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The Dark Other

Puwrie Forrnon

L3 HAT ISN'T WHAT | MEAN, SAID NICHOLAS Devine, turni ng his eyes on his companion.
"I mean pure horror in the sense of horror detached from experience, apart from redity, Not just a
formlessfear, which implies ether fear of something that might happen, or fear of unknown dangers. Do
you seewhat | mean?'
"Of course," said Pat, letting her eyeswander over the black expanse of night-dark Lake Michigan.
"Certainly | see what you mean but | don't quite understand how you'd do it. It sounds— well, difficult.”
She gazed at hislean profile, clear-cut againg the distant light. He had turned, staring thoughtfully
over thelake, idly fingering the levers on the steering whed before him. The girl wondered alittle a her
feding of contentment; she, Patricia Lane, satisfied to spend an evening in nothing more exciting than
conversation! And they must have parked here afull two hours now. There was something about Nick
—shedidn't understand exactly what; sengitivity, charm, persondity. Those were meaningless cliches,
handlesto hold the unexplainable nuances of character.

"It isdifficult,” resumed Nick. "Bauddairetried it, Poetried it. And in painting, Hogarth, Goya, Dore.
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Poe came closest, | think; he caught the essence of horror in an occasiona poem or story. Don't you
think s0?7’

"l don't know," said Pet. "I've forgotten most of my Poe."

"Remember that story of his— The Black Cat'?"

"Dimly. The man murdered hiswife."

"Yes. That isn't the part | mean. | mean the cat itself — the second cat. Y ou know acat, used rightly,
can be asymbol of horror."

"Indeed yes!" Thegirl shuddered. "I don't like the treacherous beasts!"

"And thiscat of Poe's," continued Nick, warming to his subject. "Just think of it — inthefirst place,
it'sblack; element of horror. Then, it'sgigantic, unnaturdly, aonormaly large. And thenit'snot dl black
— that would be inartistically perfect — but has aformless white mark on its breast, amark that little by
little assumes afantastic form — do you remember what?"

"No."

"Theform of agdlowd"

"Oh!" said thegirl. "Ugh!"

"And then — climax of genius— the eyes! Blind in one eye, the other abaeful yelow orb! Do you
fed it? A black cat, an enormous black cat marked with agallows, and lacking one eye, to makethe
other even moreterrible! Literary tricks, of course, but they work, and that's geniud I1an't it?'

"Geniud Yes, if you cdl it that. The perverse genius of the Devil!"

"That'swhat | want to write— what | will write some day." He watched the play of lightson the
restless surface of the waters " Pure horror, the epitome of the horrible. It could be written, but it hasn't
been yet; not even by Poe.”

"That little analysis of yourswas bad enough, Nick! Why should you want to improve on his
trestment of the theme?"

"Because| liketo write, and because I'm interested in the horrible. Two good reasons.”

"Two excuses, you mean. Of course, even if you'd succeed, you couldn't force anyoneto read it."

"If | succeed, there'd be no need to force people. Success would mean that the thing would be great
literature, and even today, in these times, there are till people to read that. And besides—" He paused.

"Besdeswha?'

"Everybody'sinterested in the horrible. Even you are, whether or not you deny it.”

"| certainly do deny it!"

"But you are, Pat. It's natural to be."

"ltisnt!”

"Thenwhet is?"

"Interest in people, and life, and gay times, and pretty things, and — and one's salf and on€'sown
fedings. And the fedings of the people oneloves.”

"Yes. It comesto exactly the point I've been stressing. People are sordid, life is hopeless, gay times
are stupid, beauty is sensud, one's own fedings are selfish. And loveiscarnd. That'sthe array of horrors
that holds your interest!"

Thegirl laughed in exasperation. "Nick, you could out-argue your name-sake, the Devil himsdlf! Do
you redly believe that indictment of the normd viewpoint?"

"l do— often!"

"Now?"

"Now," hesaid, turning hisgaze on Pat, "1 have no fedling of it a al. Now, right now, | don't believe

"Why not?" she queried, smiling ingenuoudy a him.

"Y ou, obvioudy."

"Gracious! | had no ideamy logic was as convincing asthat."

"Your logicisn't. Therest of youis™"

"That sounds like acompliment,” observed Pat. "If itis" she continued in a bantering tone, "it'sthe
only onel can recall obtaining from you."



"That's because | seldom cdll attention to the obvious.”

"And that's another," laughed the girl. "I'll have to mark thisdatein red on my cdendar. It'sentirely
uniquein our — let's see— nearly amonth's acquaintance.”

"Isit redly so short atime? | know you so well that it must have taken years. Every detail!” He
closed hiseyes. "Hair like black silk, and oddly dark blue eyes— if | were writing a poem at the
moment, I'd call them violet. Tiny lips, the sort the Elizabethan called bee-stung. Straight nose, and a
figurethat isasort of vest-pocket copy of Diana. Right?' He opened his eyes.

"Nice, but exaggerated. And even if you were correct, that isn't Pat Lane, theredl Pat Lane. A
cameracould do better on atenth of a second's acquaintance!”

"Check!" He closed hiseyes again. "Personality, piquant. Character, loyd, naturaly happy, intelligent,
but not serious. Anintellectua butterfly; adilettante. Poised, cool, self-possessed, yet inherently
affectionate. A being untouched by redlity, asyet, living in Chicago and in amake-believe world &t the
sametime." He paused, "How old are you, Pat?'

"Twenty-two. Why?'

"I wondered how long one could manage to stay in the world of make-believe. I'm twenty-six, and
I'mlong exiled.”

"I don't think you know what you mean by amake-believe world. I'm sure | don't.”

"Of courseyou don't. Y ou can't know and still remain there. It's like being happy; onceyou redizeit,
itsno longer perfect.”

"Thendon't explain™

"Wouldn't make any differenceif | did, Pat. It'saqueer world, like the Sardoodledom of Sardou and
the afternoon-tea school of playwrights. All stage-settings and pretense, but it looks real whileyou're
watching, especialy if you're one of the characters.”

Thegirl laughed. "Y ou're addicioudy solemn sort, Nick. How would you like to hear my anayss of
you?"

"l wouldn't!"

"Y ou inflicted yours on me, and I'm entitled to revenge. And so— you'reintdlligent, lazy, dreamy,
and with afine perception of artistic values. Y oure very dert to impressions of the senses— | mean
you're sensuous without being sensud. Y ou're ddightfully serious without being somber, except
sometimes. Sometimes | fed ahint, just athrilling hint, in your character, of something dangeroudy darker

"Dont!" said Nick sharply.

Pat shot him aquick glance. "And you're frightened to death of falinginlove," she concluded
imperturbably.

"Oh! Do you think so?'

"l do."

"Thenyou'rewrong! | can't be afraid of it, snce I've known for the better part of a month that 1've
beeninlove”

"Withme" saidthegirl.

"Yes, withyou!"

"Well!" said Pat. "It never before took me amonth to extract that admission from aman. Is
twenty-two getting old?'

"Youreatantdizing imp!"

"And 07" She pursed her lips, assuming an air of disgppointment. "What am | to do about it
—ascream for help?'Y ou haven't given me anything to scream about.”

Thekiss, Pat admitted to hersdlf, was quite satisfactory. Sheyielded hersdlf to the pleasure of it; it
was decidedly the best kiss she had, in her somewhat limited experience, encountered. She pushed
hersdlf away findly, with alittle gasp, gazing bright-eyed a her companion. He was staring down &t her
with serious eyes; there was atense twist to his mouth, and a curioudly unexpected attitude of
unhappiness.

"Nick!" shemurmured. "Wasit asbad asdl that?"



"Bad! Pat, does it mean you— carefor me? A little, anyway?"

"A little," she admitted. "Maybe more. Isthat what makes you look so forlorn?’

He drew her closer to him. "How could | look forlorn, Honey, when something like this has
happened to me? That was just my way of looking happy.”

She nestled as closaly as the steering whed permitted, drawing his arm about her shoulders. "I hope
you mean that, Nick."

"Then you meanit? Y ouredly do?’

"I redly do."

"I'm glad,” he said huskily. The girl thought she detected a strange dubious notein hisvoice. She
glanced at hisface; his eyes were gazing into the dim remoteness of the night horizon.

"Nick," shesaid, "why were you so— well, so reluctant about admitting this? Y ou must have known
| — like you. | showed you that deliberately in so many ways."

"I — I wasn't quite sure.

"Youwere! That isn'tit, Nick. | had to practically browbesat you into confessing you cared for me.
Why?'

He stepped on the starter; the motor ground into sudden life. The car backed into the road, turning
toward Chicago, that glared like afalse dawn in the southern sky.

"I hope you never find out,” he said.

Science of Mind

=2 HE'SOUT," SAID PAT ASTHE MASSIVE FORM OF Dr. Carl Horker loomed in the
doorway. "Y our trestments must be successful; Mother's out playing bridge.”

The Doctor gave his deep, rumbling chuckle. " So much the better, Pat. | don't fed professond
anyway." He moved into theliving room, depositing his bulk on agroaning davenport. "And how's
yoursdf?’

"Too wdl to be apatient of yours," retorted the girl. "Psychiatry! The new religion! Just between
friends, it'sdl applesauce, isnt it?"

“If I weren't trying to act in place of your father, I'd resent that, young lady," said the Doctor
placidly. "Psychiatry isadefinite science, and a pretty important one. Applied psychology, the science of
the human mind.”

"If said mind exigts," added the girl, swinging her dim legs over thearm of achair.

"Correct,” agreed the Doctor. "In my practice | find occasiond evidencethat it does. Or did; your
generation seemsto have found substitutes.”

"Which gppearsto work just aswell!" laughed Pat. "All our troubles are more or lessinherited from
your generdtion.”

"Touche!" admitted Dr. Horker. "But my generation a so bequesathed you some solid values which
you don't know how to use."

"They've been weighed and found wanting,” said Pet airily. "We're busy replacing them with our own
vaues"

"Which are certainly no better."

"Maybe not, Doc, but at least they're ours.”

"Yoursand Tom Paines. | can't see that you young moderns have brought any new ideasto the
socid scheme”

"New or not, were thefirst onesto give 'em atry-out. Y our crowd took it out in talk.”

"That'san insult,” observed the Doctor cheerfully. "If | weren't acting in loco parentis—"

"I know! You'd give me afew licksin the spot popularly supposed to do the most good! Well, that's



part of aparent's privilege, isn't it?"

"Y ou've grown beyond the spanking age, my dear. Physicaly, if not mentally — though | don't say
the process would hurt me as much as you. I'd doubtless enjoy it."

"Then you might try sending meto bed without my dinner,” the girl laughed.

"That's adoctor's perrogative, Pat. I've even done that to your Mother."

"In other words, you're acomplete flop as a parent. All the responsibilities, and none of the
privileges"

"That expressesit."

"WEell, you elected yoursdf, Doc. It's not my fault you happened to live next door."

"No. It'smy misfortune.

"And | notice," remarked Pat wickedly, "that you're not too thoroughly in loco to neglect sending
Mother abill for services rendered!”

"My dear girl, that's part of the treatment!"

"So0? And how?"

"I furnish ahill just steep enough to keep your mother from indulging too frequently in medica
services. Without that little practica check on her inclinations, sheld be a confirmed neurotic. One of
those swest, resigned, professiond invaids, you know."

"Then why not send her abill tall enough to cure her altogether?”

"She might change to psychoandysis or New Thought,” chuckled the Doctor. "Besides, your father
wanted meto look after her, and besidesthat, | like having the run of the house.”

"Wdl, I'msurel don't mind." observed Pat. "Weve adog and acanary bird, too."

"You'rein finefettle this afternoon!™ laughed her companion. "Must've been asuccessful date last
night.”

"It was." Her eyesturned suddenly dreamy. "You'rein love again, Pat!" he accused.

"Agan?Why the'again'?'

"Wdll, there was Billy, and that Paul —"

"Oh, those!" Her tone was contemptuous. "Merely passing fancies, Doc. Just whims, dreams of the
moment — in other words, puppy love."

"And this? | supposethisisdifferent— agrand passon?'

"l don't know," she said, frowning abruptly. "He's nice, but — odd. Attractive as— well, asthe
devil."

"Odd? How?"

"Oh, he's one of those minds you think we moderns lack."

"Intelectud, eh? New variety for you; out of the usud run of your dancing collegiates. I've often
suspected that you picked your swains by the length and lowness of their cars.”

"Maybe| did. That was one of the chief differences between them.”

"How'd you meet this menta paragon?’

"Billy Fidlds dragged him around to one of those literary evenings he affects— where they read
Oscar Wilde and Eugene O'Neil doud. Bill met him at thelibrary."

"And he out-shonedl thelocd lights, | perceive.

"He surely did!" retorted Pat. "And he hardly said aword the whole evening.”

"Hewouldn't haveto, if they'redl like Billy! What'sthis prodigy's Specidty?"

"Hewrites. | think — laugh if you want to! — | think perhaps he'sagenius.”

"Wdll," said Doctor Horker, "even that's possible. It's been know to occur, but rarely, to my
knowledge, in your generation.”

"Oh, we'rejust dimmed by the glare of brilliance from yours." She swung her legsto thefloor, facing
the Doctor. "Do you psychiatrists actualy know anything about love?" she queried.

"We're supposed to.”

"What isit, then?'

"Just adevice of Naturesfor perpetuating the species. Some organisms manage without it, and do
pretty well."



"Yes. I've heard references to the poor fish!”

"Then they're inaccurate; fish have primitive symptoms of eroticism. But below the vertebrates,
notably in the amoeba, | don't recall any amorous habits."

"Then your definition doesn't explain athing, doesit?"

"Not to one of the victims, perhaps.”

"Anyway," said Pat decisively, "I've heard of the old biologica urge before your kind analyss. |
doesn't begin to explain why one should be attracted to this person and repelled by that one. Doesit?

"No, but Freud does. The famous Oedipus Complex."

"That's the love of son for mother, or daughter for father, isnt it? And | don't see how that clears up
anything; for example, | can just barely remember my father."

"That'splenty. It could be somelittletrait in them swains of yours, Some unimportant mannerism that
recalsthat memory. Or therésthat portrait of him in the hal — the one under the mellow red light. It
might happen that you'd see one of these chaps under asimilar light in some attitude that bringsthe
picture to mind — or ahundred other possibilities.”

"Doesn't sound entirely convincing,” objected Pat with athoughtful frown.

"Wll, submit to the proper trestments, and I'll tell you exactly what caused each and every one of
your little passing fancies. Y ou can't expect meto hit first guess.”

"Thanks, no! That's one of these courses when you tell the doctor all your secrets, and | prefer to
ked what few | have.

"Good judgment, Pat. By theway, you said this chap was odd. Does that mean merely that he
writes? I've known perfectly norma people who wrote.”

"No," shesaid, "itisn't that. It's— he's so sweet and gentle and manageable most of the time, but
sometimes he has such athrilling spark of mastery that it dmost scares me. It's puzzling but fascinating, if
you grasp my import.”

"Huh! He's probably anaturaly selfish fellow who's putting on a good show of gentlenessfor your
benefit. Those flashes of tyranny are probably hisred character in moment of forgetfulness.”

"Y ou doctors can explain anything, can't you?"'

"That's our business. It'swhat we're paid for."

"Widl, you'rewrong thistime. | know Nick well enough to know if he's acting. His persondity isjust
what | said — gentle, sensitive, and yet — It's perplexing, and that's agood part of hischarm.”

"Then it's not such a serious case you've got," mocked the doctor. "When you're cool enough to
anayze your own feelings, and dissect the elements of the chap's attraction, you're not in any danger.”

"Danger! | canlook out for mysdlf, thanks. That's one thing we mindless modernslearn young, and
don't let me catch you puttering around in my romances! In loco parentis or just plainloco, you'll get the
licking instead of mel"

"Believeme, Pat, if | wanted to experiment with affairs of the heart, 1I'd not pick a spit-fire like you as
the subject.”

"Well, Doctor Carl, youre warned!"

"ThisNick," observed the Doctor, "must be quite afellow to get the princess of the North Side so
het up. What's the rest of his cognomen?”

"Nicholas Devine. Romantic, isnt it?"

"Devine," muttered Horker. "I don't know any Devines. Who are his people?”

"Hasnt any."

"How does helive? By hiswriting?'

"Don't know. | gathered that he lives on some income left by his parents. What's the difference,
anyway?'

"None. Noneat dl." The other wrinkled his brows thoughtfully. "There was a colleague of mine, a
Dr. Devine, died agood many years ago. Reputation wasn't anything to brag about; was alittle off
baance mentdly.”

"Wadl, Nick isn't!" snapped Pat with some asperity.

"I'd liketo meet him."



"He's coming over tonight.”

"So'm I. | want to see your mother." Herose ponderoudy. "If she'snot playing bridge again!™

"Well, look him over," retorted Pat. "And | think your knowledge of love isadecided flop. | think
you're woefully ignorant on the subject.”

"Why'sthat?"

"If you'd known anything about it, you could have married mother sometime during the last
seventeen years. Lord knows you'vetried, and al you've attained isthe state of in loco parentis insteed
of parens.”

3
Poychiatiics of, Geni

m OW DO YOU CHARGE —BY THE HOUR?' ASKED Pet, as Doctor Horker returned from
the hall. The sound of her mother's departing footsteps pattered on the porch.

"Of course, Y oung One; like a plumber.”

"Then your rates per minute must be colossa! The only time you ever see Mother isamoment or sO
between bridge games.”

"I add on the time | waste with you, my dear. Such as now, waiting to look over that odd swain of
yours. Didn't you say held be over thisevening?'

"Yes, but it's not worth your rates to have him psychoanayzed. | can do aswell mysdf.”

"All right, Pat. I'll give you asample andlyssfree" chuckled the Doctor, distributing his bulk
comfortably on the davenport.

"I don't likefreetrids," sheretorted. "I sent for a beauty-culture book once, on freetrid. | was
twelve years only, and returned it in seven days, but I'm il getting saleslettersin the mails. | must beon
every sucker ligt in the country.”

"So that's the secret of your charm.”

"What is?"

"Y ou must have read the book, | mean. If you remember thetitle, | might try it mysdf. Think it'd
hdp?'

"Dr. Carl," laughed the girl, "you don't need abook on beauty culture— you need one on bridge! It's
that atrocious game you play that's bothering Mother."

"Indeed? | shouldn't be surprised if you were right; I've suspected that.”

"Save your surprise for when I'mwrong, Doc. Y ou'll suffer much lessfrom shock.”

"Confident little brat! Y ou're apt to get that knocked out of you some day, though | hope you never
do."

"l cantakeit," grinned Pat.

"No doubt you can, but you're an adept at handing it out. Where's this chap of yours?'

"Hell be dong. No one's ever stood me up on adate yet.”

"| can understand that, you imp! Isthat the famous Nick?' he queried as acar purred to astop
beyond he windows.

"Noonedsa" said thegirl, glancing out. "The Big Thrill in person.”

She darted to the door. Horker turned casually to watch her as she opened it, surveying Nicholas
Devine with professona nonchaance. He entered, dl, dender, with histhin sengitive features sharply
outlined in the light of the hall. He cast aquick glance toward the Doctor; the latter noted the curious
amber-green eyes of the lad, set wide in the lean face, Deep, speculative, the eyes of adreamer.

"'Evening, Nick," Pat was bubbling. The newcomer gave her ahasty amile, with another glance a the
Doctor. "Don't mind Dr. Carl," she continued. "Aren't you going to kissme? It irks the medico, and |



never missachance.”

Nicholas flushed in embarrassment; he gestured hesitantly, then placed ahasty peck of akisson the
girl'sforehead. He reddened again at the Doctor's rumble of "Y oung imp of Satan!™

"Not very good,” said Pat reflectively, obvioudy enjoying the Situation. "'I've known you to do better.”
She pulled him toward the arch of the living room. "Come meet Dr. Horker. Dr. Carl, thisisthe aforesaid
Nicholas Devine."

"Dr. Horker," repeated the lad, smiling diffidently.

"Y ou'rethe psychiatrist and brain specidist, aren't you, Sir?'

"So my patients believe," rumbled the massive Doctor, rising at the introduction, and grasping the
youth's hand. "And you're the genius Petricia has been raving about. I'm glad to have the chance of
looking you over."

Nick gavethe girl aharassed glance, shifting uncomfortably, and patently a alossfor areply. She
grinned mischievoudy.

"Sit down, both of you," she suggested helpfully. She seized his hat from the reluctant hands of Nick,
saling it cardlesdy to achair.

"So!" boomed the Doctor, lowering his great bulk again to the davenport. He eyed the youth Sitting
nervoudy before him. "Devine, did you say?'

"Yes gr."

"I knew aDevine once. Colleague of mine."

"A doctor? My father was adoctor.”

"Dr. Stuart Devine?'

"Yes, sr." He paused. "Did you say you knew him, Dr. Horker?'

"Sightly," rumbled the other. "Only dightly."

"l don't remember him at al, of course, | was very young when he— and my mother too — died.”

"Y ou must have been. Patriciaclamsyou write."

" try."

"What sort of materid?"

"Why — any sort. Prose or poetry; whet | fed like writing.”

"Whatever inspiresyou, | suppose?’

"Yes, gr." Thelad flushed again.

"Ever have anything published?'

"Yes, gr. In Nation's Poetry."

"Never heard of it."

"It hasalargecirculation,” said Nick gpologetically.

"Humph! Wéll, that's something. Whom do you like?!

"Whomdo | like?" The youth's tone was puzzled.

"What authors— writers?'

"Oh." He cast another uncomfortable glance at Pat. "Why — | like Bauddaire, and Poe, and
Swinburne, and Villon, and —"

"Decadents, dl of them!" sniffed the Doctor. "What prose writers?'

"Well —" He hesitated — "Poe again, and Stern, and Rabdais—"

"Rabelaidl" Horker's voice boomed. "Wdl! Y our taste can't be as bad as | thought, then. Theré'sone
we agree on, anyway. And | notice you name no moderns, which is another good point.”

"I haven't read many moderns, gr."

"Tha'sin your favor."

"Cut it!" put in Pat with assumed sharpness. "Y ou've taken enough whacks at my generation for one
day.”
"I'm glad to find one of your generation who agreeswith me," chuckled the Doctor. "At least to the
extent of not reading itsworks.”

"I'll teach him," grinned Pat. "I'll have him writing vesslibre, and maybe even dadaism, in aweek."

"Maybeit won't be much loss" grunted Horker. "I haven't seen any of hiswork yet."



"Well bring some around sooner or later. Wewill, won't we, Nick?!

"Of coursg, if you want to. But —"

"He's going to say something modest,” interrupted the girl. "He'sin the retiring mood now, but he's
gpt to change any moment, and snap your surly heed off."

"Humph! I'd liketo seeit.”

"So'dl," retorted Pat. "Y ou've had it coming al day; maybel'll do it mysdlf.”

"Y ou have, my dear, innumerable times. But I'm like the Hydra, except that | grow only one head to
replace the one you snap off." He turned again to Nicholas. "Do you work?"

"Yes, dr. At my writing."

"I mean how do you live?"

"Why," said the youth, reddening again in embarrassment, "my parents—"

"Ligten!" said Pat. "That's enough of Dr. Carl's cross examination. Y ou'd think hewasaVictorian
father who had just been approached for his daughter's hand. We haven't whispered any news of an
engagement to you, have we, Doc?"

"No, but I'm acting —"

"Sure. In loco parentis. We know that."

"You'reincorrigible, Pat! | wash my hands of you. Run adong, if you're going out.”

"You'll betdling me never to darken my own door again in the next breath!" She stretched forth a
diminutive foot at the extremity of a superlatively attractive ankle, caught Nick's hat on her toe, and
kicked it expertly to hislap. "Come on, Nick. Theresamoon.”

"Thereisnot!" objected the Doctor huffily. "It rises at four, as you ought to know. Y ou didn't seeit
last night, did you?’

"I didn't notice," said the girl. "Come on, Nick, and well watch it rise tonight. Well check up on he
Doctor's astronomy, or isit chronology?'

"Youdoand I'll know it! I can hear you come home, you imp!"

"Nice neighbor," observed Pt airily, as she stepped to the door. "I'll bet you peek out of the
window, t0o." Sheignored the Doctor'sirritated rumble as she passed into the hal, where Nick, after a
diffident murmur of farewell to Horker, followed. She caught up alight cape, which he draped about her
shoulders.

"Nick," she said, "suppose you run out to the car and wait. | think I've stepped too hard on Dr.
Carl'scorns, and | want to give him alittle cheering up. Will you?!

"Of course, Pat."

She darted back into the living room, perching on the arm of the davenport beside the Doctor.

"WdI?' shesad, running her hand through grizzled hair. "What'sthe verdict?"

"Seemslikeanicekid," grumbled Horker reluctant "Nice enough, but introverted, repressed, and |
shouldn't be surprised to find him anti-socid. Doesn't adjust easily to his environment; takesrefugeina
dream world of hisown.

"That'swhat he accuses me of doing,” Pat grinned. "That al you've got againg him?”'

"That'sal, but where'sthat streak of mastery you mentioned? Y ou lead him around on aleash!”

"It didn't show up tonight. That's the thrill — the unexpectedness of it."

"Bah! Y ou must've dreamed it. There's no more aggressivenessin that lad than in KoK o, your

"Don't you believeit, Dr. Carl! Thetroubleisthat he'sagenius, and that's where your psychology
fdlsfla.”

"Genius" said the Doctor oracularly, "isasublimation of quaities—"

"I'll tell you tomorrow how sublimethe qualitiesare,” called Pat as she skipped out of the door.

4



The Transfiguration

38 HE CAR SLID SMOOTHLY ALONG A STRAIGHT white road that stretched aheed into the
darkness like an earth-bound Milky Way. In the dim distance before them, red as Antares, glowed the
tall-light of some automobile; except for thislone evidence of humanity, reflected Pet, they might have
been flashing through the cosmic depths of innterstellar space, instead of following ahighway in the very
shadow of Chicago. The colossd city of the lake-shore was invisible behind them, and the clustering
suburbswith it.

"Queer, isn't it?" said Pat, after aslence, "how contented we can be with none of the purchased
amusement people crave — shows, movies, dancing, and dl that."

"It doesn't seem queer to me," answered Nick. "Not when | look at you here beside me.”

"Nice of you!" retorted Pat. "But it's never happened to me before.” She paused, then continued,
"How do you like the Doctor?"

"How does he like me? That's considerably more to the point, isn't it?'

"Hethinks you're nice, but — let's see— introverted, repressed, and ill-adjusted to your
environment. | think those were the points.”

"Widl, | liked him, in spite of your manoeuvers, and in spite of hisbeing adoctor.”

"What'swrong with being adoctor?"

"Did you ever read "Tristram Shandy’ 7' was Nick'sirrelevant response.

"No, but | read the newspapers!"

"What's the connection, Pat?'

"Just as much connection asthere is between the evils of being adoctor and reading Tristram
Shandy'. | know that much about the book, at least.”

"You're nearly right,” laughed Nick. "I wasjust referring to one of Tristram's remarks on doctors and
lawyers. It fitsmy attitude.”

"What'sthe remark?'

"WEell, he had the choice of professions, and it occurred to him that medicine and law werethe
vulture professions, since lawyerslive by men's quarrels and doctors by men's misfortunes. So— he
became awriter."

"And what do writerslive by?' queried Pat mischievoudy. "By men's supidity!”

"You're precious, Pat!" Nick chuckled delightedly. "If I'd created you to order, | couldn't have
planned you more to taste — pepper, tabasco sauice, vinegar, spice, and honey!"

"And to betaken with agrain of sdt,” retorted the girl, puckering her piquant, impish festures. She
edged closer to him, locking her arm through hiswhere it rested on the steering whed!.

"Nick," she said, her tones suddenly gentle, "I think I'm pretty crazy about you. Heaven knowswhy |
should be, but it'safact.”

"Pat, dear!"

"I'm crazy about you in this meek, sengitive pose of yours, and I'm fascinated by those masterful
moments you flash occasondly. Redlly, Nick, | dmost wish you flamed out oftener.”

"Dont!" hesaid sharply.

"Why not?'

"Let's not talk about me, Pet. It — embarrasses me."

"All right, Mr. Modesty! Let'stalk about me, then. I'll promise we won't succeed in embarrassing

"And it's quite the most interesting subject in the world, Pet."

"Well, then?'

"What?'

"Why don't you start talking? Thetopic isal attention.”

He chuckled. "How many men have told you you were beautiful, Pat?!



"l never kept account.”

"And in many different ways?'

"Why? Have you, perchance, discovered anew way, Nick?'

"Not at al. The oldest way of any, the way of Shappho and Pindar.”

"O-ooh!" She clagpped her handsin mock delight. " Poetry!"

"The only medium that could possibly express how lovely you are” said Nick.

"Nicholas, have you gone and composed a poem to me?"

"Composed? No. It isn't necessary, with you here besde me.”

"What's that? Some very subtle compliment?*

"Not subtle, Pat. Y ou're the poem yoursdlf; dl | need do islook at you, listen to you, and trandate.”

"Nesat!" gpplauded the girl. "Do | hear the trandation?”’

"You certainly do." Heturned his odd amber-green eyes on her, then bent forward to the road. He
began to speak inalow voice.

"In no far country'ssilent ways

Shdl | forget onelittlething

The soft intentness of your gaze,

The sweetness of your murmuring

Y our generoudly tender praise,

The words just hinted by a breath —

In no far country's silent way,
Unlessthat country's name be Death —"

He paused abruptly, and drove silently onward. "Oh," breathed Pat. "Why don't you go on, Nick?
Pease”

"No. Itisn't themood for thisnight, Dear. Not this night, alone with you."

"What is, then?"'

"Nothing sentimental. Something lighter, something — oh, Elizabethan. That'sit.”

"And what's stopping you?'

"Lack of an availableidea. Or — wait. Listen amoment.” He began, thistimein atone of banter.

"When mornings, you éttire yourself
For riding in the city,
Youresuchalovely little df,
Extravagantly pretty!

And when at noon you deign to wear
The habit of the town,

| cannot call to mind asfair

A symphony in brown.

Then evenings, you blithely don

A daintiness of white,

Toflash avery paragon

Of lightsomeness— and light!

But when the rounds of pleasure cease,
Andyou retire at night,

The Godling on your mantelpiece
Must know afairer sght!"

"Sweet!" laughed Pat. "But persona. And anyway, how do you know I've agodling on my mantel ?
Don't you credit me with any modesty?*
"If you haven', you should have! Thevison | mentioned ought to enliven even astatue,”



"Well," said thegirl, "I have one— ajade Buddha, and with al the charms | flash before him nightly,
he's never batted an eyelash. Explain that!"

"Eadly. HE's green with envy, and frozen with admiration, and struck dumb by wonder."

"Heavend! | suppose| ought to be thankful you didn't say he was petrified with fright!" Peat laughed.
"Oh Nick," she continued, in avoice gone suddenly dreamy, "thisis marvelous, isn't it? | mean our
enjoying ourselves so completely, and our being satisfied to be so aone. Why, we've never even danced
together."

"So we haven't. That's a subterfuge we haven't needed, isn't it?"

"Itis," replied the girl, dropping her glossy gleaming black head againgt his shoulder. "And besides,
it's much more satisfactory to be held in your armsin private, instead of in the midst of a crowd, and
gtting down, instead of standing up. But | should like to dance with you, Nick," she concluded.

"WEll go dancing, then, whenever you like."

"Y ou're ddightfully complaisant, Nick. But —you'e puzzling." She glanced up a him. "Youreso—
30 reluctant. Here we've been driving an hour, and you haven't tried to kissme asingletime, and yet I'm
quite positive you care for me."

"Lord, Pet!" he muttered. "Y ou never need doubt that."

"Then what isit? Areyou so spiritua and ethereal, or ismy attraction for you just sort of intellectua?
Or — areyou afraid?' As he made no reply, she continued, "Or are those poems you spout about my
physica charmsjust — poetic license?'

"They're not, and you know it!" he snapped. "Y ou've amirror, haven't you? And other fellowsthan |
have taken you around, haven't they?'

"Oh, I've been taken around! That's what perplexes me about you, Nick. I'd think you were actually
afraid of kissng meif it weren't —" Her voicetrailed into silence, and she stared speculatively ahead at
the ribbon of road that rolled steadily into the headlights glare.

She brokethe interval of wordlessness. "What isit, Nick?' she resumed amost pleadingly. "Y ou've
hinted at something now and then. Please— you don't have to hesitate to tell me; I'm modern enough to
forgive things pagt, entanglements, affairs, disgraces, or anything like that. Don't you think | should
know?"

"You'd know," he said huskily, "if | could tell you."

"Then thereis something, Nick!" She pressed hisarm againgt her. "Tell me, isn't there?'

"I don't know." There was the suggestion of agroan in hisvoice.

"You don't know! | can't understand.”

"| can't either. Please, Pat, let's not spoil tonight; if | could tell you, | would. Why, Pat, | love you
—I'mterribly, deeply, solemnly inlove with you."

