings quivering, as though the hand
ef the ghostly visitant had barely left
them., That night I heard no more,
but every night since then that hor-
rible noise awakens me at the same
time. It lasts about as long as the
movement from the symphony, and it
has the inexorable rhythm of that re-
lentless ‘Heartbeat March’ by which
Beethoven suggested the march of
life from birth to death, ‘from the
grave to the grave;’” but it is a
cacophony of hideous dissonances,
and it is always the same. I know
the fearful tune by heart—if tune it
can be called. And all day long it
haunts me in imagination. So I
should have gone mad if the remem-
brance of you had not suddenly come
to me last night when I was at the
summit of my suffering.

““I took the first train from New
York this morning, found your ad-
dress in the telephone book, and have
come to beg you to solve the mystery.
Have I gone insane and do I imagine
it? Or is it that my wife has for-
gotten music in her present condition
of existence? If that be so, if ehar-
acter so change, what does remain of
us? Or is it some devil that has
eome back to mock and torture me?’’

He ceased, and, overcome by his
emotion, leaned his head upon his
hand and regarded Brodsky intently.

“You are satisfied that these
sounds are produced without any hu-
man agency?’’ he asked.

‘“ Absolutely,”’ the young man re-
plied. ‘‘Moreover, they are pro-
duced by some intelligent being, for
the sounds are precisely the same on
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each oceasion. It is almost as though
some travesty of the seventh sym-
phony had been written out, so
identical is each performance with
the last.”’

‘‘Then,’’ said Brodsky, ‘‘you have
actually the proof of immortality
that you demanded. What matter
the details of it? Why seek further
elucidation? Is it that the human
heart will not believe?’’

‘“No,’’ replied Celaye steadily. ‘It
is because I fear that the sounds are
made by some devil assuming her
identity.”’

‘““Well, we’ll have to go and see,’’
returned the doetor. ‘‘It’s mo use
forming hypotheses. Today we have
some work that must be finished here;
tomorrow my assistant and I will be
at your apartment at 7 o’clock in the
evening.’’

CELAYE departed reluctantly, leav-
ing us an address in the portion
of New York City that adjoins
Columbia University. On our arriv-
ing at his apartment house, a plain
but comfortable-looking structure,
the elevator boy took us up to where
Celaye stood waiting for us.

When we had concluded a very
pleasant meal Celaye led us into the
large room which he used both as a
bedroom and a sitting room.

In one corner, propped up against
the wall, was the cello, the bow beside
it. Brodsky advanced to inspeet it.
Instantly Celaye darted in front of
him, his eyes blazing angrily, to bar
the doctor’s progress.

‘“You shall not touch it!’’ he eried.
‘“No hand but mine has ever been
Iaid upon it sinee she died.”’

Brodsky stopped short and looked
at Celaye with mild indignation.

‘I beg your forgiveness,’’ said the
young man humbly, transformed
once more back to his mormal con-
dition. ‘‘But I ean not allow you to
touch it. It is a foolish whim of mine
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—but I can not. I can not explain
it, but I must insist on this.”’

“My dear sir,”’ said Brodsky se-
verely, ‘‘it is not at all essential to
my purposes that I touch the instru-
ment. I did not desire to do so in
my capacity as doctor, but merely
from the natural interest that I take
in musical instruments of such an-
tiquity.”’

The young man flashed out eagerly.
““You recognize it?’’ he asked in de-
light. ““It is a genuine Carroba,
made at Leghorn, in 1729. Pray look
at it.”’ He turned it for Brodsky’s
inspection, but all the while seemed
ready to spring tc the defense of it.

“Such old instruments have a
-peculiar psychic value,”’ said Brod-
sky thoughtfully. ‘‘Well, will it play
for us if we put out the lights?”’

We lowered the gas, but not a
sound came from the instrument.

‘It only plays at 1 in the morn-
ing,”’ said Celaye. ‘‘That was the
hour at which she died,”’ he added.

