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‘Through # Veil

~ By Leslie F. Stone

~Awihor of “Out of the Void” and “A Lelter
of the Twemty-fourth Century”

Why, out there was a world of tiny
fiying things, no larger than a half a
dozen inches high and fiying about like
butterfiies and bees!



UCH study has of recent

times been given to the wvarions

branches of legendary science, among which is inciuded the
study of Irish folklore. Unquestionably there is here a fertile field
Jor avriters of scientific fiction, for it lends itself to much investiga-
tion of the history and traditions of a race. Miss Stone gives us
the true Celtic atmosphere in this charming short story of the fourth

dimension and Irish folklore.

Tllustrated by DE PAUW

RUE, Jack Warren had not seen his one-time
Iriend, Charlie Keller, for a number of years,
but then, he had not been in New York but
once during that time, and (hat had been a
matter of business with no Lime for social
visits, I[ Kelter had come to Rochesler, Jack did not
know, but the fact remained that it had been years since
the two had seen each other. And now Jack did not
know why he had come to one of the old brownstone
fronts, where Keller continued to live, even though
downtown New York was encroaching upon the old
strect where Grand (ather Keller had built Ins home.

At college Charliec and he had been good friends.
They might even have been called chums in these good
old days of camaraderie, but with the graduation each
had gone his own way, each to his own home-town, cach
(o his own interests. And now Jack knew that Charlie
was dabbling in scicnce. At school he had been a shark
for chemistry and physics, so it was not unnatural, since
Charlie’s old man had left him plenty of wherewithal,
with which he could devote himself to his old love, Once
or twice Jack had scen his name in the papers, referring
to his work in the field of X-rays. There was even a
certain little doo-dad on the medical X-ray machine
which bore Keller's name.

And here he was waiting in the old antiquated draw-
ing room of the Keller brownstone, while an almost as
antiquated butler went to inform his master of (he
advent of a guest. In a few minutes Warren heard
footsteps running down the stairs and Charlie of old
stood before him. The one-time chums shook hands
warmly, voiced equally as warm greetings, and sur-
reptiously cyed cach other for the changes the ycars
must bave brought. There followed a few minutes of
reminiscences of college da Ilowever, through it all
Keller appeared restlessly nervous, and after the first
wave of greeting had passed he spoke in jerky sentences.
“Pardon my rush, Jack, old man, but I've just left some
work of mine up-stairs that can’t stand waiting. Wait
until I finish—or would yeu prefer to come to the lab.
and wait? Just a hall hour or so and I'll be ready to
show you the town, or what have you?”

“Oh, sorry, if Linterrupted you, Charlie. I'l go along

with you. I undersland you've done some big work in
your time.”

Keller was modest about what he called his success
as he led the way up the carpeted stairs and into the
Targe room upon the the third floor that he called his
lab.! Jack was surprised (o discover the wealth of equip-
ment that filled the room. ITe Limself had not been
in a scientific laboratory since he had le[t the ui i
Keller left him alone while he went into a box:

in one corner of Lhe room that Jack recognized as a
dark room. Left alone, Warren strolled about the room
gingerly pecring at the various apparatus, retorts, arrays
of glass tubes and other paraphernalia. He came to stop
before what looked to him like an ordinary camera, but
it had several strange looking attachments, which he did
not try to understand. Then Keller appeared from the
dark room carrying several small shects of developed
photographs that he was handling carefully. On seeing
his guest looking at the camera he observed, “Ah my
Z-ray camera interests you, ¢h?”

Warren turned to him. “Z.ray? Isn't that something
‘new? I thought you were devoted to (he X-ray.”

Keller grinned. “I had to study the X-ray to be able
to discover the Z-ray. They work in conjunction.”

“Oh, do they?”

Keller seemed hesitant. Then he thrust forward the
photograplis that were still damp [rom the developing
solution, He watched his friend’s face as he studied the
pictures, \Warren looked at them a minute, then he was
grinning. “Oh, you and Conan Doyle, ¢h? Since when
-have you been interested in fairies, Charlie?”