"And | with you, Nick." She gazed ahead, where the road rose over the arch of anarrow bridge. The
speeding car lifted to the rise like azooming plane.

And suddenly, squarely in the center of the road, another car, until now concealed by the arch of the
bridge, appeared amost upon them. There was a heart-stopping moment when a collision seemed
inevitable, and Pet felt the arm againgt her tighten convulsively into abar of stedl. She heard her own
sobbing gasp, and then, somehow, they had dlipped unscathed between the other car and therail of the
bridge.

"Oh!" she gasped faintly, then with areturn of breath, "That was nice, Nick!"

Beyond the bridge, the road widened once more; she felt the car dowing, edging toward the broad
shoulder of the road.

"Therewas danger,”" said her companion in tones as emotionless asthe rasping of meta. "l cameto
saveit."

"Save what?' queried Pat asthe car did to ahalt on the turf.

"Y our body." Thetonesweretill cold, like grinding wheels. "The beauty of your body!"

He reached athin hand toward her, suddenly seized her skirt and snatched it above the silken
roundness of her knees. "There," herasped. "That iswhat | mean."

"Nick!" Pet half-screamed in appalled astonishment. "How —" She paused, shocked into abrupt



slence, for the face turned toward her was but aremote, evil caricature of Nicholas Devines. It leered at
her out of blood-shot eyes, asif behind the mask of Nick's face peered ared-eyed demon.

3

A Fantasy of Fear

EE HE SATYR BESIDE PAT WASLEANING TOWARD her; the arm about her wastightening
with abruta ruthlessness, and while till-staring in fascination at the incredible eyes, sheredlized hat
another arm and a white hand was moving relentessy, exploratively, toward her body. It was the cold
touch of thishand asit dipped over her slk-sheathed legs that broke the chilling spell of her fascination.

"Nick!" she screamed. "Nick!" She had a curious sensation of cdling him back from far distances, the
while she strove with both hands and al her strength to press him back from her. But the ruthless force of
his arms was overcoming her resistance; she saw the red eyes ahand's breadth from her own.

"Nick!" she sobbed in terror.

Therewas a change. Abruptly, she waslooking into Nick's eyes, bloodshot, frightened, puzzled, but
indubitably Nick's eyes. Theflaming orbs of the demon were no more; it was asif they had receded into
Nick's head. The arm about her body relaxed, and they were staring a each other in amedley of
congternation, amazement and unbelief. The youth drew back, huddied in his corner of the car, and Pet,
bresthing in sobs, smoothed out her rumpled apparel with a convulsve movemen.

"Pat!" he gasped. "Oh, my God! He couldn't have—" He paused abruptly. The girl gazed at him
without reply.

"Peat, Dear," he spoke in alow, tense murmur, "I'm — sorry. | don't know — | don't understand how

"Never mind," she said, regaining avestige of her customary composure. "It's— dl right, Nick."

"But — oh, Pat —!"

"It was that near accident,” she said. "That upset you — both of us, | mean.”

"Yed" he said eagerly. "That'swhat it was, Pet. It must have been that, but Dear, can you forgive?
Do you want to forgive me?’

"It'sdl right," sherepeated. "After dl, you just complimented my legs, and | guess| can stand that.
It's happened before, only not quite so—convincingly!"

"Y ou're swest, Pat!"

"No; | just love you Nick." Shefelt asudden pity for the misery in hisface. "Kissme, Nick — only
gently."

He pressed hislipsto hers, very lightly, dmost timidly. Shelay back against the seat for amoment,
her eyes closed.

"That'syou again," she murmured. "This other —wasn't."

"Please, Pat! Don't refer to it, — not ever.”

"But it wasn't you, Nick. It wasjust the strain of that narrow escape. | don't hold it againgt you.”

"Youre— Lord, Pat, | don't deserve you. But you know that | — | myself — could never touch
you except in tenderness, even in reverence. Y ou're too dainty, too lovely, too spirited, to be hurt, or to
be held roughly, against your will. Y ou know | fed that way about you, don't you?”

"Of course. It was nothing, Nick. Forget it."

"If I can," he said somberly. He switched on the engine, backed out upon the pavement, and turned
the car toward the glow that marked Chicago. Neither of them spoke as the machine hummed over the
arching bridge and down the dope, where, so few minutes before, the threat of accident had thrust itself
at them.

"Wewon't seeamoon tonight," said Pat in asmall voice, after aninterva. "Well never check up on



Dr. Carl'sastronomy.”

"Y ou don't want to tonight, Pat, do you?"

"l guess perhaps we'd better not," shereplied. "We're both upset, and therelll be other nights.”

Againthey weresilent. Pat felt strained, shaken; there was something uncanny about the occurrence
that puzzled her. The red eyesthat had glared out of Nick's face perplexed her, and the curious rasping
voice he had used still sounded inhumanly in her memory. Out of recollection rose still another mystery.

"Nick," shesad, "what did you mean — then —when you said there was danger and you cameto
saveme?’

"Nothing," he said sharply.

"And then, afterwards, you started to say something about 'He couldn't have—'. Who's'he?"

"It meant nothing, | tell you. | wasfrantic to think you might have been hurt. That'sdl.”

"I believe you, Honey," she said, wondering whether sheredly did. The thing was beginning to grow
hazy; aready it was assuming merely the proportions of an upheava of youthful fervor. Such occurrences
were not unheard of, though never before had it happened to PatriciaLane! Still, even that was
conceivable, far more conceivable than the dark, unformed, inchoate suspicions she had been harboring.
They hadn't even been definite enough to be caled suspicions; indefinite apprehensions came closer.

And yet — that strange, wild face that had formed itsdlf of Nick'sfine features, and the terrible red
eyesl Were they elementsin a picture conjured out of her own imagination? They must be, of course.
She had been frightened by that hair-breadth escape, and had seen things that didn't exist. And the rest of
it—well, that might be natural enough. Still, there was something — she knew that; Nick had admitted
it.

Horker's words concerning Nick's father rosein her mind. Suspected of being crazy! Wasthat it?
Was that the cause of Nick's curious rel uctance where she was concerned? Was the face that had glared
at her the visage of amaniac? It couldn't be. It couldn't be, shetold hersdlf fiercely. Not her fine, tender,
sengtive Nick! And besides, that face, if she hadn't imagined it, had been the face, not of alunatic, but of
adevil. She shook her head, asif to deny her thoughts, and placed her hand impulsively on Nick's.

"l don't care," shesaid. "l loveyou, Nick."

"And | you," he murmured. "Pat, I'm sorry about spoiling this evening. I'm sorry and ashamed.”

"Never mind, Honey. Therell be others.

"Tomorrow?’

"No," shesaid. "Mother and | are going out to dinner. And Friday were having company.”

"Redlly, Pat? Y oure not just trying to turn me off gently."

"Redly, Nick. Try asking mefor Saturday evening and see!™

"Y ou're asked, then."

"Andit'sadate.” Then, with areturn of her usua insouciance, she added. "If you're on good
behavior."

"l will be. | promise”

"l hope s0," said Pat. An inexplicable sense of foreboding had come over her; despite her saf-given
assurances, something unnamesble troubled her. She gave amenta shrug, and ddliberately relegated the
unplessant cogitationsto oblivion.

The car turned into Dempster Road; the lights of the teeming roadhouses, dance hals, road-side
hamburger and barbecue stands flashed by. There were many cars here; there was no longer any
impression of solitude now, in the overflow from the vast city in whose shadow they moved. The
incessant flow of traffic gave the girl afeding of security; these were tangible things about her, and once
more the memory of that disturbing occurrence became dim and dreamlike. Thiswas Nick beside her,
gentle, intdligent, kind; had he ever been other-wise? It seemed highly unreasonable, afantasy of fear
and the hysteria of the moment.

"Hungry?" asked Nick unexpectedly.

"I could use abarbecue, | guess. Beef."

The car veered to the graveled area before abrightly lit stand. Nick gave the order to an attendant.
He chuckled as Pet, with the digestive disregard of youth attacked the greasy combination.



"Tha'slike ahumming bird esting hay!" he said.

"Or better, like aleprechaun eating that horse-mest they can for dogs.”

"Y ou might aswell discover that | don't live on honey and rose-petals,” said Pat. "Not even on caviar
and terrgpin — at least, not exclusively. | leave the dainty paate for Mother to indulge.”

"Whichisjust aswel. Hamburger and barbecue are more easily budgeted.”

"Nicholas" said the girl, tossing the paper napkin out of the car window, "isthat an indirect and very
evasve proposa of marriage?’

"Y ou know it could be, if youwished it!"

"And do |7’ shesaid, assuming apensiveair. "l wonder. Suppose we say I'll let you know later.”

"And meanwhile?’

"Oh, meanwhile we can be sort of engaged. Just the way we've been.”

"You'reswest, Pat," he murmured, as the car edged into the line of traffic. "I don't know just how to
convey my appreciation, but it's therel

The buildings drew more closely together; the road was suddenly alighted street, and then, dmost
without redizing it, they were before Pat's home. Nick walked beside her to the door; he stood facing
her hesitantly.

"Good night, Pet," he said huskily. He leaned down, kissing her very gently, turned, and departed.
The girl watched him from the open doorway, following the lights of his car until they vanished down the
street. Dear, sweet Nick! Then the disturbing memory of that occurrence of the evening returned; she
frowned in perplexity asthe thought rose. That wasdl of a piece with the puzzling character of him, and
the curious velled references held made. References to what? She didn't know, couldn't imagine. Nick
had said he didn't know either, which added till another quirk to the maze.

She thought of Dr. Horker'swords. With the thought, she glanced at his house, adjacent to her own
home. A light gleamed in thelibrary; he was still awake. She closed the door behind her, and darted
across the narrow strip of lawn to his porch. Sherang the bell.

"Good evening, Dr. Carl," she said asthe massive form of Horker appeared. She puckered her lips
impudently at him as she dipped by him into the house.

6

U Questien of Science

N OT THAT I'M DISPLEASED AT THISVISIT, PAT," rumbled the Doctor, seating himself in
one of the great chairs by thefireplace, "but I'm curious. | thought you were dating your ided tonight, yet
here you are, back done alittle after eleven. How come?"

"Oh," said the girl nonchantly, dropping crosswise in the other chair, "we decided we needed our
beauty deep.”

"Then why are you here, you young imp?"'

"Thought you might be lonesome.”

"I'll bet you did! But serioudly, Pat, what isit? Any trouble?’

"No-0," she said dubioudly. "No trouble. | just wanted to ask you afew hypothetical questions.
About science.”

"Gotoit, then, and quickly. | wasready to turnin.”

"Well," said Pat, "about Nick's father. He was a doctor, you said, and supposed to be cracked. Was
heredly?’

"Humph! That's curious. | just looked up abrochure of histonight in the American Medical Journd,
after our conversation of this afternoon. Why do you ask that?’

"Because I'm interested, of course.”



"Wdll, hereswhat | remember about him, Pat. Hewasan M.D., dl right, but | see by his paper there
— the one | wasreading — that he was on the staff of Northern U. He did some work at the Cook
County Asylum, some research work, and there was a bit of talk about his matresting the patients. Then,
on top of that, he published a paper that medica men considered crazy, and that started talk of his sanity.
That'sal | know."

"Then Nick —."

"| thought s0! So it's come to the point where you're investigating his antecedents, en? With an eyeto
marriage, or what?’

"Or what!" snapped Pat. "1 was curious to know, naturaly.”

"Naturaly." The Doctor gave her akeen glance from his shrewd eyes. "Did you think you detected
incipient dementiain your ided?’

"No," said the girl thoughtfully. "Dr. Carl, isthere any sort of crazinessthat could take an ordinarily
shy person and make a passionate devil of him?| don't mean passionate, either,”" she added. "Rather
cold, ruthless, domineering.”

"Nonethat | know of," said Horker, watching her closdly. "Did this Nick of yours have one of his
magterful moments?'

"Worse than that,” admitted Pat reluctantly. "We had a near accident, and it startled both of us, and
then suddenly, he was looking a melike adevil, and then —" She paused. "It frightened me alittle.”

"What's he do?' demanded Horker sharply.

"Nothing." Shelied with no hestation.

"Werethere any sgnsof Satyromania?’

"l don't know. | never heard of that."

"I mean, in plain Americanese, did he make apass at you?"

"He— no, hedidn't."

"Wdl, what did he do?’

"Hejust looked at me." Somehow afeding of didoydty wasrisang in her; shefdt arductanceto
betray Nick further.

"What did he say, then? And don't liethistime.”

"Hejust said — Hejust looked at my legs and said something about their being beautiful, and that
was dl. After that, thelook on hisface faded into the old Nick."

"Old Nick isright — the impudent scoundrel!" Horker's voice rumbled angrily.

"Well, they'renicelegs” said Pat defiantly, swinging them asevidence. "Y ou've said it yoursalf. Why
shouldn't he say it? What'sto keep him from it?’

"The code of agentleman, for onething!"

"Oh, who caresfor your Victorian codes! Anyway, | came here for information, not to be
cross-examined. | want to ask the questions mysdif.”

"Peat, you're arecklesslittle spit-fire, and you're going to get burned some day, and deserveit,” the
Doctor rumbled ominoudy. "Ask your fool questions, and then I'll ask mine."

"All right," said the girl, till defiant. "I don't guarantee to answer yours, however."

"Whll, ask yours, you imp!"

"Fird, then — Isthat Satyro-stuff you mentioned intermittent or continuous?’

"It's necessarily intermittent, you numb-skull! The mae organism can't function continuoudy!™

"I mean, doesthe manialie dormant for weeks or months, and then flare up?’

"Not at dl. It'sapermanent mania, like any other psychopathic sex condition.”

"Oh," said Pat thoughtfully, with asense of relief.

"Well, go on. What next?'

"What are these dual persondities you read about in the papers?’

"They're gphasias. Anindividud forgets his name, and he picks, or isgiven, ancther, if he happensto
wander among strangers. He forgets much of his past experience; the second persondity is merely what's
left of the first — sort of avestige of hisnormal character. Thereisn't any such thing asadud persondity
inthe sense of two distinct charactersliving in one body."



"lan't there?' queried the girl musingly. "Could the second persondity have qualitiesthat thefirst one
lacked?"

"Not any more than it could have an extrafinger! The second ismerdy asplit off thefirgt, a
forgetfulness, aloss of memory. It couldn't have more qudities than the whole, or norma, character; it
must havefewer."

"lsn't that just too interesting!” said Pat in abantering tone. "All right, Dr. Carl. It'syour turn.”

"Then what's the reason for al this curiosity about perversions and aphasias? What's happened to
your genius now?’

"Oh, I'm thinking of taking up the study of psychiatry,” replied the girl cheerfully.

"Aren't you going to answer me serioudy?’

"No."

"Then what's the use of my asking questions?"

"I know theright answer to that one. None!™

"Pat," said Horker in alow voice, "you're an impudent little hoyden, and too clever for your own
good, but you and your mother are very preciousto me. Y ou know that.”

"Of coursel do, Dr. Carl," said the girl, relenting. "Y ou're adear, and I'm crazy about you, and you
know that, too."

"What I'm trying to say," proceeded the other, "issmply that I'm trying to help you. | want to help
you, if you need help. Do you?"

"l guess| don't, Dr. Carl, but you're sweet."

"Areyou inlovewith thisNicholas Devine?"

" think perhgps | am,” she admitted softly.

"Andisheinlovewith you?'

"Frankly, could he help being?’

"Then theré's something about him that worriesyou. That'sit, isn't it?"

"| thought therewas, Dr. Carl. | wasalittle startled by the change in him right after we had that
narrow escape, but I'm sure it was nothing — just imagination. Honestly, that's al that troubled me.”

"I believeyou, Pat," said the Doctor, his eyesfixed on hers. "But guard yoursdlf, my dear. Be sure
heswhat you think heis, be sure you know himrightly."

"He'sclean and fine" murmured thegirl. 'l am sure.”

"But this puzzling yoursdf about his character, Pat — | don't likeit. Make doubly sure before you
permit your fedings to become too deeply involved. That's only common sense, child, not psychiatry or
magic.”

"I'm sure," repeated Pat. "'I'm not puzzled or troubled any more. And thanks, Dr. Carl. You run dong
tobed and I'll do likewise."

He rose, accompanying her to the door, hisface unusualy grave.

"Patricia," hesad, "l want you to think over what I've said. Be sure, be doubly sure, before you
expose yoursdlf to the possbility of suffering. Remember that, won't you?’

"I'll try to. Don't fret yourself about it, Dr. Carl; I'm ahard-boiled young modern, and it tekes a
diamond to even scratch me."

"l hope s0," he said soberly. "Run dong; I'll watch until youreinside.”

Pat darted across the strip of grass, turned at her door to blow a goodnight kissto the Doctor, and
dipped in. Shetiptoed quietly to her room, dipped off her dress, and surveyed her long, dim legsinthe
mirror.

"Why shouldn't he say they were beautiful 7’ she queried of theimage. "1 can't see any reason to get
excited over asmple compliment likethat.”

She made aface over her shoulder at the green Buddha above the fireplace.

"And asfor you, fat boy," she murmured, "1 expect to see you wink at metonight. And every night
heregfter!”

She prepared herself for dumber, dipped into the great bed. She had hardly closed her lids before
theimage of aleering face with terrible bloody eyesflamed out of memory and set her trembling and



shuddering.

The Red Eyes Return

EE SUPPOSE | REALLY OUGHT TO MEET YOUR friends, Patricia," said Mrs. Lane, peering
out of the window, "but they dl seem to call when I'm not a home.”

"I'll have some of them cdl in February.” said Pat. "Y ou're not out as often in February.”

"Why do you say I'm not out as often in February?’ demanded her mother. "I don't see what earthly
difference the month makes."

"There are fewer daysin February,” retorted Pet airily.

"Facetious brat!"

"So I've been told. Y ou needn't worry, though, Mother; I'm sober, steady, and reliable, and if |
werent, Dr. Carl would seeto it that my associates were,”

"Yes, Carl isagem," observed her mother. "By the way, who's this Nicholas you're so enthusiastic
about?'

"He'saboy | met."

"What'shelike?'

"Well, he speaks English and wearsahat.”

"Imp! Ishenice?’

"That meansishisfamily acceptable, doesn't it? He hasn't any family.”

Mrs. Lane shrugged her attractive shoulders. "Y ou're a sdf-reliant sort, Patricia, and cool asiced
lettuce, like your father. | don't doubt that you can manage your own affairs, and here comes Claude with
the car." She gave the girl ahasty kiss. "Goodbye, and have agood time, asI'm sure | shan't with Bret
Cutter inthe game.”

Pat watched her mother'strim, amazingly youthful figure as she entered the car. Morelikea
companion than a parent, she mused; she liked the independence her mother's attitude permitted her.

"Better than being watched like a prize-winning puppy,” she thought. "Maybe Dr. Carl asafather
would have adetriment or two aong with the advantages. He's adear, and I'm mad about him, but he
doeslean to the nineteenth century asfar as parentd duties are concerned.”

She saw Nick's car draw to the curb; as he emerged she waved from the window and skipped into
the hall. She caught up her wrap and bounded out to meet him just ascending the steps.

"Let'sgo!" she greeted him. She cast an apprehensve glance a hisfeatures, but there was nothing
disturbing about him. He gave her adiffident smile, the shy, gentle smile that had taken her in that first
moment of meeting. Thiswas certainly no one but her own Nick, with no trace of the unsettling
persondity of their last encounter.

He helped her into the car, seating himsdlf at her side. He leaned over her, kissing her very tenderly;
suddenly shewas clinging to him, her face againg the thrilling warmth of his cheek.

"Nick!" she murmured. "Nick! You'rejust safely you, aren't you? I've been imagining thingsthat |
knew couldn't be so!"

He dipped hisarm caressingly about her, and the pressure of it was like the security of encircling
battlements. The world was outside the circle of hisarms; she waswithin, safe, inviolable. It was some
moments before she stirred, lifting her pert face with tear-bright eyes from the obscurity of his shoulder.

"Sol" she exclaimed, patting the black glow of her hair into composure. "I fed better, Nick, and |
hope you didn't mind."

"Mind!" he gaculated. "If you mean that as a joke, Honey, it'sfar too subtle for me."

"Wel, I didn't think you'd mind," said Pat demurely, settling herself beside him. "Let's be moving,



then; Dr. Carl isnearly popping hiseyes out in the window there.”

The car hummed into motion; she waved aderisive arm at the Doctor's window by way of indicating
her knowledge of his surveillance. "Ought to teach him alesson sometime," she thought. "One of these
fineevenings!'ll give him ared shock.”

"Wheréell we go?’ queried Nick, veering skilfully into the swift traffic of Sheridan Road.

"Anywherel" she said blithely. "Who cares aslong as we go together?’

"Danding?"

"Why not? Know agood place?’

"No." Hefrowned in thought. "I haven't indulged much.”

"The Picador?’ she suggested. "The music's good, and it's not too expensive. But it's 'most across
town, and besides, Saturday nights we'd be sure to run into some of the crowd.”

"What of it?’

"l want to dance with you, Nick — dl evening. | want to be without distractions.”

"Pat, dear! | could kissyou for that."

"Youwill," shemurmured softly.

They moved amlessy south with the traffic, pausng momentarily at the light-controlled intersections,
then whirring again to rapid motion. The girl leaned againgt hisarm silently, contentedly; block after block
dropped behind.

"Why s0 pensive, Honey?" he asked after an interva. "I've never known you so quiet before.”

"I'm enjoying my happiness, Nick."

"Aren't you usudly happy?’

"Of course, only these last two or three days, ever Snce our last date, 1've been making myself
miserable. I've been tdling mysdlf foolish things, impossible things, and it's only now thet I've thrown off
the blues. I'm happy, Dear!"

"I'm glad you are," he said. His voice was strangely husky, and he stared fixedly at the street rushing
toward them. "I'm glad you are," he repeated, a curioustensty in histones.

"Soml."

"I'll never do anything to make you unhappy, Pat —never. Not — if | can helpit.”

"You can help it, Nick. Y ou're the one making me happy; please keep doing it."

"| — hopeto." Therewasaqueer catchin hisvoice. It wasamost asif he feared something.

"Sdlah!" said Pat conclusively. Shewasthinking, “Wrong of meto refer to that accident. After dl it
was harmless; just anatura burst of passion. Might happen to anyone.”

"Wherell we go?’ asked Nick asthey swung into the tree-shadowed road of Lincoln Park. "We
haven't decided that."

"Anywhere" said the girl dreamily. "Just drive; well find aplace.”

"Y ou must know lots of them.”

"Well find anew place; well discover it for ourselves. It'll mean more, doing that, than if wejust go
to one of the old places where I've been with every boy that ever dated me. Y ou don't want me dancing
with acrowd of memories, do you?’

"l shouldn't mind aslong asthey stayed merely memories.”

"Wel, | should! Thisevening'sto be ours—exclusively ours."

"Asif it could ever be otherwise!"

"Indeed?’ said Pat. "And how do you know what memories | might chooseto carry dong? Areyou
capable of ingpecting my mental baggage?’

"WEelIl check it at the door. Y ou're traveling light tonight, aren't you?"

"Pedt!" shesad, giving his cheek an impudent vicious pinch. "Nice, pleasurable pest!”

He made no answer. The car wasidling rather dowly dong Michigan Boulevard; half ablock ahead
glowed the green of atraffic light. Faster traffic flowed around them, passing them like water eddying
about adow floating branch.

Suddenly the car lurched forward. The amber flame of the warning light had flared out; they flashed
across the intersection a split second before the metallic click of the red light, and a scant few feet before



the converging lines of traffic from the Sde street swept in with protesting horns.

"Nick!" thegirl gasped. "Y oulll rate yoursdf atraffic ticket! Why'd you cut the light like that?”

"Toloseyour guardian angel," he muttered in tones so low she barely understood hiswords.

Pat glanced back; the lights of adozen cars showed beyond the barrier of the red signal.

"Do you mean one of those cars was following us? What on earth makes you think that, and why
should it, anyway?’

The other made no answer; he swerved the car abruptly off the avenue, into one of the nondescript
Sde street. He drove swiftly to the corner, turned south again, and turned again on some street Pt failed
to identify — South Superior or Grand, she thought. They were scarcely ablock from the magnificence
of Michigan Avenue and its Skyscrapers, its brilliant lights, and itsteeming night traffic, yet here they
moved down a deserted dark thoroughfare, astreet lined with ramshackle wooden houses intermingled
with mean little shops.

"Nick!" Pat exclamed. "Where are we going?'

The low voice sounded. "Dancing,” he said.

He brought the car to the curb; in the silence asthe motor died, the faint strains of amechanica piano
sounded. He opened the car door, stepped around to the sidewalk.

"We'rehere" hesad.

Something metalic in histone drew Pat's eyesto hisface. The eyesthat returned her stare were the
bloody orbs of the demon of last Wednesday night!

o]
Gateway te Evil

[ﬁAT STARED CURIOUSLY AT THE APPARITION but made no moveto dight from the
vehicle. She was conscious of no fear, only asense of wonder and perplexity. After dl, thiswas merely
Nick, her own harmless, adoring Nick, in some sort of mysterious masquerade, and shefdt full
confidencein her ability to handle him under any circumstances.

"Wheréshere?’ she said, remaining motionlessin her place.

"A placeto dance," camethetonelessreply.

Pat eyed him; astreet car rumbled past, and the brief glow from its lighted windows swept over his
face. Suddenly the visage wasthat of Nick; the crimson glare of the eyes was impreceptible, and the
features were the well-known appurtenances of Nicholas Devine, but queerly tensed and strained.

"A trick of thelight,” she thought, asthe street car lumbered away, and again afaint gleam of crimson
appeared. She gazed curioudy at the youth, who stood impassively returning her survey as he held the
door of the car. But the face was the face of Nick, she perceived, probably in one of hisgrim moods.

Shetrandferred her glance to the building opposite which they had stopped. The strains of the
mechanica piano had ceased; blank, shaded windows faced them, around whose edges glowed a
subdued light from within. A drab, battered, paintless shack, she thought, dismal and unpleasant; while
she gazed, the sound of the discordant music recommenced, adding, it seemed, the last unprepossessing
item.

"It doesn't look very attractive, Nick," she observed dubioudy.

"l find it so, however."

"Then you've been here?"

"y es"

"But | thought you said you didn't know any placeto go."

"This one hadn't occurred to me — then.”

"Well," shesaid crisply, "I could have done as well asthiswith my eyes closed. It doesn't appedl to



meat al, Nick."

"Nevertheless, heréswherewell go. You're gpt to find it — interesting.”

"Look here, Nicholas Devinel" Pat snapped, "What makes you think you can bully me? No one has
ever succeeded yet!"

"l said you'd find it interesting.” His voice was unchanged; she stared a him in compl ete bafflement.

"Oh, Nick!" she exclaimed in suddenly softer tones. "What difference does it make? Didn't | say
anywhere would do, so we went together?” She amiled at him. "Thiswill do if you wish, though redlly,
Honey, I'd prefer not.”

"l dowishit,” the other said.

"All right, Honey," said Pat the faintest trace of reluctance in her voice as she dipped from the car. "l
dick to my bargains.”

She winced at the intengity of hisgrip ashetook her arm to assist her. Hisfingerswere like taunt
wireshiting into her flesh.

"Nick!" shecried. "You're hurting me! Y ou're bruisng my arm!”

He released her; she rubbed the spot ruefully, then followed him to the door of the mysterious
establishment. The unharmonious jangle of the piano dinned abruptly louder as he swung the door open.
Pat entered and glanced around her at the room revealed.

Dull, smoky, disma — not the least exciting or interesting as yet, she thought. A short bar pardleled
onewal, behind which lounged alittle, thin, nondescript individua with asmall mustache. Half adozen
tablesfilled the remainder of the room; four or five occupied by the clientele of the place, as unsavory a
group asthe girl could recal having encountered on the hither side of the motion picture screen. Two
women tittered as Nick entered; then with one accord, the eyes of the entire group fixed on Pet, where
she stood drawing her wrap more closely about her, standing uncomfortably behind her escort. And the
piano tinkled its discordsin the far corner.

"Same place," said Nick shortly to the bartender, ignoring the glances of the others. Peat followed him
acrosstheroom to adoor, into ahadl, thence into asmaller room furnished merely with atable and four
chairs. The nondescript man stood waiting in the doorway as Nick took her wrap and seated her in one
of thechairs,

"Quart," he said laconically, and the bartender disappeared.

Pet stared intently, studioudly, into the face of her companion. Nick'sface, certainly; herein full light
there was no trace of the red-eyed horror she had fancied out there in the semi-darkness of the street. Or
was there? Now — when he turned, when the light struck his eyes at an angle, wasthat aglint of
crimson? Sill, the features were Nick's, only a certain grim intengity foreign to him lurked about the set of
his mouth, the narrowed eye-lids.

"Wel!" shesaid. "Sothisis Parist What are you trying to do — teach me capitd L — life? And
where do we dance?'

"Inhere”

"And what kind of quart was that you ordered? Y ou know how little I drink, and I'm darned
particular about even that little.”

"Youll likethis™"

"| doubt it."

"I sad you'll likeit," hereterated in flat tones.

"l heard you say it." Sheregarded him with a puzzled frown. "Nick," she said suddenly, "I've decided
| like you better in your gentle pose; this masterful attitude isn't becoming, and you can forget whet | said
about wishing you'd display it oftener.”

"Youll like that, too."

"Again | doubt it. Nick, dear, don't spoil another evening like that last onel”

"Thisonewon't belikethelast onel”

"But Honey —" she paused at the entrance of the bartender bearing atray, an opened bottle of
ginger de, two glasses of ice, and aflask of oily amber liquid. He deposited the assortment on the
red-checked table cloth.



"Two dollars," he said, pocketed the money and silently retired.

"Nicholas," sadthegirl tartly, "there's enough of that poison for aregiment.”

"l don't think s0."

"Wedll, | won't drink it, and | won't let you drink it! So now what?’

"| think you'll do both."

"I don't!" she snapped. "And | don't likethis, Nick — the place, or the liquor, or your attitude, or
anything. Were going to leavel ™

Instead of answering, he pulled the cork from the bottle, pouring aquantity of the amber fluid into
each of the tumblers. To one he added an equa quantity of ginger de, and set it deliberately squardly in
front of Pat. She frowned at it distastefully, and shook her head.

"No," shesaid. "Not I. I'm leaving."

She made no move, however; her eyes met those of her companion, gazing at her with acold
intentnessin their curious amber depths. And again— wasthat aflash of red? Impulsively she reached
out her hand, touched his.

"Oh, Nick!" she said in soft, dmost pleading tones. "Please, Honey — | don't understand you. Don't
you know | love you, Nick?Y ou can hear me say it: | love you. Don't you believe that?"

He continued his cold, intense stare; the grim set of his mouth was as unrelaxing as marble. Pt felt a
shiver of gpprehension run through her, and an dmost hypnotic desreto yield hersdf to the demands of
the inexplicable eyes. She tore her glance away, looking down at the red checks of the table cloth.

"Nick, dear,” shesaid. "I can't understand this. Will you tell me what you — will you tell mewhy
we're here?”’

"Itisout of your grasp.”

"But — | know it has something to do with Wednesday night, something to do with that reluctance of
yours, the thing you said you didn't understand. Hasn't it?"

"Do you think so?'

"Yes" shesad. "l do! And Nick, Honey —didn't | tell you | could forgive you anything? | don't care
what's happened in the past; al | carefor isnow, now and the future. Don't you understand me? I'vetold
you | loved you, Honey! Don't you love me?”

"Yes" sad the other, saring a her with no change in thefixity of hisgaze.

"Then how can you — act like thisto me?*

"Thisismy conception of love."

"l don't understand!” the girl said helplessly. "I'm completely puzzled — it'sal topsy-turvy.”

"Yes," hesad inimpassive agreement.

"But what isthis, Nick? Please, please — what isthis? Are you mad?' She had amost added, "Like
your father."

"No," hesad, ill in those cold tones, "Thisis an experiment.”

"An experiment!”

"Yes Anexperimentin evil."

"I don't understand,” she repeated.

"l said you wouldn'."

"Do you mean,” she asked, struck by a sudden thought, "that discussion of ours about pure horror?
What you said that night last week?"

"That!" Hisvoice wasicy and contemptuous. "That wasthe drivel of aweakling. No; | mean evil, not
horror — the living evil that can be so beautiful that one walks ddliberately, with open eyes, into Hell only
to prevent itsloss. That isthe experiment.”

"Oh," said Pat, her own voice suddenly codl. "Isthat what you wish to do — experiment on me?”

"y es"

"And what am | supposed to do?"

"Firg you areto drink with me."

"l see" shesad dowly. "l see— dimly. | am asubject, areagent, aguineapig, to provide you
materid for your writing. Y ou propose to use mein this experiment of yours— thisexperiment in evil. All



right!" She picked up thetumbler; impulsively shedrained it. Theliquor, diluted asit was, wasraw and
strong enough to bring tears smarting to her eyes. Or was it theliquor?