‘““Well, sir,”’ said Brodsky, *I
doubt very much whether it would
play for us all tonight, even if we
were to sit up till that hour. Es-
pecially since you told me that the
sounds cease the moment that you
light the gas. It is controlled evi-
dently by some power that is most
delicately attuned. As you may
know, the soul that returns to earth
is by no means a free being, able to
communicate with the survivor upon
all possible topics. Were this so, we
should have learned from such wan-
dering beings the secrets of their
own state. By a wise provision, the
soul can return only for some spee-
ial cause; the mother to -watch over
her babe; the wife to prove her con-
tinued existenec to her husband; the
miser to reveal some hidden hoard.
The soul that returns is responsive to
one single emotion. Therefore, our
presence alone would serve t6 neu-
tralize this.”’
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““Is there no way, then?’’ cried
Celaye despairingly.

‘‘There is one way,’’ said Brodsky
thoughtfully. ‘‘But it is a danger-
ous way, and I would resort to it only
upon your solemn pledge that you
will never again resort to it so long
as you live. It is the way so wisely
forbidden by Moses, the great law-
giver, the way that Saul utilized at
En-Dor—the seance. By the united
electrical powers of our bodies, we
can, when seated in a circle, bring
about the effects we seek. But there
are hosts of evil agencies ready to
rush in and usurp the functions of
our minds. We must hold no com-
merce with these, give them no free-
hold over us. If, therefore, we sit
tonight, may I have your promise
never to do so again?’’

“I promise,’”’ replied the young
man solemnly. .

When this had been done we put
out the gas lights and seated our-
selves around the instrument in such
a manner that, without touching it,
we could, by extending and joining
hands, completely encircle it. Thus
we waited in silence for five, ten,
twenty minutes. But nothing oe-
curred, no sound came to break the
silence.

“It will not play; I know it,’’ said
Celaye abruptly, rising and lighting
the gas jets sullenly. He stood in the
center of the apartment over the in-
strument, glaring at us defiantly.
The doctor smiled.

‘“At least you have one consola-
tion,’” he said. “‘If it had been some
mocking spirit that struck the strings
it would have come to us. We can
dismiss that hypothesis. Well, sup-
pose you put us up here for the
night.”’

“] will,”” said the young man
eagerly, his face clearing. It was
evident to me that his swift moods
were rather the result of his nervous
tension than of a difficult nature.
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‘“There is a bedroom adjoining; I
will leave the door open and you
shall make yourselves comfortable
there. If it does not play tonight, at
least I shall be free from those ter-
rible jangles that haunt me.”’

While he was searching for pillows
and bedding I cross-questioned Brod-
sky upon the failure of his plan.

“I will tell you frankly why I
made that suggestion,’’ he said to me.
““As I remarked, if it had been some
devil, as I suspected, that played the
jangles, it would have come eagerly.
As you know, the difficulty at the
seance table is not to obtain com-
munication, but to keep off the lying,
prankish elemental spirits that as-
sume the names and personalities of
the departed. Had any such creature
come I should have made some con-
ventional excuses to Celaye and de-
parted. The fact that nothing oc-
curred is highly satisfactory. The
good spirit returns to this earth plane
only with great difficulty and tra-
vail. Well, there will be nothing for
us to do except to wait.”’

We resolved not to undress, but to
sleep or rest upon the coverlets. We
sat up together until elose upon mid-
night, spending what would other-
wise have been a very pleasant eve-
ning. Our host was a man of vast
information and much culture, and,
by tacit consent, no further word
was spoken regarding the object of
our visit. Shortly before midnight
Celaye began to yawn.

“I always become uncommonly
sleepy about this hour,”’ he said.
“With your permission I will leave
you and go to bed as though you were
not here, so as to reproduce as nearly
as possible the exact conditions of
other nights.”’

“A very excellent suggestion,’’
said Brodsky approvingly. ‘‘Well,
we will retire also, and I think the
door may be as nearly closed as pos-
sible without preventing our hearing
anything that may happen.’’
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We put out the gas in our room
and talked in whispers.

