THE UNKNOWN QUANTITY.

By ALICK

ERRICK was a crank.
There were even
those who said that
he was a dangerous
crunk and feared for
his sanity. T thought
him an  enthusiast
and knew him to be

= an extraordinarily
able mathematician ; and I had suspicions
that he had been experimenting lately with
opium. These facts, I thought, accounted
for most things.

Moreover, he was a Don, and T was only
an undergraduate in my fourth year. So
when he condescended to make a chum of
me during that Vac,, I was flattered ; and
when people—the Dean among others—shook
their heads forebodingly and hinted that he
was on the road to a lunatic asylum, I made
it a point of honour to lose my temper in his

efence,

1 had come up early to Oxford that term
to read for my physiology finals, and to put
in a little dissecting at the Museam before
the lectures began. Merrick invariably

nt his Christmas vacations in Oxford, an
the Dean had come up to attend to official
business, 8o we three had the college to our-
selves.  Four nights before the beginning of
term, I was reading in my rooms, very late,
when Merrick flung the door open suddenly
and stood in the doorway, laughing and
making quick little movements with his
fingers, The cord of his dressing-gown
caught for a moment in the wire letter-hox
of the “oak,” and the heavy door closed
with a snap behind him, shutting ont the
light from the gas-jets on the staircase. He
stood in the s between the two doors,
smiling with the leer of a cathedral grotesque,
and my reading-lamp picked him out in
silhouette against the black panels. It was

u curious picture, elfish and uncanny ; for

he was ugly, with the fine ugliness of ;;er{wh

features which do not match. His shadow
on the *oak ™ was a nightmare by Doré.

I closed my notehook and pointed to a
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chair. He threw himself into it, laughing
still. I noticed that the pupils of his eyes
were shrunk to pin-points, and there was the
gleam of a faint perspiration on his forehead.
I leaned over quickly and touched his hand.
He had ero two quads to come from his
rooms to mine, and I had seen an hour ago
that the thermometer at the foot of the
staircase registered fourteen degrees of frost ;
but his skin was warm and moist.

He knew what my action meant and he
laughed again softly.

“Yes," he said, “ I admit it. That's the
worst_of you physiologists, you're_trained
detectives. Luckily you're mot given to
preaching.”

“ How much to-day ?" I asked.

“ About 120 drops, I think—Z'inct : Opii :
B.P—and I mean to try 200 to-morrow.
But De Quincey used to take 8,000.”

“Why do you do it?" I asked.
know the risks."”

“T can stop it when T

“That,” I gaid slow! is %

“Is it ?" he cried, jumping to his feet
and throwing his head ck. *Then I

cept it ! You mean that I can't stop it.
if T can’t—what then ? "

n asylum, perhaps.”

“ But I have done my work first, and the
staff has helped me!" he cried with a
strange violence, “ Look at me and tell me
what kind of man you see! A little, big-
headed, mathematical tutor, ugly as a gar-
goyle, and pitied for his ugliness by every
Somerville girl who attends his Jectures.
Yes, I'm that.  But to-night I am as a god,
Enowizg good andevil,. Aud oo the
physiologist—you who dissect emotions with
a nwlt:l. and know of nothing in man that
your knife cannot cut—you would put the
god into a lunatic asylum ! ™

He broke off suddenly, scemed to pull
himself up sharply as a man puis the curb
on a runaway, and then went on quictly
again with a half-apologetic gesture—

“Sorry, old man; I'm letting myself
exaggerate, and that's unscientific. Un-
mathematical, too, o it jars on us both. No,
I'm not a god yet, because T don’t know the

{!ut here's fi

“You
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I asked.

MAGAZIN,

“ Fora certain space of time this afternoon
~ moment or an hour, I do not know-—1

unu.. Iv_v the way.
is; I cannot even imag
But an hour ago I conld uu-l
can tell you
Do you

nt pl
tell you what
it —just now.

i , for a mome
wmt,thm" of what it showed me.
believe in clairve
L § Alull ki T said.
ix difficalt, hut I thmk Ido”
“You think you do! Then yon have an
aid to understanding which I had not, for T
started on my quest as a sceptic. I did not
helieve in the thing I set out to prove
landicap enongh, that, to any investizator
—and yet I ]m\(, proved it.  Come to my
rooms and_se
* Shall T luu]ursmml 2"

