The Ablest Man in the World

By Edward Page Mitchdll

It may or may not be remembered that in 1878 Generd Ignatieff spent severa weeks of July at
the Badischer Hof in Baden. The public journds gave out tha he vidted the watering-place for
the benefit of his hedth, sad to be much broken by protracted anxiety and responghility in the
savice of the Czar. But everybody knew that Ignatieff was just then out of favor a S
Petersburg, and that his absence from the centers of active Statecraft a a time when the peace of
Europe fluttered like a shuttlecock in the ar, between Sdisbury and Shouvaoff, was nothing
more or less than politdy disguised exile,

| am indebted for the following facts to my friend Fisher, of New York, who arived a Baden
on the day after Ignatieff, and was duly announced in the officid list of strangers as “Herr Doctor
Professor Fischer, mit Frau Gattin und Bed. Nordamerika.”

The scarcity of titles among the traveling aristocracy of North America is a standing grievance
with the ingenious person who compiles the officid lis. Professona pride and the ingincts of
hospitaity aike impe him to supply the lack whenever he can. He didributes governor, mgor-
generd, and doctor professor with tolerable impartidity, according as the ariving Americans
wear adiginguished, amartid, or astudious air. Fisher owed histitle to his spectacles.

It was dill early in the season. The thestre had not yet opened. The hotels were hardly half full,
the concerts in the kiosk at e Conversationshaus were heard by scattering audiences, and the
shopkeepers of the bazear had no better busness than to spend their time in bewalling the
degeneracy of Baden Baden since an end was put to the play. Few excursonists disturbed the
meditations of the dhriveed old custodian of the tower on the Mercuriusberg. Fisher found the
place very supid—as stupid as Saratoga in June or Long Branch in September. He was impatient
to get to Switzerland, but his wife had contracted a table d héte intimacy with a Polish countess,
and she positively refused to take any step that would sever so advantageous a connection.

One dfternoon Fisher was danding on one of the little bridges that span the gutterwide
Ooshach, idly gazing into the water and wondering whether a good sized Rangely trout could
swvim the stream without persona inconvenience, when the porter of the Badischer Hof came to
him on the run.

“Hen Doctor Professor!” cried the porter, touching his cap. “l pray you pardon, but the
highborn the Baron Savitch out of Moscow, of the Generd Igndieff’s suite, suffers himsdf in a
terrible fit, and appearsto die”

In vain Fisher assured the porter that it was a mistake to consder him a medicd expert; that he
professed no science save that of draw poker; that if a fase impresson prevaled in the hotd it
was through a blunder for which he was in no way responsible; and that, much as he regretted
the unfortunate condition of the highborn the baron out of Moscow, he did not fed that his
presence in the chamber of sickness would be of the dightest benefit. It was impossble to
eradicate the idea that possessed the porter’'s mind. Finding himsdf fairly dragged toward the
hotel, Fisher a length concluded to make a virtue of necessity and to render his explanations to
the baron’ s friends.



The Russian’s apartments were upon the second floor, not far from those occupied by Fisher.
A French vdet, dmos besde himsdf with terror, came hurrying out of the room to meet the
porter and the doctor professor. Fisher again attempted to explain, but to no purpose. The valet
adso had explanations to make, and the superior fluency of his French enabled him to monopolize
the conversation. No, there was nobody there—nobody but himsdf, the fathful Auguste of the
baron. His Excedlency, the Gened Ignatieff, His Highness, the Prince Koloff, Dr.
Rapperschwyll, dl the suite, dl the world, had driven out that morning to Gernsbach. The baron,
meanwhile, had been sdzed by an effraying maady, and he, Auguste, was desolate with
apprenension. He entreated Monsieur to lose no time in parley, but to hasten to the bedside of the
baron, who was aready in the agonies of dissolution.

Fisher followed Augugte into the inner room. The Baron, in his boots, lay upon the bed, his
body bent dmost double by the unrdenting gripe of a distressful pan. His tegth were tightly
clenched, and the rigid muscles around the mouth distorted the natura expresson of his face.
Every few seconds a prolonged groan escaped him. His fine eyes rolled piteoudy. Anon, he
would press both hands upon his abdomen and shiver in every limb in the intengty of his
uffering.

Fisher forgot his explanations. Had he been a doctor professor in fact, he could not have
watched the symptoms of the baron’s maady with grester interest.