Keller smiled back. “Ever since I was knee-high to a
duck, Jack.”

Warren whistled, “But really you are not going into
this thing seriously, old man! Why, you'll be a laugh-
ing stock, if that gets out. Is that what all (his means>”
and he waved an arm 1o take in the camera and the
laboratory.

Keller nodded. “It’s a long story. Charlie, and T've
1ot told a soul yet, but since you dropped in on me on
the very day that I found it, you are welcome 10 hear
all about it!”

“You mean, Charlic, that
graphed those things—that.

Keller nodded again. “It is true, and if you don’t
believe me Il (ake you out in the garden and let you
photograph them yoursel(! It was lucky for me that 1
found one of the ‘holes’ right in my own garden!”

have actually photo-

“ ITAT in the world are you talking abowt? Tell,

me, you haven’t lost your mind . . . like so many
of these inventor fcllows do?"

The other laughed at that, and without another ward
he picked up the camera and led Warren downstairs and
through a side door that led into a prelly garden in the
rear of the house. One does not expect to find such
a beauty spot in the heart of the fifties, and that had
added to its charm in the days of Grandfather Keller.
He had built up the entire square block of houses in his
day, but in their center he had preserved enough ground
to make the garden what it was, And it had been the

175



scene-of many a [éte in the old days, There was a f{rog-
pond, and tall cedar trees on its rim, a rose garden that
bore every species of rose known to man, a gravel walk
that drilted in and about 1he hedgerows and a little bit
of a sunken garden. At one end, against a (all stone
mossy wall, was a Joggia where were set a half dozen
garden chairs, and here and there in the garden were ar-
ranged little bowers that inviled a twosome. Keller pére
had been somewhat of 2 poet. Here as a boy Charlie
Keller had spent alnost all of his boyhood, and here
had been many a love-quarrel forgotten. People had
visited the Kellers just 1o stroll in the old-fashioned
garden. And now Charlie had found another usc for it.

He took Warren ‘along the gravel walk to a corner
where was placed a stone bench and near iton a pedestal
stood 2 “round tummied” Cupid, ready to shoot one of
his arrows, Keller squinted np at Lhe sun. It was four
o'clock of a mid-summer day so that the sun was still
high enough for taking pictures. Carcfully he set his
camera on the bench and kneeling upon the grass he
placed his eye against he peephole, and spent a half a
dozen minutes in focusing it properly. He motioned to
Warren to come close, and put the bulb of the camera
in his hand. “Push,” he told his friend, and Jack, as
though to humor a maniac, did so.

“Well, now,” observed Keller, “you’ve done it!
You've photographed two fairies!”

Warren was now certain that the other was out of his
mind, but he managed a grin, though he wanted to turn
his back and leave Charlic and his toys forever. But
Charlie Keller underslood what was passing through
Jack’s mind and sympathelically he smiled. “Here, Jack,
look in for yourself and ask yourself if you are dream-
ing or not,” he suggested. “You think I'm crazy, but
alter you see what I have seen, decide then whether or
not you call me or yourself insane.”

Retuctantly Warren knelt and placed his eye to the
sighting Tole of the camera, expecting to see nothing
more than the leaves of the rose bush that faced the
camera’s eye. And for a moment he did not seen any-
thing, but Keller urged him to continue to look through.
What was that beautilul shade of light that had crept
into everything? The very light itself was entrancing.
Then e saw something that so startled him that he lost
his balance and sat on the ground with a plop. But he
was back again at the camera staring with the greatest
of wonder and misbelicf at what he had scen.

They were a dozen fect away, or s it appeared in
the camera. They were [airies, those little bils of
ephemeral things with their gauzy wings and dresses
of flower petals. And there was—by gosh—there was
an ell—just as one sces them in children's piclure
books. Why, out there was a world of tiny flying things,
no larger than 2 hall a dozen inches high and fying
about like butterflies and bees! It was incredible, but
they moved and they were alive. There was one tiny
creature sticking its head into the heart of a flower, a
violet, and when it looked up again, it appeared as
though it had just relished a tidbit!