“The evidence

here.  Can't you give uw
which will help me to imagine
 the idea down to my level.”
can't —any more than you conld bring
the idea of solidity down to the level of our
two-dimension being.  That's just the diffi-
calty. I don’t for a moment suppose that
‘m the first who has worked the thing ont.
Others have done before what T did this after-
noon ; but they were not believed, because
lhev ('ou]tl not explain. I shall not be
ved either, because I ean'texplain.  Man,
dunl you see that if I could expl to the
world “of three dimensions what I nu-.m by
the fonrth. the world of three dmmnnmnn

1 the limits of human sense. Space
was annililated, and all time was the present.
Tl al barriers of sense did not exist
for me. No walls hid the lamsof my fricnds
from me. Yesterday was t the pust
was now, and my whole life fooused itself
upon a moment.  And yet the details were
all sharp and clear ; it was no blurred and
confused image, but a precise actuality.
Every plice my memory held a picture of,
every person T had ever known, every word I
had “spoken, every thought of my forty-
three years of life—all these were before mie,
simultancously, and yet separately ; compre-
hensively, yet definitely ; as one harmonions
}nivum» wid us o thousand separate scenes.
t was grand. It was a revelation of the
infinitely great and of the infinitely little,
and of mhnme harmony hoth grreat und
little.  And it was very terrible. I saw my-
self as a child of four, playing with a spade
ina sand-hole ; and T saw myself sitting at,
iy desk to-day, with a pen in my hand and
a Il"'l“‘ of fnnnulel\dorv me. I saw you—o
he broke off, * you asked for proofs !
Imr, vnll you helieve them 2™
n understand lhem," I said.
“ Oh, the old proviso ! ™ he answered im-
patiently. * The old, hackneyed, unnecessary
ery for understanding ! Why should you
understand 7 Isa man to believe noth;"
then, that he does not understand ?
“Yeo," I said. Many things. But helief

comes easier when-

-

, fini l(', l.hr(‘(‘-

would, e mere act of
lmmc a vmrlrl of four? T ean't kll_\'uu
what it is; and even if yon were to see it
yourself as I saw it, I doubt whether we
should understand one another if we trivd
w put into words what we saw. Tt is all
indefini dow of thinki £ and

1 objected, * yon were definite
enongh jist now.  Yon called yonmelf
wha had pmln'd back the curtain of the un-
knowable.”
werhole, of conrse ; but Twas speuking
swered. Y not kKnow
is—no one | hat
w what it doe

The ot
it the Fourth Dimension hat 1
showed me. And later,
ore of it T too will perhaps
lay down my little parcel

turn thes
of Taws.

“When nnd po

human

he finished for me.  * Well, you Wl]l uuder—
stand this. I saw you at your work in the
Muscum this afternoon.  You were dissecting,
and your subject—stop me if Tam wrong—
was @ hody very much emaciated, hardly
more than a skeleton. The ribs stuck out
throngh the stretched skin like basket-work,
and all the orzans were terribly wasted. Tho
state of the lungs —you were dissecting the
Inngs—told you that death had been duc to
actte plenrisy. cht 7

“ Absolntely, so far. ’lhere were extensive

adhesions on hoth sides.

# I saw th and T saw that Fon
found  the dissection difficult  becaunse  of
those adhesions.  Your sahjec some-

what unusual one to find in an English
ctinz-room—darker in the sk
w

man at all. Again am
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“Certainly not an Englishman,” T said ;
“ but

“Wait! " he interrupted. “ Let me tell
the thing in my own way. I want to convince
you. He wasn't an Englishman, but a
native of sunnier climes, and the rigour of
our English winter had been too much for
him. Well, that often happens ; so we will
leave him and talk of something else. Did
I ever tell yon tlm T was once in the Dip-
lomatic Service ?

The non sequitur was violent. Merrick's
eyes had grown dull, and the whites were
bloodshot.  His excitement had vanished. I
judged that the opium was running its
course.

“No," T said, “ I did not know it. But
about this dntsmtmn subject of mine—I
don’t think

“Oh, never mind Iuml He can wait !
Hes dead, poor devil ! so he won't grow
impatient.  Besi Immmmg back to him
Tater. I want to talk about a girl now. No,
it's all right, old man: don't be alarmed ;
I'm not wandering.  You'll see m«unll_\'
how the girl fits in to everything I've been
telling you. But don't interrupt. I must
tell_the story in my own way. I've got a
carious sensation just mow, as though the
working part of my briin had taken the
reins into its own hands and were following
a line of thonght of its own, withont any
particnlar need of guidance from me. I see
where the line is leading, and it's all right ;
but if you drive me off the track, I don’t
think T could get back to-night. And I
want to tell you the thing to-night.