"All right!" shecried. "I'll drink it all — thewhole bottlel" She seized the flask, filling her tumbler to
the brim, while her companion watched her with impassive gaze. "Y ou'll have your experiment! And then,
Nicholas Devine, we're through! Do you hear me? Through!™

She caught up the tumbler, raised it to her lips, and drained the searing liquid until she could see her
companion's cold eyesregarding her through the glass of its bottom.

9
Descent inte Uvenus

L850 AT SLAMMED THE EMPTY TUMBLER DOWN ON the checked table cloth and buried
her face in her hands, choking and gasping from the effects of the fiery liquor. Her throat burned, her
mouth was parched by the acrid taste, and a conflagration seemed to be raging somewhere within her.
Then she steadied, raised her eyes, and stared straight into the strange eyes of Nicholas Devine.

"Wel?' shesadfiercdy. "Isthat enough?'

Hewaswatching her coldly asan image or apainting; the intendity of his gaze was more cat-like than
human. She moved her head aside; his eyes, without apparent shift, were ill on hers, likethe eyesof a
pictured face. A resurgence of anger shook her a hisimmohility; his aoofness seemed to imply that
nothing she could do would disturb him.

"Wasn't it enough?’ she screamed. "Wasn't it? Then look!™

She saized the bottle, poured another stream of the oily liquid into her glass, and raised it to her lips.
Again the burning fluid excoriated her tongue and throat, and then suddenly, the tumbler was struck from
her hand, spilling the rest of its contents on the table.

"That isenough,” said theicy voice of her companion.

"Oh, itis?Well see!" She snatched at the bottle, still more than haf full. The thin hand of Nicholas
Devinewrenched it violently away.

"Givemethat!" she cried. "Y ou wanted what you're getting!" The warmth within her had reached the
surface now; shefdlt flushed, excited, reckless, and desperately angry.

The other st the bottle deliberately on the floor; he rose, circled the table, and stood glaring down at
her with that same inexplicable expresson. Suddenly heraised his hand; twisting her black hair in hisfigt,
he dedlt her astinging blow acrossthe lips haf-opened to scream, then flung her away so violently that
she nearly sprawled from her chair.

The scream died in her throat; dazed by the blow, she dropped her head to the table, while sobs of
pain and fear shook her. Coherent thought had departed, and she knew only that her lips stung, that her
clear, active little mind was caught in amesh of befuddlement. She couldn't think; she could only sobin
the haze of dizzinessthat encompassed her. After along interva, sheraised her head, opened her eyes
upon aswaying, unsteady world, and faced her companion, who had silently resumed his seet.

"Nicholas Devine," she said dowly, spesking asif each word were an effort, "1 hate you! "

"Ah!l" he said and was again silent.

Sheforced her eyesto focus on hisface, while his features danced vaguely asif smoke flowed
between the two of them. It was asif there were smoke in her mind aswell; she made agrest effort to
rise above the clouds that bemused her thoughts.

"Takemehome," shesaid. "Nicholas, | want to go home."

"Why should 17?7’ he asked impassively. "The experiment is hardly begun.”

"Experiment?’ she echoed dully. "Oh, yes— experiment. I'm an experiment.”

"Anexperimentinevil," hesad.



"Yes—inevil. And | hateyou! That'sevil enough, isntit?'

He reached down, lifted the bottle to the table, and methodicaly poured himsdf adrink of the liquor.
Heraised it, watching the oily swirlsin thelight, then tipped the fluid to hislipswhile the girl gazed & him
with asullen set to her own lips. A tiny crimson spot had gppeared in the corner of her mouth; at its sting,
sheraised her hand and brushed it away. She stared asif in unbelief a the small red smeer it Ieft on her
fingers

"Nicholas," she said pleadingly, "won't you take me home? Please, Nicholas, | want to leave here.”

"Do you hate me?’ he asked, aqueer twisting smile gppearing on hislips.

"If you'll take me home | won't." said Pat, snatching through therising clouds of dizziness at a straw
of logic. "Y ou're going to take me home, aren't you?’

"L et me hear you say you hate me!™ he demanded, risng again. The girl cringed away with alittle
whimper as he gpproached. "Y ou hate me, don't you?’

Hetwisted his hand again in her ebony hair, drawing her face back so that he stared down t it.

"Theresblood on your lips,” he said asif gloating. "Blood on your lipd™

He clutched her hair moretightly; abruptly he bent over her, pressing his mouth to hers. Her bruised
lips burned with pain at the fierce pressure of his; shefelt asharp anguish at theimpingement of histeeth.
Y et the cloudy pall of dizziness about her was unbroken; she was too frightened and bewildered for
resstance.

"Blood onyour lipd" he repeated exultingly. "Now isthe beauty of evil!"

"Nicholas," she said wearily, clinging desperately to aremnant of logic, "what do you want of me?
Tel mewhat you want and then let me go home."

"I want to show you the face of evil," he said. "l want you to know the glory of evil, the loveliness of
supremeevil!”

He dragged his chair around the table, placing it beside her. Seated, he drew her into hisarms, where
shelay passive, too limp and befuddied to resist. With asudden movement, he turned her so that her
back rested across his knees, her face gazing up into his. He stared intently down at her, and the light,
shining at an angleinto hiseyes, suddenly struck out the red glow that lingered in them.

"I want you to know the power of evil," he murmured. "Theirresistible, incomprehensible fascination
of it, and the unspeakable pleasures of indulgenceinit.”

Pat scarcely heard him; she was struggling now in vain againgt the overwhel ming fumes of the acohol
she had consumed. The room was wavering around her, and behind her despair and terror, acurious
eation wasthrusting itsdlf into her consciousness.

"Evil," she echoed vagudly.

"Blood on your lips" he muttered, peering down at her. "Taste the unutterable pleasure of kisseson
bloody lips, drain the sweet anguish of pain, thefierce ddight of suffering!”

He bent down; again hislips pressed upon hers, but thistime she felt hersalf responding. Some till
sane portion of her brain rebdled, but the intoxication of sense and acohol was dominant. Suddenly she
was clinging to him, returning hiskisses, glorying in the pain of her lacerated lips. A red mist suffused her;
she had no consciousness of anything save the exquisite pain of the kiss that somehow contrived to
transform itself into an ecstacy of ddlight. Shelay gasping asthe other withdrew hislips.

"You see!" hegloated. "Y ou understand! Evil isopen to us, and dl the unutterable pleasures of the
damned, who cry out in transports of joy at the bite of the flames of Hell. Do you see?’

The girl made no answer, sobbing in achaotic mingling of pain and excruciating pleasure. Shewas
incapable of speech or connected thought; the alcohol beat againgt her brain with a persistence that
defied resstance. After amoment, she tirred, struggling erect to a Sitting posture.

"BEvil!" shesaid dizzily. "Evil and good — what's difference? All in alifetime!

Shefdt asurge of tipsy eation, and then the muffled music of the mechanica piano, drifting through
the closed door, penetrated her befuddled consciousness.

"I want to dance!™ she cried. "I'm drunk and | want to dance! Am | drunk?’ she appedled to her
companion.

"Yes" hesad.



"l amnot! | just want to dance, only it's hot in here. Dance with me, Nicholas— show me an evil
dance! | want to dance with the Devil, and | will! Y ou'rethe Devil, nameand dl! | want to dance with
Old Nick himsdf!"

Sherose ungteadily from her chair; ingtantly the room redled crazily about her and she fell sprawling.
Shefelt the grasp of arms beneath her shoulders, raising her erect; she leaned against thewall and heard
hersdf laughing wildly.

"Funny room!" she said. "Evil room — on pivots!”

"Youredill to learn,” came the toneless voice of Nicholas Devine. "Do you want to see the face of
evil?

"Sure!" she sad. "Got agood memory for faces!™

Sheredlized that he was fumbling with the catch of her dress on her |eft shoulder; again some
remnant, some vestige of sanity deep in her brain warned her.

"Mugtnt,” shesaid vaguely.

Then suddenly the catch was open; the dress dropped away around her, crumpling to ashapeless
blob of cloth about her diminutive feet. She covered her face with her hands, fighting to hold thet last,
vanishing vestige of sobriety, while she scood swaying drunkenly againgt thewall.

Then Nicholas Devine's arms were about her again; she felt the sharp sting of his kisses on her throat.
He swung her about, bent her backwards across the low table; she was conscious of abewildered
sensation of helplessnessand of littleelse.

"Now the supreme glory of evil!" hewas muttering in her ear. She felt his hands on her bare
shoulders as he pressed her backward.

Then, abruptly, he paused, releasing her. She sat dizzily erect, following the direction of hisgaze. In
the haf open door stood the nondescript bartender leering in at them.

10
Rescue from Wbbadaen

AT SLID DIZZILY FROM HER PERCH ON THE table and sank heavily to achair. The
interruption of the mustached keeper of this den of contradictions struck her as extremely humorous; she
giggled hygtericdly as her wavering gaze perceived the congternation in his sharp little face. Some forlorn
shred of modesty asserted itself, and she dragged a corner of the red-checked table cloth across her
knees.

"Get out!" said Nicholas Devine in that voice of ragoing metd. "Get out!" he repeated in unchanging
tones.

The other made no moveto leave. "Yeah?' he said. "Listen, Bud — this place is respectable, see?
Y ou want to pull something like this, you go upstairs, see? And pay for your room.”

"Get out!" Therewasno variation inthevoice.

"You get out! The both of you, see?'

Nicholas Devine stepped dowly toward him; his back, as he advanced upon the bartender, was
toward Pat, yet through the haze of intoxication, she had an impression of evil red eyesinachill,
impassveface. "Get out!"

The other had no stomach for such an adversary. He backed out of the door, closing it ashe
vanished. Hisvoicefloated in from the hall.

"I'mtelling you!" hecdled. "Clear out!"

Nicholas Devine turned back toward the girl. He surveyed her sitting in her chair; she had dropped
her chin to her hand to steady the whirling of her head.

"WEell go," hesad. "Comeon."

"l just want to St here,” shesaid. "Just let me sit here. I'm tired.”



"Comeon," he repeated.

"Why?' she muttered petulantly. "I'm tired."

"I want no interruptions. Well go dsawhere.”

"Must dress” she murmured dazedly, "can't go on street without dress.”

Nicholas Devine swept her frock from its placein the corner, gathered her wrap from the chair, and
flung them over hisarm. He grasped her writ, tugging her to an unsteady standing position. *Comeon,”
hesad.

"Dresd"

He snatched the red checked table cloth from its place, precipitating bottles, ash-tray, and glasses
into an indiscriminate pile, and threw the stained and odorous fabric across her shoulders. She gathered it
about her likeatoga; it hung at most points barely below her waist, but it satisfied the urge of her
muddled mind for acovering of some sort.

"Well go through the rear," her companion said. "Into the dley. | want no trouble with that rat in the
bar — yet!"

He dtill held Pat'swrist; she sumbled after him as he dragged her into the darkness of the hal. They
moved through it blindly to adoor at the far end; Nicholas swung it open upon adim corridor flanked by
buildings on either sde, with a strip of star-sprinkled sky above.

Pat's legs were somehow incapable of their usud lithe grace; shefalled to negotiate the single step,
and crashed heavily to the concrete paving. The shock and the cooler air of the open steadied her
momentarily; she felt no pain from her bruised knees, but atemporary rift in the fog that bound her mind.
She gathered the red-checked cloth more closaly about her shoulders as her companion, still clutching
her wrigt, jerked her violently to her fest.

They moved into the gulch of the dley, and here she found difficulty in following. Her tiny high-heded
pumps dipped at every step on the uneven cobbles of the paving, and the unsteady footing made her
lurch and stumble until the dusty stretch of the dley was a writhing panorama of shadows and lighted
windows and stars. Nicholas Devine turned an impatient glare on her, and here in the semi-darkness, his
face was again the face of the red-eyed demon. She dragged him to ahalt, laughing strangely.

"Thereitid" shecried, pointing a him with her free hand. He turned again, staring at her with grim
features,

"What?'

"Therel Y our face— theface of evil!" Again shelaughed hysericaly.

The other stepped to her side; the disturbing eyes were inches from her own. Heraised hishand as
she laughed, dapped her sharply, so that her head redled. He sei zed her shoulders, shaking her until the
checkered cloth billowed like aflag ina wind.

"Now come!" he muttered.

But the girl, laughing no longer, leaned pale and weak again alow board fence. Her limbs seemed
paralyzed, and movement was quite impossible. She was conscious of neither the blow nor the shaking,
but only of adevastating nausea and an al-encompassing weaking. She bent over the fence; shewas
violentlyill.

Then the nausea had vanished, and a weariness, astrange lassitude, was al that remained. Nicholas
Devine stood over her; suddenly he pressed her body to him in a convulsive embrace, so that her head
dropped back, and his face loomed above her, obliterating the stars.

"Ahl" he said. He seemed abouit to kiss her when a sound — voices — filtered out of somewherein
the maze of dark courts and littered yards dong the aley. He released her, seized her wrist, and once
more she was stumbling wretchedly behind him over the uneven surface of the cobblestones.

A numbness had come over her; consciousness burned very low as she wavered doggedly aong
through the darkness. She perceived dimly that they were approaching the end of the aley; the brighter
glow of the street loomed before them, and a passing motor car cut momentary paralel shafts of
luminescence across the opening.

Nicholas Devine dowed his pace, till clutching her wrist inacold grip; he paused, moving cautioudy
toward the corner of the building. He peered around the edge of the structure, surveying the now



deserted street, while Pat stood dully behind him, incapable dike of thought or voluntary movement,
clutching desperately at the dirty cloth that hung about her shoulders.

Her companion finished his survey; apparently satisfied that progress was safe, he dragged her after
him, turning toward the corner beyond which his car was parked. The girl stlaggered behind him with
diminishing vigor; consciousnesswas very nearly at the point of disappearance, and her stepswere
wavering unsteadily, and doggedly dow. She dragged heavily on hisarm; he gave agesture of impatience
at her weakness.

"Comeon!" hegrowled. "Werejust going to the corner.” Hisvoicerose dightly in pitch, il
sounding harsh asrasping metas. "There fill remainsthe ultimate evil!" he said. "Thereis il adepth of
beauty unplumbed, apain whose exquisite pleasureisyet to find!"

They approached the corner; abruptly Nicholas Devine drew back as two figures came unexpectedly
into view from beyond it. He turned back toward the aley-way, dragging the girl in adizzy circle. He
took afew rapid steps.

But Pat was through, exhausted. At hisfirst step she stumbled and sprawled, dragging prone behind
him. He released her hand and turned defiantly to face the approaching men, whilethe girl lying on the
pavement struggled to aStting posture with her back againgt the wall. She turned dull, indifferent eyeson
the scene, then was roused to a somewhat higher pitch of interest by the sound of afamiliar voice.

"Thereheid | told you it washiscar.”

Dr. Horker! She struggled for clarity of thought; she redized dimly that she ought to fed relief,
happiness— but al she could summon was afaint quickening of interest, or rather, adiminution of the
lassitude that held her. She drew therag of atable cloth about her and huddled against the wall,
watching. The Doctor and some strange man, burly and massive in the darkness, dashed upon them,
while Nicholas Devine waited, his red-orbed face ademoniac picture of cold contempt. Then the Doctor
glanced at her huddled, bedraggled figure; she saw his face aghast, incredulous, as he perceived the
condition of her clathing.

"Pat! My God, girl! What's happened? Where've you been?’

Shefound a hidden reserve somewhere within her. Her voicerose, shrill and hysterical.

"Weve beenin Hdl!" she said. "Y ou came to take me back, didn't you? Orpheus and Eurydice!”
She laughed. "Dr. Orpheus Horker!"

The Doctor flashed her another incredul ous glance and agrim and very terrible expression flamed in
hisface. He turned toward Nicholas Devine, his hands clenching, his mouth twisting without utterance,
with no sound save a hdf-audible snarl. Then he spoke, alow, grating phrase flung at his thick-set
companion.

"Bring the car," was dl he said. The man lumbered away toward the corner, and he turned again
toward Nicholas Devine, who faced him impassvely. Suddenly hisfist shot out; he struck the youth or
demon squarely between the red eyes, sending him regling back againgt the building. Then the Doctor
turned, bending over Pat; shefelt the pressure of his arms beneath knees and shoulders. He was carrying
her toward a car that drew up at the curb; he was placing her gently in the back seat. Then, without a
glance at the figure dtill leaning againgt the building, he swept from the sdewalk the dark massthat was
Pat's dress and her wrap, and re-entered the car beside her.

"Shdl I turn himin?” asked the man in the front seet.

"We can't afford the publicity,” said the Doctor, adding grimly, "I'll settle with him later.”

"Pat's head lurched asthe car started; she was|osing consciousness, and redlized it vaguely, but she
retained one impression as the vehicle swung into motion. She perceived that the face of the lone figure
learning againgt the building, aface staring at her with horror and unbelief, was no longer the visage of the
demon of the evening, but that of her own Nick.
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Wreckage

188 AT OPENED HER EYESRELUCTANTLY, WITH theimpression that something unpleasant
awaited her return to full consciousness. Something, as yet she could not recal just what, had happened
to her; she was not even sure where she was awakening.

However, her eyes surveyed her own familiar room; there opposite the bed grinned the jade Buddha
on his stand on the mantel — the one that Nick had —Nick! A mass of troubled, terrible recollections
thrust themselves suddenly into consciousness. Shevisoned amedley of disturbing pictures, asyet
disconnected, unassorted, but waiting only the return of complete wakefulness. And she redlized abruptly
that her head ached miserably, that her mouth was parched, that twinges of pain were making themselves
evident in various portions of her anatomy. She turned her head and caught aglimpse of afigure at the
bed-side; her startled glance revedled Dr. Horker, Sitting quietly watching her.

"Hello, Doctor," she said, wincing as her smile brought a sharp pain from her lips. "Or should | say,
Good morning, Judge?'

"Pat!" he rumbled, his growling tones oddly gentle. “Little Pat! How do you fed, child?

"Fair," shesad. "Just fair. Dr. Carl, what happened to melast night? | can't seem to remember
—Oh!"

A flash of recollection pierced the obscure muddle. She remembered now — not al of the events of
that ghastly evening, but enough. Too much!

"Oh!" shemurmured faintly. "Oh, Dr. Carl!"

"Yes," henodded. "'Oh!"' — and would you mind very much telling me what that ‘Oh’ of yours
implies?'

"Why —". She paused shuddering, as one by one the events of that sequence of horrors reassembled
themsalves. "Yes, I'd mind very much," she continued. "It was nothing—" She turned to him abruptly.
"Oh, it was, though, Dr. Carl! It was horrible, unspeakable, incomprehensible! — But | can't talk about
it! can't!"

"Perhaps you'reright,”" said the Doctor mildly. "Don't you really want to discussit?"

"| do want to," admitted the girl after amoment'sreflection. "I want to— but | can't. I'm afraid to
think of dl of it."

"But what in Heaven's name did you do?’

"Wejust started out to go dancing,” she said hesitatingly. "Then, on the way to town, Nick —
changed. He said someone wasfollowing us."

"Some onewas," said Horker. "'l was, with Mudler. That Nick of yours has the Devil'sown
cleverness™

"Yes," the girl echoed soberly. "The Devil'sownl — Who's Mudller, Dr. Carl?’

"He's aplain-clothes man, friend of mine. | treated him once. What do you mean by changed?’

"Hiseyes," shesad. "And hismouth. His eyes got reddish and terrible, and his mouth got straight and
grim. And hisvoice turned sort of — harsh."

"Ever happen before, that you know of 7’

"Once. When —" She paused.

"Yes. Last Wednesday night, when you came over to ask those questions about pure science. What
happened then?’

"We went to a place to dance."

"And that's the reason, | suppose,” rumbled the Doctor sardonically, "that | found you wandering
about the gtreetsin atable cloth, step-ins, and apair of hose! That'swhy | found you on the verge of
passng out from rotten liquor, and looking like the loser of a battle with an airplane propdllor! What
happened to your face?"

"My face? What's wrong with it?’

The Doctor rose from his chair and seized the hand-mirror from her dressing table.




"Look at it!" he commanded, passing her the glass.

Pat gazed increduloudly at the reflection the surface presented; adark bruise colored her cheek, her
lips were swollen and discolored, and her chin bore ajagged scratch. She stared at theinjuriesin horror.

"Y our knees are skinned, too," said Horker. "Both of them.”

Pat dipped one pgjamaed limb from the covers, drawing the pants-leg up for inspection. She gasped
in startled fright at the great red stain on her knee.

"That's mercurochrome,” said the Doctor. "I put it there."

"You put it there. How did | get home last night, Dr. Carl? How did | get to bed?’

"I'm respongible for that, too. | put you to bed.” He leaned forward. "Listen, child — your mother
knows nothing about this as yet. She wasn't home when | brought you in, and she's not awake yet this
morning. Well tell her you had an automobile accident; explain away those bruises. — And now, how
did you get them?’

"| fel, | guess. Two or threetimes."

"That bruise on your cheek isn't from faling."

The girl shuddered. Now in the cam light of morning, the events of last night seemed doubly horrible;
she doubted her ability to believe them, so incredible did they seem. Shewas at alossto explain even her
own actions, and those of Nicholas Devine were Smply beyond comprehension, achapter from some
dark and blasphemous book of ancient times— the Kabbala or the Necronomicon.

"What happened, Pat?’ queried the Doctor gently. "Tell me," he urged her.

"l — cant explainit,” she said doubtfully. "Hetook meto that place, but drinking the liquor was my
own fault. | did it out of spite because| saw he didn't — carefor me. And then —" Shefdll slent.

"Yes? And then?’

"Well — he began to talk about the beauty of evil, the delights of evil, and hiseyes glared at me, and
—I don't understand it &t al, Dr. Carl, but al of asudden | was— yielding. Do you see?’

"l see," he said gently, soberly.

"Suddenly | seemed to comprehend what he meant—all that about the supreme pleasure of evil. And
| was sort of — swept away. The dress— was hisfault, but | — somehow 1'd lost the power to resist. |
guess| wasdrunk."

"And the bruises? And your cut lips?’ queried the Doctor grimly.

"Yes" shesadinalow voice. "He— struck me. After awhilel didn't care. He could have —
would have done other things, only we were interrupted, and had to leave. And that's all, Dr. Carl."

"lsn't that enough?” he groaned. "Pet, | should have killed the fiend therel"

"I'm glad you didn't."

"Do you mean to say you'd care?'

"| — don't know."

"Areyou intimating thet you dill love him?*

"No," she said thoughtfully. "No, I don't love him, but — Dr. Carl, there's something inexplicable
about this. There's something | don't understand, but I'm certain of onething!”

"What'sthat?’

"That it wasn't Nick — not my Nick — who did those thingsto me last night. It wasn't, Dr. Carl!"

"Pat, youre being afool!"

"I know it. But I'm sure of it, Dr. Carl. | know Nick; | loved him, and | know he couldn't have done
— that. Not the same gentle Nick that | had to beg to kissme!"

"Pat," said the Doctor gently, "I'm apsychiatrigt; it's my businessto know al the rottenness that can
hide in ahuman being. My officeisthe scene of aparade of midfits, failures, potentia criminds, lunatics,
and mental incompetents. It'sanagty, bitter Sde | see of life, but | know that sde— and | tell you this
fdlow isdangeroud"

"Do you understand this, Dr. Carl?'

He reached over, taking her hand in his great padm with itslong, curious ddlicate fingers. I have my
theory, Pat. The man'sasadis, alover of crudty, and there's enough masochism in any woman to make
him terribly dangerous. | want your promise.”



"About what?'

"I want you to promise never to see him again.”

Thegirl turned serious eyes on hisface; he noted with ashock of sympathy that they werefilled with
tears.

"Y ou warned meI'd get burned playing with fire," she said. "Y ou did, didn't you?"

"I'm an old fool, Honey. If 1'd believed my own advice, I'd have seen that this never happened to
you." He patted her hand. "Have | your promise?’

She averted her eyes. "Yes," she murmured. He winced as he perceived that the tears were on her
cheeks.

"Sol" hesad, risng. "The patient can get out of bed when shefedslikeit — and don't forget that
little fib we've arranged for your mother's peace of mind.”

She gtared up at him, till clinging to his hand.

"Dr. Carl," she said, "are you sure— quite sure—you're right about him? Couldn't there be achance
that you're mistaken — that it's something your psychiatry has overlooked or never heard of 7’

"Small chance, Pet dear.”

"But achance?"

"Well, neither | nor any reputable medic clamsto know everything, and the human mind'sa subtle
sort of thing."

12
Letter from Lucifer

ﬁ M GLAD!" PAT TOLD HERSELF. I'M GLAD IT'Sover, and I'm glad | promised Dr. Carl —
| guess| was mighty closeto the brink of disaster that time."

She examined the injuries on her face, carefully powdered to conced the worst effects from her
mother. Thetrick had worked, too; Mrs. Lane had delivered hersdlf of an excited lecture on the dangers
of the gasoline age, and then thanked Heaven it was no worse. Well, Pat reflected, she had good old Dr.
Carl to thank for the success of the subterfuge; he had broken the news very skillfully, set the stage for
her appearance, and calmed her mother's apprehensions of scars. And Pat, surveying her imagein the
glass above her dressing-table, could seefor hersdf the minor nature of the hurts.

"Scars— pooh!" she observed. "A bruised cheek, asplit lip, askinned chin. All I need isablack
eye, and | guess|'d have had that in five minutes more, and perhaps a cauliflower ear into the bargain.”

But her mood was anything but flippant; she wasfighting off the time when her thoughts had of
necessity to face the unpleasant, disturbing facts of the affair. She didn't want to think of thething at all;
shewanted to laugh it off and forget it, yet she knew that for an impossibility. The very desire to forget
she recognized as acoward's wish, and she resented the idea that she was cowardly.

"Forget thewise-cracks," she advised her image. "Face the thing and argue it out; that's the only way
to be satisfied.”

Sherosewith alittle grimace of pain a the twinge from her bruised knees, and crossed to the chaise
lounge beside the far window. She settled hersdlf init and resumed her cogitations. She was feling more
or lesshersdf again; the headache of the morning had nearly vanished, and aside from the various aches
and alistless fagged-out sensation, she gpproximated her norma sdlf. Physicdly, that it; the shadow of
that other catastrophe, the one she hesitated to face, was another matter.

"I'm lucky to get off thiseaslly," she assured hersdlf, "after going on abugt like that one, like a
lumberjack with hispay in his pocket." She shook her head in mournful amazement. "And I'm Petricia
Lane, the girl whom Billy dubbed 'Pat the Impeccable ! Impeccable! Wandering through dleysin
step-ins and atable cloth — getting beaten up in adrunken brawl —passing out on rot-gut liquor —



being carried home and put to bed! Not impeccable; incapable'sthe word! | belong to Dr. Carl's parade
of incompetents.”

She continued her rueful reflections. "Wdll, item oneis, | don't love Nick any more. | couldn't now!"
sheflung at the smiling green buddha on the mantdl. "That's over; I've promised.”

Somehow there was not satisfaction in the memory of that promise. It waslogicd, of course; there
wasn't anything else to do now, but till—

"That wasn't Nick!" shetold hersdlf. "That wasn't my Nick. | guess Dr. Carl isright, and he'sa
depressed what-ever-it-was, but if he's crazy, so am I! He had me convinced last night; | understood
what he meant, and | felt what he wanted meto fed. If he'scrazy, | am too; afine couplewe are!™

She continued. "But it wasn't Nick! | saw hisface when we drove off, and it had changed again, and
that was Nick's face, not the other. And hewas sorry; | could see he was sorry, and the other could
never have regretted it — not ever! The other isn't — quite human, but Nick is."

She paused, considering theidea. "Of course," she resumed, "I might have imagined that change at
the end. | was hazy and quavery, and it'sthelast thing | do remember; that must have been just beforel
passed out.”

And then, replying to her own objection, "But | didn't imagineit! | saw it happen once before, that
other night when — Wdll, what difference doesit make, anyway? It's over, and I've given my promise.”

But she was unable to dismissthe matter as easlly asthat. There was some uncanny, elusive dement
init that fascinated her. Crud, terrible, demoniac, he might have been; he had aso been kind, lovable,
and gentle. Yet Dr. Carl had told her that split persondlities could contain no characteristics that were not
present in the origind, norma character. Was crudty, then, apart of kindness? Was crudty merely the
lack of kindness, or, cynica thought, was kindness but the lack of cruelty? Which qudities were positive
in the antagonistic phases of Nicholas Devinesindividudity, and which negative? Wasthe gentle, lovable,
but indubitably weaker character the split, and the demon of last evening hisnorma self? Or vice-versa?
Or were both of these fragmentary entities, portions of some greater personality as yet unapparent to
her?

Thewhole matter was amystery; she shrugged in helpless perplexity.

"I don't think Dr. Carl knows as much about it as he says," she mused. "I don't think psychiatry or
any other science knows that much about the human soul. Dr. Carl doesn't even believein asoul; how
could he know anything about it, then?” She frowned in puzzlement and gave up the attempt to solve the
mydery.

The hours she had spent in her room, at her mother'sins stence, began to pall; she didn't fedl
particularly ill — it was more of alanguor, a depressed, worn-out feeling. Her mother, of course, was out
somewhere; shefet adesire for human companionship, and wondered if the Doctor might by some
chance drop in. It seemed improbable; he had hisregular Sunday afternoon routine of golf at the Club,
and it took ared catastrophe to keep him away from that. She sighed, stretched her legs, rose from her
position on the chase lounge, and wandered toward the kitchen where Magda was doubtless to be
found.

It wasin the dusk of the rear hall that the first sense of her loss came over her. Heretofore her
renunciation of Nicholas Devinewas arationa thing, a promise given but not felt; but now it was
suddenly apoignant redlity. Nick was gone, she redlized; he was out of her world, irrevocably sundered
from her. She paused at the top of the rear flight of stairs, considering the matter.

"He'sgone! | won't see him ever again." The thought was gppalling; she felt dready apremonition of
lonelinessto come, of an emptinessin her world, alack that nothing could replace.

"| shouldn't have promised Dr, Carl," she mused, knowing that even without that promise her course
must still have been the same. "1 shouldn't have, not until I'd talked to Nick — my own Nick."

And ill, shereflected forlornly, what difference did it make? She had to give him up; she couldn't
continue to see him not knowing at what instant that terrible caricature of him might appear to torment
her. But he might have explained, she argued miserably, answering her own objection at once— he's
said he couldn't explain, didn't understand. The thing was at an impasse,

She shook her shining black head despondently, and descended the dusky well of the stairsto the



kitchen. Magda was there clattering among her pots and pans, Pat entered quietly and perched on the
high stool by the long table. Old Magda, who had warmed her babbyhood milk and measured out her
formula, gave her asingle glance and continued her work.

"Sorry about the accident, | was," she said without looking up.

"Thanks" responded the girl. "I'm dl right again.”

"Youdontlookit."

"l fed dl right."

She watched the mysterious, alchemistic mixing of apastry, and thought of the vast array of them that
had come from Magda's hands. As far back as she could remember she had perched on this stool
obsarving the same mydtic culinary rites.

Suddenly another memory rose out of the grave of forgetfulness and went gibbering across her
world. She remembered the stories Magda used to tell her, frightening stories of witchcraft and the evil
eye, tales out of an older region and amore credulous age.

"Magda," she asked, "did you ever see adevil 7’

"Not I, but I've talked with them that had.”

"Didn't you ever see one?’

"No." Thewoman did apan into the oven. "l saw aman once, when | was atot, possessed by a
devil."

"You did? How did helook?’

"He screamed terrible, then he said queer things. Then he fell down and foam came out of his
mouth."

"Likeafit?

"The Priest, he said it was adevil. He came and prayed over him, and after awhile he wasred quiet,
and then hewasdl right."

"Possessed by adevil," said Pat thoughtfully. "What happened to him?”

"Dunno.”

"What queer thingsdid he say?’

"Wicked things, the Priest said. | couldn't tell! | wasatot.”

"Possessed by adevil!" Pat repeated musingly. She sat immersed in thoughts on the high stool while
Magda clattered busily about. The woman paused finally, turning her face to thegirl.

"What you so quiet about, Miss Pat?’

"l wasjudt thinking."

"Y ou get your |etter?’

"Letter? What |etter? Today's Sunday.”

"Specid deivery. Thegirl, sheputitinthe hdl.”

"I didn't know anything about it. Who'd write me a specid ?"

She dipped off the high stool and proceeded to the front hall. The letter was there, solitary on the
sdver that dways held the mail. She picked it up, examining the envelope in sudden startled amazement
and morethan atrace of illogica exultation.