Warren could not tear his cyes from the camera. It
was the strangest and most beautiful sight he had ever
seen. Then he looked on beyond the [fairies, to a pretty
piece of fower covered ground with clouds and blue
skies overhead where before had been only a rose bush
and the garden wall beyond! Realizing this, Warren
took his eyes away and glared almost angrily at Keller

who was standing a [oot away and smiling broadly.

“Say, what's this> Are you trying 1o play with me,
Charlic Keller? Why this thing’s no more than one of
those penny-shows you see in a machine in Coney
Island " He was blustering now over the hoax which
he thought his friend had pulled upon him,

“Don’t be a fool, Jack. Do you think I'd bother to
bring you into the garden for that? And where could
one photogeaph those things? No, my friend, you have
simply been looking into the Fourth Dimension! And
thase creatures you saw there are really living and
enjoying life as you see them. T could not have ‘faked’
such a scene. Now, could 12"

“But Charlie, it’s impossible,” muttered YWarren, his
blustering gone.

“No, no, Jack, it is the truth. Come into the house.
I had better tell you more about it.”

E picked up the camera almost lovingly, and pre-

ceded Warren through the garden. About to enter
the house, he paused. “No, on secand thought, let’s sit
here in the garden. It's more pleasant, and besides, the
story will sound better out here where it belongs.” He
led the way to the company of wicker chairs under the
Ioggia. He pressed a buzzer and in a minute or so the
antiquated butler came forth beaming, bearing a tray
with its decanter of rare brandy and the glasses. Thus
refreshed Charlie hegan to talk.

“As a child, Jack, I believed in fairies, Of course
lots of children do—or used to. I don't know if they
have Jost the capacily of believing in this day of machines
and traffic regulations—I hope not—for T can remember
the joy with which I used to listen to all stories about
[airies and their ilk. Not the stories of Fairy Princes
and of Witches that one finds so prevalent in a certain
type of so-called Fairy Tales, but the stories of the
doings of the Little Folk. I think that of all writers
Lord Dunsany had come closer to the real heart of the
[airjes.

“In those days 1 had an old nurse, Irish Nora. Per-
haps that accounts for my deep love and understanding
of the Wee People. Her mind was filled with tales of
them as well of the banshees and witches, and the
stories she told me of them were true—she averred that
she had scen a nwmber of fairies back home as a child—
and 1 believed her—1I still do!

“Now, this all sounds irrelevant 10 what I have to tell
you, but it is all part of it, for had I not believed in the
[airies, 1 would never have gone ‘through’ as I .
Even as a young man I was still interested in s
and wany a surreptitious hour 1 stole in the Children's
Libraries reading about them—I[or though the stories
have been written by three dimensional beings, they
sometimes have caught the truth about the Little People,
and T don't doubt but that sorne of them had a first hand
acquaintance with the Fairy Folk, preposterous as that

- sounds,

“Sir Conan Doyle’s alleged photographs of [airles
are the real thing! You yourself have just seen creatures
identical to the pictured [airics he has been so ridiculed
for, but whereas his photographs are true replicas of the
Folk, they came to him through accident, while mine
have come after years of study and science.

“You may recall the summer I went to Ireland on a
walking tour all by myself? I think jt was when I
was a sophomore, and I recall how cveryone joshed me
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when 1 returned the next fall and had to admit that 1
had spent my summer hiking through Ireland. But the
irip was of more import than 1 let be known, for I had
rone there purposely to learn more about the fairies
and to see them if it was possible,

“For some reason the Irish scem closer to the Wee
I'olk than other peoples. People like to aftribute that
to their child-like minds, their love of make-believe.
But I thought differently and reasoned that they knew
miore of them becanse there were (airies in that country
whereas other countries had more or less been neglected
by the tiny winged people. In England and Scotland you
will hear talk of them among the country-folk, but not
as you hear it in Ireland.

“So 1o Ireland I traveled.