*She was a governess—nothing more than
that. I belicve you might even have called
her & nursery governess without heing in-
sulting, for her charge was a kid of seven,
the danghter of one of the Emlassy secre-
taries. But, bless you ! she was only seventeen
herself, and she had what people call *a way
with her *; 8o the whole Paris Embassy just
conspired to make @ pet of her,
her about as good a time a8 a
want to have. It wasn't the conventional,
down-trodden, self- emu:m;: rile that Molly
Wisdom was call to play. Quaint
name, isn't it ? Bnr, thc Little Wisdom, ns
we called hel n't very wise, after all. She
was too childish, too pretty, and too lavishly
spoiled and worshipped to give her a chance
of being wise. We English aftachis—I was
the most junior of ‘'em—were all her slaves
toa man ; but of the lot of us, T believed T
was the favourite. She treated us all pretty
much like a squad of good-natured clder
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brothers, and used freely her privilege of
ordering us about. But in spite of this, I
wasn't jealous of the other fellows—not
particularly, that is. I was an ugly little
wretch, you know, even in those days; but
my ugliness was lnckily pronounced enongh
to win me a_certain distinction, while the
others were just average, decent-looking
young Englishmen, neither |nmullurlv plain
nor particularly handsome, merely o

That being so, I thought, and 1 ahmk':ﬁ'
that in the matter of looks the nd\uuwgl.
Iay with me.

“But though my ugliness put me easily
ahead of these fellows who were merely
ordinary, it wasn't a strong enough weapon
to fight against a beauty that was as extra-
ordinary as my ugliness. Beauty isn't
term_that one naturally applics to a man ;
but Manoel 1"Albuquerque was beautiful.
And of him I was jealons, hysts imlly. in-
wnely jealous. He was a Brazilian Portu-
guese, absurdly rich, and nmrldunugl\ gentle-
temper e would let no one ruftie him,
though m ﬁnum itched to spring on him
and score his cheeks with my nuils, like any
harridan in a slam brawl. He roused all the
devil there was in me, but he wouldn't
quarrel.

“Molly was fascinated by him. T usked
her to be my wife, and she refused me ; and
I knew it was because of him. If yon know
anything of Brazilians, yon can
fuintly the sort of beanty that the brute had,
black and bright, very brilliant, and devilish.
Lots of them have got it, but this one was
the most brilliant of them all. He was not
a cad, either—perfectly straight, perfectly
wentlemanly, and universally popular.
tried my hardest to find out something to
his discredit ; but I fuiled. The man was a
gentleman all right. And I, in my cfforts
to give him a fall, did things which hardly
left me the right to claim as much.

; that he had aske Mnlly lm
marry him, and_ tha ¢ she had said * Yo
took the news with a smile, and affected ru
be glad that she was making such a brilliant
match. I chatted for a while with the
woman who told me, and then I went to my

room ; and I thmk that, for one night,
T went mad. lamite jealousy and
a mind that rmm in schemes of murder con-
stitute madness, then I was mad. But I did
not muke a scene. I fled. I wonld have
killed him, and laughed as T did it, if l
conld have strack him without st
Molly too. Bat since she loved him, Lhul
was impossible.
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T did nob try to see her wgain. T wrote
a brief note to the Ambassador, resigning my
np pointment, and then, as 1 tell you, fled.

didn’t stop to think. If T had done that,
1 should have killed D'Albuquerque, 1
boarded the Sud-Express and found myself
in Madrid before i had decided what I
meant to do. I stayed there a day, roaming
the strects like a man demented, and then
in the afternoon T found myself watching a
bullfight. How I got there, [ do not know,
nor why I went: but I think it was the
sight of a horse’s blood spouting on to the
sand, and the poor gored brute's dying
agonies, that first. brought me to my senses
and revealed to me that my thoughts. were
bloody, too. In the midst of that shouting
Spanish mob, with my cyes following the
incidents of the mixture of graceful play
and callous cruelty which is a Spanish bull-
fight, T sat and thought out what I must do.