For the letter, post-marked that same morning, was addressed in the irregular script of Nicholas
Devinel
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JIndecision

& AT TURNED THE ENVELOPE DUBIOUSLY IN HER hands, while amaze of chaotic
thoughts assailed her. She felt dmost asensation of guilt asif she werein some manner violaing the



promise given to Dr. Horker; she felt atinge of indignation that Nicholas Devine should dare
communicate with her a dl, and shefdt too that queer exultation, an inexplicable pleasure, afeding of
secret triumph. She dipped the letter in the pocket of her robe and padded quietly up the stairsto her
own room. Strangely, her londliness had vanished. The great house, empty now save for herself and
Magdain the distant kitchen, was no longer a place of solitude; the discovery of the letter, whatever its
contents, had changed the deserted roomsinto chambers teeming with her own excitements, trepidations,
doubts, and hopes. Even hopes, she admitted to hersdlf, though hopes of what nature she was quite
unableto say. What could Nick write that had the power to change things? Apologies? Pleas?
Promises? None of these could dter the naked, horrible facts of the predicament.

Nevertheless, she was amost a-tremble with expectation as she skipped hagtily into her own room,
carefully closed the door, and settled hersdlf by the west windows. She drew the letter from her pocket,
and then, with atightening of her throat, tore open the envelope, dipping out the severa pages of
scrawled paper. Avidly she began to read.

"I don't know whether you'll ever seethis' —the missive began without salutation— "and I'll not
blame you, Pat dear, if you do return it unopened. There's nothing you can do that wouldn't be justified,
nor can you think worse of methan | do of mysdf. And that's a statement so meaninglessthat even as|
wroteit, | could anticipateits effect on you.

"Pat — How am | going to convince you that I'm sincere? Will you believe mewhen | write that |
love you? Can you believethat | love you tenderly, worshipfully — reverently?

"You can't; | know you can't after that catastrophe of last night. But it'strue, Peat, though the logic of
aSpinozamight fail to convince you of it.

"I don't know how to write you this. | don't know whether you want to hear what | could say, but |
know that | must try to say it. Not apologies, Pat — | shouldn't dare approach you for so poor areason
asthat — but a sort of explanation. Y ou more than any one in the world are entitled to that explanation, if
you want to hear it.

"l can't writeit to you, Pet; it's something | can only make you believe by telling you — something
dark and rather terrible. But please, Dear, believe that | mean you no harm, and that | plan no subterfuge,
when | suggest that you seeme. It will be, | think, for the last time.

"Tonight, and tomorrow night, and as many nightsto follow as| can, I'll St on abench in the park
near the place where | kissed you that first time. There will be people passing there, and cars driving by;
you need fear nothing from me. | choose the place to bridle my own actions, Pat; nothing can happen
whilewe gt therein the view of the world.

"To writeyou more than thisisfutile. If you come, I'll be there; if you don', I'll understand.

"l loveyou."

The letter was signed merely "Nick. She stared at the signature with feelings so confused that she
forebore any attempt to anayze them.

"But | can't go," she mused soberly. "I've promised Dr. Carl. Or at leadt, | can't go without telling
him."

That last thought, she redlized, was a concession. Heretofore she hadn't let hersalf consider the
possibility of seeing Nicholas Devine again, and now suddenly she was weakening, arguing with hersdlf
about the ethics of seeing him. She shook her head decisively.

"Won't do, PatriciaLane!" shetold hersef. "Next thing, you'll be dipping away without aword to
anybody, and coming home with two black eyes and a broken nose. Won't do & dl!"

She dropped her eyesto the letter. "Explanations’, shereflected. "I guess Dr. Carl would give up a
hole-in-one to hear that explanation. And I'd give more than that." She shook her head regretfully.
"Nothing to do about it, though. | promised.”

The sun was danting through the west windows, she sat watching the shadows lengthen in the room,
and tried to turn her thoughts into more profitable channds. Thiswasthe first Sunday in many months that
she had spent aone in the house; it was acustom for hersalf and her mother to spend the afternoon at the



club. The evening too, asarule; there wasinvariably bridge for Mrs. Lane, and Pat was always the
center of acircle of the younger members. She wondered dreamily what the crowd thought of her
non-appearance, reflecting that her mother had doubtless enlarged on Dr. Carl's story of an accident. Dr.
Carl wouldn't say much, smply that he/d ordered her to stay at home. But sooner or later, Nick would
hear the accident story; she wondered what he'd think of it.

She caught herself up sharply. "My ideas wander in circles,” she thought petulantly. "No matter where
| start, they curve around back to Nick. It won't do; I've got to stop it.”

Nearly time for the evening meal, she mused, watching the sun asit dropped behind Dr. Horker's
house. Shedidn't fee much like egting; there was till aremnant of the exhausted, dragged-out sensation,
though the headache that had accompanied her avakening this morning had disappeared.

"I know what the morning after fedslike, anyway,” shereflected with awry little smile. "Everybody
ought to experienceit once, | suppose. | wonder how Nick—"

She broke off abruptly, with a shrug of disgust. She dipped the letter back into its envelope, rose and
deposited it in the drawer of the night-table. She glanced at the clock ticking on its shiny top.

"Six o'clock," she murmured. Nick would be sitting in the park in another two hours or so. Shehad a
twinge of sympathy at the thought of hislone vigil; she could visudize the harried expression on hisface
when the hours passed without her arrival.

"Can't be helped,” shetold hersdlf. "He's no right to ask for anything of me after last night. He knows
that; hesaid soin hisletter.”

She suppressed an impulse to re-read that |etter, and trotted deliberately out of the room and down
the stairs. Magda had st the table in the breakfast room; it was far cozier than the great dining room,
especidly without her mother's company. And the maid was away; the breskfast room smplified serving,
aswell.

Shetried valoroudy to eat what Magda supplied, but the food failed to tempt her. It wasn't so much
her physica condition, either; it was— She clenched her jaws firmly; was the memory of Nicholas
Devineto haunt her forever?

"Pat Lane," she said in admonition, "you're acrack-brained fool! Just because a man kicksyou dl
over the placeis no reason to let him become an obsession.”

Shedrank her coffee, feding the sting of itsheat on her injured lips. Sheleft the table, tramped firmly
to her room, and began defiantly to read. The effort was usdless; half adozen times sheforced her
attention to the page only to find hersaf staring vaguely into space amoment or two later. She closed the
book finally with an irritable bang, and vented her restlessnessin pacing back and forth.

"Thishouseis unbearable!™ she sngpped. "I'm not going to stay shut up herellike ajail-bird in solitary
confinement. A walk inthe openiswhat | need, and that'swhat I'll have."

She glanced at the clock; seven-thirty. Shetore off her robe pettishly, flung out of her pgameas, and
began to dress with angry determination. She refused to think of alonely figure that might even now be
gtting disconsolately on abench in the nearby park.

She disguised her bruised cheek as best she could, dabbed alittle powder on the abrasion on her
chin, and tramped militantly down the stairs. She caught up her wrap, till lying where the Doctor had
tossed it last night, and moved toward the door, opening it and nearly colliding with the massive figure of
Dr. Harker!

"Wdl!" boomed the Doctor as she started back in surprise. "Y ou're pretty spry for apatient. Think
you were going out?’

"Yes" sad Pet defiantly.

"Not tonight, child! | left the Club early to teke alook at you."

"| am perfectly dl right. | want to go for awalk."

"No walk. Doctor's orders.”

"I'm of legal agel” she snapped. "1 want to go for awak. Do | go?'

"You do not." The Doctor placed his great form squarely in the doorway. "Not unlessyou can lick
me, my girl, and I'm pretty tough. | put you to bed last night, and | can do as much tonight. Shal 17"

Pet backed into the hall. "Y ou don't haveto”, she said sullenly. "1'm going there mysdlf.” Sheflung her



wrap angrily to achair and stalked up the sairs.

"Good night, spit-fire" he called after her. "I'll read down here until your mother comes home.”

Thegirl stormed into her room in anger that she knew to beillogical.

"I won't be watched like a problem child!" shetold herself vicioudy. "I know damn well what he
thought — and | wasn't going to meet Nick! | wasn't at dl!"

She calmed suddenly, sat on the edge of her bed and kicked off her pumps. It had occurred to her
that Nick had written hisintention to wait for her in the park tomorrow night aswell, and Dr. Horker's
interference had confirmed her in adetermination to meet him.

14
Bizawre Explanation

ﬁ WON'T BE BULLIED!" PAT TOLD HERSELF, examining her featuresin the mirror. Thetwo
day interval had faded the discoloration of her cheek to negligible proportions, and al that remained as
evidence of the violence of Saturday night was the diminishing mark on her chin. Of course, her knees—
but they were covered; most of thetime, at least. She gave herself afinal inspection, and somewhere
below a clock boomed.

"Eight o'clock,” she remarked to her image: "Timeto beleaving, and it serves Dr. Carl right for his
highhanded actionslast night. | won't be bullied by anybody." She checked hersdlf as her mind had
amost added, "Except Nick." True or not, she didn't relish the thought; the recent recollectionsit roused
were too disturbing.

She tossed a stray wisp of black hair from her forehead and turned to the door. She heard her
mother's voice as she descended the stairs.

"Areyou going out, Patricia? Do you think it wise?’

"| am perfectly dl right. | want to go for awak."

"I know, Dear; it was largely your appearance | meant." She surveyed the girl with acritical eye.
"Nice enough, except for that little spot on your chin, and will you never learn to keep your hair away
from that sde of your forehead? One can never do abob right; why don't you let it grow out like the
other girls?'

"Makes meindividud," replied Pat, moving toward the outer door. "1 won't belateat al,” she
added.

On the porch she cast a cautious glance a Dr. Horker'swindows, but his gresat figure was nowhere
evident. Only alight burning in the library evinced his presence. She gave asigh of relief, and tiptoed
down the steps to the sidewalk, and moved hastily away from the range of hiswatchful eyes.

No sooner had she sighted the park than doubts began to torment her. Suppose this were some trick
of Nicholas Devine's, to trap her into some such stuation asthat of Saturday night. Even suppose that
shefound him the sweet persondity that she had loved, might that aso be atrick? Mightn't he be trusting
to his ability to win her over, to the charm she had confessed to him that he held for her? Couldn't he be
putting hisfaith in his own amorous skill, planning some pecious explanation to win her forgiveness only
to use her once more asthe materia for some horrible experiment? And if he were, would she be ableto
prevent hersdf from yieding?

"Forewarned isfore-armed,” shetold hersdlf. "I'll not put up such afeeble resstance thistime,
knowing what | now know. Andit'sonly fair of meto listen to hisexplanation, if heredly hasone.”

Shewas reassured by the sight of the crowded park; groups strolled aong the walks, and an endless
procession of car-headlights marked the course of the roadway. Nothing could happen in such an
environment; they'd be fortunate even to have an opportunity for confidentia talk. She waited for the
traffic lights, straining her eyesto locate Nicholas Devine; at the click of the sgnal she darted acrossthe
Street.



She moved toward the lake; here was the spot, she was sure. She glanced about with eagerness
unexpected even to hersdf, peering through the shadow-shot dusk. He wasn't there, she concluded, with
acurious sense of disgppointment; her failure to gppear last night had disheartened him; he had
abandoned his attempt.

Then she saw him. He sat on abench isolated from the rest in atreel ess area overlooking the lake.
She saw hisdisconsolate figure, his chin on his hand, staring moodily over the waters. A tremor ran
through her, she halted ddliberately, waiting until every trace of emotion had vanished, then she advanced,
gtanding coolly besde him.

For amoment he was unaware of her presence; he sat maintaining his dgected attitude without
glancing at her. Suddenly some dight movement, the flutter of her skirt, drew his attention; he turned
sharply, gazing directly into her face.

"Pat!" He sprang to hisfeet. "Pat! isit you —truly you? Or are you one of these visonsthat have
been plaguing me for hours?’

"I'mred," she said, returning his gaze with astudied coolnessin her face. She made no other move;
her cold composure disconcerted him, and he winced, flushed, and moved nervoudy aside as she seated
hersdlf. He dropped beside her; he made no attempt to touch her, but sat watching her in silence for so
long atime that she felt her composure ebbing. There was ahungry, defeated |ook about him; there was
awistfulness, afrugration, in his eyesthat seemed about to tug tears from her own eyes. Abruptly she

dropped her gaze from hisface.
"W |7’ shesadfindly inasmal voice, and ashe made no reply, "I'm here."
"Areyou redly, Pat? Areyou truly here?' he murmured, till watching her avidly. "I — I still don't

believeit. | waited herefor hours and hourslast night, and I'd given up hope for tonight, or any night. But
| would have come again and again.”

She gtarted as he bent suddenly toward her, but he was merely examining her face. She saw the
gleam of horror in hisexpresson as his eyes surveyed the faintly visible bruise on her cheek, the red mark
on her chin.

"Oh my God, Pat!" Hiswordswere barely audible. "Oh my God!" he repeated, drawing away from
her and resuming the attitude of desolation inwhich her arriva had found him. "I've hoped it wasn't true! ™

"What wasn't?’ She was keeping her voice carefully casud; this miserable contrition of Nick'swas
tugging at her rather too powerfully for complete safety.

"What | remembered. What | saw just now."

"Y ou hoped it wasn't true?" she queried in surprise. "But you did it."

"I didit, Pat? Do you think | could have doneit?"

"But you did!" Her voice had taken on achill inflection; the memory of those indignities cameto stedl
her againg him.

"Pat, do you think | could assault your daintiness, or maltreat the beauty | worship? Didn't anything
occur to you? Didn't anything seem queer about — about that ghastly evening?'

"Queer!" she echoed. "That's certainly amild word to use, isn't it?’

"But | mean — hadn't you any idea of what had happened? Didn't you think anything of it except that
| had suddenly gone mad? Or that I'd grown to hate you?’

"What was | to think?’ she countered, trying to control the tremor that had crept into her voice.

"But did you think that?’

"No," the girl confessed after apause. "At first, when you started with that drink, | thought you were
looking for materid for your work. That'swhat you said — an experiment. Didn't you?’

"l guess s0," he groaned.

"But after that, after 1'd swallowed that horrible stuff, but before everything went hazy, | — thought
differently.”

"But what, Pat? What did you think?’

"Why, then | realized that it wasn't you — not the real you. | could fed the— well, the presence of
the person | knew; this presence that was tormenting me was another person, aterrible, cold, inhuman
dranger.”



"Pat!" Therewas anote dmost of relief inhisvoice. "Did you redly fed that?’

"Yes. Doesit help matters, my sensing that? | can't see how."

His eyes, which had been fixed on hers, dropped suddenly. "No," he muttered, al the relief gone out
of histones, "no, it doesn't help, doesit? Except that it's a meager consolation to me to know that you felt
it

Pat struggled to suppress an impulse to reach out her hand, to stroke his hair. She caught herself
sharply; thiswasthe very danger against which she had warned hersalf — thiswas the very attitude she
had anticipated in Nicholas Devine, the lure which might bait atrap. Y et helooked so forlorn, so wistful!
It was an effort to forbear from touching him; her fingersfairly ached to brush his cheek.

"Only afool wakstwiceinto the sametrap,” shetold hersdf. Aloud she said, ™Y ou promised mean
explanation. If you've any excuse, I'd liketo hear it." Her voice had resumed its cool ness.

"I haven't any excuse," he responded gloomily, "and the explanation is perhaps too bizarre, too
fantagtic for belief. | don't believeit entirdly; | suppose you couldn't believeit at dl.”

"You promised,” sherepeated. The carefully assumed composure of her voice threatened to crack;
thiswistfulness of hiswas a powerful wegpon againgt her defense.

"Oh, I'll give you the explanation,” he said miserably. "I just wanted to warn you you'd not believe
me." He gave her adespondent glance. "Pat, as| loveyou | swear that what | tell you isthetruth. Do
you think you can believe me?’

"Yes," she murmured. The tremor had reappeared in her voice despite her efforts.

Nicholas Devineturned his eyestoward the lake and began to speak.

15

A Modern Mr. FHyde

EE DONT REMEMBER WHEN | FIRST NOTICED IT," began Nick in alow voice, "but I'm
two people. I'm me, the person who's talking to you now, and I'm — another.”

Pat, looking very pae and seriousin the dusky light, said nothing at al. She Smply gazed a him
dlently, without the dightest trace of surprisein her wide dark eyes.

"Thisisthereal me," proceeded Nick miserably. "The other is an outsider, that has somehow
contrived to grow into me. He isdifferent; cold, crud, utterly selfish, and not exactly — human. Do you
understand?'

"Y —Yes" sad thegirl, fighting to control her voice. "Sort of .

"Thisisasrugglethat has continued for along time," he pursued. "There were timesin childhood
when | remember punishmentsfor offenses | never committed, for nasty little meannesses he perpetrated.
My mother, and after her death, my tutoress, thought | was lying when | tried to explain; they thought |
wastrying to evade responsibility. After awhile | learned not to explain; | learned to accept my
punishments doggedly, and to fight this other when he sought dominance.”

"And could you?’ asked Pet, her voice frankly quavery. "Could you fight him?’

"l wasthe stronger; | could win — usually. He dipped into consciousness aswilful, mean little
impulses, nasty moods, unreasoning hates and such unpleasant things. But | was dways the stronger: |
learned to drive him into the background.”

"You said you were the stronger,” she mused. "What does that mean, Nick?’

"I've dways been the stronger; | am now. But recently, Pat — | think it'ssince | fell inlovewith you
—the struggle has been on evener terms. I've weakened or he's gained. | have to guard against him
congtantly; in any moment of weakness he may dip in, ason our ride last week, when we had that near
accident. And again Saturday.” He turned appedling eyes on the girl. "Pet, do you believe me?’

"l guessI'll haveto," she said unhappily. "It —makes things rather hopeless, doesn't it?’



He nodded dgjectedly. "Yes. I've dways fdt that sooner or later I'd win, and drive him away
permanently. I've felt on the verge of complete victory more than once, but now —" He shook his head
doubtfully. "He had never dominated me so entirdly until Saturday night — Pet, you don't know what
Hell islike until youreforced as | wasto watch the violation of the being you worship, to stland helpless
while adesecration iscommitted. I'd rather die than suffer it again!”

"Oh!" said the girl faintly. She wasthinking of the sorry picture she must have presented as sheredled
half-clothed through the dley. "Can you see what —he sees?’

"Of course, and think histhoughts. But only when hel's dominant. | don't know what evil he's planning
now, elsel could forestall him, | would have warned you if | could have known.”

"Whereishe now?’

"Here," said Nick somberly. "Herelistening to us, knowing what I'm thinking and fedling, laughing &
my unhappiness.”

"Oh!" gasped Pat again. She watched her companion doubtfully. Then the memory of Dr. Horker's
diagnosis cameto her, and set her wondering. Wasthis story the figment of an unsettled mind? Wasthis
irrationa tale of afiendish intruder merely evidence that the Doctor was right in hisopinion? Shewasin a
meaze of uncertainty.

"Nick," shesaid, "did you ever try medica help? Did you ever go to adoctor about it?’

"Of course, Pat! Two yearsago | went to afamous psychiatrist in New Y ork — you'd know the
nameif | mentioned it — and told him about the— the case. And he studied me, and he trested me, and
psychoanayzed me, and the net result was just nothing. And finaly he dismissed me with the opinion that
thewholething isjust afixed deusion, fortunately harmless!' Harmless! Bah! But it wasn't | that did those
things, Pat; | had to stand by in horror and watch. It was enough to drive me crazy, but it didn't —
quite.”

"But — Oh, Nick, what isit? What isthis— this outsder? Can't wefight it somehow?’

"How can anyone except mefight it?’

"Oh, | don't know!" shewailed miserably. "There must be away. Doctors claim to know pretty
nearly everything; there must be something to do.”

"But thereisn't," he retorted gloomily. "I don't know any more than you what that thing is, but it's
beyond your doctors. I've got to fight it out alone.”

"Nick —" Her voice was suddenly tense. "Areyou sureit isn't some kind of madness? Something
tangible like that could perhaps be treated."

"It'sno kind your doctors can trest, Pat. Did you ever hear of amadman who stood aside and
rationaly watched the working of his own insanity? And that'swhat I'm forced to do. And yet — this
other isn't insane either. Wereits actionsinsane?'

Pat shuddered. "1 — don't know," she said in low tones. "l guess not.”

"No. Horrible, cruel, bestid, devilishly cunning, evil — but not insane. | don't know what it is, Pat. |
know that the fight has to be made by me aone. There's nothing, nobody in the world, that can help.”

"Nick!" shewailed.

"I'm sorry, Pat dear. Y ou understand now why | was so reluctant to fall in love with you. | was afraid
to loveyou; now | know | wasright."

"Nick!" she cried, then paused hopelesdy. After amoment she continued, 'Y esterday | was
determined to forget you, and now — now | don't careif thiswholetae of yoursisamesh of fantastic
lies, | loveyou! I'd love you evenif your real sdf werethat — that other cresture, and eveniif | knew that
thiswasjust atrap. I'd love you anyway."

"Pat," he said serioudy, "don't you believe me? Why should | offer to give you up if thiswere—what
you said? Wouldn't | be pleading for another chance, making promises, finding excuses?’

"Oh, | believeyou, Nick! It isn't that; | wasjust thinking how strangeit isthat | could hate you so two
nights past and love you so tonight.”

"Oh God, Pat! Even you can't know how much | love you; and to win you and then be forced to give
you up —" He groaned.

The girl reached out her hand and covered his; it wasthe first time during the evening that she had



touched him, and thefed of hisflesh sent atingle through her. She was miserably distraught.

"Honey," she murmured brokenly. "Nick, Honey."

Helooked at her. "Do you suppose there's a chance to beat the thing?' he asked. "I'd not ask you to
wait, Pat, but if | only glimpsed a chance—"

"I'll wait. | don't think | could do anything else but wait for you."

"If I only knew what | had to fight!" he whispered. "If | only knew that!"

A sudden memory legped into Pat's mind. "Nick," she said huskily, "1 think | know."

"What do you mean, Pat?”’

"It's something Magda— the cook — said to me. It's foolish, superdtitious, but Nick, what else can
it be?"

"Tdl me"

"Well, she wastaking to me yesterday, and she said that when she was a child in the old country, she
had seen aman once—" she hesitated — "a man who was possessed by adevil. Nick, | think you're
possessed by adevil!"

He gtared at her. "Pat," he said hoarsdly, "that's— an impossibility!"

"l know, but what else can it be?’

"Out of the Dark Ages," he muttered. "An echo of the Black Mass and witchcraft, but —"

"What did they do," asked the girl, "to people they thought were possessed?’

"Exorcism!" hewhispered.

"And how did they — exorcise?"

"I don't know," he said inalow voice. "Pat, that's an impossible idea, but — | don't know!" he
ended.

"Well try," she murmured, still covering his hand with her own. "What else can we do, Nick?’

"What'sdoneI'll do aone, Pet."

"But | want to help!™

"I'll not let you, Dear. | won't have you exposed to arepetition of thoseindignities, or perhaps
worse!"

"I'm not afraid.”

"Then| am, Pat! | won't haveit!"

"But what'll you do?'

"I'll go away. I'll battle the thing through once for al, and I'll either come back free of it or —" He
paused and the girl did not question him further, but sat staring at him with troubled eyes.

" won't write you, Pat," he continued. "If you should receive aletter from me, burn it — don't read it.
It might be from — the other, atrap or alure of some sort. Promise me! You'll promise that, won't
you?’
She nodded; therewas aglint of tearsin her eyes. "And | don't want you to wait, Pat," he
proceeded. "l don't want you to fed that you have any obligations to me— God knows you've nothing
to thank mefor!

When — If | come back and you haven't changed, then well try again.”

"Nick," shesaid inasmadl voice, "how do you know the— the other won't come back here? How
can you promise for — it?'

"I'm il magter!" he said grimly. "I won't be dominated long enough at any time for that to happen. I'll
fight it down."

"Then — it's goodbye?!

He nodded. "But not for dways— | hope."

"Nick," she murmured, "will you kissme?' Shefelt atear on her cheek. "I'll stand losing you alittle
better if | can have a— last kiss— to remember.” Her voice wasfatering.

Hisarmswere about her. She yielded herself completely to his caress; the park, the crowd passing a
few yards away, the people on near-by benches, were dl forgotten, and once more shefelt herself done
with Nicholas Devinein avast empty cosmos.

An ingstent voice penetrated her consciousness, sheredlized that it had been calling her name for



some seconds.

"MissLane" she heard, and again, "MissLane." A hand tapped her shoulder; with asudden start,
shetore her lips away, and looked up into aface unrecognized for amoment. Then she placed it. It was
the visage of Mudller, Dr. Horker's companion on that disasterous Saturday night.

16

Passessed

E88 AT STARED AT THE INTRUDER IN A MINGLING of embarrassment, perplexity, and
indignation. She felt her cheeks reddening as the latter emotion gained the dominance of her mood.

"Wel!" she snapped. "What do you want?’

"| thought 1'd walk homewith you," Mueller said amiably.

"Walk homewith me! Please explain that!" She grasped the arm of Nicholas Devine, who had risen
angrily at theinterruption. "Sit down, Nick, | know thefdlow."

"So should he," said Mudller. "Sure; I'll explain. I'm on ajob for Dr. Horker."

"Spying on mefor him, | suppose!” taunted the girl.

"No. Not on you."

"He meanson me," said Nick soberly. "Y ou can't blame him, Pat. And perhaps you had better go
home; weve finished here. There's nothing more we can do or say."

"Very well," she said, her voice suddenly softer. "In amoment, Nick." Sheturned to Mudller. "Would
you mind telling me why you waited until now to interfere? We've been here two hours, you know.”

"Surel'll tell you. | got no ordersto interfere, that'swhy."

"Thenwhy did you?’ queried Pat tartly.

"I didn't until | saw him there" — he nodded at Nick — "put hisarms around you. Then | figured,
having no orders, it was time to use my own judgment.”

"If any!" sniffed the girl. She turned again to Nick; her face softened, became very tender. "Honey,"
she murmured huskily, "I guessit's goodbye now. I'll be fighting with you; you know that."

"I know that," he echoed, looking down into her eyes. "I'm amost happy, Pat.”

"When'll you go?’ shewhispered in tonesinaudibleto Mudler.

"I don't know," he answered, his voice unchanged. "I'll have to make some sort of preparations—
and | don't want you to know."

She nodded. She gazed at him amoment longer with tear-bright eyes. "Goodbye, Nick," she
whispered.

Sherose on tiptoe, and kissed him very lightly on hislips, then turned and walked quickly away, with
Mudller following behind.

Shewaked on, ignoring him until he halted beside her at the crossing of the Drive. Then shegave him
acold glance.

"Why isDr. Carl having him watched?’ she asked.

Mueller shrugged. "The insand outs of this case are too much for me," he said. "I do what I'm paid to
do."

"Y ou're not watching him now."

"Nope. Seemed like the Doctor would think it was more important to get you home."

"Y ou're wasting your time," she said irritably asthe lights changed and they stepped into the street. "'l
was going home anyway."

"Well, now you got company dl theway." Mueller's voice was placid.

The girl sniffed contemptuoudy, and strode silently aong. The other's presenceirritated her; she
wanted time and solitude to consider the amazing story Nicholas Devine had given her. She wanted to



anayze her own fedings, and most of al she wanted just aplace of privacy to cry out her misery. For
now theloss of Nicholas Devine had changed from afortunate escape to atragedy, and liar, madman, or
devil, she wanted him terribly, with al the power of her tenselittle heart. So she moved as swiftly asshe
could, ignoring the silent companionship of Mudler.

They reached her home; the light in the living room window was evidence that the bridge game was
gl in progress. She mounted the steps, Mud ler waiching her silently from the walk; she fumbled for her
key.

Suddenly she snapped her hand-bag shut; she couldn't face her mother and the two spinster Brocks
and dderly, inquisitive Carter Henderson. They'd suggest that she cut into the game, and they'd argue if
sherefused, and she couldn't play bridge now! She glanced at the impassive Mueller, turned and crossed
the strip of lawn to Dr. Horker's resdence, where the light still glowed in the library, and rang the bell.
She saw the figure on the sdewak move away as the shadow of the Doctor appeared on the lighted
square of the door.

"Hello," boomed the Doctor amiably. "Comein.”

Pat stalked into the library and threw hersdf angrily into Dr. Horker's particular chair. The other
grinned, and chose another place.

"Waell," he said, "What touched off the fuse thistime?’

"Why are you spying on my friends?’ snapped the girl. "By what right?’

"So he's spotted Mueller, en? That lad's diabolicaly clever, Pat — and | mean diabolic.”

"That'sno answer!"

"Soitisn't," agreed the Doctor. "Say it's because I'm acting in loco parentis.”

"Andinloco isasfar asyoull get, Dr. Carl, if you're going to spy on me!”

"Onyou?' hesaid mildly. "Whao's spying on you?'

"Onus, then!"

"Or onus?’ queried the Doctor. "I set Mudller to watch the Devine lad. Have you by some
mischance broken your promise to me?’

Pat flushed. She had forgotten that broken promise; the recollection of it suddenly took the wind
from her sails, placed her on the defensive.

"All right," she said defiantly. "I did; | admit it. Doesthat excuse you?’

"Perhapsit helpsto explain my actions, Pat. Don't you understand that I'm trying to protect you? Do
you think | hired Mueller out of morbid curiosity, or professiona interest in the case? Times aren't so
good that | can throw money away on such whims."

"I don't need any protection. | can take care of mysdf!”

"So | noticed,”" said the Doctor dryly. ™Y ou gave convincing evidence of it night before last.”

"Oh!" said the girl in exagperation. ™Y ou would say that!"

"It'strue, isntit?’

"Supposeitid | don't haveto learn the same lesson twice."

"Well, apparently once wasn't enough,” observed the other amiably. ™Y ou walked into the same
danger tonight.”

"l wasn't in any danger tonight!" Suddenly her mood changed as she recalled the circumstances of her
parting with Nicholas Devine. "Dr. Carl," she said, her voice dropping, "I'm terribly unhappy.”

"Lord!" he exclamed staring at her. "Pat, your moods are as changeable as my golf game! You'reas
mercurid asyour Devinelad! A moment ago you were snapping at me, and now I'm suddenly
acceptable again." He percelved the misery in her face. "All right, child; I'm listening.”

"Hesgoing away," she sad mournfully.

"Don't you think that's best for everybody concerned? 1 commend hisjudgment.”

"But | don't want him to!"

"You do, Pat. Y ou can't continue seeing him, and his absence will makeit eesier for you."

"It1l never be easier for me, Dr. Carl." Shefdt her eyesfill. "I guessI'm — just afool about him.”

"You il fed that way, after the experience you went through?’

"Yes. Yes, | do."



"Thenyou are afool about him, Pat. HE's not worth such devotion.”

"How do you know what he's worth? I'm the only oneto judge that."

"l have eyes," said the Doctor. "What happened tonight to change your attitude so suddenly? Y ou
were amenable to reason yesterday.”

"l didn't know yesterday what | know now."

"So hetold agtory, eh?” The Doctor watched her serious, troubled features. "Would you mind telling
me, Honey? I'm interested in the defense mechani sms these psychopathic cases erect to explain their own
impulsesto themsdlves™”

"No, | won't tell you!" snapped Peat indignantly. "Psychopathic cases! Wereall just casesto you. I'm
acase and he'sanother, and al you want is our symptoms!”

Doctor Horker smiled placatingly into her face. "Pat dear,” he said earnestly, "don't you seel'd give
my eyesto help you? Don't take my flippanciestoo serioudy, Honey; look oncein awhile at the
intentions behind them." He continued his earnest gaze.

The girl returned hislook; her face softened. "I'm sorry,” she said contritely. "I never doubted it, Dr.
Carl — it'sonly that I'm so— so torn to pieces by all thisthat | get snappy and irritable.” She paused.
"Of coursel'll tdll you."

"I'd liketo hear it."

"Wadl," she began hesitantly, "he said he was two persondities— one the character | knew, and one
the character that we saw Saturday night. And thefirst oneis— well, dominant, and fights the other one.
He saysthe other has been growing stronger; until lately he could suppressit. And he says— Oh, it
soundsridiculous, theway | tell it, but it'strue! I'm sureit'struel™ She leaned toward the Doctor. "Did
you ever hear of anything likeit? Did you, Dr. Carl?'

"No." He shook his head, till watching her serioudy. "Not exactly like that, Honey. Don't you think
he might possibly havelied to you, Pat? To excuse himsdlf for the responsibility of Saturday night, for
indance?’

"No, | dont," she said defiantly.

"Then you have an ideayourself what the trouble is?1 judge you have.”

"Yes" shesadin low tones. "l haveanidea”

"What isit?’

" think he's possessed by adevil!” said the girl flatly.

A quizzica expresson cameinto the Doctor's face. "Well, of dl the queer ideas that harum-scarum
mind of yours has ever produced, that's the queerest!" He broke into achuckle.

"Queer, isit?’ flared Pat. "I don't think you and your mind-doctors know as much as a Swahili
medicine-man with amask!"

She legped angrily to her feet, samped vicioudy into the hall.

"Devil and dl," sherepeated, "I love him!" "Pat!" caled the Doctor anxioudy. "Pet! Where are you
going, child?'