“I left the cities behind and plunged into the country
away [rom the beaten paths and into a rural section
that had not changed since the days of Blind Rafferiy.”
It took a while for me to insinuate myself into the re-
gard of the old folk, but I set about to make myself as
likable as I could. Also I knew a few words of Irish
Gaelic learned from that old nurse of mine. So I began
to make [riends and always I managed to lead the con-
versation around to the Wee People. I knew that the
Irish are somewhat frightened to speak of them, for they
will still talk of changelings and the little brownies who
come and turn the milk sour overnight. And I heard a
great many tales of that description. Also tales of folk
who had been given wishes by the [fairies in reward
for some good deed performed in their behalf, or of the
old woman who had been starving and awoke one morn-
ing to find the cat she had fed, despite her adversities,
playing with a piece of silver, and that therealier every
morning she found another piece of money under the
cat's paw.

“Only I was not content {o listen to these tales. I
wished to find the fairies—so it was that 1 learned that
not many miles away in a wild part of the country was
what the good people called the Fairy Ring! That was
a ring in the grass that was unmistakable and which it
was told was danced upon by the fairies at night! DBut
woe unto him who cver fell asleep in that circle, for
then he would surely awaken and come back with strange
1ales to tell and would lose his mind in the bargain. For
the wee folk did not like for mortals to sleep in that
circle!

“You may be sure that the next morning I was off
toward that ring at dawn. I had to ask a number of
countrymen 1 met on (he way, for the direction, and was
stared at askance for my daring. Three, of those I met
up with, denied that they knew of such a place, but T
thought all were Iying. Then I met the crone. She was
more like a witch, with her toothless gums and her thin
straggling hair falling over her pointed face. She eyed
me peculiarly for 2 moment.

“‘Ay, lad, you're a brave un,’ she averred. ‘But don’t
ye pay eny 'tention to what the wiscacres be telling ye.
And shure they be such a ring, and ef ye sleep within its
circle ye'll have pretty dreams to rememnber all yer lile.
And the Wee Folic'll be mannerly-like. Only don’t ye be
taking enything {rom ‘em, not the weest flower, for
they'll resent that. You see, me good lad, Oi've been
there—oi’ve seen ’em. Worra, worra—but for me stiff
joints 0i'd be goin’ back mesell, and be content to end
me days wid 'em.”

% Thera In @ chareing notel with (s sitte by Don Byree. Blind Raflesty
15 understood to have Leen & real personage, an Irith Bddter, N
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T HAT was all very hearlening, so I gave her a
piece of silver and was given explicit directions,
And two hours later 1 was crawling through the copse
which the old one had described in about the wildest picce
ol country I had seen as yet. Giant gnarled old trees
groancd and moaned in the wind, and the grass under-
Toot was long and gone to sced. And there was the
ring as plain as day, a brown ring on the sward as though
the grass had been worn away by dancing feet! Only
it was not a perfect circle as 1 had been led to believe,
but an uncven, ragged line, circular, though roughly
drawn. Surely fairies would not have danced that way.
With beating heart I approached it, examined it, and
tried to collect my thoughts, for with its finding had
come a dazed sort of mind. It was all 100 good Lo be
true.

“Then as I was tired from the long walk and the sun
beating down upon my hcad had made me drowsy, I
dropped to the grass. I recalled then that il one went
to sleep, the fairies would come. So without hesitation
1 made sure that all of me was within the circle which
was large enough to accommodate three or more. Be-
fore T went to sleep, though, I noticed something that
appeared strange, but I was-too sleepy to fathom, and
that was the strange beautiful light that seemed ethereal.
It hung alt about me, a color that was mauve, old-rose
and orchid. But in a twinkling of an eye T was asleep.