‘“That sleepiness of Celaye’s is
promising,’’ said Brodsky confident-
ly. ‘‘Sleep is an invariable precursor
of psychic phenomena, as you have
found. Don’t let yourself be over-
powered, though, and in about an
hour we shall hear something of
interest, unless I am very much mis-
taken. I only hope the sounds are
loud enough to reach us. To one in
such a disturbed condition as Celaye
the least murmur may appear a
thunderelap.”’

SMILE when I recall the doctor’s

words. In spite of my resolution
I had fallen into a light doze—and
Brodsky afterward confessed to me
that he, too, had yielded to sleep—
when I was awakened by a furious,
grating noise in the large room. I
was wide awake in an instant. The
cello was moaning like a tortured
man. Thunderous discords fell from
it, the strings grated and crackled as
though some lunatic were at the in-
strument. I rushed to the door, but
Brodsky held me back.

““It will cease if you enter,’”’ he
whispered.

Never do I hope to hear such music
again. And, what made it more hor-
rible, there seemed to be some meth-
od in the playing of it; there were
fearful parodies of motifs and
phrases, the fingers struck the notes
clearly, leaping from string to string
as the bow squeaked and scraped
across them. A moment later the
door was flung into our faces as Ce-
laye burst into the room.

““I can not bear it,”’ he cried. ‘It
is not she; that would be too hor-
rible. Light a mateh, for the love of
heaven!”’

The doctor found and struck one,
and on the instant the noise ceased.
Brodsky and I ran across the room
and inspected the instrument. The
strings were still vibrating, but no
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sound came from them. We stared
at one another in astonishment. Then
we heard Celaye sobbing iri the next
room. It took the doctor half an hour
to restore him to his normal self.

“I can not help you,’”’ he said at
length, when Celaye was dressed and .
we three sat once more in the gas--
light. ‘‘If I had anything from
which to obtain inferences—but I am
helpless here. The world of psychie
phenomena is an unmapped chart;
we are only beginning to explore the
coasts and boundaries. But one thing
I would advise you: destroy the in-
strument.”’

‘““Never!”’ cried Celaye, his face
aflame. ‘‘She has come to me, she
has tried to make herself intelligible,
to give me the sign I asked for.’’

““Well, I will not be responsible
for your sanity,’’ said Brodsky curt-
ly.
““A lot I care for that,”’ retorted
Celaye, laughing bitterly. ‘‘Man,”’
he 4dded fiercely, snatching at the
doctor’s arm, ‘‘don’t you understand
what is troubling me? My wife lived
for her music; she lived in it, it was
all in life to her, execept perhaps my
love. And am I to believe that, once
she has ‘put on the garments of im-
mortality,’ she has lost all her knowl-
cdge of it, so that she ean only play
Jangled, hideous mockeries of what
she tries? Why, if that be so, then
indeed death changes us beyond all
recognition; we are mno longer the
same personalities that we have heen,
but something different. We spend
our lives developing ourselves, our
finer natures, we hope and dream that
it is not for nothing. And now—
must I believe that all this is thrown
away upon the rubbish heap and that
we become mere helpless automata?
Answer me, answer!’’

His grief was pitiful to witness.
But argument with him would have
been impossible. His mind was be-
yond reason, tottering as it was up-
on the borderland of madness.
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““I do not think that is so,’’ Btrbd-
sky replied.

“Think!’’ shouted Celaye, spring-
ing to his feet, his face distorted with
passion. ‘‘You are an impostor, sir.
I asked you here in good faith, hep-
ing that you could give me back my
faith and confidence, and you came
looking upon the matter as an ex-
periment, You care rothing for my
grief, only for your own amusement.
Dr. Brodsky, I have the honor to
wish you good-night.”’

Brodsky faced him unmoved. His
cheek paled, but all his muscles were
under complete control.

‘““You have used hard words to
me,’’ he said. ‘‘Sometimes, indeed,
the wisest of physicians are at fault;
and then it is our reward to be ac-
cused of imposition. Well sir, it is
unnecessary for me to reply further
to your accusations. I wish you
good-night.”’