“1 very nearly went back to Paris ; for
my maniao jealousy was still prompting me
to murder. I saw a matador go down as his
horse fell, and the bull gored him. The
noisy crowd was hushed for a moment.
Dead, or only hurt ? They carried him out,
and a minute later the ring was applanding
a smart picce of durt work by a banderillero.
There were parables in this for me.  What a
simple thing scemed the death of a man, and
how little the world regarded it, since it
could not still the laughter of this holiday
crowd for more than a moment! The
matwdor, 1 heard someone near mo sy,
was the famous Brazilian espada, Gonsalvez
Quetho. A Brazilian, was'he ? - And dead ?
There were omens and oracles in  this,
too. I nearly went buck even then.

“But I was growing calmer now and
saner. I did not go back to Paris. I went,
on to Gib, thence to Morocco, and the peace
of the desert healed me. — In a month I was
my own man again—still madly in love with
Molly, and still ous of the man who had
won her. Bug my jealousy was no longer
extravagant and murderous. It had lost its
froth, but its bite was, I think, all the
Keener on that account.  Fortunately the
wrecking of my career did not matter much.
I have money, and it was just as well spent

in world-loating for my own good as it
would have heen in wearing a frock-cont and
a white teoat for my country’s. o for

two yeurs [ loafed, and then i Inck

ford. My collere gave me a Fellowshiip,
for in my day I had been one of their
Dritliant men. ~ That’s a good while ago now,
though, and fately 've had the notion burne
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in upon me that I'm not so popular with
them us [ was, They are—shall we say ?—di
appointed in me.  Well, youthful brilliancy
isn’t a good wearing stoff at the best.”

Merrick stopped nlveaking and sat with
his chin_in his hands, watching .the frosty
blue in the fire. His voice in the latter part
of his tale had grown dull and weary, and I
saw that he had difficulty in keeping his eyes
from closing.  Now that his excitement was
dead, he looked tired and ill. waited a
moment for him to speak again and then I
tonched his arm.

“How long is it sincc you slept?” I
asked,

“T don't know," he answered drowsily.
“ Ahont two days, I suppose. I've been
working.”

“And taking opinm 2" T asked.

“Only this afternoon. It hclp\.d me to
finigh.”

“Well, go to bed now.”

He stood up and yawned heavily.

“AIL right,” he suid. * But Tont you
want the sequel ?

“Do you know it 7"

“Yes,” he said, with another yawn. *Saw
it all this afternoon. It%s rather a queer
end, you know, because—" He yawned
again.  “I say, old man, I" 'm awfully sleepy.
Come to my rooms with me."”

I put my arm round him, for he was
BWa) ng mh sleep.

“Well 7" 1 said, a8 I helped him down
the !hum “ The sequel ? "

“Eh ? The sequel ? " he answered, speak-
ing in drowsy jerks. *I don't know. Queer !

new h\c minutes ago. Its—no, I've
forgotten.”

His head fell forward and all his weight
came upon me. The drug, kept at bng
hitherto by an unnatural excitement, woul
be denied no longer. He was fast aslee
and I had to carry him across the two qt
to his rooms.

During the next two days 1 saw nothing
of him. I went to his rooms three times,
but twice out of the three he was not there,
and the other time his scout told me that he
wus sleeping heavily and had been in bed all
the morning. O the last night of the

il went again and found him at his
writing busily. He looked up at my
entrunce, jerked his head in the direction of
an armchair, and went on writing. I sat
down and wai for him.  For ten minutes
or 80 he continned ;3 then with a scrawl and
 Hourish he finished and threw down bis
pen.
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“There,” he said, * that’s done, so far us
I am concerned.  But 1 think 1 must get
you to write a postscript.”
* \\ hatisit 2" I asked.
How's the dissecting

,{vt

“]'umhcd Isaid. “The rooms will be
cleared to-morrow to muke room for the
term’s work.™

Good 1™

vou‘\-c finished, too.
he said, a satisfaction that seemed_to
me mlher pmmlu—.u and then  turning
sharply and facing me, “What

Tecomes of the bodies when you've done
with them 7™
“The human subjects are buricd.
know about the others.”
L llvlu‘mll
e 50.