“I have no way of tclling how long I slumbered there,
but 1 was awakened suddenly by strange shrill little
voices and was puzzled at first to find myself not abed.
However, it did not take long for me to recollect every-
thing. 1 looked about and I saw the fairies]

“There were about a half a dozen little creaturcs,
hardly different than those you saw in the camera, Jack.
Two were elves, little greenish [cllows wilh pointed
noses, little transparent wings like those the flies have,
and two pointed antennas coming out of their eycbrows.
Another was a gnome, a little hunchbacked creature with
round beady eyes and a neat suit of brown cloth. The
other three were fairies scascely different than the con-~
ventional type you sce in story-books, with dainty, beau-
tifully formed bodies and big butterfly wings. They
were sitting about either on the grass or upon the lcaves
of a bush close by. The gnome squatted on the project-
ing root of the plant. Not three fect away sat a brown
rabbit with cars cocked surveying us all. The fairy
people were taking me all in and appeared to have been
wailing patiently for some time for me to awake. One
of the elves stretched his tiny arms and yawned. Then 1
noticed the light about us, the same lovely coloring I had
scen when I dropped off (0 sleep.

“I guess T would have sat there indefinitely if one of
the fairics had not spoken. She was a lovely little thing
of pink and cream with a mass of golden hair and the
bluest of blue eyes. I have yet to see a prettier [airy.

“‘Goad day 1o you.’ she said and she had spoken to
me in Gaclic! ‘La Maith agad,’ she said, giving it the
sweelest known pronunciation. ‘Latv maw agath.” -

“I returned her greeting, but I was a liule disap-
pointed for I knew (hat 1 could not carry on a very long

. conversation in (hat tongue and there was much I wished
1o learn. She must have read my thoughts, for the next
time she spoke it was in English!

“*Why,’ she asked me, ‘do all you people fall asleep
before you come “through?

“I stared at her. ‘I suppose,’ I said, ‘it i3 because we are
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told that is the way we enter Tairyland! But T must
admit that in my own case 1 was too tired from my
\\.1!1\ here to do otherwise.’

‘Ils been a long time since one of your kind have
come “through at all.”” she observed.

“*Oh,’ said 1 for something better to say, ‘you do not
have many visitors, then?

““Well, the truth of it is, that we do not encourage
them to come. They like it so well here that they would
all wish to stay—and then where would we be? They
would overrun everything and put factories everywhere
and make a pretty mess of it all. No, we discourage
it, you see, and they believe the tales we tell about put-
ting 2 madness on them. As though we could do that

O be sure that speech startled me. ‘I see,” said I,

‘but aren’t you afraid I might do the same thing,
now that you've told me that you can’t put a madness on
me?

“She smiled broadly at that. ‘You're different. They
are but simple [olk and you are a man with understand-
ing. It would do not good for us to try tricks on you,
{for you would sce through it all. Besides, did you not
come from your distant country to find us?

“I nodded, surprised at her discernment,
though she"had read my mind,

* ‘I am reading your mind,’ said $he in answer to my
thought, ‘and I learn by it that you are a man who has
always had love for us and a belief in us. You are
welcome for as long as you wish (o stay in our country.
‘You may ask what questions you have in mind, although
it is just as well that I tell you everything right now
belore we go any [urther?

“‘In the first place you will perhaps be much sur-
prised to know that this country—or rather this world
of ours is much the same as your own, that we have
the same continents, the same oceans and rivers, et
cetera, for in truth this is the same as the world you
know, except in its aspect. It occupies exactly the same
place as does your world, lies on top of it in fact, and
only the Veil separates it. Look about you and see if
you recognize anything [amiliar in the landscape?’

“Hali understanding what she had been saying, I
looked about. I could have sworn 1 was looking at the
same country through which I had come. The topography
was the same. Standing up I could see the same hillock
I had come over, and the indentation where had lain
the path by which I had come. To my left lay the low
sweep of what had been bog land. Only now [ could see
nothing of the road and what had Leen bog was a pretty
grass land, and the country about was different, Before
il had been a wild ragged stretch, rough and unkenipt.
Now it was glade-like and appeared 1o have been turned
into a parkland. Also there was a profusion of Rowers
that had been noticeable because of their absence this
morning. I turned now to my interlocutor for an
explanation.