I thought Celaye would have come
to his senses then, but, to my aston-
ishment, he made no answer of any
kind. Instead he sank into a chair
and burst into a fit of hysterical
weeping. The doctor looked at him
in seeming irresolution for one mo-
ment; then, as though realizing the
impossibility of assisting him further,
he took his hat and followed me out
of the door. The sleepy elevator man
took us down-stairs.

‘““Well, it’s a hotel in town for us
tonight,”’ said Brodsky, as we
marched down the deserted street.
““‘There is a good hotel I used to visit
some twenty blocks from here. What
do you say to a walk?”’

I agreed, and we tramped on in
silence.

E MUST bave covered some half
a dozen blocks when Brodsky
stopped on a corner.
‘“Now why couldn’t I solve that
mystery?’’ he asked abruptly; and
(Continued on page 431)
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The Seventh
Symphony

(Continued from page 336)

then, without waiting for any reply,
he resumed his walk, muttering to
himself all the while. We covered
some six blocks more. Again the doc-
tor stopped. He clapped his hands
to his head, dislodging his hat, but
made no effort to recover it. When
I handed it to him he clapped it on
wrong side foremost. Suddenly he
rushed at me, grasped my hands in
his, and began working them like a
pump-handle in his excitement. I
had never seen him in so exuberant
a mood before.

““<And the children shall be
wise,” ’’ he cried, ‘‘ ‘and the wise
men shall be as children.” How does
the quotation run?’’ Then, linking
his arms through mine, he solemnly
turned me round, as though upon
parade, and we started back again
at a prodigious rate of speed.

‘““What is it? Have you-solved the
problem ?’’ I asked.

The doctor came to a full ket once
more,

““Do you mewan to tell meyou don’t
lmow?’’ he eried. And when I ad-
mitted my ignorance he burst into
peals of mighty laughter. He hur-
ried me along breathlessly. And yet
I knew in my heart that his happi-
ness was not for the solution which
he had found, but for the sake of
Celaye. We reached the apartment
at last, and the astonished elevator
boy, more sleepy than ever, took us
up and deposited us at Celaye’s door.
We rang six times before Celaye
came out, wild-eycd and haggard. He
stared at us, not in anger, but amaze-
ment.

“You—you were here before—
were you not?”’ he gasped. ‘‘My
mind must be unhinged. Yes, I re-
member it. You could not help me.
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And what was it I said to you, doe-
tor? Something unpleasant? If so,
forgive me.’’

The doctor flung his arm around
the young man’s shoulder and fairly
dragged him into the room. The cello
still stood propped against the wall.

““You wouldn’t let me touch it this
evening,’’ ecried Brodsky, snapping
his fingers playfully in the man’s
face. ‘‘A fig for your whims. Play
it yourself., Play the piece your wife
loved so well—play her transcription
of the ‘Heartbeat March’ from the
seventh symphony.’’ He swung Ce-
laye round until he faced him. ‘‘Play
it,”’ he repeated, looking into his
eyes.

Celaye’s face grew fixed. He could
no longer resist. Mechanically he
walked across the room, took the bow
from the floor, where it still lay, drew
up a chair, and settled himself before
the instrument. He drew the bow
across the strings.

And agajn that rush of thunderous
discords broke from the ecelio. ™t
squeaked. and groaned, and:the bow
rattled ani seraped and whined. Ce-
laye’s eyes opened almost. us wide as
mine; he dwpped the'bow and sprang
from his ch#a as though there werc
a nail in it.

““Well, sir,”” said Brodsky slowly,
thoneh his eyves twinkled, ‘‘ghosts
have b2en blamed and doctors called
imposters fo. better reasons than
that. How in thunder do you expeet
even the grandest living playcr to
bring forth music when you forget
to tune vour cello? And look at that
bow! You've left them for months,
sir, and expect them to prove service-
able. Get a new bow, sir, and tune
those strings, and don’t blame your
own negligence upon those who are
not responsible.’’

NOTE.—The next story in this series, The
Chairs of Stuyvesent Barom, will be published in
WEmD TALES next month,