“Can Monseur preserve him?” whispered the terrified Auguste.

“Perhaps,” said Monsieur, dryly.

Fisher scribbled a note to his wife on the back of a card and dispatched it in the care of the
hotel porter. That functionary returned with great promptness, bringing a black bottle and a glass.
The bottle had come in Fisher's trunk to Baden al the way from Liverpool, had crossed the sea
to Liverpool from New York, and had journeyed to New York direct from Bourbon County,
Kentucky. Fisher saized it eagerly but reverently, and held it up agang the light. There were 4ill
three inches or three inches and a hdlf in the bottom. He uttered a grunt of pleasure.

“There is some hope of saving the Baron,” he remarked to Auguste.

Fully one hdf of the precious liquid was poured into the glass and administered without delay
to the groaning, writhing patient. In a few minutes Fisher had the satisfaction of seeing the baron
gt up in bed. The muscles around his mouth relaxed, and the agonized expresson was
superseded by alook of placid contentment.

Fisher now had an opportunity to observe the persona characterigtics of the Russan baron. He
was a young man of about thirty-five, with exceedingly handsome and clear-cut features, but a
peculiar head. The peculiarity of his head was that it seemed to be perfectly round on top—that
is, its diameter from ear to ear appeared quite equd to its anterior and posterior diameter. The
curious effect of this unusud conformation was rendered more sriking by the absence of dl hair.
There was nothing on the baron's head but a tightly fitting skullcgp of black slk. A very
deceptive wig hung upon one of the bed podts.

Being sufficiently recovered to recognize the presence of a stranger, Savitch nade a courteous
bow.

“How do you find yoursdf now?’ inquired Fisher, in bad French.

“Very much better, thanks to Monseur,” replied the baron, in excelent English, spoken in a
charming voice. “Very much better, though | fed a certain dizziness here” And he pressed his
hand to his forehead.

The vaet withdrew a a sgn from his master, and was followed by the porter. Fisher advanced
to the bedsde and took the baron’s wrist. Even his unpractised touch told him that the pulse was



damingly high. He was much puzzled, and not a little uneasy a the turn which the affar had
taken. “Have | got mysdf and the Russan into an infernal scrgpe?’ he thought. “But no—he's
well out of his teens, and hadf a tumbler of such whiskey as that ought not to go to a baby’s
head.”

Neverthdess, the new symptoms developed themsdves with a rapidity and poignancy that
made Fisher fed uncommonly anxious. Savitch's face became as white as marble—its paeness
rendered startling by the sharp contrast of the black skull cap. His form reded as he sat on the
bed, and he clasped his head convulsively with both hands, asif in terror lest it burst.

“I had better call your valet,” said Fisher, nervoudly.

“No, no!” gasped the baron. “You are a medical man, and | shdl have to trust you. There is
something—wrong—here.” With a spasmodic gesture he vaguely indicated the top of his head.

“But | am not—" stammered Fisher.

“No wordd” exclamed the Russan, imperioudy. “Act a once—there must be no delay.
Unscrew the top of my head!”

Savitch tore off his skullcgp and flung it asde Fisher has no words to describe the
bewilderment with which he behdd the actud fdbric of the baron’'s cranium. The skullcgp had
concealed the fact that the entire top of Savitch’s head was a dome of polished slver.

“Unscrew it!” said Savitch again.

Fisher reluctantly placed both hands upon the slver skull and exerted a gentle pressure toward
the left. The top yidded, turning eadly and truly in its threads.

“Faster!” said the baron, faintly. “I tell you no time must be lost.” Then he swooned.

At this ingant there was a sound of voices in the outer room, and the door leading into the
baron’s bed-chamber was violently flung open and as violently closed. The newcomer was a
short, spare man of middle age, with a keen visage and piercing, deep-sat little gray eyes. He
good for afew seconds scrutinizing Fisher with a sharp, dmost fiercely jedous regard.

The baron recovered his consciousness and opened his eyes.

“Dr. Rapperschwyll!” he exclaimed.

Dr. Repperschwyll, with a few rapid strides, approached the bed and confronted Fisher and
Fisher's patient. “What isdl this?’ he angrily demanded.