“‘It is the same country, you see, but you see it from
the “other side” of (he Veil. 1We cannot understand it
ourselves or explain it scientifically as to where this dif-
ference lics, or what the Veil is composed of, nor any-
thing about it. Perhaps you will be able to explain that
for us, [or you have great learning.

“ ‘Nevertheless, whatever the explanation is, the fact
remains that our country does occupy the same space as
does yours. You build your citics, your houses and your

It was as
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factories, farm your land, turn your swamps inlo dry
land and cut down your mountains, but nothing you do
causes change in our world, We can sit exactly in the
spot where you crect a palace and yet 1o us it is noth-
ing but an open glade!

““In the Veil are about a half a dozen openings, how-
ever, such as the one you have come “through” and by its
means we are often able to go into your country just
as you come into ours. Then there are places where the
Veil is thin but not worn through. Through them we
can see what goes on in your world or hear what you are
about. It is because we do come “through” that your
folk have learncd about us and have seen us so that your
literature is filled with tales about us, and you have pic-
tures ol us. However most of your stories about us are
untrue, just as sometimes your artists caricaturc us.
But of late years we liave not gone “through” very often,
for we quickly lire of your manner of living. You
seem so futile with your wars, your cverlasting digging
and hoeing, your terrible noises and machinery and your
entertainments.  One must live with Nature to enjoy life,
(o eat the [ruits that her bounty gives us, to live in the
sun, to listen to the songs ol the wind and to watch na-
ture’s drama. - Why do you clutter up your world with
ugly buildings and belch smoke into the God-given air,
tush madly [rom one part of your world to the other
without rest; kill the poor animals just for the pleasure of
it and—oh, I could go on forever about your matners, but
what’s the use? You could not change it il you wanted
to, for you are born of them and would not be happy
differently, 1 suppose.’

“I stood there listening to the tirade of the little
being, enthralled by her voice and her words, and won-
dering if she wasn't right. She scarcely paused for
breath but went on speaking.

Perhaps all that is because you evolved from your
ape-thing, a creature whom many ages ago we saw grub-
bing as you grub, planting, hoeing and reaping as you
plant, lioe and reap, though you have improved on his
methods. You kill animals for meat as he killed them,
only you no longer need to stalk them in the jungles, but
raise them on the plains and murder them scientifically!
You build boats as he built boats lo venture ont upon
the waters, for you have inherited your inguiring mind
from him and you are not satisfied yet. And you have
merely become more “civilized.” You even climb into the
skies now, and you do many tremendous things. But
what does it bring you at all, butthe desire to do more?
You can't cat more than your first man did—but you can
eat it better. You can’t wear any more clothing than he
did—ol, pardon me—you do, of course, but you are
more uncomfortable for it—though your women are get-
ting a little sensible in these days. You can’t think
of but one thing at a time—you can’t do more than one
thing at a time—yet you Gll your brain and your world
with strange thoughts and then try to prove them!
I wish I could understand where yoti expect to get with

it alt!
“I WANTED to say things in answer, but she gave

me no chance, as though she knew all that came
inlo my mind even as she herself spoke.

*“*Now on the other hand,’ she went on, *we of our
world evolved, not from ape-things, but [rom the little
Aying creatures. My [orebears were butterflies! The
elves are come [rom the bees, while the gnomes, little
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industrious people, are of the ant-folk! There are still
butterflics, bees and ants in our world just as there are
apes and monkeys in your world. but somechow our
ancestors managed to change that for us, though they
did not change our love for flowers, for the sun, for
everything that is clean and whelesome "

“She paused at Jast and smiled. ‘I sce now that
your mind is working over the problem of all thiz. You
are beginning to see the light of something we have
never been able to discover. Come, we shall go to head-
quarters and you can tell them of your opinions, il yow
will be so kind, although that will scarcely be necessary,
since we are able to sce all that goes on in your—threa
dimensional brain—ah that’s the word [or it isn't it?’