I don't

T going to read
e o see how you

nxions ahont me # "

k you take too much opinm.”
With o hugh e stood up and came
opposite to me, bringing his face close to
mine and holding his liand out for me lu

the hand he offered and looked
into_his He met my seruting
and his pulse beat firm ander my

1

«
You have not, taken any to-day,”
i La 1 I

“Nor yester nor shall I to-morrow.”
et i, il iensih np e
hecanse I have got something new to
rmnnwlhm); it will not allow of my
that the drag ho Will
something is

You gness sk h

But something better
e her, vou know.”
wered ¢

hat !
1 ha

 yes, t
llmu Lhm. too.
I nodded.
supposed yon T
* Every fure T 2 eer mnrn—

f.ux \u-ulnl tu

“OW! then 2™ he erie Yos, of conrse,
1 saw her then? But ©don't mean that,
n that I have seen lur in the fiesh,
o
1
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at 10.15 a.m.  She was buying copybooks.

hm see what that means ?
“Children,” I suggested.

“Then the

Brazilia
* Yes, children, of course,” he mrermpb:d
“But not her own. She ursery
governess sull and she’s mll Molly \\ |sd0|
'—he gave me a queer
ur(ll my while to do without the

opin

“Did you speak to her 7"

“Yes.” We talked for an hour, and she
told me of her life. Tt is fifteen years since
T saw her, remember.  But each thing she
told me I knew before she told it. ad
seen it all three days agos; but I let her
tell on, for it was pleasant to hear her voice
again. When I came to your rooms the
other night, I knew that she had not married
the Brazilian, and_that 1 was going to sec
her again soon. I meant to tell you that,
if 1 had not grown so sleepy. Tt was a
trugic blunder that I made in Paris fiftecn
vears ago; for she did not accept him, as
T had been told, and as, in my senseless
jeulousy, I believed.  She refused him ; and
if 1 had stayed, perhaps I might have
her, after all. I'm going to try now, if it
isn't too late. Man, can you realise the
tragedy of those fifteen years?  For m
wasted ; and for her- Poor little Molly
a nursery governess still 1

He began to pace the room.  His lip was
lrvmlrlmg, and his fingers were twitching
with emotion, as they “had twitched once
before when he proclaimed to me that he
was a god; but this was the generous
emotion that does a man’s nerves good and
keeps his heart young, not the fantastic
enthusiasm of that scene of three nirhts
ago.

"]Ilm goes the discovery 7" T asked
him. * Have yon learned anything more
abont it 7

*No," he sai
worse, Tean’t.
method that
no result,

* T have not. And, what's
1 tried to-day, repeating the
as successful_before, but 1 got
However, I don’t ﬂts]uur 1
ions
the other mm some-
el 1t may have been—must

may have ma ulL some error in my cal
that
T

all the work twice and T couldn’t find it.
ere may have been something in my

e of mind or health—in default of

shall we say some psyehic

which was present three

and abwent to-day.

v in the dark us y

on understand '3
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I have succeeded
And it’s

but I snall go.on trying.
once, so [ shall succeed again.
worth a bit of hard work.”

“What would you say if I told you where
the error was ? ' [ asked.

“8. I'd bless you. But you can't.
You don’t understand my work.™

“Granted. But I can put my finger on
your error. It is merely lsnnvyou left out.
the unknown quantity.”

¢ gave me u quick look. *Perhaps,”

he said. *But that's what I intended to

L‘onny by the term ‘psychic condition.”

ts quite an unknown quantity as yct.

\\re will call it Lhe )x.rsounl equation, if
you like the term better.”

“ Suppose we call th opium 2" I said.

He did not answer for a moment ; but I
saw by his quick frown, and the absence of
any surprise, that I had not suggested a new
idea to him.

“Is that what you think 2" he
asked at length, as he mche«{ for the pile of
mmum.?c \»Iuch he had called & biography.

Fur in Aplle of what he had told me abont
knowing Molly's words
spoken, and in_ spite of o
were curious, I believed now that his vision
of the Fourth Dimension was nothing but
an opium dream.

“Then,” he said, a8 he threw the closely
n to my knees, * how do you

written sheef
explain this

“What is it ?"

“A narrative of the life of Manoel
D’Albuquerque, from a date fifteen years ago
to nearly the present time. It is written by
me, and yet. T give you my word that from
that day in Paris till now I have had no
news of him. 1 have never spoken his name
to anyore till I told it to you the other
night, and I lave never heard it spoken,
Even Molly did not mention him yesterday.”