Without waiting for a reply he lad his hand ruddy upon Fishe’s am and pulled him away
from the baron. Fisher, more and more astonished, made no resstance, but suffered himsdlf to be
led, or pushed, toward the door. Dr. Rapperschwyll opened the door wide enough to give the
American exit, and then dosed it with a vicious dam. A quick click informed Fisher that the key
had been turned in the lock.

The next morning Fisher met Savitch coming from the Trinkhdle. The baron bowed with cold
politeness and passed on. Later in the day a vaet de place handed to Fisher a small parcd, with
the message: “Dr. Rapperschwyll supposes that this will be sufficient.” The parce contained two
gold pieces of twenty marks.

Fisher gritted his teeth. “He shdl have back his forty marks” he muttered to himsdf, “but |
will have his confounded secret in return.”

Then Fisher discovered that even a Polish countess has her uses in the socia economy.

Mrs. Fisher's table d'héte friend was amiability itself, when agpproached by Fisher (through
Fisher's wife) on the subject of the Baron Savitch of Moscow. Know anything about the Baron



Savitch? Of course she did, and about everybody ese worth knowing in Europe. Would she
kindy communicate her knowledge? Of course she would, and be enchanted to gratify in the
dightest degree the charming curiogity of her Americaine. It was quite refreshing for a blasée old
woman, who had long since ceased to fed much interest in contemporary men, women, things
and events, to encounter one 0 recently from the boundless praries of the new world as to
cherish a piquant inquitiveness about te affairs of the grand monde. Ah! yes she would very
willingly communicate the history of the Baron Savitch of Moscow, if that would amuse her dear
Americane.

The Polish countess abundantly redeemed her promise, throwing in for good messure many
choice bits of gossp and scandaous anecdotes about the Russian nobility, which are not relevant
to the present narrative. Her story, as summarized by Fisher, wasthis:

The Baron Savitch was not of an old creation. There was a mystery about his origin that had
never been satifactorily solved in St. Petersburg or in Moscow. It was said by some that he was
a foundling from the Vospitatelnoi Dom. Others believed him to be the unacknowledged son of a
certan illugtrious personage nearly related to the House of Romanoff. The latter theory was the
more probable, since it accounted in a measure for the unexampled success of his career from the
day that he was graduated at the University of Dorpat.

Rapid and brilliant beyond precedent this career had been. He entered the diplomatic service of
the Czar, and for severa years was attached to the legations a Vienna, London, and Paris.
Created a Baron before his twenty-fifth birthday for the wonderful ability displayed in the
conduct of negotiations of supreme importance and delicacy with the House of Hapsburg, he be-
came a pet of Gortchakoff’s, and was given every opportunity for the exercise of his genius in
diplomacy. It was even sad in wdl-informed circles & S. Petersburg that the guiding mind
which directed Russas course throughout the entire Eastern complication, which planned the
campagn on the Danube, effected the combinations that gave victory to the Czar's soldiers, and
which meanwhile held Audria doof, neutrdized the immense power of Gemany, and
exagperated England only to the point where wrath expends itsdf in harmless threats, was the
brain of the young Baron Savitch. It was certain that he had been with Ignatieff a Congtantinople
when the trouble was fird fomented, with Shouvaoff in England a the time of the secret
conference agreement, with the Grand Duke Nicholas a Adrianople when the protocol of an
amigtice was signed, and would soon be in Berlin behind the scenes of the Congress, where it
was expected that he would outwit the statesmen of al Europe, and play with Bismarck and
Digradli as a strong man plays with two kicking babies.

But the countess had concerned heasdf very little with this handsome young man's
achievements in politics She had been more paticulaly interested in his socid career. His
success in that field had been not less remarkable. Although no one knew with postive certainty
his father's name, he had conquered an absolute supremacy in the most exclusve circles
aurrounding the imperid court. His influence with the Czar himsdf was supposed to be
unbounded. Birth apart, he was consdered the best parti in Russa From poverty and by the
sheer force of intelect he had won for himsdf a colossal fortune. Report gave him forty million
roubles, and doubtless report did not exceed the fact. Every speculative enterprise which he
undertook, and they were many and various, was carried to sure success by the same qudlities of
cool, unering judgment, far-reaching sagacity, and apparently superhuman power of organizing,
combining, and controlling, which had made him in politics the phenomenon of the age.