“I was astounded that she had read my thoughts so
clearly, for I had been thinking that in truth I was in
the Fourth Dimension! Scientists have for many years
been trying to discover something of what they are wont
to term dimensional science, although there are many
other names [or i, oo, They claim that Nature did not
come to a halt when she created the first three dimen-
sions of length, height and breadth, but has gone on into
the fourth, fifth, sixth and so on endlessly. Many would
have it that the fourth dimension is one thing, and
some another, that it is Time, that it is Space or Place.
And here it had been for all time waiting to be dis-
covered. The Irish had discovered it, to be sure, but
they did not understand what it is all about, so that
doesn’t count. The fact remains that the fourth dimen-
sion is simply that of place, or the fact (hat two things
occupy (he same space at the same time! And here was
a world that was occupying the same place as our own
world, separated simply by what its people called the
Veil.

ow I was [ollowing my guide over the smnooth
grass ol what appeared to be a great garden with the
flowers allowed to grow wherever a seed had taken root,
I was very careful to pick my way over these fowers,
for what I had already learned taught me that the little
people did not appreciate having their owers crushed.
The three little fairies were flying ahead of me gayly,
just about the height of my eyes. The two elves came up
behind and the gnonte did not come along at all, but
stayed sitting upon his root, and I had to admit that he
did not much rescrable his ancestor, the ant.

“Aller flying ahcad of me for a minule or so, my
pretty [airy changed her mind and came and perched
hersell upon my shoulder. 1 was left to understand that
her companions would lead the way.

““‘Once,’ the fairy went on in that funny little way
she had of running on as if she could never completely
close her lips, ‘one of the folk of the outside unwit-
tingly stepped “through” the hole. He had a gun, and I
hink you'd call him a poacher. Iie did not appear to
realize that hie was in a different world than his own, and
in a half a dozen minutes he had killed hall a dozen
rabbits, for our rabbits are not used to being killed and
they do not run. And he walked on the flowers without
a thought of them.

““You may be sure we were angered, for usually

when they come “through” they have {ear in their hearts”

for us, and we like 10 keep them that way. Well, grab-
bing up stones we chased him back to the hole, and be-
lieve me he was [rightened when he recognized us for
what we were. As he went “through” lie stumbled and
fell on his head, so that e went to sleep for a while. So
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we rushed upon him and emptied his sack of the rabbits
and found that three were not quite dead. These we
nursed back 1o health. The others we had to bury. Then
we thought of a way to frighten him lorever so that he
would not come back or tell his people of what he had
found. Well, we did all we could to disfigure him so
he would always remember, and then we put a hornet’s
nest upon his head, so that when he awakened again he
was a sight to behold. And how they hurt him! After
that he never returned and he noised the story about
so that less people than ever came sceking the Fairy
Ring.

“*Oh, which reminds me. You see, that ring is not
worn by the dancing of our feet, if you must know the
truth, but merely a “burn” from the edge of the “hole.”
You must have noticed the beautiful light at the opening
as you came “through ™’

«T NODDED and looking about saw that now the air
was as clear as any summer day.

“‘That strange color, went on my informant, ‘is
caused by the “tear” of the Veil and always marks any
such “hole” or place where the Veil has become thin.
And (he edge of it burns the grass beneath. Perhaps
you can explain that, too?

“But I was not able (o explain that until this week.

“Now we were nearing the first edifice I had seen jn
this Fairyland, It seemed to have been built of white
stone, alabaster, no doubt. It rose about six [eet and
was about thirty in length, and was a beautiful thing
of carving and jewels. Lovely flowers of stately mien
clustered all about the foot of the walls, A pathway
of stones set in the sod led to the graceful arched door-
way which was about three feet in height.

““We are not in the habit of building houses,’ said
the Fairy, ‘but occasionally we do it to impress the
Lesser Things, the gnomes and brownies and elves and
such, for they need impressing upon. We usually live
in the open enlirely, just as nature intended us to. Only
when a visiling dignitary comes do we use these build-
ings. You are fortunate that you need go no farther
in search of IHecadquarters. Oh, yes, we fly to the tropics
as the birds do in (he cold seasons’ The last was in
answer to the query that had come into my mind.