"Where do devilslive?’ Her voice floated tauntingly back from the front door. "Hell, of course!”

17
Witch-Dactox

" ..=)"'
3 AT HAD NO INTENTIONS, HOWEVER, OF FOLlowing the famous highway that evening.
She stamped angrily down the Doctor's steps, swished her way through the break in the hedge with small
regard to the safety of her sheer hose, and mounted to her own porch. She found her key, opened the
door and entered.
As she ascended the stairs, her fit of temper a the Doctor passed, and she felt lonely, weary, and
unutterably miserable. She sank to a seat on the topmost step and gave herself over to bitter reflections.



Nick was gone! The redlization came poignantly at last; there would be no more evening rides, no more
conversations whose range was limited only by the scope of the universe, no more breath-taking kisses,
the sweeter for hisreluctance. She sat mournfully silent, and considered the miserable Stuation in which
shefound hersdif.

Inlove with amadman! Or worse— in love with ademon! With abeing half of whose nature
worshiped her while the other half was bent on her destruction! Was any one, she asked hersdf — was
any one, anywhere, ever in amore hopel ess predicament?

What could she do? Nothing, she realized, save St helplesdy aside while Nick battled thething to a
finish. Or possibly — the only dternative — take him as he was, chance the vicisstudes of hisunstable
nature, lay hersaf open to the horrors she had glimpsed so recently, and pray for her fortunesto point the
way of sdvation. And in the mood in which she now found hersdlf, that seemed infinitely the preferable
solution. Y et rationdly she knew it wasimpossible; she shook her head despondently, and leaned against
thewadl in abject misery.

Then, thin and sharp sounded the shrill summons of the door bell, and amoment later, the patter of
the maid's footstepsin the hall below. Shelistened idly to distract herself from the chain of despondency
that was her thoughts, and was mildly startled to recognize the booming drums of Dr. Horker's voice.
She heard his greeting and the muffled reply from the group, and then a phrase understandabl e because
of his sonorous tones.

"Where's Pat?” The words drifted up thewell of the airs, followed by a scarcely audible reply from
her mother. Heavy footfalls on the carpeted steps, and then hisfigure bulked on the landing below her.
She cupped her chin on her hands, and stared down at him while he ascended to her side, sprawling his
great figure beside her.

"Pat, Honey," he rumbled, "you're beginning to get meworried!"

"Am|7?" Her voice wasweary, dull. "I've had mysdlf likethat for along time.”

"Poor kid! Areyou redlly so miserable over thisNick problem of yours?’

"l lovehim."

"Yes" Helooked at her with sympathy and calculation mingling in hisexpression. | believe you do.
I'm sorry, Honey; | didn't redlize until now what he meansto you."

"Y ou don't redlize now," she murmured, still with the weary intonation.

"Perhaps not, Pat, but I'm learning. If you'rein thisthing as deeply at dl that, I'm in too — to the
finish. Want me?’

She reached out her hand, plucking at his coat-deeve. Abruptly sheleaned toward him, burying her
face againgt the rough tweed of his suit; she sobbed alittle, while he patted her gently with his greet,
ddicatdy fingered hand. "I'm sorry, Honey," he rumbled. "I'm sorry."

Thegirl drew hersdlf erect and leaned back against the wall, shaking her head to drive the tears from
her eyes. She gave the Doctor awan little smile.

"Wel?’ she asked.

"I'll return your compliment of the other night,” said Horker briskly. "I'll ask afew questions— purely
professiond, of course.”

"Freaway, Dr. Cal."

"Good. Now, when our friend has one of these — uh — attacks, is he rationa? Do his utterances
seemto follow alogica thought sequence?”’

"l — think s0."

"In what way does he differ from hisnorma sdf?’

"Oh, every way," she said with atremor. "Nick's kind and gentle and sensitive and — and naive, and
this— other — iscrud, harsh, gross, crafty, and horrible. Y ou can't imagine agrester difference.”

"Um. Isthe difference recognizable instantly? Could you ever be in doubt as to which phase you
were encountering?"

"Oh, no! I can— well, sort of dominate Nick, but the other — Lord!" She shuddered again. "I felt
like aterrified child in the presence of some powerful, evil god.”

"Humph! Perhaps the god's name was Prigpus. Wdll, welll discount your feglings, Pat, because you



weren't exactly in the best condition for — let's say sober judgment. Now about this story of his. What
happens to his own persondity when this other phaseis dominant? Did he say?’

"Yes. He said his own self was compelled to sort of stand by while the— theintruder used hisvoice
and body. He knew the thoughts of the other, but only when it was dominant. The rest of thetime he
couldn't tdll itsthoughts."

"And how long has he suffered from these— intrusons?’

"Aslong as he can remember. As a child he was blamed for the other's mischief, and when he tried
to explain, people thought he was lying to escape punishment.”

"Well," observed the Doctor, "I can see how they might think that."

"Don't you bdieveit?’

"l don't exactly disbdieveit, Honey. The human mind plays queer tricks sometimes, and thismay be
oneof itslittlejokes. It'sapsychiatrist’'s business to investigate such things, and to painlesdy remove the
point of the joke."

"Oh, if you only can, Dr. Carl! If you only can!”

"WEell see." He patted her hand comfortingly.

"Now, you say the kind, gentle, and dl that, phase isthe norma one. Isthat usualy dominant?’

"Yes. Nick can master the other, or could until recently. He saysthislast — attack — isthe worst
he's ever had; the other has been gaining strength.”

"Strange!" mused the Doctor. "Well," he said with asmile of encouragement, "I'll have alook at
him."

"Do you think you can hep?’ Pat asked anxioudy. "Have you any ideawhat it is"

Itisnt adevil, a any rate," he smiled.

"But have you any idea?’

"Naturdly | have, but | can't diagnose at second hand. I'll haveto talk to him."

'But what do you think it is?" she persisted.

"I think it'safixation of anideagained in childhood, Honey. | had a patient once—" He smiled at the
reminiscence— "who had afixed delusion of that sort. He was perfectly rationa on every point save one
— he bdieved that apig with a pink ribbon was following him everywherel Down town, into elevators
and offices, home to bed — everywhere he went this pink-ribboned prize porker pursued him!"

"And did you cure him?"'

"Well, herecovered,” said the Doctor non-committaly. "We got rid of the pig. And it might be
something of that nature that's troubling your boy friend. Y our description doesn't sound like a praecox
or amanic depressive, as| thought originaly.”

"Oh," said Pat abruptly. "I forgot. He went to adoctor in New Y ork, avery great doctor.”

"Muenger?’

"He didn't say whom. But this doctor studied him along time, and finaly came out with thisfixed idea
theory of yours. Only he couldn't cure him."

"Um." Horker grunted thoughtfully.

"Do fixed ideas do things like that to people?’ queried the girl. "Thingslike the pig and what
happened to Nick?’

"They might.”

"Then they're devild" she announced with an air of findity. "They'rejust your scientific jargon for
exactly what Magda means when she says a person’s possessed by adevil. So I'm right anyway!"

"That's good orthodox theology, Pat," chuckled the Doctor. "WEell try alittle exorcism on your devil,
then." Heroseto hisfeet. "Bring your boy friend around, will you?'

"Oh, Dr. Carl!" shecried. "Hésleaving! I'll haveto cdl him tonight!™

"Not tonight, Honey. Mudler would let me know if anything of that sort were happening.
Tomorrow'stime enough.”

The girl stood erect, mounting to the top step to bring her head level with the Doctor's. She threw her
arms about him, burying her facein his massive shoulder.

"Dr. Carl,"” shemurmured, "I'm anasty, ill-tempered, viciouslittle shrew, and I'm sorry, and |



gpologize. Y ou know I'm crazy about you, and,” she whispered in hisear, "so's Mother!™

18
Vanished

I8l E DOESN'T ANSWER! I'M TOO LATE," THOUGHT Pat disconsolately as she replaced the
telephone. The cheerfulness with which she had awakened vanished like apatch of April sunshine. Now,
with thefailure of her third attempt in as many hours to communicate with Nicholas Devine, she was
ready to confess defeat. She had waited too long. Despite Dr. Horker's confidencein Mudller, she
should have called last night — at once.

"He'sgone!" she murmured digtractedly. She redlized now theimpaossibility of finding him. His solitary
habits, his dearth of friends, hislondly existence, |eft her without the least idea of how to commencea
search. She knew, actudly, o little about him — not even the source of the apparently sufficient income
on which he subsisted. Shefet herself completely at aloss, puzzled, lonesome, and disheartened. The
futile buzzing of the telephone sgna symbolized her frugtration.

Perhaps, she thought, Dr. Horker might suggest something to do; perhaps, even, Mudler had
reported Nick's whereabouts. She seized the hope eagerly. A glance at her wrist-watch reveded the time
asten-thirty; squarely in the midst of the Doctor's morning office hours, but no matter. If he were busy
she could wait. Sherose, bounding hagtily down the sairs.

She glimpsed her mother opening mail in the library, and paused momentarily at the door. Mrs. Lane
glanced up as she appeared.

"Hello," said the mother. ™Y ou've been on the telephone dl morning, and what did Carl want of you
lest night?’

"Argument,” responded Pet briefly.

"Carl'sagem! He's been of inestimable assistance in developing you into avery charming and clever
daughter, and Heaven knows what I'd have raised without him!"

"Cain, probably," suggested Pat. She passed into the hal and out the door, blinking in the brilliant
August sunshine. She crossed the strip of turf, picked her way through the break in the hedge, and
approached the Doctor's door. It was open; it often wasin summer time, especidly during his brief office
hours. She entered and went into the chamber used as waiting room.

His office door was closed; the faint hum of his voice sounded. She sat impatiently inachair and
forced hersdf to walit.

Fortunately, the delay was nomindl; it was but afew minutes when the door opened and an opulent,
middle-aged lady swept past her and away. Pat recognized her as Mrs. Lowry, some sort of cousin of
the Brock pair.

"Good morning!" boomed the Doctor. "Professiond cal, | takeit, Snce you're here during office
hours." He settled his great form in achair beside her.

"He'sgonel" said Pat plaintively. "I can't reach him."

"Humph!" grunted Horker helpfully.

"I'vetried dl morning— he'saways homein the morning.”

"Listen, you little scatter-brain!" rumbled the Doctor. "Why didn't you tell me Mueller brought you
home last night? | thought he was on the job.”

"I didn't think of it," shewaliled. "Nick said he/d have to make some preparations, and | never
dreamed held skip away likethis."

"He must have gone home directly after you left him, and skipped out immediately,” said the Doctor
rumingtively. "Mueller never caught up with him."

"But what'll we do?’ she cried desperately.

"He can't have gone far with no more preparation than this," soothed Horker. "Hell writeyouina
day or two."



"Hewon't! He said he wouldn't. He doesn't want me to know where heisl” She was on the verge of
tears.

"Now, now," said the Doctor ill in his soothing tones. "It isn't asbad asdl that."

"Take off your bed-side manner!" she snapped, blinking to keep back the tears. "It'sworse! What
ever can wedo? Dr. Carl," she changed to a pleading tone, "can't you think of something?'

"Of course, Pat! | can think of severa thingsto doif you'll quiet down for amoment or o."

"I'm sorry, Dr. Carl — but what can we do?’

"First, perhaps Mudler can trace him. That's his business, you know."

"But suppose he can't — what then?’

"Wadll, I'd suggest you write him aletter.”

‘But | don't know whereto writel" shewailed. "I don't know his address!"

"Be dtill amoment, scatter-brain! Addressit to hislast residence; you know that, don't you? Of
course you do. Now, don't you suppose helll leave aforwarding address? He must receive some sort of
mail about hisincome, or estate, or whatever heliveson. Y our letter'll find him, Honey; don't you doubt
it

"Oh, do you think s0?” she asked, suddenly hopeful. "Do you redly think so?’

"I redlly think s0. Y ouwould too if you didn't fly into a panic every time somelittle difficulty confronts
you. Sometimes even my psychiatry is puzzled to explain how you can be so clever and so stupid, so
self-reliant and so dependent, so capable and so helpless— dl at one and the sametime. Y our Nick
can't be as much of a paradox asyou are!™

"l wonder if aletter will reach him," she said eagerly, ignoring the Doctor's remarks. "I'll try. I'll try
immediatdy.”

"| sort of had afeding you would," said Horker amigbly. "1 hope you succeed; and not only for your
sake, Pet, because God knows how thisthing will work out. But I'm anxious to examine this youngster of
yours on my own account; he must be aremarkable specimen to account for all the perturbation he's
managed to cause you. And this Jekyll-and-Hyde angle sounds interesting, too."

"Jekyll and Hyde!" echoed Pat. "Dr. Carl, isthat possble?’

"Not literaly," chuckled the other, "though in a sense, Stevenson anticipated Freud in histhesisthat
liberating the evil servesalso to release the good.”

"But — It was adrug that caused that changein the story, wasn't it?’

"Wel? Do you suspect your friend of being addicted to some mysterious drug? Isthat the latest
hypothesis?’

"Is there such adrug? One that could change a person's character?’

"All adkaoidsdo that, Honey. Some of them stimulate, some depress, some breed frenzies, and
some givevisonsof ddight — but al of them influence oneé's menta and emotiona organization, which
you call character. So for that matter, does a square meal, or acup of coffee, or even arainy day."

"But isn't there adrug that can separate good qudities from evil, like the story?"

"Emphaticaly not, Pat! That's not the trouble with this pesky boy friend of yours.”

"Well," said the girl doubtfully, "I only wish | had as much faith in your psychologies asyou have. If
you brain-doctors know it al, why do you switch theories every year?”’

"We don't know it dl. On the other hand, there are afew thingsto be said in our favor.”

"What arethey?'

"For one," replied the Doctor, "we do cure people occasionaly. Y ou'll admit that.”

"Sure," said Pat. " So did the Salem witches—occasiondly.” She gave him asuddenly worried look.
"Oh, Dr. Carl, don't think I'm not grateful! Y ou know how much I'm hoping from your help, but I'm
miserably anxiousover dl this™

"Never mind, Honey. Y ou're not the first one to point out the shortcomings of the medical profession.
That's agame played by plenty of physicianstoo.” He paused at the sound of footsteps on the porch,
followed by the buzz of the doorbell. "Run aong and write your letter, dear — hear comes that Tuesday
hypochondriac of mine, and he'srich enough for my careful attention.”

Pat flashed him aquick smile of farewe | and dipped quietly into the hall. At the door she passed the



Doctor's patient — alean, elderly gentleman of woebegone visage — and returned to her own home.
Her spirits, mercuria to adegree, had risen again. She was suddenly positive that the Doctor's
scheme would bring results, and she darted into the house amost buoyantly. Her mother had abandoned
the desk, and she esconced herself beforeit, finding paper and pen, and staring thoughtfully at the blank
Shest.
Findly shewrote,

"Dear Nick—

Something has happened, favorable, | think, to us. | believe | have found the help we need.

Will you comeif you can, or if that's not possible, break that self-given promise of yours, and
communicate with me?

| loveyou."

Shesigned it smply "Pat”, placed it in an envelope, addressed it hastily, and hurried out to post it. On
her return she spied the Doctor's hypochondriac in the act of leaving. He walked past her with hislean,

worry-smitten face like astudy of Hogarth, and she heard him mumbling to himsdlf. The ation went out
of her; she mounted the steps very soberly, and went miserably inside.

19
Man o Monster?

{88 AT SUFFERED WEDNESDAY THROUGH SOMEhow, knowi ng that any such early
responseto her letter wasimpossible. Still, that impossibility did not deter her from starting at the sound
of the telephone, and sorting through the mail with an eegernessthat drew a casud attention from her
mother.

"Good Heavens, Patricia Y ou're like achild watching for an answer to his note to Santa Claus!™

"That'swhat | am, | guess,” responded the girl ruefully. "Maybe | expect too much from Santa
Claus”

Late in the afternoon she drifted over to Dr. Horker's residence, to be informed that he was out. For
digtraction, she went in anyway, and spent awhile browsing among the booksin thelibrary. She
blundered into Kraft-Ebing, and read afew pagesin growing indignation.

"I'm ashamed to be human!" she muttered disgustedly to herself, damming shut the Psychopathia
Sexualis. "1 wouldn't be adoctor, or have achild of mine become one, if | were positively certain he'd
turninto Lord Lister himsdlf! Nick was right when he said doctors live on peopl€s troubles.”

She wondered how Dr. Horker could remain so human, so kindly and understanding, when ashe
sad himsdf hisworld was a parade of mifits, incompetents, and al the nastiness of mortals. He was
nice; shefdt no embarrassment in confiding in him even when she might hesitate to bare her fedingsto
her own mother. Or was it smply the naturd thing to do to tell one's troubles to a doctor?

Not, of course, that the Stuation reflected any discredit on her mother. Mrs. Lanewasavery
precious sort of parent, she mused, young as Pat in spirit, appreciative and enthusiastically fond of her
daughter. That she trusted Pet, that she permitted her to do entirely as she pleased, was exactly asthe girl
would haveit; it argued no lack of affection that each of them had their separate interests, and if the girl
occasiondly found hersdlf in unpleasantness such asthis, that too was her own fault.

And yet, shereflected, it was a bitter thing to have no one to whom to turn. If it weren't for Dr. Carl
and hisjovid willingnessto commit any sin up to mapractice to help her, she might have fdt differently.
But there dways was Dr. Carl, and that, she concluded, wasthat.

Shewandered back to her own side of the hedge, missing for the first time in many weeksthe
companionship of the old crowd. There hadn't been many idle afternoons heretofore during the summer;



theréd aways been some of the collegiate vacationing in town, and Pat had never needed other lure than
her own piquant vivacity to assure herself of ample attention. Now, of course, it was different; she had so
definitely tagged herself with the same Nicholas Devine that even the most ardent of the group had taken
thewarning.

"And | don't regret it either!” shetold hersdlf as she entered the house. "Trouble, mystery, suffering
and al — | don't regret it! I've had my compensations too.”

She sighed and trudged upstairs to prepare for dinner.

* % %

Morning found Pet in afair frenzy of trepidation. She kept repesating to hersdlf that two days wasn't
enough, that more time might be required, that even had Nicholas Devine received her |etter, he might not
have answered at once. Y et she was quivering as she darted into the hall to examine the mail.

It wasthere! She spied afragment of theirregular handwriting and seized the envel ope from benesth
aclutter of notes, hills, and advertisements. She glanced at the post-mark. Chicago! He hadn't |ft the
city, trusting perhaps to the anonymity conferred by its colossa swarm of humanity. Indeed, she thought
as she stared at the missive, he might have moved around the corner, and save for the chance of a
fortuitous meeting sheld never know it.

She tore open the envel ope and scanned the severa scrawled lines.

No heading, no salutation, not even asignature. Just, "Thursday evening at our placein the park.” No
more; she studied the few words intently, asif she could read into their bald phrasing the moods and
hidden emotions of the writer.

A single phrase, but sufficient. The day was suddenly brighter, and the hope which had glowed so
dimly yesterday was abruptly almost more than ahope a certainty. All her doubts of Dr. Horker's abilities
were forgotten; dready the solution of this uncanny mystery seemed assured, and the restoration of
romance imminent. She carried the letter to her own room and tucked it carefully by the other in the
drawer of the night-table.

Thursday evening — thisevening! Many hours intervened between now and a reasonable time for
the meeting, but they loomed no longer drab, dull, and hopeless. Shelay on her bed and dreamed.

She could meet Nick as early as possble; perhaps at eight-thirty, and bring him directly to the
Doctor's residence. No use wasting amoment, she mused; the sooner some light could be thrown on the
affliction, the sooner they could lay the devil — exorciseit. Demon, fixed idea, mental aberration, or
whatever Dr. Carl choseto cdll it, it had to be met and vanquished once and forever. And it could be
vanquished; in her present mood she didn't doubt it. Then — after that — there was the prospect of her
own Nick regained, and the sweet vistas opened by that reflection.

She lunched in an abstracted manner. In the afternoon, when the phone rang, she jumped in agtartied
manner, then relaxed with ashrug.

But thistimeit was for her. She darted into the hall to take the call on the lower phone; she was
hardly surprised but thoroughly excited to recognize the voice of Nicholas Devine.

"Dt

"Nick! Oh, Nick, Honey! What it it?"

"My noteto you." Even across the wire she sensed

the strain in histense tones. "You'veread it?""Of course, Nick! I'll bethere.”

"No." Hisvoice wastrembling. "Y ou won't come, Pet. Promise you won't!"

"But why?Why not, Nick? Oh, it'sterribly important that | see you!"

"Y ou're not to come, Pat!"

"But—" Anideawas struggling to her consciousness. "Nick, wasit —?’

"Yes. Y ou know now."

"But, Honey, what difference doesit make? You come. Y ou mugt, Nick!"

"I won't meet you, | tel you!" She could hear hisvoicerising excitedly in pitch, she could fed the
intengity of the struggle across unknown miles of lifeless copper wire.



"Nick," shesaid, "I'm going to be there, and you're going to meet me."

There was silence at the other end.

"Nick!" she cried anxioudy. "Do you hear me?1'll bethere. Will you?’

Hisvoice sounded again, now flat and tondless. "Yes" hesad. "I'll bethere.”

Therecever clicked a the far end of the wire; there was only afutile buzzing in Pat's ears. She
replaced the instrument and sat staring dubioudy t it.

Had that been Nick, really her Nick, or —? Suppose she went to that meeting and found — the
other? Was she willing to face another evening of indignities and terrors like those ill freshin her
memory?

Stll, she argued, what harm could come to her on that bench, exposed asit was to the gaze of
thousands who wandered through the park on summer evenings? Supposeit were the other who met
her; there was no way to force her into asituation such asthat of Saturday night. Nick himsdf had
chosen that very spot for their other meeting, and for that very reason.

"Therésnoriskinit," shetold hersdlf, "Nothing can possibly happen. I'll smply go there and bring
Nick back to Dr. Carl's, dong alighted, busy street, the whole two blocks. What's there to be afraid
of 7’

Nothing at al, she answered herself. But suppose — She shuddered and deliberately abandoned her
chain of thought as she rose and regjoined her mother.

20
Fhe Assignation

AT WASBY NO MEANSASBUOYANT AS SHE had been in the morning. She
approached the gppointed meseting place with afeding of trepidation that al her arguments could not
subdue,

She surveyed the crowded waks of the park with relief; shefelt confirmed in her assumption that
nothing unpleasant could occur with so many on-lookers. So she approached the bench with somewhat
greater salf-assurance than when she had left the house.

She saw the seat with itslone occupant, and hastened her steps. Nicholas Devine was sitting exactly
as he had on that other occasion, chin cupped on his hands, eyes turned moodily toward the vast lake
that coruscated now with the reflection of stars and many lights. Asbefore, she moved closeto hisside
before he looked up, but here the smilarity of the two occasions vanished. Her fears were redlized; she
was looking into the red-gleaming eyes and expressionless features of his other self — the demon of
Saturday evening!

"Sit down!" he said asa sardonic half-smiletwisted hislips. "Aren't you pleased? Aren't you thrilled
to the very core of your being?’

Pat stood irresolute; she controlled an impulse to break into sudden, abandoned flight. The
imminence of the crowded walks again reassured her, and she seated hersdlf gingerly on the extreme
edge of the bench, staring a her companion with coolly inimical eyes. He returned her gaze with features
asimmobile as carven stone; only hisred eyes gave evidence of the obscene, uncanny life behind the
mask.

"Wdl?'said Pat in asfrigid avoice as she could mugter.

"Yes," said the other surveying her. "You are quite as| recdled you. Very pretty, amost beautiful,
savefor acertain irregularity in your features. Not unpleasant, however." His eyestraveled over her
body; automaticaly she drew back, shrinking away from him. "Y ou have a seductive body," he
continued. "A most seductive body; | regret that circumstances prevented our full enjoyment of it. But



that will come. Y es, that will come!™

"Oh!" said Pat faintly. It took al her determination to remain seated by the Side of the horror.

"Y ou were extremely attractive as| attired you Saturday,” the other proceeded. Hislipstook on a
curious sensud leer. "1 could have done better with moretime; | would have stripped you somewhat
more completely. Everything, | think, except your legs, | am pleased by the sight of long, straight,
slk-clad legs, and should perhaps have received some pleasure by running these hands aong them —
scratching at proper intervasfor the aesthetic effect of blood. But that too will come.”

The girl sprang erect, gasping and speechlessin outraged anger. She turned abruptly; nothing
remained of her determination now. She felt only an urge to escagpe from the sneering tormentor who had
lost in her mind &l connection with her own Nicholas Devine. She took a sudden step.

"Sit down!" She heard the tones of the entity behind her, flat, unchanged. "Sit down, ese I'll drag you
herel™

She paused in sheer surprise, turning astartled face on the other.

"Y ou wouldn't dare!" she said, amazed at the bald effrontery of the threat. Y ou don't dare touch me
herel™

The other laughed. "Don't 1? What have | to risk? Hell suffer for any deed of mine! Youl'l cal for aid
againg me and only loose the hounds on him."

Pat stared blankly at the evil face. She had no answer; for once her ready tongue found no retort.

"Sit down!" reiterated the other, and she dropped dazedly to her position on the bench. She turned
dark questioning eyeson him.

"Do you see," he sneered, "how weakening an influenceisthislove of yours? To protect him you are
obeying me; thisis my authority over you— thisbody | sharewith him!™

She made no reply; she was making a desperate effort to lash her mind into activity, to formulate
some means of combating the being who tortured her.

"It has weakened him, too," the other proceeded. "This disturbed love of his has taken away the
mastery which birth gave him, and his enfeeblement has given that mastery to me. He knows now the
reason for hisweskness, | tell it to him too late to harm me."

Pat struggled for composure. The very presence of the cold demon tore at the roots of her
sdlf-control, and she suppressed afierce desire to break into hysterical laughter. Ridiculous, hopeless,
incomprehensible stuation! She forced her quivering throat to husky speech.

"What — what are you?' she sammered.

"Synapse! I'm aquestion of synapses,” jeered the other. "Simple! Very smplel Ask your friend the
Doctor!"

"I think," said the girl, ameasure of control returning to her voice, "that you're adevil. Y ou're some
sort of afiend that has managed to attach itself to Nick, and you're not human. That'swhat | think!"

"Think what you please," said the other. "Were wasting time here," he said abruptly. "Come.”

"Where?' Pat was dartled; shefelt arecurrence of fright.

"No matter where. Come.”

"I won't! Why do you want me?"

"To complete the business of Saturday night,” he said. ™Y our lips have healed; they bleed no longer,
but that is easy to remedy. Come."

"I won't!" exclamed the girl in sudden panic. "l wont!" Shemoved asif torise.

"You forget," intoned the being beside her. Y ou forget the authority vested in me by virtue of this
love of yours. Let me convince you.” He stretched forth athin hand. "Move and you condemn your
sweetheart to the punishment you thresten me.”

He seized her arm, pinching the flesh brutally, his nails breaking the smooth skin. Pet felt her face turn
ashy pae; she closed her eyes and bit her nearly-headled lips at the excruciating pain, but she made not
the dightest sound nor the faintest movement. She Smply sat and suffered.

"You see!" sneered the other, releasing her. "Thank my kindly nature that | marked your arm instead
of your face. Shdl we go?’

A scarcely audible whimper of pain camefrom thegirl'slips. She sat paled and unmoving, with her



eyesdill closed.

"No," shemurmured faintly a last. "No. | won't go with you."

"Shdl | drag you?’

"Yes. Drag meif you dare.”

Hishand closed on her wrigt; shefelt hersdlf jerked violently to her feet, so roughly that it wrenched
her shoulder. A startled, frightened little cry broke from her lips, and then she closed them firmly &t the
sight of severd by-passersturning curious eyes on them.

"I'l come" she murmured. The glimmering of anideahad risenin her chaotic mind.

Shefollowed himin grim, bitter silence across the clipped turf to the limit of the park. She recognized
Nick's modest automobile standing in the line of cars dong the Street; her companion, or captor, moved
directly towardsit, opened the door and clambered in without a single backward glance. He turned
about and watched her as she paused with one diminutive foot on the running board, and rubbed her
hand over her aching arm.

"Get inl" heordered coldly.

She made no move. "l want to know where you intend to take me."

"It doesn't matter. To aplace where we can complete that unfinished experiment of ours. Aren't you
happy at the prospect?’

"Do you think," she said unsteadily, "that 1'd consent to that even to save Nick from disgrace and
punishment? Do you think I'm fool enough for that?”

"WEIl soon see.”" He extended his hand. " Scream — fight — struggle!™ he jeered. "Call them down
on your sweetheart!"

He had closed his hand on her wrist; she jerked it convulsively from his grasp.

"I'll bargain with you!" she gasped. She needed amoment's respite to clarify athought that had been
growing in her mind.

"Bargain? What have you to offer?’

"Asmuch asyou!"

"Ah, but | have athreat — the threat to your sweetheart! And I'm offering too the lure of that evil
whose face so charmed you recently. Have you forgotten how nearly | won you to the worship of that
principle? Have you forgotten the ecstasy of that pain?'

Histerrible, blood-shot eyes were approaching her face; and strangdly, the girl felt acurious
recurrence of that illogical desireto yield that had swept over her on that disastrous night of Saturday.
There had been an ecstasy; there had been awild, ungodly, unhalowed pleasurein hisblows, inthe
searing pain of hiskisseson her lacerated lips. She redlized vaguely that she was staring blankly, dazedly,
into the red eyes, and that somewhere within her, someinsane brain-cellswere urging her to clamber to
the seet beside him.

Shetore her eyes away. She rubbed her bruised shoulder, and the pain of her own touch restored
her vanishing logica faculties. She returned her gaze to the face of the other, meeting his gaze now
coally.

"Nick!" she said earnestly, asif caling him from adistance. "Nick!"

There was, she fancied, the faintest gleam of concern gpparent in the features opposite her. She
continued.

"Nick!" sherepeated. "Y ou can hear me, Honey. Come to the house as soon as you are able. Come
tonight, or any time; I'll wait until you do. Y ou'll come, Honey; you must!"

She backed away from the car; the other made no moveto hdt her. She circled the vehicle and
dashed recklesdy across the street. From the safety of the opposite wak she glanced back; the red-eyed
visage was regarding her steedily through the glass of the window.

21



U Question of Synapses

& AT ALMOST RAN THE FEW BLOCKS TO HER home. She hastened along in anear panic,
regardless of the glances of pedestrians she chanced to pass. With the disappearance of the immediate
urge, the composure for which she had struggled had deserted her, and she felt shaken, terrified, and
weak. Her arm ached miserably, and her wrenched shoulder pained at each movement. It was not until
she attained her own door-step that she paused, panting and quivering, to consider the events of the
evening.

"l can't stand any more of thid" she muttered wretchedly to hersdlf. "I'll just haveto give up, | guess,
| can't pit mysdlf another time against — that thing."

She leaned wearily againgt the railing of the porch, rubbing her injured arm.

"Dr. Carl wasright," she thought. "Nick wasright; it's dangerous. There was amoment there a the
end when he— or it — amost had me. I'm frightened,” she admitted. "L ord only knowswhat might have
happened had | been alittle weaker. If the Lord does know," she added.

Shefound her latch-key and entered the house. Only adim light burned in the hal; her mother, of
course, was at the Club, and the maid and Magda were far away in their chambers on the third floor. She
tossed her wrap on achair, switched on a brighter light, and examined the painful spot on her arm, ared
mark aready beginning to turn anasty blue, with two tiny specks of drying blood. She shuddered, and
trudged wearily up the stairsto her room.

The empty silence of the house oppressed her. She wanted human companionship — safe,
trustworthy, friendly company, anyoneto distract her thoughts from the eerie, disturbing direction they
weretaking. She was till in somewhat of a panic, and suppressed with difficulty a desireto peep fearfully
under the bed.

"Coward!" she chided hersdlf. "Y ou knew whét to expect.”

Suddenly the recollection of her parting words recurred to her. She had told Nick — if Nick had
indeed heard — to come to the house, to come at once, tonight, if he could. A tremor of apprehension
ran through her. Suppose he came; suppose he came as her own Nick, and she admitted him, and then
— or suppose that other came, and managed by sometrick to enter, or suppose that unholy fascination
of hisprevailed on her — she shivered, and brushed her hand distractedly across her eyes.

"l can't sand it!" she moaned. "I'll haveto give up, evenif it means never seeing Nick again. I'll have
to!" She shook her head miserably asif to deny the picture that had risen in her mind of herself and that
horror aonein the house.

"I won't stay herel" she decided. She peeped out of the west windows at the Doctor's residence, and
fet asurge of relief a the Sght of hisiron-gray hair framed in the library window below. He wasreading;
she could see the book on his knees. There was her refuge; she ran hastily down the stairs and out of the
door.

With an apprehensive glance along the street she crossed to his door and rang the bell. She waited
nervoudy for his coming, and, with asudden impulse, pulled her vanity-case from her bag and dabbed a
film of powder over the mark on her arm. Then his ponderous footsteps sounded and the door opened.