About Dr. Rapperschwyll? Yes, the countess knew him by reputation and by sight. He was the
medicd man in condant attendance upon the Baron Savitch, whose high-drung menta



organization rendered him susceptible to sudden and daming attacks of illness. Dr.
Rapperschwyll was a Swiss—had origindly been a watchmaker or artisan of some kind, she had
heard. For the rest, he was a commonplace little old man, devoted to his professon and to the
baron, and evidently devoid of ambition, snce he wholly neglected to turn the opportunities of
his position and connections to the advancement of his persond fortunes.

Fortified with this information, Fisher felt better prepared to grapple with Rapperschwyll for
the possession of the secret. For five days he lay in wait for the Swiss physician. On the sixth day
the desired opportunity unexpectedly presented itsdlf.

Haf way up the Mercuriusberg, late in the afternoon, he encountered the custodian of the
ruined tower, coming down. “No, the tower was not closed. A gentleman was up there, making
observations of the country, and he, the custodian, would be back in an hour or two.” So Fisher
kept on hisway.

The upper part of this tower is in a dilgpidated condition. The lack of a Stairway to the summit
is supplied by a temporary wooden ladder. Fisher's head and shoulders were hardly through the
trap that opens to the platform, before he discovered that the man already there was the nan
whom he sought. Dr. Repperschwyll was studying the topography of the Black Forest through a
pair of field glasses.

Fisher announced his arrival by an opportune sumble and a noisy effort to recover himsdf, at
the same indant aming a dedthy kick at the topmost round of the ladder, and scrambling
ostentatioudy over the edge of the trap. The ladder went down thirty or forty feet with a racket,
clattering and banging againgt the walls of the tower.

Dr. Rapperschwyll at once gppreciated the Stuation. He turned sharply around, and remarked
with a sneer, “Mongeur is unaccountably awkward.” Then he scowled and showed his teeth, for
he recognized Fisher.

“It is rather unfortunate” sad the New Yorker, with imperturbable coolness. “We shdl be
imprisoned here a couple of hours a the shortest. Let us congraiulate ourselves that we each
have intelligent company, besides a charming landscape to contemplate.”

The Swiss coldly bowed, and resumed his topographica studies. Fisher lighted acigar.

“I dso desre” continued Fisher, puffing clouds of smoke in the direction of the Teufdmihle,
“to avall mysdf of this opportunity to return forty marks of yours, which reached me, | presume,
by amistake.”

“If Mongeur the American physician was not satisfied with his fee” rejoined Rapperschwyill,
venomoudy, “he can without doubt have the affair adjusted by applying to the baron’s valet.”

Fisher paid no attention to this thrust, but camly laid the gold pieces upon the parapet, directly
under the nose of the Swiss. “I could not think of accepting any fee” he sad, with ddiberate
emphasis. “I was abundantly rewarded for my trifling services by the novdty and interest of the

The Swiss scaned the American’s countenance long and seedily with his sharp little gray
eyes. At length he said, cardedy:

“Monsieur isaman of science?’

“Yes” replied Fisher, with a menta resarvation in favor of dl sciences save that which
illuminates and dignifies our nationd game.

“Then,” continued Dr. Rapperschwyll, “Monsieur will perhgps acknowledge tha a more
beautiful or more extensive case of trephining has rarely come under his observation.”

Fisher dightly raised his eyebrows.



“And Mongeur will aso understand, being a phydcian,” cortinued Dr. Rapperschwyll, “the
sendtiveness of the baron himsdf, and of his friends upon the subject. He will therefore pardon
my seeming rudeness a the time of his discovery.”

“He is smarter than | supposed,” thought Fisher. “He holds dl the cards, while | have
nothing—nothing, except atolerably strong nerve when it comes to a game of bluff.”

“I deeply regret that sengtiveness” he continued, aoud, “for it had occurred to me tha an
accurate account of what | saw, published in one of the scientific journads of England or
America, would excite wide attention, and no doubt be received with interest on the Continent.”

“What you saw?’ cried the Swiss, sharply. “It is fase. You saw nothing—when | entered you
had not even removed the—"

Here he stopped short and muttered to himsdf, as if curdng his own impetuosty. Fisher
celebrated his advantage by tossing away his haf-burned cigar and lighting a fresh one.

“Since you comped me to be frank,” Dr. Rapperschwyll went on, with visbly increasng
nervousness, “I will inform you that the baron has assured me that you saw nothing. | interrupted
you in the act of removing the Slver cap.”