“Then,” I said, * this narrative in purcly
imaginary.”

“It is fact.”

«Al! if you could prove that!"

“Why not? A man does not walk
throngh life without leaving tracks. We
can hunt up those tracks, if necessary. But
it won't be necessary, use you can fur-
nish the proof.”

“I 77 I asked in astonishment. “ How?"

“Read what I have written, and sce. [
have left the last_half-page blank for you to
fill in what you like. I told you I should
want you to write a tailpicce for me. No,
don't read it here. It's long, and I want W
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do some more work before I go to bed.

Luke it to your rooms. I will come for it in
the morning. Good-night, and try, if you
can, mot to be so confoundedly sceptical.
You physiologists are all tarred with the
brush of unbelief ; and, if you will take an
older man’s word for it, it's a brush that
leaves a nasty smudge. Good-night.”

He opened the door and waited for me to
Hc was out of temper, and I fancicd
us my suggestion about the unknown
qumlmy that had annoyed him. I should
have liked to stay, but he was a Don und I
wus an undergraduate, so I had to accept my
dismissal.

His manuscript kept me awake half the
night. I read 1t and re-read it, and mar-
velled at its power. It realised more com-
pletely than unything T had over read Lhe

definition of 12

terror ; an the terror, the horror, mt er—
came first, and the pity only towards the
end. It told of the gradual morul degenera-
tion of a brilliant man, and then of his
material ruin. Step by step his career was
traced, each step a little lower than the one
before. But there was nothing artificial in
the tale, nothing forced, no development
that did not arise naturally from all had
preceded it ; the man seemed to be driven
steadily dnvrnwmd.! by a Nemesis that he
could not fight. step in the descent
was forced upon him |rmm.|bly, inevitably ;
and yet - and in this was the greatest horror
—one knew that it was all his own fault. A
Nemesis pursued him, indeed ; but it was the
Nemesis of his own actions. He was

with a chain of his own forging.

If it was fact, it was terrible. If it was
fiction, it was hardly less terrible. For it
was plain to see how Merrick had hated
the man.

His fall was described with a skill that
amounted to genius ; but for the first three-
quarters of “the tale it was an uncanny
genius, cold and crucl in its vindictiveness,
Towards the end, the writer's mood scemed
to have changed ; the pity of what he wrote
seemed to take hold of him and to make him
forget his hate. The last scene but one,
a scene in a county lunatic asylum, was
written with a compelling simylicity and
with a wonderful tenderness. It was the
deathbed of an nnknown, nnnamed pauper
—the man who had once been Manocl
D'Albuquerque.

Had the story ended there, T might have
believed that it was truc, that in some
strange way Merrick had really seen the
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things “)mh he wrote. But there was one
page more, Iluu.un of the dissecting-room
in which T had been working ; and from this
T knew that all the rest was fulse.  Here,
where Merrick expected me to prove him
right, T proved him wrong. I wrote three
sentences in the blank space he had left
for me; and the story, horrible before,
became, by the addition, merely fantastic.

Nest d{:y lic cume to my rooms imme-
dintely after Hall, and before I could speak,
dumunllul my congratulations.

re to be married in the summer
Vac., " lm murl and his fuce was radiant with
happiness.

“Tam glad,” T said simply, * because now
T know that you will be safe.  You were on a
dangerous roud, you know. And, by the way,
T have written that postseript you wanted.”

T expected him to be eager to see what T
had written.  Instead, he looked uncomfort-
able. He opened the manuseript und read
my three sentences uloud.

WINDSOR MAGAZINE.

“You are wrong. As this is Vacation
time, thera are no bodies in l/w rooms at all.
1 haive been dissecting @ monkey,

“Well 2" 1 asked, as he fulded the paper
up and seemed disinclined to speak.

“It is very quecr,” he said. “I don’t
understand it. Molly told me this morning
that the man is alive and living in Paris
now with his wife and three children. And
yet I felt so sure that I knew. I wonder if

ou are right, and if the road to the Fourth
imension does lic only down the path of
drags.  Well, I have sworn to tread that
path no more. 8o, if you are right, I shall
not see it agin.”
“Will that matter,” T asked, “since it
showed you what was fulse ? "

“Not all false!™ he exclaimed with a
sudden emphasis. “ No, by Heaven, not all |
For it told me that I should meet Moll;
again and be happy. I have met her, ani
we shall be huppy s for there are fifteen years
of misery to be blotted out.
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fuct ~T have pushed back the limit of the
knowable so far to-night that I can sec
behind the veil, and I know how and why 1
see. There is another world, in and about
the material world which alone yon can see,
which alone I conld see till an hour ago. T
have scen it and I have discovered the law
which rules it.”