"Helo," he said genidly. "These late evening vidts of yours are becoming quite cusomary — and see
if | carel"

"May | comeinawhile?" asked Pat meekly.

"Have | ever turned you away?’ He followed her into the library, pushed a chair forward for her, and
dropped quickly into hisown with an ar of having snatched it from her justintime.

"I didn't want your old arm-chair," she remarked, occupying the other.

"And what's the trouble tonight?’ he queried.

"I —wadll, | wasjust nervous. | didn't want to stay in the house done."

"You?' Histonewas skepticd. "Y ou were nervous? That hardly sounds reasonable, coming from an
independent little spit-fire like you."



"| was, though. | was scared.”

"And of what — or whom?"

"Of haunts and devils"

"Oh." Henodded. "'l see you've had results from your letter-writing."

"Wall, sort of "

"I'm used to your circumlocutions, Pat. Suppose you come directly to the point for once. What
happened?!

"Why, | wrote Nick to get in touch with me, and | got areply. He said to meet himin the park at a
place we knew. Thisevening.”

"And you did, of course.

"Y es, but before that, this afternoon, he called up and told me not to, but | insgsted and we did.”

"Told you not to, eh? And was hiswarning justified?

"Yes. Oh, yest When | cameto the place, it was— the other.”

"So! Well, he could hardly manhandle you in apublic park.”

Pat thought of her wrenched shoulder and bruised arm. She shuddered.

"He'shorriblel” she said. "'Inhuman! He kept referring to Saturday night, and he threstened thet if |
moved or made a disturbance held et Nick suffer the consequences. So | kept still while heinsulted
me"

"Y ou nitwit!" There was more than atrace of anger in the Doctor's voice. "1 want to see that pup of
yours! Well soon find out what thisthing is—amaniaor smply lack of agood licking!"

"What it is?’ echoed Pat. "Oh — it told me! Dr. Carl, what's asynopsis?’

"A synopss Y ou know perfectly well."

"I mean applied to physiology or psychology or something. It — he told me he was a question of
synopss”

"Thisdevil of yourssaid tha?’

"yYes"

"Hum!" The Doctor's voice was musing. He frowned perplexedly, then looked up abruptly. "Wasit
—did he by any chance say synapses? Not synopsis— synapses?’

"That'sit!" exclamed the girl. "He said he was a question of synapses. Doesthat explain him? Do you
know what heis?’

"Doesn't explain adamn thing!" snapped Horker. "A synapseisajuncture, or the meeting of two
nerves. It'swhy you can devel op automatic motions and habits, like playing piano, or dancing. When you
form a habit, the syngpses of the nervesinvolved are sort of worn thin, so the nervesthemsdlves are, ina
sense, short-circuited. Y ou go through motions without the need of your brain intervening, whichisdl a
habit amounts to. Understand?’

"Not very well," confessed' Pet.

"Humph! It doesn't matter anyway. | can't seethat it helpsto analyze your devil."

"I don't careif it'snever andyzed," said Pat with areturn of despondency. "Dr. Carl, | can't face that
evil thing again. | cant doit, not evenif it means never seeing Nick!"

"Sensble" said the Doctor approvingly. "1'd like to have a chance at him, but not enough to keep you
inthis state of jitters. Although,” he added, "alot of this mystery isthe product of your own
harum-scarum mind. Y ou can be sure of that, Honey."

"You would say s0," responded the girl wearily. "Y ou've never seen that — change. If it'smy
imagination, then I'm the one that needs your treatments, not Nick."

"Itisn't all imagination, mogt likely," said Horker defengvely. "1 know theseintroverted typeswith
their hysterias, mega omanias, and defense mechanisms! They've paraded through my office therefor a
good many years, Pat; they've provided the lion's share of my practice. But this young psychopathic of
yours seemsto have it bad — abnormally so, and that's why I'm so interested, gpart from hel ping you, of
course."

"I don't care," said Pat apathetically, repressng adesireto rub her injured arm. "'I'm through. I'm
scared out of the affair. Another week likethislast oneand | would be one of your patients.”



"Best dropit, then,” said Horker, eyeing her serioudly. "Nothing's worth upsetting yourself likethis,

"Nick'sworthit,” she murmured. "He'sworth it — only | just haven't the strength. | haven't the
courage. | cantdoit!"

"Never mind, Honey," the Doctor muttered, regarding her with an expression of concern. "You're
probably well out of the mess. | know damn well you haven't told me everything about this affair —
notably, how you acquired that ugly mark on your arm that's so carefully powdered over. So, dl indl, |
guessyourewd| out of it."

"l suppose | am." Her voice was still weary. Suddenly the glare of headlights drew her attention to
the window; a car was stopping before her home. "Theres Mother," she said. "I'll go on back now, Dr.
Carl, and thanks for entertaining alonesome and depressed lady."

Sherosewith acasud glance through the window, then halted in frozen astonishment and atrace of
terror.

"Oh!" she gasped. The car was the modest coupe of Nicholas Devine.

She peered through the window; the Doctor rose and stared over her shoulder. "1 told him to come,”
shewhispered. "1 told him to come when he was able. He heard me, he or — the other.”

A figure dighted from the vehicle. Even in the dusk she could perceive the exhaustion, the weariness
inits movements. She pressed her face to the pane, surveying the form with fascinated intentness. It
turned, supporting itself against the car and gazing steedily at her own door. With the movement the
radiance of agtreet-light illuminated itsfeatures.

"It'sNick!" she cried with such eagerness that the Doctor was startled. "It's my Nick!"

22
Dactor and the Devil

283 AT RUSHED TO THE DOOR, OUT UPON THE porch, and down to the street. Dr. Horker
followed her to the entrance and stood watching her as she darted toward the dejected figure beside the
car.

"Nick!" shecried. "I'm here, Honey. Y ou heard me, didn't you?’

Sheflung hersdlf into hisarms; he held her eagerly, pressing a hasty, tender kisson her lips.

"Y ou heard me!" she murmured.

"Yes" Hisvoice was husky, strained. "What isit, Pat? Tell me quickly — God knows how much
timewe havel"

"It'sDr. Carl. Hell help us, Nick."

"Help us! No one can help us, dear. No one!™

"Hell try. It can't do any harm, Honey. Come in with me. Now!"

"Itsusdess, | tel you!"

"But come," she pleaded. "Come anyway!"

"Pat, | tdl you this battle has to be fought out by me done. I'm the only one who can do anything a
al and," helowered hisvoice, "Pat, I'm losing!"

"Nick!"

"That'swhy | cametonight. | wastoo cowardly to make our last meeting— Monday evening in the
park — adefinite farewdll. | wanted to, but | weakened. So tonight, Pet, it'safina goodbye, and you
thank Heaven for it!"

"Oh, Nick dear!"

"It was touch and go whether | came at all tonight. It was astruggle, Pat; he isas strong as| am now.
Or gtronger.”



The girl gazed searchingly into hisworn, weary face. He looked miserably ill, she thought; he seemed
as exhausted as one who had been engaged in aphysica battle.

"Nick," shesad ingstently, "I don't care what you say, you're coming in with me. Only for alittle
while"

Shetugged at his hand, dragging him reluctantly after her. He followed her to the porch where the
open door till framed the greet figure of the Doctor.

"You know Dr. Carl," shesaid.

"Comeingde," growled Horker. Pat noticed the gruffness of hisvoice, hislack of any cordidity, but
she said nothing as she pulled her reluctant companion through the door and into the library.

The Doctor drew up another chair, and Pat, more accustomed to his devices, observed that he
placed it in such position that the lamp cast astream of radiance on Nick's face. She sank into her own
chair and waited slently for developments.

"Wadl," said Horker, turning his shrewd old eyes on Nick's countenance, "let's get down to cases.
Pet's told me what she knows; we can take that much for granted. Is there anything more you might want
totd!?’

"No, gr," responded the youth wearily. "I'vetold Pet al | know."

"Humph! Maybe | can ask some leading questions, then. Will you answer them?”

"Of course, any that | can.”

"All right. Now," the Doctor's voice took on acool professond edge, "you've had these — uh —
attacks as long as you can remember. Isthat right?"

"Yes

"But they've been more severe of late?’

"Muchworse, ar!"

"Sncewhen?

"Since — about aslong as I've known Pat. Four or five weeks."

"M-m," droned the Doctor. "Y ou've no idea of the cause for thisincrease in the malignancy of the
attacks?’

"No sr," said Nick, after abarely perceptible hesitation.

"Y ou don't think the cause could bein any way connected with, let us say, the emotiond disturbances
attending your acquaintance with Pat here?’

"No, gr," said theyouth flatly.

"All right," said Horker. "Let that angle go for the present. Arethere any after effectsfrom these
spdIs?’

"Yes. Thereésdways aplitting headache. He closed hiseyes. "I have one of them now."

"Locdized?’

"Gy

"Isthe painin any particular region? Forehead, temples, eyes, or so forth?’

"No. Just anasty headache.”

"But no other after-effects?’

"| can't think of any others. Except, perhaps, afeding of exhaustion after I've gone through whét I've
just finished.” He closed hiseyes asif to shut out the recollection.

"Wadl," mused the Doctor, "well forget the physica symptoms. What happensto your individudity,
your own consciousness, while you're suffering an attack?”

"Nothing happenstoit,” said Nick with a suppressed shudder. "1 watch and hear, but what he does
isbeyond my contral. It'sterrifying — horrible!™ he burst out suddenly.

"Doubtless," responded Horker smoothly. "What about the other? Does that one stand by while
you'rein the saddle?’

"I don't know," muttered Nick dully. "Of course he does!" he added abruptly. "I can fed his presence
at dl times— even now. He'saways lurking, waiting to spring forth, assoon as| relax!”

"Humph!" gaculated the Doctor. "How do you manage to deep?"

"By waiting for exhaustion,” said Nick wesrily. "By waiting until | can stay awake no longer.”



"And can you bring this other personality into dominance? Can you change controls, so to speak, a
will?’

"Why — yes" the youth answered, hesitating asif puzzled. "Yes, | suppose! could.”

"Let'sseeyou, then.”

"But—" Horror wasin hisvoice.

"No, Dr. Carl!" Pat interjected in fright. "I won't let him!"

"| thought you declared yoursdlf out of this" said Horker with ashrewd glance at the girl.

"Then I'mback init! | won't let him do what you want — anyway, not that!"

"Pat," said the Doctor with an air of patience, "you want meto treet this affliction, don't you? Isnt
that what both of you want?’

Thegirl murmured a scarcely audible assent.

"Very well, then," he proceeded. "Do you expect meto treat the thing blindly — in the dark? Do you
think | can guess at the cause without observing the effect?”’

"No," said Pat faintly.

"So! Now then,” heturned to Nick, "Let's see thistransformation.”

"Musgt I?" asked the youth reluctantly.

"If you want my help.”

"All right," he agreed with another tremor. He sat passively staring at the Doctor; amoment passed.
Horker heard Pat's nervous breathing; other than that, the room wasin silence. Nicholas Devine closed
his eyes, brushed his hand across hisforehead. A moment more and he opened them to gaze perplexedly
at the Doctor.

"Hewon't!" he muttered in astonishment. "Hewont do it!"

"Humph!" snapped Horker, ignoring Pat's murmur of relief. "Finicky devil, isn't he? Likesto pick
company he can bully!"

"l don't understand it!" Nick's face was blank. "He's been tormenting me until just now!" He looked
at the Doctor. "Y ou don't think I'm lying about it, do you, Dr. Horker?’

"Not conscioudy," replied the other coally. "If | thought you were responsible for afew of the
indignities perpetrated on Pat here, 1I'd waste no time in questions, young man. I'd be rdieving mysdf of
certain violent impulsesinstead.”

"l couldn't harm Pat!"

"Y ou gave a passable imitation of it, then! However, that's beside the point; as| say, | don't hold you
responsible for aberrationswhich | believe are beyond your control. The main thing isadiagnosis.”

"Do you know what it is?’ cut in Pet eagerly.

"Not yet — at least, not for certain. There's only one red method available; these questionswill get
us nowhere. Well have to psychoanalyze you, young man."

"l don't care what you do, if you can offer any hopel" he declared vehemently. "Let'sget it over!”

"Not aseasy asdl that!" rumbled Horker. "It takestime; and besides, it can't be successful with the
subject in ahectic mood such asyours.” He glanced at hiswatch. "Moreover, it's after midnight.”

Heturned to Nicholas Devine. "WEell makeit Saturday evening,”" he said. "Meanwhile, young man,
you're not to see Pat. Not at al — understand? Y ou can see her here when you come.”

"That'sinfinitely more than 1'd planned for myself,” said the youth in alow voice. "I'd abandoned the
hope of seeing her."

He rose and moved toward the door, and the others followed. At the entrance he paused; he leaned
down to plant a brief, tender kiss on the girl's lips, and moved wordlesdy out of the door. Pat watched
him enter his car, and followed the vehicle with her eyes until it disgppeared. Then sheturned to Horker.

"Do you redly know anything about it?” she queried. "Have you any theory at al?’

"He'snot lying," said the Doctor thoughtfully. "I watched him closdly; he believes he'stdling the
truth." "Heis. | know what | saw!"

"He hasn't the signs of praecox or depressive,” mused the Doctor. "It's puzzling; it's one of those
functiond aberrations, or afixed dduson of somekind. Well find out just what it is"

"It'sthe devil," declared Pat pogitively. "I don't care what sort of scientific tag you give it — that's



what it is. Y ou doctors can hide alot of ignorance under along name.”

Horker paid no attention to her remarks. "Well see what the psychoandysis bringsout,” he said. "l
shouldn't be surprised if the whole thing were the result of a defense mechanism erected by atimid child
in an effort to evade respongbility. That'swhat it soundslike.

"It'sadevil!" reiterated Pat.

"Well," said the Doctor, "if itis, it has one thing in common with every spook or devil | ever heard
of." "What'sthat?’

"It refuses to appear under any conditions where one has a chance to examineiit. It'slike one of these
temperamental mediums trying to perform under a spot-light.”

23
Werewalf

EAT AWOKE IN RATHER BETTER SPIRITS. SOMEhow, the actua entrance of Dr. Horker
into the case gave her afeding of security, and her natural optimistic nature rode the pendulum back from
despair to hope. Even the painful black-and-blue mark on her arm, as she examined it ruefully, failed to
shake her buoyant mood.

Her mood held most of the day; it was only at evening that a recurrence of doubt assailed her. She
st inthe dim living room waiting the arrival of her mother's guests, and wondered whether, after dl, the
predicament was as easily solvable as she had assumed.

She watched the play of lights and shadows across the celling, patterns cast through the windows by
moving headlightsin the street, and wondered anew whether her faith in Dr. Carl's abilitieswasjustified.
Science! She had thefaith of her generation in its omnipotence, but herein the dusk, the outworn
superdtitions of childhood became appalling redlities, and some of Magda's stories, forgotten now for
years, rose out of their graves and went squesking and maundering like sheeted ghostsin aghastly
parade across the universe of her mind. The meaningless taunts she habitudly flung at Dr. Carl's science
became suddenly pregnant with truth; his patient, hard-learned science seemed in fact no more than the
frenzies of awitch-doctor dancing in the heart of a Rhodesian svamp.

What was it worth— thisarray of medica facts—if it failed to cure? Was medicinefdling into the
state of Chinese science— avast collection of good rules for which the reasons were either unknown or
long forgotten? She sighed; it was with afeding of profound relief that she heard the voices of the Brocks
outside; she played miserable bridge the whole evening, but it was less of an affliction than the solitude of
her own thoughts.

Saturday morning, cloudy and threatening though it was, found the pendulum once more a the other
end of the arc. She found hersdlf, if not buoyantly cheerful, at least no longer prey to the inchoate doubts
and fears of the preceding evening. She couldn't even recdl their nature; they had been apart from the
cool, day-time logic that preached a common-sense reliance on accepted practices. They had been, she
concluded, no more than childish nightmares induced by darkness and the play of shadows.

She dressed and ate alate breakfast; her mother was dready en route to the Club for her
bridge-luncheon. Thereafter, she wandered into the kitchen for the company of Magda, whom she found
with massive amsimmersed in dish water. Pet perched on her particular stool beside the kitchen table
and watched her at her work.

"Magda," shesadfindly.

"I'm ligening, Miss Pat.”

"Do you remember astory you told me along time ago? Oh, years and years ago, about aman in
your town who could change into something — somefierce animal. A wolf, or something likethat.”

"Oh, him!" said Magda, knitting her heavy brows. "Y ou mean the werewolf."



"That'sit! The werewalf. | remember it now —how frightened | was after | went to bed. | wasn't
more than eight yearsold, was 17?'

"| couldn’t remember. It was years ago, though, for sure.”

"What wasthe story?’ queried Pat. "Do you remember that?’

"Why, it was the time the sheep were being missed,” said the woman, punctuating her words with the
clatter of dishes on the drainboard. " Then there was a child gone, and another, and then tales of this grest
wolf about the country. | didn't see him; uslittle ones stayed under roof by darkness after that."

"That wasn't dl of it," said Pat. "Y ou told me more than that."

"Well," continued Magda, "there was my uncle, who was best hand with ariflein the village. He and
others went after the creature, and my uncle, he came back telling how held seen it plain against the sky,
and how held fired at it. He couldn't miss, he was that close, but the wolf gave him alook and ran
avay."

"And then what?’

"Then the Priest came, and he said it wasn't anatura wolf. He melted up asilver coin and cast a
bullet, and he gave it to my uncle, he being the best shot in the village. And the next night he went out
oncemore."

"Did heget it?’ asked Pat. "I don't remember.”

"Hedid. He came upon it by the pasture, and he amed his gun. The creature looked straight at him
withitsevil red eyes, and he shot it. When he cameto it, there wasn't awolf at dl, but thisman — his
name | forget — with aholein his head. And then the Priest, he said he was awerewolf, and only asilver
bullet could kill him. But my uncle, he said those evil red eyes kept saring a him for many nights."

"Evil red eyed" said Pat suddenly. "Magda,”" she asked in afaint voice, "could he change any time he
wanted to?’

"Only by night, the Priest said. By sunrise he had to be back.”

"Only by night!" mused the girl. Another ideawas forming in her active little mind, another
conception, disturbing, impossible to phrase. "I s that worse than being possessed by adevil, Magda?’

"Sureit'sworse! The Priest, he could cast out the devil, but | never heard no curefor being a
werewolf."

Pat said nothing further, but did from her high perch to the floor and went soberly out of the kitchen.
Thefearsof last night had cometo life again, and now the over-cast skies outside seemed afitting symbol
to her mood. She stared thoughtfully out of the living room windows, and the sudden splash of raindrops
againg the pane lent afind touch to the whole desolate ensemble.

"I'm just asuperdtitiouslittleidiot!" shetold hersdlf. I laugh a Mother because she awayslikesto
play North and South, and here I'm letting myself worry over superstitions that were discarded before
there was any such thing as a game caled contract bridge.”

But her argumentsfailed to carry conviction. The memory of theterrible eyes of that other hed
clicked to aptly to Magda's phrase. She couldn't subdue the picture that haunted her, and she couldn't
cast off the apprehensiveness of her mood. She recalled gloomily that Dr. Horker was at the Club —
wouldn't be home before evening, €lse shedd have gladly availed herself of his solid, matter-of-fact
company.

She thought of Nick's gppointment with the Doctor for that evening. Suppose his psychoanalysis
brought to light some such horror asthese fears of hers— that would forever destroy any possibility of
happiness for her and Nick. Even though the Doctor refused to recognizeit, caled it by some
polysyllabic scientific name, the thing would be there to sever them.

She wandered restlesdy into the hall. The morning mail, unexamined, lay in its brazen receptacle, she
moved over, fingering it idly. Abruptly she paused in astonishment — aletter in familiar script had flashed
at her. Shepulledit out; it was! It was aletter from Nicholas Devine!

Shetoreit open nervoudy, wondering whether he had reverted to hisorigina refusa of Dr. Horker's
aid, whether he was unable to come, whether that had happened. But only asingle unfolded sheet
dipped from the envelope, inscribed with afew brief lines of poetry.



"The grief that istoo faint for tears,
And scarcely breathes of pain,

May linger on ahundred years
Ereit creep forth again.

But I, who love you now too well
To suffer your disdain,

Must try tonight that love to quell —
Andtry invan!"

24
The Dank Other

Ii! TWASEARLY IN THE EVENING, NOT YET EIGHT ‘clock, when Pat saw the car of
Nicholas Devine draw up before the house. She had already been watching haf an hour, sitting
cross-legged in the deep window sest, like her jade Buddha. That equivocal poem of his had disturbed
her, lent an added strength to the moods and doubts aready implanted by Magda's mystical tale, and it
waswith afeding of trepidation that she watched him emerge wearily from hisvehicleand sarein
indecisgon firgt a her window and then at the Horker residence. The waning daylight was dtill sufficient to
delineate hisworn fegtures; she could see them, pale, harried, but indubitably the mild features of her own
Nick.

While he hesitated, she darted to the door and out upon the porch. He gave her awan smile of
greeting, advanced to the foot of the steps, and halted there.

"The Doctor's not homeyet,” she caled to him. He stood motionless below her.

"Come up on the porch,” sheinvited, as he made no move. She uttered the words with a curious
feeling of apprehension; for even as she ached for his presence, the uncertain sate of affairswas
frightening. She thought fearfully that what had happened before might happen again. Still, there on the
open porch, in practicaly full daylight, and for so brief atime— Dr. Carl would be coming very shortly,
she reasoned.

"I can't,” said Nick, staring wistfully at her. ™Y ou know | can't.”

"Why not?’

"I promised. Y ou remember — | promised Dr. Horker 1'd not see you except in his presence.”

"So you did," said Pat doubtfully. The promise offered escape from a distressing Situation, she
thought, and yet — somehow, seeing Nick standing patheticaly there, she couldn't imagine anything
harmful emanating from him. There had been many and many eveningsin his company that had passed
ddightfully, enjoyably, safely. Shefedt awave of pity for him; after al, the affliction was his, most of the
aufferingwashis.

"We needn't take it so literdly,” she said dmost reluctantly. "HEll be home very soon now."

"l know," said Nick soberly, "but it was a promise, and besides, I'm afraid.”

"Never mind, Honey," she said, after amomentary hesitation. "Come up and Sit here on the steps,
then —here besde me. We can tak just aswell asthere on the settee.”

He climbed the steps and seated himself, watching Pat with longing eyes. He made no move to touch
her, nor did she suggest akiss.

"I read your poem, Honey," she said findly. "It worried me."

"I'm sorry, Peat. | couldn't deep. | kept wandering around the house, and at last | wrote it and took it
out and mailed it. It was avent, ardief from the things 1'd been thinking."

"What things, Honey?’

"A way, mostly," he answered gloomily, "of removing myself from your life. A permanent way."



"Nick!"

"I didn't, asyou see, Pat. | wastoo cowardly, | suppose. Or perhapsit was because of thisforlorn
hope of ours. There's ways hope, Pet; even the condemned man with hisfoot on the step to the gallows
fedsit.”

"Nick dear!" she cried, her voice quavering in pity. "Nick, you mustn't think of thosethings! It might
weaken you — make it easier for him!™

"It can't. If it frightens him, I'm glad.”

"Honey," she said soothingly, "well give Dr. Carl achance. Promise meyoull et him try, won't you?’

"Of course | will. Isthere anything I'd refuse to promise you, Pat? Even," he added hitterly, "when
reeson tellsmeit'safutile promise”

"Don't say it!" she urged fiercely. "We've got to help him. We've got to believe — There he comes!™
shefinished with sudden relief.

The Doctor's car turned up the driveway beyond his residence. Pat saw hisface regarding them as he
disappeared behind the building.

"Comeon, Honey," shesaid. "Let's get at the business."”

They moved dowly over to the Doctor's door, waiting there until his ponderous footsteps sounded.
A light flashed in the hall, and his broad shadow filled the door for amoment before it opened.

"Comein," herumbledjovidly. "Fine evening were spailing, isnt it?’

"It could be," said Pet asthey followed himinto the library, "only it'll probably rain some more."

"Hah!" snorted the Doctor, frowning at the mention of rain. "The course was soft. Couldn't get any
distance, and it added six strokesto my score. At least Sx!"

Pat chuckled commiseratingly. ™Y ou ought to lay out acoursein Greenland,” she suggested. "They
say anyone can drive abdl aquarter of amile on smoothice.”

"Humph!" The Doctor waved toward a grest, low chair. " Suppose you St over there, young man,
and welll get about our business. And don't look so woebegone about it."

Nick settled himsdlf nervoudy in the designated chair; the Doctor seated himsdf &t alittle disanceto
the side, and Pat sat tensdly in her usud place beside the hearth. She waited in strained impatience for the
black magic of psychoanalysisto commence.

"Now," said Horker, "1 want you to keep quiet, Pat — if possible. And you, young man, areto relax,
compose yoursdlf, get yoursdf into as passive astate as possible. Do you understand?’

"Yes, gr," Theyouth leaned back in the great chair, closing hiseyes.

"So! Now, think back to your childhood, your earliest memories. Let your thoughts wander at
random, and speak whatever comes to your mind.”

Nick sat amoment in sllence. "That'shard to do, gr," he sad findly.

"Yes. It will take practice, weeks of it, perhaps. Y ou'll have to acquire the knack of it, but to do that,
well haveto start.”

"Yes, 9r." He sat with closed eyes. "My mother,” he murmured, "waskind. | remember her alittle,
just alittle. She was very gentle, not gpt to blame me. She could understand. Made excusesto my father.
He was hard, not cruel — strict. Couldn't understand. Blamed me when | wasn't to blame. Other didiit. |
wasn't mischievous, but got the blame. Couldn't explain, he wouldn't believe me." He paused uncertainly.

"Go on," said Horker quietly, while Pat strained her earsto listen.

"Mrs. Stevens," he continued. "Governess after Mother died. Strict like Father, got punished when |
wasn't to blame. Just as bad after Father died. Always blamed. Couldn't explain, nobody believed me.
Other threw cat in window, | had to go to bed. Put salt in bird seed, broke leg of chair to makeit fall.
Punished — | couldn't explain.”" His voice droned into slence; he opened hiseyes. "That dl,” he said
nervoudy.

"Good enough for the first time," said the Doctor briskly. "Wait afew weeks, well have, your lifes
history out of you. It takes practice.”

"Isthat dl?’ queried Pat in astonishment.

"All for thefirst time. Later welll let him tak haf an hour at astretch, but it takes practice, asl've
mentioned. Y ou run dong home now," he said to Nick.



"Butit'searly!" objected Pat.

"Early or not," said the Doctor, "I'm tired, and you two aren't to see each other except here. You
remember that."

Nick rose from his seat in the depths of the great chair. "Thank you, sir," he said. "I don't know why,
but | fed easier in your presence. The— the struggle disappearswhile I'm here.”

"Well," said Horker with agmile, "1 like patients with confidence in me. Good night.”

At the door Nick paused, turning wistful eyes on Pat. "Good night," he said, leaning to give her alight
kiss. A rush of some emotion twisted hisfeatures, he stared strangely at the girl. "1'd better go,” he said
abruptly, and vanished through the door.

"Wd|?' said Pat questioningly, turning to the Doctor. "Did you learn anything from that?"

"Not much,” the other admitted, yawning. "However, the results bear out my theory."

"How?

"Did you notice how he harped on the undeserved punishment theme? He was punished for another's
mischief?’

"Yes. What of that?”’

"Well, picture him asatimid, sengtive child, rather afraid of being punished. Afraid, say, of being
locked up in adark closet. Now, when he inadvertently commitsamischief, asdl children do, hetries
desperately to divert the blame from himsdlf. But there's no one el'se to blame! So what does he do?’

"What?’

"Heinventsthis other, the mischievous one, and blames him. And now the other has grown to the
proportions of adeusion, haunting him, driving him to commit acts gpart from his norma inclinations.
Understand? Because I'm off to bed whether you do or not.”

"l understand al right,” murmured Pat uncertainly as she moved to the door. "But somehow, it
doesn't sound reasonable.”

"It will," said the Doctor. "Good night.”

Pat wandered dowly down the steps and through the break in the hedge, musing over Doctor
Horker's expression of opinion. Then, according to him, the devil was nothing more than an invention of
Nick's mind, thetrick of acowardly child to evade just punishment. She shook her head; it didn't sound
likeNick at dl. For dl hisgentleness and sengitivity, he wasn't the one to hide behind afabrication. He
wasn't acoward; shewas certain of that. And she was as sure as she could ever be that he hated, feared,
loathed this persondity that afflicted him; he couldn't have created it.

She sghed, mounted the steps, and fumbled for her key. The sound of amovement behind her
brought afaint gasp of astonishment. She turned to see afigure materidizing from the shadows of the
porch. Thelight from the hall fell acrossitsfeatures, and she drew back as she recognized Nicholas
Devine— not the being she had just kissed good night, but in the guise of her tormentor, the red-eyed
demon!

25
Fhe Demen Lover

183 AT DREW BACK, LEANING AGAINST THE DOOR, and her key tinkled on the concrete
of the porch. She was startled, shocked, but not as completely terrified as she might have expected.
After al, she thought rapidly, they were standing in full view of apublic street, and Dr. Carl'sresidence
was but afew feet distant. She could summon his help by screaming.

"Wel!" she exclaimed, eyeing the figureinimically. ™Y our gppearances and disappearances are
beginning to remind me of the Cheshire Cat.”

"Except for the grin,” said the other in his cold tones.

"What do you want?’ snapped Pat.



"Y ou know what | want."

"Youll not get it," said the girl angrily. "Y ou —you're doomed to extinction, anyway! Go away!"

"Suppose,” said the other with astrange, cold, twisted smile, "it were he that's doomed to extinction
— what then?"

"Itisnt!" cried Pat. "It isn't!" she repeated, while aquiver of uncertainty shook her. "He'sthe
gronger,” she said defiantly.

"Then whereishe now?’

"Dr. Carl will hdpug"

"Doctor!" sneered the other. "He and his clever theory! Am | anilluson?' he queried sardonicaly,
thrusting hisred-glinting eyestoward her. "Am | the product of his puerile, vaccilating nature? Bah! | gave
you the clue, and your Doctor hasn't the intelligence to follow it!"

"Go away!" murmured Pet faintly. The gpproach of hisface had unnerved her, and she felt terror
beginning to tir within her. "Go away!" she said again. "Why do you have to torment me? Any one
would serve your purpose — any woman!"

"Y ou have an aesthetic appedl, as'vetold you before,”" replied the other in that toneless voice of his.
"Thereisapleasurein the defacement of black hair and pale skin, and your body is seductive, most
seductive. Another might afford me less enjoyment, and besides, you hate me. Don't you hate me?* He
peered evilly at her.

"Oh, God — yed" The girl was shuddering.

"Say it, then! Say you hate me!™

"I hate you!" the girl cried vehemently. "Will you go awvay now?’

"With you!"

"I'll scream if you come any closer. Y ou don't dare touch me; I'll call Dr. Horker."

"Youll only damage him — your lover."

"ThenI'll doit! Hell understand.”

"Yes" sad the other reflectively. "Hesfool enough to forgive you. Hell forgive you anything — the
weskling!"

"Go away! Get away from herel”

The other stared at her out of blood-shot eyes. "Very well," hesaid in hisflat tones. "Thistimethe
victory isyours.”

He backed dowly toward the steps. Pat watched him as he moved, feding asurge of profound relief.
As his shadow shifted, her key gleamed silver at her feet, and she stooped to retrieveit.

Therewas arush of motion as her eyes|eft theform of her antagonist. A hand was clamped violently
over her mouth, an arm passed with stedl-like rigidity about her body. Nicholas Devine was dragging her
toward the steps; she was haf-way down before she recovered her wits enough to struggle.

She writhed and twisted in his grasp. She drove her elbow into hisbody with dl her power, and
kicked with the strength of desperation at hislegs. She bit into the pam across her mouth — and
suddenly, with asubdued grunt of pain, he released her so abruptly that her own struggles sent her
spinning blindly into the bushes of the hedge.

She turned gasping, unable for the moment to summon sufficient breath to scream. The other stood
facing her with his eyes gleaming terribly into her own; then they ranged dowly from her diminutive feet to
the rumpled ebony of her hair that she was brushing back with her hands from her palid, frightened face.

"Obdtinate," he observed, rubbing hisinjured pam.

"Obstinate and unbroken — but worth the trouble. Well worth it!" He reached out a swift hand,
seizing her wrigt as she backed against the bushes.

Pat twisted around, gazing frantically at Doctor Horker's house, where alight had only now flashed
on in the upper windows. Her breath flowed back into her lungs with a strengthening rush.

"Dr. Carl!" she screamed. "Dr. Carl! Hlp me!”

The other spun her violently about. She had amomentary glimpse of ahorribly evil countenance, then
he drew back hisarm and shot a clenched fist to her chin.

Theworld reded into ablaze of spinning lightsthat faded quickly to darkness. Shefelt her knees



buckling beneeth her, and redized that she was crumpling forward toward the figure before her. Then for
a moment she was aware of nothing.