“I will be equaly frank,” replied Fisher, diffening his face for a find effort. “On that point, the
baron is not a competent witness. He was in a state of unconsciousness for some time before you
entered. Perhaps | was removing the slver cap when you interrupted me—"

Dr. Rapperschwyll turned pale.

“And, perhaps,” said Fisher, coally, “I wasreplacing it.”

The suggestion of this posshility seemed to srike Rapperschwyll like a sudden thunderbolt
from the clouds. His knees parted, and he dmost sank to the floor. He put his hands before his
eyes, and wept like achild, or, rather, like a broken old man.

“He will publish it! He will publish it to the court and to the world!” he cried, hystericaly.
“And a thiscrigs—"

Then, by a desperate effort, the Swiss gppeared to recover to some extent his self-control. He
paced the diameter of the platform for severd minutes, with his head bent and his arms folded
across the breast. Turning again to his companion, he said:

“If any sum you may name will—"

Fisher cut the propodtion short with alaugh.

“Then,” said Rapperschwyll, “if—if | throw mysdf on your generosity—"

“Wel?" demanded Fisher.

“And ask apromise, on your honor, of absolute silence concerning what you have seen?’

“Silence until such time as the Baron Savitch shall have ceased to exigt?’

“That will suffice” sad Repperschwyll. “For when he ceases to exis | die And your
conditions?’

“The whole story, here and now, and without reservation.”

“It is a terrible price to ask me” sad Rapperschwyll, “but larger interests than my pride are a
gake. You shdl hear the Story.

“I was bred a watchmaker,” he continued, after a long pause, “in the Canton of Zurich. It is not
a matter of vanity when | say that | achieved a marvelous degree of kill in the craft. | developed
a faculty of invention that led me into a series of experiments regarding the capabilities of purely
mechanicad combinations. | studied and improved upon the best automata ever constructed by
human ingenuity. Babbage's caculating machine especidly intereted me. | saw in Babbage's
ideathe germ of something infinitely more important to the world.



“Then | threw up my business and went to Paris to study physiology. | spent three years at the
Sorbonne and pefected mysdf in that branch of knowledge. Meanwhile, my pursuits had
extended far beyond the purely physica sciences. Psychology engaged me for atime and then |
ascended into the domain of sociology, which, when adequately understood, is the summary and
final application of al knowledge.

“It was after years of preparation, and as the outcome of al my dudies, that the great idea of
my life, which had vaguely haunted me ever since the Zurich days, assumed a last a wdl-
defined and perfect form.”

The manner of Dr. Rapperschwyll had changed from distrustful reluctance to frank enthusiasm.
The man himsdf seemed trandformed. Fisher ligened attentivedly and without interrupting the
relation. He could not help fancying tha the necessty of yidding the secret, so long and o
jedoudy guarded by the physician, was not entirdly distasteful to the enthusast

“Now, attend, Monseur,” continued Dr. Rapperschwyll, “to severa separate propositions
which may seem at firdt to have no direct bearing on each other.

“My endeavors in mechanism had resulted in a machine which went far beyond Babbage's in
its powers of caculation. Given the data, there was no limit to the posshilities in this direction.
Babbage's cogwheds and pinions cdculated logarithms, cacuated an eclipse. It was fed with
figures, and produced results in figures. Now, the reations of cause and effect are as fixed and
undterable as the laws of arithmetic. Logic is, or should be, as exact a science as mathemdtics.
My new machine was fed with facts, and produced conclusons. In short, it reasoned; and the
results of its reasoning were dways true, while the results of human reasoning are often, if not
dways, fdse. The source of eror in human logic is what the philosophers cdl the ‘persond
equation.” My machine diminated the persond equation; it proceeded from cause to effect, from
premise to concluson, with steady precison. The human intdlect is fdlible my machine was,
and s, infdliblein its processes.

“Agan, physology and anatomy had taught me the fdlacy of the medicd superdition which
holds the gray matter of the brain and the vita principle to be inseparable. | had seen men living
with pigol bdls imbedded in the medulla oblongaa | had seen the hemigpheres and the
cerebdlum removed from the crania of birds and smdl animas, and yet they did not die |
believed that, though the brain were to be removed from a human skull, the subject would not
die, dthough he would cetanly be divesed of the intdligence which governed dl save the
purdly involuntary actions of his bodly.