He stopped and gazed into th
violence was gone, and e had sy
lst_sentences with as little passion as he
would have shown in demonstrating a pro-
blem of the higher mathematics ; but the
light of a conquering enthusiasm glowed
ubout him. He looked up into my face,
waiting for me to speak.

“otl I said, “have cluimed that
power before you. But they have used it to
tell fortunes or to turn tables. They say
they come from Thibet mostly, and Bpeak
with the accent of Whitechapel.™

“ Quacks ! ™ he said with a laugh. “ You're
a little bit cruel.”

“Some of them believed honestly in the

owers they professed,” T answered. * The
.}(:lvduml Rescarch Society-
“Is a jury of old women,” he cut in,

“and as gullible. They know some truths,
and they swallow many lies. I won't lay my
discovery before them 1"

“What is your discovery ? "

He took out a pipe, asked me for tobacco
by a gesture, filled the pipe slowly, lit it
carefully, and then lay back in his chair and
blew clouds about his head. Then he said
quietly : * The Fourth Dimension.”

" An inconceivable non-existence !
Yo called it that yourself the other night,”
I mmindud him.

“Did I? I wasin the dumps ﬂmt night.
T have proved now that it docs exist.”

I looked at the glistening forchead and
the bmded pupils, and I smiled a8 I suggested
softly : “In an opiom dream.”

“ No," he said ; “ on paper. Mathematically
dcmonstmhlc, if you had the knowledge to
enable you to follow my proof.”

“But I haven't,” I'said. And then, for
i carnestness impressed me, | udded n
you tell me without formmlwe 2

He was an orator. I had never suspec ml
it till now, for he had the reputation of be
had lecturer of good lectures, us it llu:
opinm—* elquent opinm,” s De Quincey
calls it.  Or was it only the gift of tongues
which comes to every man when his thoughts
are big and his enthusiasm is new 2 He told
me of months of work, all tending to the
same goal ; of caleulations hegun with un
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cager Tope and never finished,  hecause
eshadowed pount con-

ion 5 of the uu:mly of a theory
page, a line, a sin the result

of many nights of toil; and then of the
little error which shattered the whole fabric
and sent him back to the starting-place ; of
doubts whether the problem were soluble at
all ; of certainty that he, and he alone, would
find the solution. And Tastly, of success.

I have watched a girl's face when she told
that the man she loved had asked her to
be his wife ; and I have watched Merrick’s,
when he spoke, and spoke quietly, of the
moment when he knew that he had succeeded.
The look in both was the same, and yet the
girl was beantiful.

Stripped of its technicalitics, his argument
was not difficult to follow. * Common
helief,” he said, “ recognises three dimensions
only—two horizontal and one vertical—and
calls them length, breadth, and height ; and
the world of phenomena is contained in those
three. And common belief is in this case
supported by science, which declares that

anything beyond this is philosophically in-
conce IlML But it i8 only an arbitrary
boundary, after all, & terminus imposed by
the limitations of our merely human senscs.

Suppose, for the sake of argument, & being
80 constituted that he was able to appreciate
only two of the dimensions ntuch mnke ng
our world, say length and breadth. To sucl

a being e\'crythm-' would be flat, the surface
of u carpet scen from the floor-level, a map
to be studicd by an eye in the paper on
which it was drawn ; height and thickness
would be notions which ke could not grasp ;
solidity would, to him, be non-existent. You,
with your three-dimension senses, know that
there is such a thing as solidity, but my
two-dimension being would not understand
you when you spoke of it. He would tell
you that the third dimension, by which you
endeavonred to_explain the thing which he
could not imagine, was philosophically in-
conceivable. And, of course, he would be
right.”

Merrick paused, smoked for a while in
silence, and then went on.

“ He wounld right, absolutely rizht,
within his limitations ; to him a third dimen”
sion would be philosophically inconceivable.
And you, when you say that there are three
dimensions and only three, are right, within
your limitations : to you a fourth dimension
i phically inconceivable.  And I,
1y that there is a fourth dummmu,
3 for I have seen it

i right,