“ “What sort of dignitaries do yon have? Queens and
(he like!

““Oh, yes, Queens and Princesses. However, our
rulers act merely as arbitrators in questions that arise
among us. At present a gnome is being tried for having
murdered a rat! It was a matter of jealousy, I believe.”

‘Is such a mirder considered a bad crime?’

“‘Why not? Why should anyone take a life that
doesn’( belong to him? Tt was not until your country-
men taught us the meaning of murder, that anything
like this ever happened. But that is the way ol you—
1o have commandments forbidding the doing of this and
that, and it makes your people misbehave. It puts the
thought into (he mind ¥

“‘Iow is it that you know so much about our world
and our history? One would think what you have lived
there always yoursel[.” 1 demanded.

““Tt is that you interest us, even as you are inter-
ested in us now. And then we have come into your
world very often. But, the reason I know so much about
your world is—because as I talk 1o you, I see it all pass
through your brain, you sce! Perhaps it is because 1
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am a Fourth Dimensional creature that T can sec into
your Third Dimensional brain, since I can occupy the
same place as you do without your being the wiser!”

“I was struck by her clear reasoning, and I was 10 find
all the people ol Fairyland with such clear thinking
brains. Nothing seemed impossible for them to compre-
hend. It was only a pity that I was not able to sce into
their brain-cases as they saw into mine, for I might
have Icarned a great deal.

“For a month I stayed with them, living as they did
out in the sun, eating {ruits and sucking honey from
flowers, only it was difficult for me to do the latter with-
out killing the flower itself. They were sorry to see
me go, and before I left they told me that in my own
city back home I would find one of the ‘holes’ through
the Veil by which I could enter their world whenever
I pleased. It luckily was in a garden, they said. I be-
licve they even knew it was here in this garden, but they
are mischievous people and wanied me to go in search
of it myself!

“I have been ‘through’ here in the garden and these
fairies across the sca were as nice as those in Ireland,
though as I have said before, I haven't seen one that
is half as pretty as Neila, my little guide. I've had a
few of them here in the house and grounds, but they
are very shy and will not allow themselves to be seen
by a stranger. However, they will always come about
when I wish to photograph them, for they like to have
their pictures taken !”

So Keller ended his story and poured some brandy
for himself.

Warren did not speak immediately, but his eyes were
troubled.

“You do not believe me, Jack?” queried Keller.
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“It sounds like a very good Fairy Story, Charlie. The
best I have ever heard.”

“But, Jack, you have seen the fairies yoursel{? Come
we will develop the picture that you yoursel[ snapped!”

“How is it that you take those pictures? You did
ot tell me that.”

“It has taken me all these years to do that. During
my visit ‘through the Veil' I began to realize that that
Veil was nothing more than a certain ‘ray’ (rom the
sun, which formed the barrier, that the molectules.of our
atmosphere took up and created, hiding what lay over
that boundary (rom our three dimensional eyes. I began
to study the various known rays, the X-ray, the Violet-
Ray, the Inlra Red-Rays and down through the line.
And only last week I discovered the Z or Mauve-Ray
that forms that curtain. My camera simply enables me
to photograph what lics beyond. I think that in lime I
shall be able Lo take a photograph dircctly through the
Veil without the need of sccking the ‘Tlole’.”

‘Warren had nothing very much to say and in an hour
or so he was back at his hotel. In his possession he had
the “photo” he had snapped himself, but he never
showed it to anyone. In later years he was (o show it
to his wile and a [ew select [riends, and tell somcthing
about what Keller had told him. They would listen
politely and say that they had heard of Charles Keéller,
who had tried to follow in the footsleps of Sir Conan
Dogyle, and remark that his strange disappearance was
one of the mysteries of New York. Warren secretly
believed that Keller was still alive—not in the world ol
Three Dimensions, but in that strange Fairyland they
had both peered into. The old Keller house is no more,
and the garden is covered over by a skyscraper, but
‘Warren belicves that the “Hole” exists there still,
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