“Once more a profound sudy of hisory from the sociological point of view, and a not
inconsderable practica experience of human nature, had convinced me that the greatest geniuses
that ever exised were on a plane not so very far removed above the level of average intellect.
The grandest pesks in my native country, those which al the world knows by name, tower only a
few hundred feet above the countless unnamed peaks that surround them. Napoleon Bonaparte
towered only a little over the alest men around him. Yet that little was everything, and he
overran Europe. A man who surpassed Napoleon, as Napoleon surpassed Murat, in the mental
qualities which tranamute thought into fact, would have made himsdf master of the whole world.

“Now, to fuse these three propostions into one: suppose that | take a man, and, by removing
the brain that endhrines dl the errors and falures of his ancestors away back to the origin of the
race, remove al sources of weskness in his future career. Suppose, that in place of the fdlible
intellect which | have removed, | endow him with an atificid intdlect that operates with the
certainty of universad laws. Suppose that | launch this superior being, who reasons truly, into the



burly burly of his inferiors who reason fdsdy, and awat the inevitable result with the
tranquillity of a philosopher.

“Monsieur, you have my secret. That is precisly what | have done. In Moscow, where my
friend Dr. Duchat had charge of the new inditution of S. Vasli for hopdess idiots, | found a boy
of deven whom they caled Stépan Borovitch. Since he was born, he had not seen, heard, spoken
or thought. Nature had granted him, it was believed, a fraction of the sense of smell, and perhaps
a fraction of the sense of taste, but of even this there was no postive ascertainment Nature had
waled in his sou mog effectudly. Occasond inaticulate murmurings, and an incessant knitting
and kneading of the fingers were his only manifestations of energy. On bright days they would
place him in a little rocking-chair, in some spot where the sun fell warm, and he would rock to
and fro for hours, working his dender fingers and mumbling forth his satifaction a the warmth
in the plaintive and unvarying refrain of idiocy. The boy was thus Stuated when | first saw him.

“I begged Stépan Borovitch of my good friend Dr. Duchat. If that excelent man had not long
since died he should have shared in my triumph. | took Stépan to my home and plied the saw and
the knife. 1 could operate on that poor, worthless, usdess, hopdess travesty of humanity as
fearlessly and as recklessly as upon adog bought or caught for vivisection. That was a little more
than twenty years ago. To-day Stépan Borovitch wields more power than any other man on the
face of the earth. In ten years he will be the autocrat of Europe, the master of the world. He never
errs, for the machine that reasons beneath his slver skull never makes a mistake.”

Fisher pointed downward at the old custodian of the tower, who was seen tailing up the bill.

“Dreamers” continued Dr. Rapperschwyll, “have speculated on the posshbility of finding
among the ruins of the older avilizations some brief inscription which shdl change the
foundetions of human knowledge. Wiser men deride the dresm, and laugh a the idea of
scientific kabbda. The wiser men ae fools. Suppose that Aristotle had discovered on a
cuneiform-covered tablet a Nineveh the few words, ‘Survival of the Fittest.” Philosophy would
have gained twenty-two hundred years. | will give you, in dmost as few words, a truth equdly
pregnant. The ultimate evolution of the creature is into the creator. Perhaps it will be twenty-two
hundred years before the truth finds general acceptance, yet it is not the less a truth. The Baron
Savitch is my cresture, and | am his creator—creator of the ablest man in Europe, the ablest man
in theworld.

“Hereis our ladder, Monsieur. | have fulfilled my part of the agreement. Remember yours.”

After a two months tour of Switzerland and the Italian lakes, the Fishers found themsdlves at the
Hotel Splendide in Paris, surrounded by people from te States. It was a relief to Fisher, after his
somewhat bewildering experience a Baden, followed by a surfet of stupendous and ghostly
snow pesks, to be once more among those who discriminated between a draight flush and a
crooked dstraight, and whose bosoms thrilled responsve to his own a the sght of the dar-
spangled banner. It was particuarly agreeable for him to find a the Hotd Splendide, in a party
of Eagterners who had come over to see the Expostion, Miss Bella Ward, of Portland, a pretty
and bright girl, affianced to his best friend in New Y ork.