She didn't quite lose consciousness, or at least for no more than amoment. She was suddenly aware
that she was gazing down at amoving pavement, at her own arms dangling helplesdy toward it. She
perceived that she waslying limply across Nicholas Devineg's shoulder with his arms clenched about her
knees. And then, gill unable to make the dightest resistance, she was bundled roughly into the seet of his
coupe; he was beside her, and the car was purring into motion.

She summoned what remained of her strength. She drew hersdlf erect, fumbling at the handle of the
door with afrantic idea of casting herself out of the car to the Street. The creature beside her jerked her
violently back; as she reded into the seet, he struck her again with the side of hisfist. It wasarandom
blow, delivered with scarcely aglance at her; it caught her on the forehead, snapping her head with an
audible thump againgt thewall of the vehicle. She swayed for amoment with closing eyes, then collgpsed
limply againgt him, thistime in complete unconsciousness

That lapse too must have been brief. She opened dazed eyes on avistaof moving street lights; they
were gill in the car, passing now a ong some unrecognized thoroughfare lined with dark old homes. She
lay for some moments uncomprehending; she was completely unaware of her Stuation.

It dawned on her dowly. She moaned, struggled away from the shoulder against which she had been
leaning, and huddled miserably in the far corner of the seat. Nicholas Devine gave her asingle glance with
his unpleasant eyes, and turned them again on the Street.

The girl was helpless, unable to put forth the strength even for another attempt to open the door. She
was gtill only half aware of her position, and redlized only that something gppalling was occurring to her.
Shelay in passive misery againgt the cushions of the seet as the other turned suddenly up adark driveway
and into the open door of asmal garage. He snapped off the engine, extinguished the headlights, and |eft
them in ahorrible, smothering, slent darkness.

She heard him open the door on hisside; after an gpparently interminable interval, she heard the
creak of the hinges on her own side. She huddled terrified, voiceess, and immobile.

Hereached in, fumbling againgt her in the darkness. He found her arm, and dragged her from the car.
Again, ason that other occasion, she found hersdlf redling helplesdy behind him through the dark as he
tugged at her wrist. He paused at adoor in the building adjacent to the garage, searching in his pocket
with hisfree hand.

"I won't goin there!" she muttered dazedly. The other made no reply, but inserted akey in the lock,
turned it, and siwung open the door.

He stepped through it, dragging her after him. With a sudden access of desperate strength, she
caught the frame of the door, jerked violently on her prisoned wrist, and was unexpectedly free. She
recled away, turned toward the street, and took a few faltering steps down the driveway.

Almost ingtantly her tormentor was upon her, and his hand closed again on her arm. Pat had no
further strength; she sank to the pavement and crouched there, disregarding the insistent tugging on her
am.

"Comeon," hegrowled. "Y ou only delay theinevitable. Must | drag you?’

She made no reply. Hetugged violently &t her wrist, dragging her afew inches along the pavement.
Then he stooped over her, raised her in hisarms, and bore her toward the dark opening of the door. He
crowded her roughly through it, disregarding the painful bumping of her shoulders and knees. She heard
the dam of the door ashe kicked it closed, and she redlized that they were mounting aflight of stairs,
moving somewhere into the oppressive threatening darkness.

Then they were moving along aleve floor, and her arm was bruised against another door. Therewas
amoment of stillness, and then she was released, dropped indifferently to the surface of abed or couch.
A moment later alight flashed on.

The girl was conscious at first only of the gaze of the red eyes. They held her own in afascinating,
unbreskable, trance-like spell. Then, in awave of dizziness, she closed her own eyes.

"Wherearewe?’ she murmured. "In Hell?’

"Y ou should cdl it Heaven," camethe sardonic voice. "It's the home of your sweetheart. Hishome



—and ming"

26
Fhe Depths

[l] EAVEN AND HELL ALWAY SWERE THE SAME place,” said Nicholas Devine, hisred
eyesglaring down at the girl. "Well demongrate thefact.”

Pat shifted wearily, and sat erect, passing her hand dazedly across her face. She brushed the tangled
strands of black hair from before her eyes, and stared dully at the room in which she found herself.

It had some of the aspects of a study, and some of alaboratory, or perhaps a doctor's office. There
was a case of dusty books on thewall opposite, and another crystal-fronted cabinet containing
glassware, bottles, little round boxes suggestive of drugs or pharmaceuticas. There was a paper-littered
table too; she gave aconvulsve shudder at the sight of abald, varnished death's head, itslower jar
articulated, that reposed on a pile of papersand grinned at her.

'Where—" she began faintly.

"Thiswas the room of your sweetheart'sfather," said the other. "Hisand my mutud father. Hewasan
experimenter, aresearcher, and S0, in another sense, am I!" Heleered evilly at her. "He used this
chamber to further his experiments, and | for mine— the carrying on of anoble family tradition!"

The girl scarcely heard hiswords; the expressionless tone carried no meaning to the chaos which was
her mind. Shefdt only an inchoate horror and a vague but al-encompassing fear, and her head was
aching from the blows he had dedlt her.

"What do you want?’ she asked dully.

"Why, there is an unfinished experiment. Y ou must remember our interrupted proceedings of aweek
ago! Have you dready forgotten the early steps of our experiment in evil ?"

Pat cringed at the cold, sardonic tones of the other. "L et me go," she whimpered. "Please!” she
appeded. "Let mego!”

"Induetime" heresponded. "Y ou lack gratitude,” he continued. "L ast time, out of the kindness that
ismy soul, | permitted you to dull your senseswith acohol, but you failed, apparently, to appreciate my
indulgence. But thistime' — Hiseyeslit up queerly — "thistime you gpproach the consummeation of our
experiment with undimmed mind!"

He approached her. She drew her knees up, huddling back on the couch, and summoned the final
vestiges of her strength.

"I'll kick you!" she muttered desperately. "Keep back from me!"”

He paused just beyond her reach. "'l had hoped,” he said ironicdly, "if not for your cooperation, at
least for no further active resstance. It's quite usdess; | told you days ago that thistime would come.”

He advanced cautioudy; Pet thrust out her foot, driving it with al her power. Instantly he drew back,
catching her anklein hishand. He jerked her leg sharply upwards, and she was precipitated violently to
the couch. Again he advanced.

The girl writhed away from him. She dipped from the foot of the couch and darted in acircle around
him, turning in an attempt to gain the room's single exit —the door by which they had entered. He moved
quickly to intercept her; he closed the door as she backed despairingly away, retreating to the far end of
the room. Once more he faced her, his mdicious eyes gleaming, and moved ddiberately toward her.

Shedrew back until the table halted her; she pressed hersdlf againgt it asif to force her way il
further. The other moved at unatered pace. Suddenly her hand pressed over some smooth, round, hard
object; she grasped it and flung the grinning skull at the more terrible face that approached her. He
dodged; there was a crash of glass as the gruesome missile shattered the pane of the cabinet of drugs.
And inexorably, Nicholas Devine approached once more.



She moved aong the edge of the table, squeezed hersdlf between it and the wall. Behind her was one
of the room's two windows, curtainless, with drawn shades. She found the cord, jerked it, and let the
blind coil upward with an abrupt snap.

"I'll throw mysdlf through the window!" she announced with asort of desperate calm. "Don't dare
move a step closer!”

The demon paused once morein his ddliberate advance. "Y ou will, of course” he said asiif
considering. "Given the opportunity. Y our body torn and broken, spotted with blood — that might be a
pleasure second only to that | plan.”

"Youll suffer for it!" said the girl hystericaly. "I'll be glad to do it, knowing you'll suffer!" "Not | —
your sweetheart.”

"l don't care! | can't stand it!"

The other smiled his demoniac smile, and resumed his advance. She watched him in terror that had
now reached the ultimate degree; her mind could bear no more. She turned suddenly, raised her arm, and
best her fist againgt the pane of the window.

With the surprising resistance glass sometimes displays, it shook at her blow but did not shatter. She
drew back for a second attempt, and her upraised arm was caught in arigid grip, and she was dragged
backward to the center of the room, thrown heavily to the floor. She sat dazedly looking up at the form
sanding over her.

"Must | render you helplessagain?’ queried theflat voice of the other. "Areyou not yet broken,
convinced of the usdessness of this struggle?’

She made no answer, staring dully at hisimmobile features.

"Areyou going to fight me further?” Asshewas il slent, he repeated, "Areyou?’

She shook her head vaguely. "No," she muttered. She had reached the point of utter indifference;
nothing & al wasimportant enough now to strugglefor.

"Stand up!" ordered the being above her.

She pulled hersdf wearily to her fet, leaning againgt the wall. She closed her eyesfor amoment, then
opened them dully asthe other moved.

"What — are you— are you going to do?’ she murmured.

"Fird," said the demon coldly, "I shdl disrobe you somewhat more completely than on our other
occasion. Theresfter we will proceed to the consummation of our experiment.”

She watched him indifferently, uncomprehendingly, as he crooked athin finger in the neck of her
frock. Shefelt the pressure as he pulled, heard the rip of the fabric, and the pop of buttons, but she was
conscious of no particular sensation as the garment cascaded into ablack and red pool at her feet. She
stood passive as he hooked hisfinger in the strap of her vest, and that too joined the little mound of cloth.
She shivered dightly as she stood bared to the waist, but gave no other sign.

Again the thin hand moved toward her; from somewherein her tormented spirit afina shred of
resistance arose, and she pushed the questing member feebly to one side. She heard alow, sardonic
laugh from her oppressor.

"Look a me!" he commanded.

Sheraised her eyes wearily; she drew her arm about her in aforlorn gesture of concealment. Her
eyes met the strange orbs of the other, and afaint thrill of horror stirred; other than this, she felt nothing.
Then his eyes were approaching her; she was conscious of theillusion that they were expanding, filling dl
the spacein front of her. Their weird glow filled the world, dominated everything.

"Will youyidd?" he queried.

The eyescommanded. "Yes," shesaid dully.

Shefelt hishandsicy cold on her bare shoulders. They traveled like a shudder about her body, and
suddenly she was pressed closeto him.

"Areyou mine?’ he demanded. For thefirgt time there was atinge of expression in the toneless
voice, atrace of eagerness. She made no answer; her eyes, held by his, stared like the eyes of aperson
in atrance, unwinking, fascinated.

"Areyou mine?"' he repested, his bresth hissng on her cheek.



"Yes." Sheheard her own voice in automatic reply to his question.

"Mine— for the ddights of evil?'

"Yours!" she murmured. The eyes had blotted out everything.

"And do you hate me?"

"No."

The arms about her tightened into crushing bands. The pressure stopped her breath; her very bones
seemed to give under their fierce compression.

"Do you hate me?' he muttered.

"Yesl" shegasped. "Yed | hate you!™

"Ah!" Hetwigted hishand in her black hair, wrenching it roughly back. "Are you ready now for the
consummeation? To look upon theface of evil?'

She made no reply. Her eyes, as glassy asthose of adeep-walker, stared into his.

"Areyou reedy?’

"Yes'" shesad.

He pressed hismouth to hers. The fierceness of the kiss bruised her lips, the pull of hishand in her
hair was a searing pain, the pressure of hisarm about her body was a suffocation. Y et — somehow —
there was again the dawning of that unholy pleasure — the same degraded ddlight that had risen in her on
that other occasion, in the room of the red-checked table cloth. Through some hdllish alchemy, the leaden
pain was transmuting itself into the garish gold of ahorrible, abnorma pleasure. She found her crushed
lips attempting afeeble, painful response.

At her movement, shefelt hersalf swung abruptly from her feet. With hislipstill crushing hers, he
raised her in hisarms; shefet hersdf borne across the room. He paused; there was a sudden release,
and she crashed to the hard surface of the couch, whose rough covering scratched the bare flesh of her
back. Nicholas Devine bent over her; she saw his hand stretch toward her single remaining garment. And
again, from somewherein her harassed soul, a spark of resistance flashed.

"Nick!" she moaned. "Oh, Nick! Help me!"

"Cdl him!" said the other, a sneer on hisface. "Call him! He hears; it addsto historment!”

She covered her eyes with her hands. She felt his hand dip coldly between her skin and the elastic
about her waigt.

"Nick!" she moaned again. "Nick! Oh, my God! Nick!"

27

T HE COLD HAND AGAINST PAT WASSTILL; SHE fdt it rigid and tiff on her flesh. She
lay passive with closed eyes; having voiced her final apped, she was through. The wordstorn from her
misery represented the final iota of spirit remaining to her; and her bruised body and battered mind had
nothing further to give.

The hand quivered and withdrew. For amoment more she lay motionless with her arms clutched
about her, then she opened her eyes, gazing dully, hopeesdy at the demon standing over her. Hewas
watching her with a curious abstracted frown; as she stirred, the scowl intensified, and he drew back a
step.

Hisface contorted suddenly in agpasm of some unguessable emotion. Hisfists clenched; alow
unintelligible mutter broke from hislips. "Strange!™ she heard him say, and after amoment, "I'm il
master here!™

He was master; in amoment the emotion vanished, and he was again standing over her, hisfacethe
same impassive demoniac mask. She watched him in adull stupor of despair that was too deep for even



awhimper of pain as he wrenched at the eastic about her waist, and it cut into her flesh and parted. He
tore the garment away, and the red eyes bored down with awild éation in their depths.

"Mine!" the being muttered, anew hoarsenessin hisvoice. "Areyou mine?'

Pat made no answer; his voice croaked in more ingstent tones. "Are you mine?

She could not reply. Shefdt hisfingers bite into the flesh of her shoulder. She was shaken roughly,
violently, and the question came again, fiercely. The eyesflamed in command, and she felt through her
languor and weakness, the stirring of that strange and unholy fascination that he held over her.

"Answer!" he croaked. "Areyou mine?'

Thetorture of his searing grip on her shoulder wrung an answer from her.

"Yes," shemurmured faintly. ™Y ours"

She closed her eyes again in hel pless resignation. Shefelt the hand withdrawn, and she lay passive,
waiting, on the verge of unconsciousness, numb, spirit-broken, and beaten.

Nothing happened. After along interval she opened her eyes, and saw the other standing again with
clenched fists and contorted countenance. His features were writhing in the intensity of hisstruggle; a
strange low snarl came from hislips. He backed away from her, step by step; he leaned against the
bookshelves, and beads of perspiration formed on his scowling face.

Hewas no longer master! She saw the change; imperceptibly the evil vanished from his features, and
suddenly they were no longer his, but the weary, horrorstricken visage of her Nick! Thered eyeswere
no longer satanic, but only the blood-shot, troubled, gentle eyes of her sweetheart, and the lips had lost
their grimness, and gasped and quivered and trembled. He redled against thewall, staggered to the chair
at the table, and sank weskly intoit.

Pat was far too exhausted, far too dazed, to fed anything but the faintest sensation of relief. She
redized only dimly that tears were welling from her eyes, and that sharp sobs were shaking her. Shewas
for the moment unableto stir, and it was not long until the being at the table turned stricken eyes on her
that she moved. Then she drew her knees up before her, asif to hide her body behind their dim,
chiffon-clad grace.

Nick rose from the table, approaching her with weary, hesitant tread. He seized a cover of some sort
that was folded over the foot of the couch, shook it out and cast it over her. She clutched it about her
body, sat erect and leaned back againgt the wall in utter exhaustion. Many minutes passed with no word
from either of the occupants of the unholy chamber. 1t was Nick who broke the long silence.

"Pat,” he murmured in low tones. "Pat — Dear. Are you — dl right?"

Shedtared at him dazedly without answer. "Honey!" he said. "Honey! Tell meyou'real right!"

"All right?" she repeated uncomprehendingly. "Yes. | guessI'mdl right.”

"Then go, Pat! Get away from here before he —before anything happens! Put your clothes on and
hurry away!"

"l can't!" shefaintly. "l — cant!"

"Y ou mugt, Honey!"

"I'm just — not ableto. | will soon, Nick —honest. When | — when | get my breath back.”

"Pat!" There was anguish in the cry. "Oh, God —Pat! We mustn't ever be together again — not
ever!”

"No," shesaid. A hit of sanity wasreturning to her; comprehension of her position sent a shudder
through her. "No, we mustn't.”

"l couldn't bear another night like this— watching! 1'd go mad!”

"Oh!" she choked, tears starting. "If you hadn't come back, Nick!"

"l conquered him," hesaid. "I don't think | could do it again. It was your cal that gave methe
strength, Pet." He shook his head asif bewildered. "He thought it was being in love with you that
weakened me, but in the end it was that which gave me the strength to subdue him.”

"I'm scared!" said the girl suddenly. "Oh, Nick! I'm frightened!"

"You'd better go. You'd better dress and leave at once, Honey. Here." He gathered her clothesfrom
thefloor, depositing them beside her on the couch. "There are pinsin the tray on the table, Pat. Fix
yoursdlf up aswell asyou can, dear — and hurry out of here!™



He turned toward the door asif to leave, and a shock of terror shook her.

"Nick!" shecried. "Don't go away! I'm more afraid when | can't seeyou — afraid that he —" She
broke off sobbing.

"All right, Honey. I'll turn my back.”

She dipped out from under the blanket, found the pins, and repaired her ruined costume. The frock
wastorn, crushed and bedraggled; she pinned it together at the throat, though her trembling fingers made
the task difficult. She pulled it on and took atentative step toward the door.

"Nick!" she called asawave of dizziness sent her swaying against the wall.

"Whét's the matter, Honey?' He turned anxioudly at her cry.

"I'mdizzy," she moaned. "My head aches, and — I'm scared!"

"Pat, darling! Y ou can't go out alone like this—and," he added miserably, "I can't takeyou!" He
dipped hisarm around her tenderly, supporting her to the couch. "Honey, what'll we do?’

"I'll be— dl right," she murmured. "I'll go inamoment." The dizzinesswas leaving her; strength was
returning.

"You must!" hesaid dolefully. "What aparting, Pat! Never to see you again, and then having thisto
remember asfarewd|!"

"I know, Nick. You see, | loveyou too." Sheturned her dark, troubled eyes on him. "Honey, kiss
me good-bye! Well have that to remember, anyway!" Tearswere again on her cheeks.

"Do | dare?' he asked despondently. "After the things these lips of mine have said, and what these
arms have doneto you?’

"But you didn't, Nick! Could I blame you for —that other?"

"God! You'rekind, Pat! Honey, if ever | win out inthisbattle, if ever | know I'm the fina victor, I'll
— No," he said histones dropping abruptly. "I'll never come back to you, Pet. It's far too dangerous,
and -can | ever be certain? Can 1?'

"I don't know, Nick. Canyou?’

"I can't be, Pat! I'll never be surethat he isn't just dormant, as he was before, waiting for my
weskness to betray me! I'll never be certain, Honey! It has to be good-bye!"

"Thenkissme"

She clung to him; the room that had been so recently achamber of horrors was transformed. As she
held him, as her lips were pressed to his, she thought suddenly of the words of the demon, that Heaven
and Hell were dways the same place. They had taken on a new meaning, those words; she drew away
from Nick and turned her tear-bright eyestenderly on his.

"Honey," she murmured, "1 don't want you to leave me. | don't want you to go!”

"Nor do | want to, Pat! But | must."

"You mustn't! You'reto stay, and well fight it out together — be married, or any way that permits us
to fight it through together."

"Pat! Do you think I'd consent to that?"

"Nick," shesad. "Nick darling — It'sworth it to me! I'm redizing it now; | thought it wasn't —but it
is | can't lose you, Nick — anything, even that other, isbetter than losing you.”

"You're swest, Pat! Y ou know I'd trade my very soul for that, but — No. | can't doit! And don't
Honey, torture me by suggesting it again.”

"But | will, Nick!" She was spesking softly, earnestly. "Y ou're worth anything to me! If he should kill
me, you'd till beworth it!" She gazed tenderly at him. "I'd want to die anyway without you!"

"No morethan | without you," he muttered brokenly. "But | won't do it, Pat! | won't do that to you!"

"I loveyou, Nick!" shesaid inalow voice. "I don't want to live without you. Do you understand me,
dear?1 don't want to live without you!"

He stared at her somberly. "I've thought of that too," he said. "Pat — if | only believed that wed be
together after, together anywhere, 1'd say yes. If only | believed there were an afterwards!”

"Doesn't he prove that by hisvery existence?' "Y our Doctor would deny that."

"Doctor Carl never saw him, Nick. And anyway, even oblivion together would be better than being
separated, and far better than thig!”



He gazed at her slently. She spoke again. "That doesn't frighten me, Nick. It'sonly losing you that
frightensme, especidly thefear of losing you to him."
He continued his slent gaze. Suddenly he drew her closeto him, held her in atight, tender embrace.

28
Lunar Omen

\ FTER A CONSIDERABLE INTERVAL, DURING which Nick held the girl tightly and silently
in hisarms, he released her, sat with hishead resting on his cupped pams in an attitude of deep study.
Pet, beside him, fel mechanicaly to repinning the throat of her frock, which had opened during the
moments of the embrace. He rose to his feet, pacing nervoudy before her.

"Itisn't athing to do on the impulse of amoment, Pat," he muttered, pausing & her sde. "Y ou must
seethat.”

"Itisn't theimpulse of amoment.”

"But one doesn't abandon everything, the whole world, so easily, Honey. One doesn't cast away a
last hope, however forlorn ahope it may bel™

"Isthere ahope, Nick?’ she asked gently. "Isthere a chance |eft to us?’

"I don't know!" Hisvoice held an increasing tenseness. "Before God — | — don't know!"

"If there's a chance, the very dightest shadow of the specter of a chance, well takeit, won't we?
Because the other way isaways open to us, Nick."

"Yes. It'sdways open.”

"But wewon' take that chance," she continued defiantly, "if it involves my losing you, Honey. | meant
what | said, Nick: | don't want to live without you!"

"What chance have we?’ he queried somberly. "Those are our dternatives— life gpart, deeth
together."

"Then you know my choice!" she cried desperately. "Nick, Honey — don't let'sdraw it out in futile
talking! | can't gand it!"

He moved his hand in agesture of bewilderment and frustration, and turned away, striding nervousy
toward the window whose blind she had raised. He leaned his hands on the table, peering dgectedly out
upon the street below.

"What time," he asked irrelevantly in aqueer voice, "did the Doctor say the moon rose? Do you
remember?’

"No," shesad tensdly. "Oh, Honey! Please —don't stand there with your back to me now, when I'm
half crazy!"

"I'mthinking," he responded. "It rises alittle earlier each night — or isit later ? No matter; come
here, Pat."

Sherose wearily and joined him; he dipped hisarm about her, and drew her against him.

"Look there," he said, indicating the night-dark vistabeyond the window.

Shelooked out upon adim-lit street or court, at the blind end of which the house was apparently
Stuated. Far off at the open end, across adistant highway where even at this hour passed a constant
stream of traffic, flashed anarrow strip of lake; and aboveit, rising gigantic from the coruscating
moon-path, lifted the satellite. She watched the remote flickering of the waves asthey tossed back the
broken bits of the light strewn a ong the path. Then she turned puzzled eyes on her companion.

"That'sHeaven," he said pointing afinger at the grest flowing lunar disk. "Therésaworld that never
caught the planet-cancer called Life, or if it ever suffered, it's cured. It's clean — burned clean by the sun
and scoured clean by the airless zero of space. A dead world, and therefore not an unhappy one."

The girl stared at him without comprehension. She murmured, "I don't understand, Nick."



"Don't you, Pat?' He pointed again at the moon. " That's Heaven, the dead world, and thisis Hell, the
living one. Heaven and Hell swinging forever about their common center!” He gestured toward the
sparkling moon-path on the water. "L ook, Pat! The dead world strews flowers on the grave of theliving
onel" Some of his bitter ecstasy caught the girl; shefelt his somber mood of exatation.

"l loveyou, Nick!" she whispered, pressing closely to him.

""What difference doesit make— our actions?' he queried. "There'sthe omen, that lifelessglobein
the Sky. Wherewe go, al humanity now living will follow before acentury, and in amillion years, the
human race aswdl! What if we go ayear or amillion years before the rest? Will it make any differencein
the end?' He looked down at her. "All we've been valuing hereis hope. To the devil with hope! Let's
have peace instead!"

"I'm not afraid, Nick."

"Nor I. And if we go, he goes, and he'smortaly afraid of death!”

"Can he— prevent you?"'

"Not now! I'm the stronger now. For thistime, I'm master.”

Heturned again to stare a the glowing satellite as it rose imperceptibly from the horizon. "Theré's
nothing to regret,” he murmured, "except one thing — the loss of beauty. Beauty like that — and like
you, Pat. That's bitterly hard to foreswear!" He leaned forward toward the remote disk of the moon; he
spoke asif addressing it, in tones so low that the girl, pressed close to him, had to quiet the sound of her
own breath to listen. He said:

"Long miles above cloud-bank and blat,
And many miles abovethe sea,

| watch you risemgegticaly

Fedling your chilly light at last —

Cold beauty in the way you cast

Split Slver fragments on the waves,

Asif this planet'slife were pad,

And al men peaceful inther graves.

Pet was slent for amoment as he paused, then she murmured alow phrase. "Oh, | love you, Nick!"
shesad.

"And | you, dear," he responded. "Have we decided anything? Are we— going through with it?’

"I've not faltered,” she said soberly. "I meant it, Nick. Without you, life would be as empty asthat
airlessvoid you speak of. I'm not afraid. What'sthere to be afraid of 7’

"Only thetrangtion, Pat. That and the unknown — but no Situation could possibly be moreterrible
than our present one. It couldn't be! Oblivion, annihilation — they're preferable, aren't they?’

"Oh, yes! Nothing I can imagine could be other than a change for the better."

"Then let'sfaceit!" His voicetook on anote of determination. "'I've thought to face it adozen times
before this, and each time I've hesitated. The hesitation of a coward, Pat.”

"You're no coward, dear. It was that illusion of hope; that always weakens one. No one's strong who
hasn't given up hope.”

"Then," herepeated, "let'sfaceit!"

"How, Nick?’

"My father has|eft us the means. Therein the cabinet are ahundred deaths — swift ones, lingering
ones, painful, and easy! | don't know one from the other; our choice must be blind." He strode over to
the case, sending divers of glass from the shattered front glistening aong the floor. "1'd choose an easy
one, Dear, if | knew, for your sake. Euthanasial”

He stared hesitantly at the files of mysterious drugs with their incomprehensible labels.

Suddenly the scene gppeared humorousto the girl, queerly funny, in some unnaturd horrible fashion.
Her nerves, overdtrained for hours, were on the verge of breaking; without redlization of it, she had come
to the border of hysteria



"Shopping for death!™ she choked, trying to suppressthe wild laughter that beat in her throat. "Which
one's most suitable? Which one's most becoming? Which one' — an hysterica laughing sob shook her
—"will weer the longest?'

Heturned, gazing at her with anillogica concernin hisface.

"What's the difference?' she cried wildly. "I don't care— painful or pleasant, it dl endsin the same
grave! Close your eyes and choose!™

Suddenly hewas holding her in hisarms again, and she was sobbing, clinging to him franticaly. She
was miserably unstrung; her body shook under the impact of her gasping breath. Then gradudly, she
quieted, and was Sllent againgt him.

"Weve been mad!" he murmured. "It's been an insane idea— for meto inflict this on you, Pat. Do
you think | could consider the destruction of your beauty, Dear? I've been lying to mysdlf, sifling my
judgment with poetic imagery, when dl thewhileit was just that I'm afraid to face the thing donel™

"No," she murmured, burying her face againgt his shoulder. "I'm the coward, Nick. I'm the one that's
frightened, and I'm the one that broke down! It's just been — too much, thisevening; I'm dl right now."

"But well not go through with this, Pat!"

"But wewill! It's better than life without you, Dear. We've argued and argued, and &t |ast forgotten
the onetruth, the one thing I'll never retract: | can't face living without you, Nick! | cant!”

He brushed his hand wearily before his eyes. "Back at the sarting point,” he muttered. "All right,
Honey. So beit!”

He strode again to the cabinet. "Corrosive sublimate.” he murmured. " Cyanide of Potassum. They're
both deadly, but | think the second israpid, and therefore less painful. Cyanide let it be!™

He extracted two small beakers from the glassware on the shelf. Hefilled them with water from a
carafe on the table, and, while the girl watched him with fascinated eyes, he deliberatdly tilted a spoonful
or o of white crystalsinto each of them. The mixture swirled amoment, then settled clear and colorless,
and the crystals began to shrink as they passed swiftly into solution.

"Thereitis," heannounced grimly. "Ther€'s peace, oblivion, forgetfulness, and annihilation for you, for
me, and — for him! Beyond al doubt, thelogica coursefor us, isn'tit? Do we takeit?’

"Please," shesaid faintly. "Kissmefirst, Honey. Ian't that the proper coursefor loversin this
dtuation?' She fdt afant touch of astonishment a her own irony; the circumstances had ceased to have
any redity to her, and had become merely adramatic sequence like the happeningsin aplay.

He gathered her again into hisarms and pressed hislipsto hers. It was along, tender, wistful kiss;
when at last it ended, Pat found her eyes again filled with tears, but not thistime the tears of hysteria.

"Nick!" she murmured. "Nick, darling!"

He gave her adeep, somber, but very tender smile, and reached for one of the deadly beskers, "To
another meeting!" he said ashisfingersclosed onit.

Suddenly, amazingly, the strident ring of a doorbell sounded, the more surprising sincethey had al
but forgotten the existence of aworld about them. Interruption! 1t meant only the going through once
more of al that they had just passed.

"Drink it!" exclamed Pat impulsively, seizing the remaining beaker.
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Scapalamine for Satan

% HE GLASSWAS STRUCK FROM PAT'SHAND, AND the water-clear contents streamed
into pools and darkening blots over the table and itslitter of papers. She stared unseeingly at the mess,
without redlizing that it was Nick who had dashed the draught from her very lips. Shefet neither anger
nor relief, but only anumbness, and a sense of anti-climax. Somewhere below the bell wasringing again,



and adoor was resounding to violent blows, but she only continued her bewildered, questioning gaze.

"I can't let you, Pat!" he muttered, answering her unspoken query.

"But Nick — why?’

"There's somebody at the door, isn't there? Mustn't we find out who?’

"What difference can it make?' she asked wearily. "l don't know. | want to find out."

"It'sthat illuson of hopeagain,” she murmured. "That'sal it is, Nick — and it means now that it'sdl
to do over again! The whole thing, from the beginning— and we were no near — theend!"

"l know," he said miserably. "I know all that, but —" He paused asthe insstent racket below was
redoubled. "I'm going to answer that bell," he ended.

He moved away from her, vanishing through the room's single door. She watched his disgppearance
without moving, but no sooner had he passed from sight than a curious fedling of fear oppressed her. She
cast off the numbness and languor, and darted after him into the darkness of the hall.

"Nick!" she called. Somewhere ahead alight flashed on; she saw thewdl of agair-case, and heard
his footsteps descending. She followed in frantic haste, gaining the top step just as the pounding below
ceased. She heard the click of the door, and paused suddenly at the sound of afamiliar voice.

"Wheré's Pat?' The words drifted up in low, rumbling, ominous tones.

"Dr. Carl!" she shrieked. Sheran swiftly down the sairsto Nick's Sde, where he stood facing the
great figure of the Doctor. "Dr. Carl! How'd you find me?' The newcomer gave her along, narrow-eyed,
Speculative survey. "l spent nearly the whole night doing it,” he growled at last. "1t took me hoursto
locate Mueler and get this address from him." He stepped forward, taking the girl'sarm. "Come onl" he
sad gruffly, without aglance a Nick standing slently beside her. "'I'm taking you home!™

She held back. "But why?’

"Why? Because | don't like the company you keep. Isthat reason enough?”

Shedill resisted hisingstent tug. "Nick hasn't done anything,” she said defiantly, with aside glance at
the youth's flushed, unhappy features.

"He hasn't? Look at yoursdlf, girl! Look at your clothes, and your forehead! What's more, | saw
enough from my window; | saw him bundle you into thet car!" His eyeswere flashing angrily, and hisgrip
on her arm tightened, while his free hand clenched into an enormousfist.

"That wasn't Nick!"

"No. It wasyour devil, | suppose!” said Horker sarcagtically. "Anyway, Pat, you're coming with me
before| do violence to what remains of your devil!"

Nick spoke for thefirst time since the Doctor's entrance. "Please do, Pet," he said softly. "Please go
with him."

"I won't!" she snapped. The sudden shifts of stuation during the long hours of that terrible evening
wereirritating her. She had aternated so rapidly between horror and hope and despair that her frayed
nerves had seized now at the sameredlity of anger.

Her mind, so long overdtrained, was now dedliberately forgetting her swing from the pit of terror to the
verge of death. "Y ou come up like a hero to the rescuel™ she taunted the doctor. "Hairbreadth Harker!™

"You little fool!" growled the Doctor. "A fine reception, after loang anight'sdeep! I'll drag you
home, if | haveto!" He moved ponderoudy toward the door; she gave aviolent wrench and freed her
arm from hisgrasp.