With much less plessure, Fisher learned that the Baron Savitch Was in Paris, fresh from the
Berlin Congress, and that he was the lion of the hour with the sdect few who read between the
written lines of politics and knew the dummies of diplomacy from the red players in the



tremendous game. Dr. Rapperschwyll was not with the baron. He was detained in Switzerland, at
the deathbed of his aged mother.

This last piece of information was welcome to Fisher. The more he reflected upon the
interview on the Mercuriusberg, the more srongly he fdt it to be his intdlectua duty to persuade
himsdf that the whole affar was an illuson, not a redity. He would have been glad, even a the
scrifice of his confidence in his own adiuteness, to believe that the Swiss doctor had been
amusng himsdf a the expense of his credulity. But the remembrance of the scene in the baron's
bedroom at the Badischer Hof was too vivid to leave the dightest ground for this theory. He was
obliged to be content with the thought that he should soon place the broad Atlantic between
himsdf and a cresture so unnatura, sO dangerous, so mongroudy impossible as the Baron
Savitch.

Hardly a week had passed before he was thrown again into the society of that impossble
person.

The ladies of the American party met the Russian baron a a bal in the New Continental Hotdl.
They were charmed with his handsome face, his refinement of manner, his intdligence and wit.
They met him again at the American Minister's, and, to Fisher’s unspeskable consternation, the
acquaintance thus established began to make rapid progress in the direction of intimacy. Baron
Savitch became a frequent visitor at the Hotel Splendide.

Fisher does not like to dwel upon this period. For a month his peace of mind was rent
dternately by apprenenson and disgust. He is compeled to admit that the baron’s demeanor
toward himsdf was mog friendly, dthough no adluson was made on ether sde to the incident at
Baden. But the knowledge that no good could come to his friends from this associaion with a
being in whom the mord principle had no doubt been supplanted by a system of cog-gear, kept
him continudly in a sate of didraction. He would gladly have explained to his American friends
the true character of the Russan, that he was not a man of hedthy menta organizaion, but
merdy a marvel of mechanicd ingenuity, congtructed upon a principle subversve of dl society
as a present condituted—in short, a monster whose very exisence must ever be revolting to
right-minded persons with brains of honest gray and white But the solemn promise to Dr.
Rapperschwyll seded hislips.

A trilling incident suddenly opened his eyes to the darming character of the dtuation, and
filled his heart with anew horror.

One evening, a few days before the date desgnated for the departure of the American party
from Havre for home, Fisher happened to enter the private parlor which was, by common
consent, the headquarters of his set. At first he thought that the room was unoccupied. Soon he
perceived, in the recess of a window, and partly obscured by the drapery of the curtain, the forms
of the Baron Savitch and Miss Ward of Portland. They did not observe his entrance. Miss Ward's
hand was in the baron’s hand, and she was looking up into his handsome face with an expression
which Fisher could not misnterpret

Fisher coughed, and going to another window, pretended to be interested in affairs on the
Boulevard. The couple emerged from the recess. Miss Ward's face was ruddy with confusion,
and she immediady withdrew. Not a sgn of embarassment was visble on the baron’s
countenance. He greeted Fisher with perfect sdf-possesson, and began to tdk of the great
baloon in the Place du Carrousd.

Fisher pitied but could not blame the young lady. He believed her ill loya a heart to her New
York engagement. He knew that her loydty could not be shaken by the blandishments of any
man on earth. He recognized the fact that she was under the spell of a power more than human.



Yet what would be the outcome? He could not tell her dl; his promise bound him. It would be
usdess to goped to the generodity of the baron; no human sentiments governed his exorable
purposes. Must the affair drift on while he stood tied and helpless? Mug this charming and inno-
cent girl be sacrificed to the trangent whim of an automaton? Allowing tha the baron's
intentions were of the most honorable character, was the dtuation any less horrible? Marry a
Maching His own loydty to his friend in New York, his regard for Miss Ward, dike loudly
cdled on him to act with promptness.

And, gpat from dl private interest, did he not owe a plain duty to society, to the liberties of the
world? Was Savitch to be permitted to proceed in the career laid out for him by his crestor, Dr.
Rapperschwyll? He (Fisher) was the only man in the world in a pogtion to thwart the ambitious
programme. Was there ever greater need of a Brutus?

Between doubts and fears, the last days of Fisher's stay in Paris were wretched beyond
description. On the morning of the steamer day he had dmost made up his mind to act.

The train for Havre departed a noon, and a eeven o'clock the Baron Savitch made his
appearance a the Hotd Splendide to bid farewell to his American friends. Fisher watched Miss
Wad closdy. There was a condraint in her manner which fortified his resolution. The baron
incidentaly remarked that he should make it his duty and pleasure to vist America within a very
few months, and that he hoped then to renew the acquaintances now interrupted. As Savitch
gpooke, Fisher observed that his eyes met Miss Ward's, while the dightest possible blush colored
her cheeks. Fisher knew that the case was desperate, and demanded a desperate remedy.

He now joined the ladies of the party in urging the baron to join them in the hasty lunch that
was to precede the drive to the dtation. Savitch gladly accepted the cordid invitation. Wine he
politdy but firmly dedined, pleading the absolute prohibition of his physcian. Fisher left the
room for an ingtant, and returned with the black bottle which had figured in the Baden episode.

“The Baron,” he sad, “has aready expressed his approva of the noblest of our American
products, and he knows that this beverage has good medical endorsement.” So saying, he poured
the remaining contents of the Kentucky bottle into a glass, and presented it to the Russian.

Savitch hestated. His previous experience with the nectar was a the same time a temptation
and a warning, yet he did not wish to seem discourteous. A chance remark from Miss Ward
decided him

“The baron,” she said, with a amile, “will certainly not refuse to wish us bon voyage in the
American fashion.”

Savitch drained the glass and the conversation turned to other matters. The carriages were
dready below. The pating compliments were being made, when Savitch suddenly pressed his
bands to his forehead and clutched a the back of a char. The ladies gathered around him in
dam.

“Itisnothing,” he sad faintly; “atemporary dizziness”

“There is no time to be log,” said Fisher, pressng forward. The train leaves in twenty minutes.
Get ready at once, and | will meanwhile attend to our friend.”

Fisher hurriedly led the baron to his own bedroom. Savitch fell back upon the bed. The Baden
symptoms repeated themsaves. In two minutes the Russian was unconscious.

Fisher looked a his watch. He had three minutes to spare. He turned the key in the lock of the
door and touched the knob of the e ectric annunciator.

Then, gaining the magtery of his nerves by one supreme effort for sdf-control, Fisher pulled
the deceptive wig and the black skullcap from the baron’'s head. “Heaven forgive me if | am
meking a fearful mistakel” he thought. But | believe it to be best for oursdves and for the



world.” Rapidly, but with a geady hand, he unscrewed the dlver dome. The Mechanism lay
exposed before his eyes. The baron groaned. Ruthlesdy Fisher tore out the wondrous machine.
He had no time and no inclination to examine it. He caught up a newspaper and hadtily enfolded
it. He thrugt the bundle into his open traveling bag. Then he screwed the slver top firmly upon
the baron’s head, and replaced the skullcap and the wig.

All this was done before the servant answered the bdl. “The Baron Savitch is ill,” said Fisher
to the attendant, when he came. There is no cause for darm. Send a once to the Hotd de
I’Athénée for his vaet, Auguste” In twenty seconds Fisher was in a cab, whirling toward the
Station St. Lazare.

When the steamship Pereire was well out a sea, with Ushant five hundred miles in her wake,
and countless fathoms of water beneath her ked, Fisher took a newspaper parce from his
traveling bag. His teeth were firm set and his lips rigid. He carried the heavy parcel to the sde of
the ship and dropped it into the Atlantic. It made a little eddy in the smooth water, and sank out
of gght. Fisher fancied that he heard a wild, despairing cry, and put his hands to his ears to shut
out the sound. A gull came drcling over the seamer—the cry may have been the gull’s.

Fisher felt a light touch upon his aam. He turned quickly around. Miss Ward was gsanding a
hissde, closetotherail.

“Bless me, how white you are!” she said. “What in the world have you been doing?’

“I have been presarving the liberties of two continents” dowly replied Fisher, “and perhaps
saving your own peace of mind.”

“Indeed!” said she; “and how have you done that?’

“1 have doneit,” was Fisher’ s grave answer, “by throwing overboard the Baron Savitch.”

Miss Ward burgt into aringing laugh. “Y ou are sometimes too droll, Mr. Fisher,” she said.