"If you can, you mean!" she jeered. Shelooked at his exasperated face, and suddenly, with one of
her abrupt changes of mood, she softened. "Dr. Carl, Honey," she said in gpologetic tones, "I'm sorry.
You'revery swest, and I'm redly grateful, but | can't leave Nick now." Her eyesturned troubled. "Not

"Why, Pat?” Mallified by the changein her mien, hisvoice rumbled in sympathetic notes.

"l can't," sherepeated. "It's— it's getting worse."

"Bah!"

"Soit's'Bah'!" sheflared. "Wdll, if you're so contemptuous of the thing, why don't you cureit? What
good did your psychoanaysisdo? Y ou don't even know what it igl"

"What do you expect?’ roared the Doctor. "Can | diagnose it by absent treatment? | haven't had a



chance to see the condition active yet!"

"All right!" said Pat, her strained nerves driving her to impatience. "Y ou're here and Nick's here! Go
onwith your diagnoss, get it over with, and let's see what you can do. You ought &t least to be able to
name the condition — the outstanding authority in the Middle West on neural and mental pathology!" Her
tone was sardonic.

"Ligten, Pat," said Horker with exaggerated patience, in the manner of one addressing astupid child,
"I've explained before that | can't get at the root of amental aberration when the subject's as unstrung as
your young man here seemsto be. Psychoanaysisjust won't work unless the subject is calm, composed,
and not in anervous sate. Can you comprehend that?’

"Just dimly!" she snapped. "Y ou ought to know another way — you, the outstanding authority —"

"Bedill!" heinterrupted gruffly. "Of course | know another way, if | wanted to drag al of us back to
my office, where | have the equipment! — which | won't do tonight,” he finished grimly.

"Thendo it here”

"l haven't what | need."

"Theres everything upstairs,” said Pat. "It'sdl there, dl Nick's father's equipment.”

"Not tonight! That'sfinal."

The girl's manner changed again. She turned troubled, imploring eyes on Horker. "Dr. Carl," she said
plantively, "l can't leave Nick now." She seized the arm of the slent, dgjected youth, who had been
standing passively by. "I can't leave him, redlly. 1'd not be sure of seeing him again, ever. Please, Dr.
Cal!”

"If these frenzies of yours,”" rumbled Horker, "are so violent and malicious, you ought to be confined.
Do you know that, young man?"

"Yes, gr," mumbled Nick wretchedly.

"And I've thought of it," continued the Doctor. "I've thought of it!"

"Pleasal” cried Pat imploringly. "Won't you try, Dr. Carl?’

"Thedevil!" hegrowled. "All right, then."

Hefollowed the girl up the stairs, while Nick trailed disconsolately behind. She led him back into the
chamber they had quitted, where a curious odor of peach pits seemed to scent the air. Horker sniffed
suspicioudy, then seized the remaining besker, raising it cautioudy to hisnodrils.

"Damnation!" he exploded. "Prussic acid — or cyanide! What in—" He caught sight of Pat'stragic
eyes, and suddenly replaced the container. "Pat!" he groaned. "Pat, Honey!" He drew her into the circle
of hisgreat arm. "I'll help you, dear! All | can, with &l my heart, since it meansthat much to you!" He
groaned again under his bregth. "Oh, my God!"

He held her amoment, patting her touded black head with his massive, ddlicate fingered hand. Then
he released her, turning to Nick.

"Thisthe stuff?” he asked, brusquely, indicating the cabinet of bottles, with its splintered front.

Nick nodded. Pat sank to the chair beside the table and watched Horker as he scanned the array of
containers. He pulled out atiny wooden case and snapped it open to revea anumber of steel needles
that glinted brightly inthe yellow light. He grunted in satisfaction and continued hisinspection.

"Atropine" he muttered, reading the |abeled boxes. " Cocaine, daturine, hyoscine, hyoscyamine —
won't do!"

"What do you need?' the girl queried faintly.

"A mild hypnotic,” said the Doctor abstractedly, still searching. "Pretty good substitutes for
psychoanaysis— certain drugs. Dulls the conscious mind, but not to complete unconsciousness. Good
means of getting at the subconscious. See?”’

"Sort of," said Pat. "If it only works!"

"Oh, it'll work if we can find — ah!" He seized atiny cardboard box. " Scopolamine! Thisll do the
work."

He extracted atiny glassy something from one or other of the boxes he held, and frowned down at it.
He saized the carafe of water, plunged something pointed and shiny into it.

"Antiseptic," he muttered thoughtfully. He seized abrown bottle from the case, held it toward the



light, and shook it. "Peroxide's goneflat,” he growled. "Nothing but water."

He pulled aslver cigar-lighter from his pocket and snapped ayelow flameto it. He passed the point
of the hypodermic rapidly back and forth through the little spear of fire. Finaly he turned to Nick.

"Take off your coat," he ordered. "Rall up your shirt deeve — the left one. And St over there.” He
indicated the couch dong thewall.

The youth obeyed without aword. The only indication of emotion was along, miserable, wistful look
at Pat as he seated himsdlf impassively on the spot that the girl had so recently occupied.

"Now!" said the Doctor briskly, approaching the youth. "Thiswill make you drowsy, deepy. That's
al itll do. Don't fight the effect. Just relax, let the thing take its course, and I'll see what | can get out of
you."

Pat gasped and Nick winced as he drove the needle into the bared arm.

"So!" hesaid. "Now relax. Lean back and close your eyes.”

He stepped to the door, dragged in a battered chair from the hall, and occupied it. He sat beside Pat,
watching the pale festures of the youth, who sat quietly with closed eyes, bregthing dowly, heavily.

"Long enough,” muttered Horker. He raised his voice. "Can you hear me?’ he called to the
motionless figure on the couch. There was no response, but Pet fancied she saw adight changein Nick's
expression.

"Can you hear me?' repeated Horker in louder tones.

"Yes, | can hear you," camein icy tonesfrom the figure on the couch. Pat Started violently asthe
voice sounded. The eyes opened, and she saw in sudden terror the ruddy orbs of the demon!
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Fhe Demon Free

¥l AT EMITTED A SMALL, STARTLED SHRIEK, AND heard it echoed by asurprised grunt
from Dr. Horker.

"Queer! he muttered. The stuff must be midabeled. Scopolamine doesn't act likethis; it'sa
narcotic.”

"He's— the other!" gasped Pat, while the being on the couch grinned sardonicaly.

"Eh? An attack? Can't bel" The Doctor shook his head emphaticaly.

"It'snot Nick!" cried the girl in panic. "Youre not, are you?’ she appedled to the grim entity.

"Not your sweetheart?' queried the creature, till with hismocking leer. " A few hours ago you were
lying here dl but naked, confessing you were mine. Have you forgotten?’

She shuddered at the reference, and shrank back in her chair. She heard the Doctor's ominous, angry
rumble, and the evil tittering chuckle of the other.

"Pathological or not," snapped Horker, "1 can resent your remarks! 1've considered severa times
varying my trestment with another solid cut to the jaw!" He rose from his chair, ssamping vicioudy toward
the other.

"A moment,” said Nicholas Devine. "Do you know what you've done? Have you any ideawhat
you've done?' Heturned cool, mocking, red-glinting eyes on the Doctor.

"Huh?' Horker paused asif puzzled. "What 1've done? What do you mean?’

"Y ou don't know, then." The other gave a satyric smile. "Y ou're stupid; | gave you the clue, yet you
hadn't theintelligence to follow it. Do you know what | an?’ He leaned forward, his eyesleering evilly
into the Doctor's. "I'll tell you. I'm aquestion of synapses. That'sal — merdly a question of syngpses!”
Hetittered again, horribly. "It still means nothing to you, doesn't it, Doctor?”

"I'll show you what it meand" Horker clenched amassive fist and strode toward the figure, whose
eyes stared, seadily, unwinkingly into hisown.



"Back!" the being snapped as the great form bent over him. The Doctor paused asif struck rigid, his
arm and heavy fist drawn back like the conventiona fighting pose of aboxer. "Go back!" repeated the
other, rising. Pat whimpered in abject terror as she heard Horker's surprised grunt, and saw him recede
dowly, and findly sink into his chair. His bewildered eyes were till fixed on those of Nicholas Devine.

"I'll tell you what you've done!" said the strange being. "Y ou've freed me! There was nothing wrong
with your scopolamine. It worked!" He chuckled. ™Y ou drugged him and freed me!™

Horker managed a questioning grunt.

"I'm free!" exulted the other. "For thefirst time | haven't him to fight! He's here, but helplessto
oppose me— he's feeble— feeble!™ He gave again the horrible tittering chuckle. " See how wesk the
two of you are against my unopposed powers!" hejeered. "Weaklings— food for my pleasures!”

Heturned his eyes, luminous and avid, on Pat. "Thistime," he said, "theré€lll be no interruptions. A
witnessto our experiment will add a ddlicate touch of pleasure—"

He broke off at the Doctor's sudden movement. Horker had snatched a glistening blue revolver from
his pocket, held it leveled a the lugt-filled eyes.

"Huh!" growled the Doctor triumphantly. Do you think | come trailing a maniac without some
protection? Especidly avicious onelike you?'

Nicholas Devine turned his eyes on his opponent. He stared long and intently.

"Dropit!" he commanded at length. Pat felt asurge of chaotic terror asthe weapon clattered to the
floor. She turned afrightened glance on Horker'sface, and her fright redoubled at the sight of hisstraining
jaw, the perspiration-beaded forehead, and his bewildered eyes. The demon kicked the gun carelesdy
asde.

"Puerilel” he said contemptuoudly. He backed away from them, re-seating himsdlf on the couch
whence he had risen. He surveyed the pair in sardonic mirth.

"Pat!" muttered the Doctor huskily. "Get out of here, Honey! He's got some hellish trick of fascination
that's paralyzed me. Get out and get help!™

The girl moved asif to rise. Nicholas Devine shifted his eyesfor the barest instant to her face; shefelt
the strength drain out of her body, and she sank weakly to her chair.

"It'susdless," she murmured hopelesdy to the Doctor. "He's— he'sjust what | told you — adevil!"

"l guessyou wereright,” mumbled Horker dazedly.

Therewas aburst of demonic mirth from the being on the couch. "Merdly amaiter of synapses,” he
rasped, chuckling. His face changed, took on the familiar coldness, the stony expression Pat had
observed there before. "This palls" he snapped. "I've better amusement — after we've rendered your
friend merely an interested on-looker.” He narrowed hisred eyes asif in thought. "Take off a stocking,”
he ordered. "Tie his hands to the back of the chair."

"l won't!" said the girl. The eyes shifted to her face. "1 won't!" she repested tremuloudly as she kicked
off adiminutive pump. She shuddered at the gleam in the evil eyes as she stripped the long silken sheath
from awhite, rounded limb. She dipped a bare foot into the pump and moved reluctantly behind the chair
that held the groaning Horker. She took one of the clenched, straining hands, and drew it back, fumbling
with shaking fingers as she twisted the strip of thin chiffon. The demon moved closer, standing over her.

"Loose knotd" he snarled abruptly. He knocked her violently away with astinging dap across her
cheek, and seized the grip in hisown hands. He drew the binding tight, twisting it about the lowest rung
of the chair'sladder back. Horker was forced to lean awkwardly to the rear; in this unbaanced position
it was quiteimpossibletorise.

Nicholas Devine turned away from the straining, perspiring Doctor, and advanced toward Pat, who
cowered againg the shattered cabinet.

"Now!" he muttered. "The experiment!" He chuckled raspingly. "What ddicacy of degradation! Y our
lover and your guardian angel — both helplesswatchers! Excdlent! Oh, very excellent!”

He grasped her wrist, drawing her after him to the center of the room, into the full view of the
horrified, staring eyes of Horker.

"Always before," continued her tormentor, "these hands have prepared you for the rites— the
ceremony that failed on two other occasionsto transpire. Would it add a poignancy to the tortureiif |



made you gtrip this body of yourswith your own hands? Or will they suffer more watching me? Which
do you think?'

Pat closed her eyesin helplessresignation to her fate. "Nick!" she moaned. "Oh, Nick dearest!"

"Not thistime!" sneered the other. "Y our friend and protector, the Doctor, has thoughtfully €liminated
your sweetheart as afactor. He struggles too feebly for meto fed."

"Nick!" shemurmured again. "Dr. Carl!"

But the Doctor, now pulling painfully at hisbonds, could only groan in digtraction, and curse the
unsuspected strength of sheer chiffon. He writhed miserably at the chafing of hiswrigts; his strange
paralysis had departed, but he was quite helplessto assst Pat.

"I think," said the cold tones of Nicholas Devine, "that the more delicate tortureliesin your
willingness. Let ussee”

Hedrew her into hisarms. He twisted ahand in her hair, jerked her head violently backward, and
pressed avid lipsto hers. She struggled alittle, but hopelesdy, automaticaly. At last shelay quite passve,
quite motionless, supported by hisarms, and making not the dightest responseto hiskiss.

"Areyou mine?" he queried fiercdy, releasing her lips. "Are you mine now?"

She shook her head without opening her eyes. "No," she said dully. "Not now, or ever."

Again he crushed her, while the Doctor |ooked on in hel pless, bewildered, voiceess anger. Thistime
hiskisswas painful, burning, searing. Again that unholy fascination and unnaturd ddight in her own pain
gdtirred her, and it took what little effort she was able to make to keep from responding. After along
interva, hislipsagain withdrew.

"Areyou mine?' he repeated. She made no answer; she was gasping, and tears glistened under her
closed eydlids, from the pain of her crushed lips. Again he kissed her, and again the wild abandonment to
evil suffused her. She was suddenly responding to his agonizing caress, she was clinging fiercely to his
torturing lips, feding an unholy exdtation in the pain of histearing fingersin the flesh of her back.

"Yourd" she murmured in response to his query. She heard her voice repeat madly, "Yours! Y ours!
Yourg!"

"Doyou yidd willingly?* cametheicy tones of the demon.

"Yes— yes— yed Willingly!"

"Take off your clothes!" sounded the terrible, overpowering voice. He thrust her from him, so that
she staggered dizzily backward. She stood swaying; the voice repeated its command.

The girl's eyeswidened wildly; she had the appearance of onein an ecstasy, areligious fervor. She
raised her hand with ajerky impulsive gesture to the neck of her frock, still pinned together in the
makeshift repairs of the evening.

There came a strange interruption. The Doctor, helpless on-looker, had at length evolved an idea out
of the bewilderment in hismind. He opened his mouth and emitted atremendous, deep, ear-shattering
bellow!

Nicholas Devine sent the girl spinning to the floor with avicious shove, and turned his blazing eyeson
Horker, who was drawing in his breath for arepitition of hisroar. "Quiet!" he rasped, hisred orbs boring
down at the other. "Quiet, or I'll muffle you!" Closing his eyes, the Doctor repeated his mighty shout.

The demon snatched the blanket from the couch, tossing it over thefigure of the Doctor, whereiit
became ahbillowing, writhing heap of brown wool. He turned his gaze on Pat, who wasjust struggling to
her feet, and moved asif to advance toward her.

He paused. She had retrieved the Doctor's revolver from the floor, and now faced him with the
madness gone out of her eyes, supporting the weapon with both hands, the muzzle wavering toward his
face.

"Dropit!" he commanded. She felt arecurrence of fascination, and an impulse to obey. Out of the
corner of her eye, she saw the Doctor's head emerging from the blanket as he shook it off.

"Drop it!" repesated Nicholas Devine,

She closed her eyes, shutting out the vision of his dominant visage. With asurge of terror, she
sueezed the trigger, staggering back to the couch at the roar and the recoil.

She opened her eyes. Nicholas Devinelay in the center of the room on hisface; acrimson spot was



meatting the hair on the back of his head. She saw the Doctor raise afree hand; he wasworking clear of
his bonds.

"Pat!" he said softly. He looked at her pale, sickened features. "Honey," he said, "sit downttill | get
free. Sit down, Pat; you look faint.”

"Never faint!" murmured the girl, and pitched backward to the couch, with one clad and one bare leg
hanging in curious limpness over the edge.
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"Nat Feumanly Passible”

£ &8 AT OPENED WEARY EYESAND GAZED AT A blank, uninformative ceiling. It was some
moments before she redized that she was lying on the couch in the room of Nicholas Devine. Somebody
had placed her there, presumably, since she was quite unaware of the circumstances of her awakening.
Then recollection began to form—Dr. Carl, the other, theroar of ashot. After that, nothing savea
turmoil ending in blankness.

A sound of movement beside her drew her attention. She turned her head and perceived Dr. Horker
knedling over aform on thefloor, fingering awhite bandage about the head of thefigure. Her
recollections took instant form; she remembered the catastrophes of the evening — last night, rather,
since dawn glowed dully in the window. She had shot Nick! She gave alittle moan and pushed hersdf to
agtting postion.

The Doctor glanced at her with asick, shaky smile. "Hello," he said. "Cometo, have you? Sorry |
couldn't give you any attention.” He gave the bandage afina touch. "Heresajob | had no heart for," he
muttered. "Better for everyoneto let things happen without interference.

Thegirl, returning to full awareness, noticed now that the bandage consisted of strips of the Doctor's
shirt. She glanced fearfully at the il features of Nicholas Devine; she saw pae cheeks and closed eyes,
but indubitably not the grim mien of the demon.

"Dr. Carl!" shewhispered. "Heisn't — heisnt—"

"Not yet."

"But will he—?’

"I don't know. That's a bad spot, awound in the base of the brain. Y ou'd best know it now, Pet, but
a0 redize that nothing can happen to you. I'll seeto that!"

"Tome!" shesaid dully. "What difference does that make? It's Nick | want saved.”

"I'll do my best for you, Honey," said Horker with dmaost ahint of reluctance. "I've phoned Briggs
Generd for an ambulance. Y our faint lasted afull quarter hour,” he added.

"What can wetell them?' asked the girl. "What can we say?"

"Don't you say anything, Pat. I'm not on the board for nothing.” He rose from hisknees, glancing out
of thewindow into the cool dawn. "Queer neighborhood!" he said. "All that yelling and ashot, and still no
sgn of interest from the neighbors. That's Chicago, though,” he mused. "L ucky for us, Pat; we can handle
thething quietly now."

But the girl was staring dully at the ill figure on the floor. "Oh God!" she said huskily. "Help him, Dr.
Cal!”

"I'll do my best," responded Horker gloomily. "I was agood surgeon before | specidized in
psychiatry. Brain surgery, too; it led right into my present field.”

Pat said nothing, but dropped her head on her hands and stared vacantly before her.

"Better for you, and for himtoo, if | fail," muttered the Doctor.

Hiswords brought areply. "Y ou won't fail," she said tensdly. "Y ou won't!"

"Not voluntarily, I'm afraid," he growled morosdy. "I've ill alittle respect for medicd ethics, but if



ever acase—" Hisvoicetrailed into slence as from somewhere in the dawn sounded thewail of asiren.
"Therésthe ambulance," he finished.

Pat sat unmoving as the sounds from outdoors detailed the stopping of the vehicle before the house.
She heard the Doctor descending the steps, and the creak of the door. Though it took place before her
eyes, she scarcely saw the white-coated youths as they lifted the form of Nicholas Devine and bore it
from the room on a stretcher, treading with carefully broken stepsto prevent the swaying of the support.
Dr. Horker's order to follow made no impression on her; she sat dully on the couch as the chamber
emptied.

Why, she wondered, had the thought of Nick's death disturbed her so? Wasn't it but ashort time
since they had both contemplated it? What had occurred to ater that determination? Nick was dying, she
thought mournfully; al that remained wasfor her to follow. There on thefloor lay the revolver, and on the
table, glistening in the wan light, reposed the untouched lethal draft. That wasthe preferable way, she
mused, staring fixedly at its glowing contuor.

But suppose Nick weren't to die— sheld have abandoned him to histerrible doom, Ieft himto face a
Stuation far more ominous than any unknown terrors beyond death. She shook her head distractedly,
and looked up to meet the eyes of Dr. Horker, who was watching her gravely in the doorway.

"Comeon, Pat," he said gently.

Sherosg, followed him down the stairs and out into the morning light. The driver of the ambulance
stared curioudly at her dishevelled, bedraggled figure, but she was so weary and forlorn that even the
effort of brushing away the black strands of hair that clouded her smoke-dark eyes was beyond her. She
dumped into the seat of the Doctor's car and Sighed in utter exhaustion.

"Rushit!" Horker cdled to the driver aheed. "I'll follow you."

The car swept into motion, and the swift cool morning air beating againgt her face from the open
window restored some clarity to her mind. She fixed her eyes on the rear of the speeding vehicle they
followed.

"Isthereany hopeat al?’ she queried despondently.

"I don't know, Pat. | can't tell yet. When you closed your eyes, he half turned, dodged; the bullet
entered his skull near the base, near the cerebellum. If it had pierced the cerebellum, his heart and
breathing must have stopped ingtantly. They didn't, however, and that'samildly hopeful sign. Very mildly
hopeful, though."

"Do you know now what that devil — what the attack was?’

"No, Pat," Horker admitted. "I don't. Cal it adevil if you like; | can't nameit any better." Hisvoice
changed to atone of wonder. "Pet, | can't understand that paralyzing fascination the thing exerted. | —
any medical man — would say that menta dominance of that sort doesn't exist."

"Hypnotism,” the girl suggested.

"Bah! Every psychiatrist uses hypnotism in hisbusiness; it's part of some treatments. There's nothing
of fascination about it; no dominance of onewill over another, despite the popular view. That's naturd
and understandable; thiswas like— wéll, like the exploded claims of Mesmerism. | tell you, it's not
humanly posshle— and yet | felt it!"

"Not humanly possible," murmured Pat. "That's the answer, then, Dr. Carl. Maybe now you'll believe
inmy devil."

"I'm tempted to."

"Youll haveto! Can't you seeit, Dr. Carl? Even his name, Nick — that'sa colloquidism for the
devil, isnt it?

"And Devine, | suppose,” said Horker, "refersto hisangdic ancestry. Devilsare only falen angels,
aren't they?’

"All right," said Pat wearily. "Make fun of it. You'l see!"

"I'm not making fun of your theory, Honey. | can't offer abetter one mysdlf. | never saw nor heard of
anything amilar, and I'm not in position to ridicule any theory.”

"But you don't believe me."

"Of course| dont, Pat. Y ou're weaving an intricate fairy tale about a pathological condition and a



fortuitous suggestivenessin names. Whatever the conditionis— and | confess| don't understand it —
it's something rationd, and those things can be treated.”

"Treated by exorcism,” said the girl. "That's the only way anyone ever succeeded in casting out a
devil."

The Doctor made no answer. The wailing vehicle ahead of them swung rapidly out of Sight into an
aley, and Horker halted his car before the gray facade of Briggs General.

"Comein here" he said, helping Peat to dight. "Y ou'll want to wait, won't you?’

"How long," she queried listlesdy, "before— before you'll know?’

"Perhapsimmediately. The only chanceisto get that bullet out a once — if theres il timefor it.”

Shefollowed him into the building, past adesk where awhite-clad girl regarded her curioudly, and up
an eevator. Heled her into asmall office.

"Sit here," he said gently, and disappeared.

She sat dully inthe chair he had indicated, and minutes passed. She made no attempt to think; the
long, cataclysmic night had exhausted her powers. She smply sat and suffered; the deep scratches of
fingernails burned in the flesh of her back, her cheek pained from the violent dap, and her head and jaw
ached from that first blow, the one that had knocked her unconscious last evening. But these twinges
were minor; they were merely physical, and the hurts of the demon had struck far deeper than any
physicd injury. The damageto her spirit was by al odds the more painful; it numbed her mind and dulled
her thoughts, and she sSmply sat idle and stared at the blank wall.

She had no conception of the interval before Dr. Horker returned. He entered quietly, and began
ringng hishands a abasin in the corner.

"Isit over?’ she asked listlesdy.

"Not even begun,” he responded. "However, it isn't too late. HEl be ready in amoment or s0."

"l wishit were over," she murmured. "Oneway or the other.”

"| too!" said the Doctor. "With dl my heart, | wish it were over! If there were anyone within cal who
could handleit, I'd turnit to him gladly. But thereisn't!”

He moved again toward the door, leaning out and glancing down the hall.

"Y ou stay here" he admonished her. "Don't try to find us; | want no interruptions, no matter what
entersthat mind of yourd!"

"Y ou needn't worry," she said soberly. "I'm nut fool enough for that." She leaned wearily back in the
chair, closng her eyes. A long interva passecr, she was vaguely surprised to see the Doctor ill standing
in the doorway when she opened her eyes. She had fancied him aready in the midst of his labor.

"What will you do?" she asked.

"About what?’

"l mean what sort of operation will it need ? Probing or what?'

"Oh," hesad. "I'll haveto trephine him. Must get that bullet.”

"What's that — trephine?’

He glanced down the hall. "They're ready," he said, and turned to go. At the door he paused.
"Trephining isto open alittle door in the skull. If your devil isin hishead, well haveit out dong with the
bullet.”

His footsteps receded down the hall.
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"!I"--‘- SIT OVER NOW?' QUERIED PAT TREMULOUSLY asthe Doctor finaly reappeared. The
interminable waiting had |eft her even more worn, and her pallid festures bore the marks of strain.



"Twenty minutes ago,” said Horker. Hisface too bore evidence of tenson; moreover, therewasa
puzzled, dubious expression in his eyes that frightened Pat. She was too apprehensiveto risk aquestion
asto the outcome, and smply stared at him with wide, fearful, questioning eyes.

"| caled up your home," he said irrdlevantly. "I told them you left with me early thismorning. Y our
mother'still in bed, dthough it's after ten." He paused. "Slip in without anyone seeing you, will you,
Honey? And rumple up your bed."

"If | haven't lost my key," she said, il with the question in her eyes.

"It'sin the mail-box. Magdafound it on the porch thismorning. | talked to her.”

She could bear the uncertainty no longer. "Tell me!™ she demanded.

"It'sdl right, | think."

"Y ou mean— héll live?’

The Doctor nodded. "I think s0." He turned his puzzled eyes on her.

"Oh!" bresthed Pat. "Thank God!"

"Y ou wanted him back, Honey, didn't you?’ Horker's tone was gentle.

"Oh, yed!"

"Devil and dl?’

"Yes— devil and dl!" she echoed. Suddenly she sensed something strange in the other's manner.
She perceived the uncertainty in hisvisage, and ft arising trepidation. "What's the matter?’ she queried
anxioudy. "You're not teling me everything! Tell me, Dr. Carl!”

"There's something else," he said. "I'm not sure, Peat, but | think — | hope — you've got him back
without the devil!"

"He's cured?” Her voice wasincredulous; she did not dare accept the Doctor's meaning.

"l hope so. At least | located the cause."

"What wasit?’ she demanded, an unexpected vigor livening her tired body. "What was that devil?
Tel me! | want to know, Dr. Carl!"

"| think the best namefor itisa tumor,” hesaid dowly. "l told themin thereit wasatumor. | wish |
knew mysdf."

"A tumor! | don't understand!”

"| don't either, Pat — not fully. It's something on or beyond the border of medica knowledge. | don't
think any living authority could classfy it definitely.”

"But tel mel" shecried fiercdy. "Tel me™

"Well, Honey — I'll try." He paused thoughtfully. "Cancers and tumors — sarcomas— are curious
things, Dear. Doctors aren't a al sure just what they are. And one of their peculiaritiesisthat they
sometimes seem to be trying to develop into separate entities, trying to become human by feeding like
parasites on their hosts. Do you understand?’

"No," said thegirl. "I'm sorry, Dr. Carl, but | don't."

"I mean," he continued, "that sometimes these growths seem to be trying to develop into — into
organisms. I've seen them, for instlance — every surgeon has — with bones developing. I've seen one
with arather perfect jaw-bone, and little teeth, and hair. Asif," he added, "it were making a sort of
attempt to become human, in aprimitive, disorganized fashion. Now do you see what | mean?’

"Yes," sadthegirl, with aviolent shudder. "Dr. Carl, that's horriblel™

"Lifesometimesis" he agreed. "Wdl," he continued dowly, "I opened up our patient's skull at the
point where the fluoroscope indicated the bullet. | trephined it, and there, pierced by the shot, was
this—" He hestated, "— thistumor.”

"Did you— removeit?’

"Of course. But it wasn't anatural sort of brain tumor, Honey. It was alittle cerebrum, apparently
joined to a'Y -shaped branch of the spind cord. A little brain, Pat — no larger than your small figt, but
deeply convoluted, and with the pre-Rolandic area highly developed.”

"What's pre-Rolandic, Dr. Carl?’ asked Pet, shivering.

"The seet of the motor nerves. The home, you might say, of thewill. Thisbrain was practicdly al will
— and | wonder," he said musingly, "if that explainsthe ungodly, evil fascination the cregture could



command. A brain that was nothing but pure willpower, relieved by its parasitic nature of al the
distractions of adirecting body! | wonder —" Heféell slent.

"Tdl metheres!" shesaid franticdly.

"That'sall, Honey. | removed it, and | guess|'m the only surgeon in the world who ever removed a
brain from ahuman skull without killing the patient! Luckily, he had two of them!"

"Oh God!" murmured the girl faintly. She turned to Horker. "But he will live?’

"l think s0. Y our shot killed the devil, it seems.” Hefrowned. 'l said it wasatumor; | told them it was
atumor, but I'm not sure. Perhaps, just as some people are born with six fingers or toes on each
member, he was born with two brains. It's possible; one devel oped normaly, humanly, and the other —
into that creature we faced last night. | don't know!"

"It'swhat | said," asserted Pet. "It's adevil, and what you've just told me about tumors provesit.
They're devils, that's al, and some day some student is going to cut oneloose and raise it to maturity
outsde a human body, and you'll seewhat adevil isredly like! And go ahead and laugh!”

"I'm not laughing, Pet. I'd be the last oneto laugh at your theory, after facing that thing last night. It
had satanic powers, dl right — that paralyzing fascination! Y ou fdt it too; it wasn't just amenta lgpse on
my part, wasit?’

"| fdtit, Dr. Carl! I'd felt it before that; | was dways helplessin the presence of it."

"Couldit," he asked, "have imposed itswill actively on yours? | mean, could it have made you
actually do what it asked there at the end, just before | recovered enough senseto let out that bellow?’

"To take off — my dress?’ She shivered. "I don't know, Dr. Carl. — I'm afraid s0." Shelooked at
him appealingly. "Why did | yied to it 0?7’ she cried. "What made mefind such afierce plessureinits
kisses— inits blows and scratches, and the pain it inflicted on me? Why was that, Dr. Carl?’

"Why," he countered, "do gangsters girls and apache women enjoy the crudlties perpetrated on them
by their men? There's alittle masochism in most women, and that — creature was sadistic, perverted,
abnormal, and somehow dominating. It took an unfair advantage of you, Pat; don't blame yoursdlf.”

"It was— utterly evil!" she muttered. "It wasthe ultimate in everything unholy.”

"It was an aberrant brain,” said Horker. ™Y ou can't judge it by human standards, since it wasn't
actually human. It was, | suppose, just what you said — adevil. | didn't even keep it,” he added grimly.
"| destroyed it."

"Do you know what it meant by saying it was a question of synapses?’ she asked.

"That was queer!" The Doctor's voice was puzzled. "That remark impliesthat the thing itsalf knew
what it was. How? It must have possessed knowledge that the normal brain lacked.”

"Wasit aquestion of synapses?’

"Inasenseit was. The nervesfrom the two riva brains must have met in asynaptic juncture. The
oftener the aberrant brain gained control, the easier it became for it to repegt the process, asthe synapse,
S0 to speak, wore thin. That'swhy the attacks intensified so horribly toward the end; the habit was being
formed."

"Ladt night wasthe very wordt!"

"Of course. Asthething itself pointed out, | made the mistake of drugging the normd brain and giving
the other complete control of the body. At other times, there'd aways been the rivalry to weaken
whichever was dominant.”

"Doesthat mean," asked Pat anxioudy, "that Nick's character will be changed now?’

"I think so. | think you'll find him less meek, less gentle, than heretofore. More spirited, perhaps,
since hisenergies won't be drained so congtantly by the struggle.”

"I don't carel" shesad. "I'd like that, and anyway, it doesn't make a bit of differenceto measlong as
he'sjust — my Nick."

The Doctor gave her atender amile. "Let'sgo home," he said, pinching her cheek in hisgreat hand.
"Canyou leave him?'

"I'll run back after awhile, Honey. | think hell do." Hetook her hand, drawing her after him. "Dontt
forget to dip in unseen, Pat, and rumple up your bed."

"Rumpleit!" Shegavehim aweary smile. "I'll bein it!"



"Good idea. Y ou look abit worn out, Honey, and we can't have you getting sick now, or even pull a
temporary faint like that onelast night.”

"l didn't faint!"

"Maybe not," grinned Horker. " Perhaps the proceedings grew alittle boring, and you just lay down
on the couch for anap. It was adull evening.
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